



[image: Cover]





    

    
      Imprint

      
        All rights of distribution, also through movies, radio and television, photomechanical reproduction, sound carrier, electronic medium and reprinting in excerpts are reserved.
      

      
        © 2025 novum publishing gmbh
      

      
        Rathausgasse 73, A-7311 Neckenmarkt
      

      
        office@novum-publishing.co.uk
      

      
        ISBN print edition: 
        978-3-99130-978-9
      

      
        ISBN e-book: 978-3-99130-979-6
      

      
        Editor: 
        Chris Beale
      

      
        Cover image: 
        Irina Kharchenko | Dreamstime.com
      

      
        Cover design, layout & typesetting: novum publishing
      

      
        
          www.novum-publishing.co.uk
        
      

    

  
    

    
      Welcome to my burning world

      
        welcome to my burning world,
      

      
        where the tides of war spin and swirl,
      

      
        casting its shadows upon the weak;
      

      
        our voices once held such power,
      

      
        now called into silence upon the hour,
      

      
        ripping away our right to speak;
      

      
        law has folded into a void less mass,
      

      
        serving corruption, hierarchy and class,
      

      
        will there come an end to indifference?
      

      
        Cultures scorned, belief removed,
      

      
        countries burned, no one seeks the truth,
      

      
        why must we serve one side of the fence?
      

      
        Welcome to my burning world,
      

      
        where disease ravages every boy and girl,
      

      
        claiming them in the name of greed;
      

      
        the fires rage over land and sea,
      

      
        no more contemplation of eternity,
      

      
        how long until our people are free?
      

      
        As I look upon this burning world,
      

      
        my mind is cast to every voice unheard,
      

      
        why must we continue to watch it burn?
      

      
        History recounting our blasphemies,
      

      
        our victories and our treacheries,
      

      
        when, if ever, will we learn?
      

    

  
    
      

      Alone

      
        my heart, it beats with little sound,
      

      
        feeling lost, wishing to be found,
      

      
        I struggle when I am alone;
      

      
        looking to others with outstretched hand,
      

      
        desire appears so tempting and grand,
      

      
        my only sanctuary is home;
      

      
        they walk together hand on heart,
      

      
        never far away or even apart,
      

      
        I can barely find such joy;
      

      
        so I look to the heavens for a reprieve,
      

      
        to usher away this feeling of grief,
      

      
        my heart, to it, like a toy;
      

      
        I ask to learn the ways of love,
      

      
        orchestrated by the heavens above,
      

      
        yet I see no such teachings here;
      

      
        based on pursuits of intimacy,
      

      
        materialism and sexuality,
      

      
        where do I fit in this fear?
      

      
        Love has left me, and so I am told,
      

      
        to look to God until I am old,
      

      
        my heart and his cast in stone;
      

      
        only with him can I truly live,
      

      
        be loved and worthy of the life he gives,
      

      
        now, I am never alone.
      

    

  
    
      

      Forgive but never forget

      
        scars fade,
      

      
        though we may drift away,
      

      
        our eyes remain open.
      

    

  
    
      I remain

      
        though you watch the world burn in flames,
      

      
        how many of these do you recall the names?
      

      
        Fighting for your every breath;
      

      
        the countless number of faceless graves,
      

      
        the countless screams wishing to be saved,
      

      
        the only profit reaped is death;
      

      
        I walk amongst the ashes of your cities,
      

      
        filled with pity, animosity and hostilities,
      

      
        the dying reach to your ignorance;
      

      
        feeding on war and chaos, you fight,
      

      
        consuming all within your limited sight,
      

      
        bending those beneath to the will of pestilence;
      

      
        you recall the fallen upon a plaque,
      

      
        recording every defence and attack,
      

      
        your rhetoric burns with false words;
      

      
        burning my ears to the point of bleeding,
      

      

      
        surrounded by families torn and pleading,
      

      
        their memory cast as feed to the birds;
      

      
        the forgotten lay here in a nameless mass,
      

      
        waiting for the hand of time to pass,
      

      
        beware the teachings of false martyrs;
      

      
        professing to serve majesty and justice,
      

      
        yet serving self, greed … prejudice,
      

      
        raising an army of the cold-hearted;
      

      
        I have stood by and watched the darkness consume,
      

      
        long enough I have waited, held on for humanity to resume,
      

      
        now I will reign in true justice;
      

      
        long enough I have spared my hand from you,
      

      
        spared you the consequences all are due,
      

      
        your survival lies in armistice;
      

      
        in my beloved darkness you will feel her pain,
      

      
        succumb to her reign, begin to attain,
      

      
        now she will see you slain;
      

      
        transform your instruments of fear and blasphemy,
      

      
        from tyranny into my twisted melody,
      

      
        when I am done, only I will remain.
      

    

  
    
      

      Curiosity and consequence

      
        horror reigns,
      

      
        brought by your inaction,
      

      
        death blamed,
      

      
        to ease your attraction,
      

      
        false names,
      

      
        not to your satisfaction,
      

      
        look up,
      

      
        this is a distraction.
      

    

  
    
      

      Don’t let them take who you are

      
        I look to the glass wall,
      

      
        seeing nothing in the reflection,
      

      
        I witness an eternity lost,
      

      
        a race with no sense of direction;
      

      
        belief is stripped from their grasp,
      

      
        atheism thought their saviour,
      

      
        to usher in the ‘godless‘ man,
      

      
        all sharing one controlled behaviour;
      

      
        their freedoms torn, taken and cast,
      

      
        covered by the delusion of unity,
      

      
        the deception complete through its veins,
      

      
        all in the name of community;
      

      
        like war, it masks itself as peace,
      

      
        leading the blind to the blind,
      

      
        with no one looking to the past,
      

      
        no one dares to watch behind;
      

      
        how much longer will we allow?
      

      
        Their venom to wipe our soul,
      

      
        the fatal domination of mankind,
      

      
        this is mankind’s goal.
      

    

  
    
      

      The price of perfection

      
        bathed in the seeds of a fallen tree,
      

      
        protection is peace of mind,
      

      
        become the guardians they want you to be,
      

      
        for now you are led by the blind,
      

      
        casting your cares for the world to see,
      

      
        fortune favours the lost,
      

      
        show the world what it can be,
      

      
        perhaps the goal outweighs the cost?
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