Grievous Graves

I'm standing at ( the ) graveyard, facing ( to ) one of them.
and see the name of that.

I know the dead, I know the name well.

We're mortal, we are so frail, like a trashy rusting nail

In no time, we'll pass away.

What do you grieve for in dark and cold grave?
I ask in hollow and get no answer.
Why did you bleed for your greed?
I kill my mind and kill the silence.

Why is the twilight flaring up so sadly to impress me?
I feel it seems divinely.

For your soul, I play requiem.

Immortal thing is there maybe -

- though I can not take it in my hand.

I still long, struggle to be there.

What did you leave for me who be alone?

Is that my sorrow that never fades out( away )?
No, I know what is that indeed.

I see a light into your silence.

More cry will tell me I'm alive.

And so you agonize

Dive into troubled days

I'm crying still in gloomy way and build your grievous grave.
I dare to build the sorrows.

I'm standing at ( the ) graveyard, facing ( to ) my fate.
We're mortal, we are so frail, like a trashy rusting nail
In no time, we'll pass away.

More cry will lead me to your side

Someday, until I'm there.

I believe, I will be there

More stack your bleeding for your grave to be able to pride.
I build the grievous graves

We remind you... I never forget...
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Innocent Winner

I was crawling in the mud and was a slave of scares.
All was so gray.

I could not dare to say any words.

Don't prey on me. No more!

wallowed in bad thought

It's time to die.
Everyday, walk toward the end of your live

I wanna find out one rise of all rivers.

I feel I 'm not enough.

We must go, return to all in one.

When I maybe all resolve, I will see the gate be opened finally.
There will be all we love.There is no one to cry.

These are only troublesome and really meaningless
Wasting your time.

I began searching for the other way, to see a lively sky.
Only you can save you

No time to cry anymore.
So I will never despair

I got that final code of the all riddles.

Where are you comming back?

We must go, my soul returns to one.

I wanna find out why I was there. Where's my terminal?
There will be all result. There will be holy time.

Fight to your vice

Now refine! Get out from your cage.
Don't be scared Only you can save you
walk toward the end of your lives
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Mental Destruction
I promise You are already ill

Yeah, say good by to life.

Shall I tell you how to die?
May you have better suicide.
Follow your sorrow.

I will taste the sigh of your last.

I tell you to die so gravely.

Yeah, become a lovely dead.

May you be blessed in this time

Shall T tell you how to make the last supper?
Have a fucking good time.

I got a will of breaking the seal for -
- my wrath gonna deal blows to fall.
you are the poodle of the libido.

I'm gonna darken your soul.

BARAEL £+ BEAIXBEIOREATT

o, AECs 62 HFTi e
ESXTNEERL N HRTINBEZEL L HH?
HANLOROCABZZRFE T L 512
LA TS0

X, HHOBRBROBERAKRbVEL LS

BIXBEAIZEVET RISV

o, BOLWEKRIZE->T RSV
GO, HHICHE?D O AT L
HEOME, fED A HRIIZHZEL L H»?
BEIZELATCE S
MIXHMZETEELBE L
WO O —8% 5 2 77 OB O B
ﬁﬁuﬁmw%w

H

I AOMERESRDOEL &5

ORJEQOUS GRAVES

YAMAGEN’ S DEVILELIET All rights reserved



