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And the day is already wasted


Everything that is like that cannot even exist. And there is one inside of me. Told me before. We took it and did it well. We ask and begin to have. And no longer take the guesswork out of it. It's not in the ego. Gradually I've wasted myself. I am wide awake and accompany the day. There are no meaningless hours here. Dream and feel a true spirit. Nothing was done. Nothing is what you thought it was. And the day is wasted again.





The end is already near


Tired of worry. We play too well. Belief in the beginning and the end. Loved deep in your heart. Justice is most important. Play with the days. And death comes with you. The bum itches. Hear a familiar laugh. I pocket the having. The end is already near.





Or do you have me and are you popular


The pleasure foams away. Love relationships are lost. Bleeding hearts can be seen. Forget about balanced absenteeism. I am trapped in myself and in your thoughts. Pain enchants the day. Feel the end weakly. Good feelings are not always good. Be a better person and choose me. Leading with the lowest instincts is the art. And scream out the pain of life. If you give up I believe. It's a mindful ride. Or do you have me and are you popular?
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