instantdecay: the fires of the past are all but ashes upon the brow of the champion over those souls which were never to be. stare deep into this entities' eyes and see the world staring back at you in a whirlwind of pain and blissful anguish. the scars of cuts made long ago by a child's own hand blister open as vultures land upon the summet top. silently, the bells cry out their bitter song, and the birds weep their agony anew.

instantdecay: stare long and deep into your soul and you find teh words which have been sprawled upon canvas for eyons staring back at you in sheer definace. there is no somber toon in which to find comfort in, for the calming touch of a mother's hand has long since turned to dust in the climates of the hated world.

instantdecay: the glissining articles of forgoten time fall to the floor and shatter with a thunderclap that burns into the very soul. never before has such torment been manifested, and never agian will it be denied to the very entities which have tried for so long to resist it, and want it to own them.

instantdecay: laughing while carreneing down a path of ill-gotten meaning, the man of faith is left with little option, but to carry on down the road of pain in torment while at teh same time delivering salvation in the form of blistering eyes which have been burned forever more by the blinding sunburst of darkness.

instantdecay: sharing in the tranquil waters of styx, there is no real purpose to exploring that which can never fully be explained. teh only means of finding true love is by embracing that which is impossible to find joy in. one must give thanks for death. and pain.

instantdecay: synical tears of shapes flash before the eyes of soliders who no of nothing more than taking a life in return for another. the puddles of starlight rain down upon the fields which were long ago laid bere in order to clear the way for that which is soon to come, but will never arrive.

instantdecay: the moon passes over the horizon as the children rise for another day of sweet agony incompassed in a world of deciet and foolerie. taking first small portions, and then gulping down the sulfuric liquids of life, the grandmothers of the future stare on as their flesh feels it's first impulse of sheer agony. as the very essence of their minds manifested rips away from their very structure, laughter is heard in the distance.

instantdecay: photocopies of lives are striken bare before the gods of those which have yet to live. teh furies of the past join together with the blood sacrafice of today as the womb of nature is sliced open by the shallow knives of progression. with nothing more to pass before them, the lords and masters perish without a concern of those they have left behind to meet the sunrise.

instantdecay: ice of teh firey daylight is burned upon the chest of the suicidal caregiver of those who are without purpose. the fires are fulled by the death of the wind as the oceans calm in a futile attemp to maintain havoc within a world that can even achieve such a simplistic goal.

instantdecay: silent nightfall entangles the sunlight which has never had the chance to gaze upon teh tree tops taht have long since grown old and frail without the benifit of rejuvination. sadistically, the master of such effects gazes upon the horizion with a smile of compelte satisfaction. the only witness to this occurance, a solitary glissen of flurishment. death.

instantdecay: searching for meaning with the empty portals before us, we gaze on into a world that we pray will return our praises. while the instantanious occurances of night take an eternity to occur, the waters consume my very being. silently, i pray for ice.

instantdecay: rhymatic relinqishment of freedoms bonds floods the senses of those who can not see such things. without any means of controling the flood, society  has no way to warn its predasesors of that which has already occured, and that which will consume the earth once agian within a flash of anguish.

instantdecay: the simplistic infatuation of dreams is quickly drawn shut by the writers of historic documents within the future tense. without rode to guide them, the heroic demons struggle to remain a step  ahead of the flury that is soon to pass over them in a hail storm of solidified blood and boiling flesh.

instantdecay: patient ovetures await their compostion into the sands of time as the composers sit idlely in their coffins. the praising of their souls has ceased as the tomb grows cold with ill-rememberance and apathy torwads truth. only the russle of stale wind remains to comfort those who have eternity to find an answer to a question which has no meaning. no rationale.

I

nstantdecay: sureal dreams of fluttering panic strikens all ability to comprehend that which is laid before the owners of destiny. without a word to be spoken, the halls of fate are bombarded with shouts of masocistic splender as the page turns to yet another chapter. end game.

flashing furies become plastered upon the walls of the catherdils, like obscene corpses of ill gotten glory. teh masterminds of tommorrow's past hold out their hands. clenched, yet still wide open, their fingers twittle upon the world's life force. silently, the line is cut.

