Serenity Forgotten
Novembers Doom

A feather falls and ripples cross the pond.

Reaching the end of nothing, turning stone to dust.
Careless are the children who fail to see the means.
Splash away the visions of serenity forgotten.

TiSténo z www.txp.cz Sponzor: www.srovnavac.cz - Setfime na pojisténi!


http://www.tcpdf.org

