
Smashed To Bits (in The Peace Of The Night)

Death in June

Smashed to bits
In the peace of the night
He craved power
And, to keep in
He'd change his spots
Or, shed his skin
(he craved power)
Smashed to bits
In the peace of the night
The power in the hour
The art of the few
Original and best
Perpetuate nature
Unending largesse
(she craves power)
In attempts to stultify me
Your weakness - your ideology
Smashed to bits
In the peace of the night
He craved power
And, to keep in
He'd change his spots
Or, shed his skin
Like yapping dogs
Blind lead the blind
Those who chain the future
Are those time leaves behind
Is glory now gone?
A friendship - worth of fiends
Is a rose without thorns.
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