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Through the Looking Glass

(Pt. I)

Through the Looking Glass, to myself | always
lied,

That there is nothing on the other side

But deep inside, | know it's not true

Is it me, oris it you?

A parallel me, different, but... the same
Is he or me the one with more fame?
A better one, a better self

The one with a bit more wealth?

Is the other side aware that their other side
exists,

And do we know but despite that resist

But what if everything on the other side was
clearer?

So | reach out for the mirror

(Pt. 1)

| transport into another world

And to me, everything has unfurled

At first, the world seems to be our world’s
equal

But reveals to be our world’s sequel

It's what we’d perceive to be like the future...
Is this a world they mostly nurture?

But then | saw him, | couldn’t believe my eyes
It was me, but looked more wise

All over his body he had scars

But his eyes twinkled as if they were stars

He started to speak, what he said was absurd
They were the saddest things I'd ever heard
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(Pt. 11I)

“Our worlds are replicas of one another

But still are almost nothing each other

My world is more advanced in technology, you
see,

But countries are constantly at war, and
soldiers are children, like you and me

He opened the front door, he showed me
outside

And | saw tons of dead bodies on the roadside
And then, a single tear came out of my eye

As if the world was agreeing with me, rain
came from the sky

Then gunshots and screaming, horrible sounds
Fleeing and evil laughter, bullets on
battlegrounds

He pushed me through the door, to save me,
but for him too late

The bullets in his body, at least eight...

(Pt. IV)

Blood from his mouth, he was ready to die
He hushed me when | started to cry

“Shhh... don’t think of it, to you it’s not real,
Through the Looking Glass, my world will not
heal,”

As he left life, | returned to my side of the glass
| looked at the clock, | saw no time had passed
| now realized that thousands of choices could
be made in a split-second

And more could die like that, | reckoned

| told no one of that, but it was still in my mind
How does nobody think of this? Am I living in a
world gone blind?

And so like that, time did always pass,

In my side of the Looking Glass -
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