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* * *

It's hard to breathe 
And the pain in my chest. 
Trembling lips -  
I run from the past.
 
I think I'm dying 
Tell me can't you see? 
There is no love.  
There is no desires 
I just want to be far. 
I just want to be free! 

I want to move on 
But no stumble at every step! 
You whisper: come on! 
I answer – I can't…  

You are  cruel. Dark around.  
And you pushing me to back.  
I just want from the start, 
I just wish we never met.

Oh, please, let me go,  
You're sucking out my soul. 
Feelings my bleed, it you know. 
But your heart is like a stone.  

You're hurting my hands - 
Are you confident master. 
I just need count to ten, 
I just have to run faster… 


