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beuty bleeds into my eyes


I despise you for it all


your troubles seem to pile high, and me


I try not to fall





you notice me retreat... ing





call it of, your plan, lend a hand


to my demads


I set you free


soar to meet me in the next spot





fall off into another place


I let you go


so raise your fist


you son of a bitch





I see you I apprciate


I call it off


