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TUNI NG=DRCP D, DOWN 1 1/2 STEPS B, F#, B, E, G#, C#

Har noni ¢
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Bri dge

-12--10- - - 0- 7- 8- 0- 7- 8- 0- 7- 8- 0- 5- 0- 3- 5- 3- 0-
-12--10- - - 0- 7- 8- 0- 7- 8- 0- 7- 8- 0- 5- 0- 3- 5- 3- 0-
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Chor us
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- 8- 0- 2- 3- 2- 0- 8- 0- 2- 3- 2- 0- - O-

-8-0-2-3-2-0-8-0-2-3-2-0--0-
I nterlude {Pal m Mut e}

- 3--2-0- 2- 0- 2- 3- - 2- 0- 2- 0- 3- - 2- 0- 2- 0- 0- 3- 3-
- 3--2-0- 2- 0- 2- 3- - 2- 0- 2- 0- 3- - 2- 0- 2- 0- 0- 3- 3-

Interlude 2

-12-10- - 9- - 2p0- 0- O- - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0-
- 12- 10- - 9- - 2p0- 0- O- - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0-

I nterlude 3



- | - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- O- |
-| - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- O- |
I nterlude 4

- | - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- xx- 10- 2p0- - 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- xx- 10- |
- | - 2p0- 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- xx- 10- 2p0- - 0- 3p0- 0- 2p0- 0- 0- xx- 10- |
Interlude 5

-| - 00- 0- 0- 0- 0- 32- 0- 0- 10- 32235020- 0- 0- 3235- 00- 0- 0- 10- 32235022- - - - |
-| - 00- 0- 0- 0- 0- 32- 0- 0- 10- 32235020- 0- 0- 3235- 00- 0- 0- 10- 32235022- - - - |
Qutro

-] - 00- 0- 0- 0- 0- 32- 0- 0- 10- 32235020- 0- 0- 3235- 00- 0- 0- 10- - - -
-] - 00- 0- 0- 0- 0- 32- 0- 0- 10- 32235020- 0- 0- 3235- 00- 0- 0- 10- - - -
After Last Chord Cet the FeedBack Going!!

{Lyrics}

Col d seens crippling | ame meander through corridors aroma s
thick with age mark off the day reflections of ny life are fading

Pull me out of body dont want it don t want in,
Feeble frail and rotting descending | mlost in,

A structure that s collapsing dont want it cast into,
Maker take the body dont want it wants ne

Past has found its place salvation is no nore will god accept ny
peace bl eached will pardon nme reflections of nmy |ife are fading
Pull ne out of body dont want it don t want in,

Feeble frail and rotting descending | mlost in,

A structure that s collapsing dont want it cast into,

Maker take the body don t want it wants ne

| just want to run fly kites westle junp and pl ay
Swi m t hrough waves that crash to shore nenories in ne
cocooned in nisery



I msick and tired of enbracing reflections of past tinme receive
me or cast me away
...god pl ease take ne away
resistance futile suicidal ideas | will crucify ny own being satisfy
sel fish needs fuck the deities justify ny own right to what s waiting for ne

On the other side the time has cone lock and load | mcomng | mconing
I mcoming | mcomng home

Pull ne out of body dont want it don t want in,

Pull me out of body dont want it don t want in,

Pull me out of body dont want it don t want in,

Feeble frail and rotting descending I mlost in,

A structure that s collapsing descending don t want it,
Maker take the body don t want it wants ne,

Pull me out of body dont want it don t want in,

Feeble frail and rotting descending I mlost in,

A structure that s collapsing descending don t want it,
Maker take the body don t want it wants ne

I just want to run fly kites westle junp and pl ay

Swi mt hrough waves that crash to shore nenories in ne
cocooned in nisery

The darkness overconmes soul soars to the other plain
Exi stence past the door | sail through purgatory s bay

| asked a god for poison cradle ne sown to ny dreans souls searching death
bl ossons
where clouds lie over me held in god s hands death bl oom ng

Dark for fear of failure an inner gloomas w de as an eye

and fernmenting roiling hate death grip in ny veins unveiling rancid petals
flowering forth foul nectar the space between a blink and a tear

...death bl oons.



