And so it’s comes to us, and so the time is now

We feel we are too late, we feel the hand of Fate

Turning our vision to the Truth, lost to us since our youth

We see the Dream… the nightmare, We see the need, We are the seed

We are not Worthy, We have not the Skills

We are Stained and Broken, Is this the Will?

To build the best with broken tools, the ones you always use

If not for the Tales of History, I’d think myself a fool

The Wheel of Time, the Apex point

It turns It’s swing eccentric

Time in Layers, Cycles in dissonant tune

And so the Time is Chosen, the Field is drawn and set

We know we are playing, but the pieces We can’t get

We feel the things to do, like music driven

Traps are set along the way, We gladly walk right through em

And in the end we win the day, as even now we lose em

March to your tune of Freedom, it plays upon the Heart

The path is strewn with obstacles, you just play your part

The burdens not too heavy, when it’s something we all share

Just do your part, as in your heart

Just do as you can Dare

The last thing a peaceful one wants is a fight.

We tend to look for the light.

Our best way to achieve our goals

Is to be non violent and be Bold

