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The days bleed through, I stand with no clue. Thoughts as mis -

5

lead- ing- as a maze, in equ- al- i- ties- mere ly- weigh.
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My voice fal ters,- Qui et- sounds e -
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va- por- ate- as par ti- cles.- drowned voice Is this real...?

11

I can't help but not feel

13

At last, I've lost the wheel.
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Lyrics	by	Alexa	Méndez	Cortés
Music	by	Ja'Zae	Patterson
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