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Description:

An ambient, dark song with modern percussion, 

deep fretless bass, abstract/poetic lyrics and 

spoken word/female vocals, with a bridge that is 

Pink Floyd-ish.

Theme(s): The Apocalypse 

Explicit Content? NO

Style(s):

Dance / Night Club, Gospel Hour, Mystery, Poetic, 

Religious, Soundscape, Soundtrack, Club / Bar / 

Lounge, Documentary 

Genre(s): Dance Music, Dangerous, Dramatic, Electronic 

Subgenre(s):

Trance, Dangerous Ambient Soundscape, Dark 

Music, Mysterious Music, Electronic Music, Dark 

Ambient, Electro Ambient 

Mood(s):

Abstract, Anxious, Atmospheric, Bizarre, Creepy, 

Dangerous, Dark, Dramatic, Ecstatic, Fearful, 

Hypnotic, Menacing, Mysterious, Mystical, Scary, 

Restless, Sinister, Strange, Suspenseful, Trance

Tempo: Medium 

BPM: 120 

Original Key: D 

Duration: 4:29 

Format: Synth Ensemble 

Tonal Quality: Synthetic, Hybrid

Vocal Mix: Spoken Word, Female Vocals 

Featured Instrument(s):
Synthesizers, Drum Machine, 

Percussion, Fretless Bass, Guitar solo 

Sounds like:

Not really comparable to something, except for 

the bridge (at 1:18) which sounds a bit like Pink 

Floyd.

Year Recorded: 2006 

Publishing: Available (currently Flying Snowman Publishing)
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ISRC code:
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Your bread of life oh bride

beseech your watchful guide

Diplomacy is born

Only the blameless mourn

Crystal rivers weep

like a woman oh at dawn

Truth sought in your keep

now slave of human needs

Loose the chains of four

Since time of yore they wait ashore

A throng rejoices in despair

Apostasy fills the air

Who can make or break

the seasons in the scroll?

Poor banished children crave

Virile grace shall never fall
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