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By The Light OF Y LBlack Gun

%ﬁn are of power

n archaic Sarfened gleam

$6imm%5 through the cracks of the arcane

lacf sun, obsidian storm

She holograplyic congtruct of betng
n empty space i the glow of clavity
Thye sentient subconscious wraith is waiting...

%tée solar lo8ge < found the fey

at unloced o celestial Somain
Tt gaveme wisSom and the will to soar
igh in the face of the gods

T am guided by the light of o black' s
y 5treat%z‘;of a&%etgay ?25 nfme J amu[:)uns

Céfin art%)way to the muysteries, bridge of enigmatic light
limmers through a rift in the wmbra
Tt rains upon the ether in a wash of quiet brood
{ blacfened storm, obsidian sun

J bave been ail8ed b the light of o blacP's
B o ek




%{chaeu Divinity
%voug Sust of ages, burned into ashes of the seer
¢ voice of an, anctent echo tmne[g& across the agtral plane

ore the mar of time, before the origin o
TWhat was au?w&:.? sball be ggam mfet a:() the :rl%;woqsfof the Sivine

28 tn anguish, cloafd in shaSowed ances
Muﬁ fn Suality an await the aveival of the trtrt%ﬁ

Tnfinity arrived before us on a steed of morbid Secay
§ cast Sown on our plight, a looming Sesecration
a%: is the third, the teiurmvirate, bis journey ens heve
i our temple of atavistic separation

Bis mare of centuries bows and falls from its bones
tato a pile of Sry fleshy, scoria and sinew
TBe gre but heretics watching from the edge ogr?oe Puing
gfw waligned veil enshrouds the world

Through t?e comSorﬁ i8¢, before tg_e light veveal e8 our 51[eut woe
easant stillness that 5u ering could only veward
%e Srag the gods behinG us, th e nﬁ%es grasping our cloafs
¢ Serpent’s venom Spat upon an )omeS the vants o%t6e fallen steed

TBe ave but teavelers in o lost acon
new Sarfage of malice...and Sivinity







The Bestige Of Thorns

emoue i3 mortal coil
The nucleus o ife, o vestige
TBhyere memories ave adrift in o capztu[um follow
emove the eart and marrow

m v a pallid cage
%eplace it witfy é),oms, Sried with age
Sear e, bleed me

Remove the ghost of being
g()e spiritual fiber which ma?’es aman
t ingide, F)auutmg ng le camty
ife smoft tha e ame
%{ shadow's unpressawn wiyich never fades
Replace it with thorns, Seied with age

Bierce me, velease me

;%wa i8 left witfy a coil of thorns

what is [eft with rusty nai
Wl what i3 left wity obsiSian shards

5 tter me, Sestroy M.,
2 me whole again

Leave a briar of thorns where once $t00d 4 man
& fere are fragments of wisSom in Secline







Toraes Jron Crucible
3 have been molding this burben for a lifetime
urved in the most erquisite form
ored to capture my molten {ron will
vessel that shall carey me to the grave

Burity through fire

Cauterise...

This faryowed affliction is as agvow—muages flesty
or
3 by

cte§ away in o chamber of voices

%uutes by thye past, hunted by the present

taléed enSlessly by a harvow of shame
?j%ﬁom and the ceucible

car, burn, sanctify

The arbor ogﬁom s an artist who gaintg% with pure Sesive
¢ pevfect scar i3 forged by pure...

J have been molding this bitterness for a ifetime
8 i the most erquisite form
rged to scoff my molten tron will
wockery that will echo to the grave

T o e

The arbor of scorn is an atist who paints with pure Sesive
b aﬁ%}e ]f;erfect scar 15 forge by pyre ang crucible







A Stugion Buwe

KU fiee burns BlacP

Stugian...the Sarfest, most cleansing of flame
gﬁ%e ;cgtﬁian light that veaps the B&ﬂa

o%ie[&ng to nothing, amof'in its feval wake
¢38 and unforgiving with a heart of brimstone

T a purification vitual - cleanse the world of this abomination

g’?‘%ﬁw burns blacf
ing is Sarfer...

yre...the purest, most cleansing of flame
Qie[%;tg to nothing, architect of austere carbon bane

educed to o grey, Selicate aghen veverence
rased tn a seeaphic scour of pitch-black five

The Dentient %ﬂmmum

"Oajiequa lege necessitas sortitur tnsignes et ini0s...




Darfis the River of MWan

$6ere i a viver in us all
Jt flows a crimson ruin through our veins

Ttis the life blooS of 5uﬂ5nn%
livion

R ed magma on a slow course to 0

%15 viver, 1t binds us
us, feeds us
t gwe5 ug Sealfg it gwes us [ife
...and Srowns the vest of the world

e your hanss and 5uf£§:

en breaf them from the body
wn your soul in the mire
util theve 18 nothing left of us heve

%ﬂu empty vessel floats away

Drown our Soul in the water
Teel the blacfmire penetrate your being
¢ your hands i the water
The mire oﬁ?zau 8 flows on...and on...

sl PIOCE.




There is no fate that cannot be surmounted by scorn
- Albert Camus
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and mixing of this album
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