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Avalon (After the Fall)
The blood red sun is setting on this day;
A field of carnage: the bed wherein I lay.
Everything I fought for is falling now;
Mine enemies have torn it down somehow.
My last true friend is standing by my side;
I couldn't save the rest with all my might.
Mine ancient sword is all that I have left;
Without it now mayhaps I will finally find some rest.
Please take it up, remove it from my sight;
To lay it down is beyond me, though I've tried, and tried, and tried!
Please return it now to the place from whence it came;
It shall not bear the weight of all my shame.

The last rays of the sun are fading fast.
I fear this breath may finally be my last.
My bitter foe has cut me to the core;
That he was of mine own blood hurts all the more.
But there he lies, by my hand stricken down;
A more bitter grief than I thought e'er could be found.
At least our dire strife has ended here.
With the eyes of Death, I begin to see more clear.
My kingdom will not stand the test of time;
May it linger on in story, song, and rhyme.
For Justice, Peace, and Truth I built it up,
But the dregs of betrayal had e'er been in my cup.

At last the sun is gone, now comes the night.
The colors of the world bleed from my sight.
But hark! What song is this now rides upon the breeze?
A wind of hope is stirring in the trees.
I've toiled so through sorrow, doubt, and pain;
Can it be now that all is not in vain?
Closer now, their singing fills mine ears;
Their beauty shines bright even through my tears!
They place me on a boat to cross the miles,
And bear me back towards the Blessed Isle.
Avalon is calling now, my soul to keep.
I close my weary eyes; at last to sleep.



And So It Goes
So it seems we've lost another one
To the private wars the Soulless wage.
We like to think that we don't need anyone
Won't toe the line of relentless Fate.

Seen a man from across the ocean
Turn himself into a pillar of flame.
Never known how this perpetual motion
Can fill a heart up with a river of hate.

And so it goes...
He needed someone to show him to heaven.
And so it goes...
And so it goes.

It seems our lives are so disposable:
Just paper, plastic, and so much glass.
But for all that, sometimes we're so soulful;
Makes it worse when someone “takes out the trash”.

A light snuffed out in this bleeding moment,
Literally with the flick of a switch.
The Darkness calls and a heart is frozen,
While the vampires at the top get rich.

And so it goes...
He needed someone; take his hand, lead him back from the Abyss.
And so it goes...
And so it goes.

And so it goes...
Open your heart; we can find the answer.
And so it goes...
And so it goes.

And so it goes...
Only Love opens the gates of Heaven.
And so it goes...
And so it goes.

Celebril
I.  There was a time
When a man could truly call his life his own.
The shape of things to come
Reminds me of a pyre built for freedoms past.
We built it up,



Threw on all our Faith, our Love, our Sacred Truths.

Is it too late?
Is it too late?
Is it too late?

There was a time
When a life was worth more than a vault of gold;
The worth of all our days
Now measured only by the profits we create.
We build them up
By selling all our Faith, our Love, our Sacred Truths.

Is it too late?
Is it too late?
Is it too late?

II.  I remember when a day could last longer than a year,
And I remember when the night hadn't taught us yet to fear,
And I remember when the sun was a hope that we held dear,
And I remember when our love hadn't tasted yet of tears.

It's not too late...
It's not too late...
It's not too late.

I believe a man is more than a number on a list,
And I believe a heart is made to teach us not to use our fist,
And I believe that life is best when we learn to coexist,
And I believe a soul is bright enough to burn away the mist.

It's not too late...
It's not too late...
It's not too late.
And in the end, the Shadow is only a small and passing thing.

Love is all...
Love is all...
Love is all...
And All is One.

Song for the End
There once was a man
Who sat down to write
The Song for the End.

Or, maybe there will be;



Time can be hazy
Here at the End.

It would be something simple,
Exceedingly lovely:
His Song for the End.

It should speak of the Beauty,
The Passion and Glory
Of the times before then;

Back when we were One with Nature,
Before Greed and our Hatred
Had brought on the End.

And so he hummed it for days,
Tried to think about ways
To make sense of the End.

He sang verses and chorus
Of rivers and forests,
Of Love stronger than
Seas and mountains.

He sang it backwards and forwards,
Wrote thousands of words
Of people and places,
All gone.

He sang for Moon and for Sun;
For he was the last one.
There was no one to hear
The Song for the End.

There once was a man
Who sat down to write
The Song for the End.

Or, maybe there will be;
Time can be hazy
Here at the End.

It will be something simple,
Surpassingly beautiful:
His Song for the End.

And it will speak of the Sorrow;



Of blood shed for Tomorrow
Leading up to the End:

A time when we forget the Truth,
Lusting only for Youth
And money to spend.

So, to the End of our Days
We'll come up with ways
To deny our End.

He sang verses and chorus
Of rivers and forests,
Of Love stronger than
Seas and mountains.

He sang it backwards and forwards,
Wrote thousands of words
Of people and places,
All gone.

He sang for Moon and for Sun;
For he was the last one.
There was no one to hear
The Song for the End.

There once was a man
Who sat down to write
The Song for the End.

Or, maybe there will be;
Time can be hazy
Here at the End.
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