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About the place that we live in
It's different that was before
It feels so weird and foreign

It is my land — ruined for brand
Is someone's nightmare — spoiled joy
Another year, the lost decade 
I used to be a simple boy

When sea was deep and stars were bright
When I could breath in other way
If I stood still instead of fight
I'd spend an hour for little pray

I am a captive, no more pride
To finish stuff we've run upon
There is a flash to left and right
My loosen coy's already gone

Another chance to show yourself
Will drown in lava for convict
Your best life years have died as well
So, shall you dry in sad district

Of course, some guy will speak again
This business is none of yours
Appear for blame in rust domain 
Whatever this is his or hers
