Is there a point to keep on trying?

Is it worth to keep on surviving,

oris it useless to live without sense?
Numb and broken,

as though my spirit has been stolen.
Why does my conscience destroy itself
on daily basis,

like once a carefree dove,

now wasting away in its self-built cage,
longing for even a taste of belonging.

A single rose in thousand miles of deserted land.

Barely surviving off the little pond at hand.

Nepoucitelna

Zacalo to nevinng, skoncilo to Spatné,

utekl jsi ode me, ja jsem z toho na dné.

VSechny chvilky s tebou? dokola si prehravam,
prosim bud tu se mnou, bez tebe to nezvladam.
VSechno, cos mi Fikal, se zapomenout neda,

to jak ses me dotykal, furt v myslenkach béha.
V myslenkach mam jenom nés, co by mohlo byt,
co se stane mozna zas, co budu navzdy chtit.
Chci to v§echno zpatky, nemuzu se dostat dal,
to vyznani tvy lasky, jak ses na mé usmival.
Kdyz té vidim Stastnyho, kdyz té citim u sebe,
nechci uz nic jinyho a vnimam ciste jen tebe.



