
Via Mistica, Danse macabre
In the pageant of deathWalking in the forefrontBlood-stains on my dressStone-dead body dressed to killWhile dancing madlyI'm wringing my handsFrown on my faceTearing my hairThe corpses' caravanStill walking on and onHeedles and recklessBodies without soulsOur doomed'n'tragic danceBeggars' carnivalEmpty bloodless facesDub toothless mocking grinsI am the cold wind on your faceI am a moment, a whilesome of you want me to never comeSome are begging me to showYou live just like I've never existedYou think you can cheat your destinyBut it's already knownThat I'll meet all of youSo how could I prepareNot to be a cowardAnd what can I doNot to feel a fearIt's your duty to waitNot to turn away your eyesFrom cruelty of lifeAnd my peaceful handHow to be braveWhen you lookInto my eyesAnd say: "Come"?I put my fingers on your eyesYou forgive all your sorrowsI cross the line of your lifeYou finish all your tripsRemember: You are not the only oneI am not the only one
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