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The Exchanges of an Interstate Collision 

It was merely walking beauty 
A case of blurring lines and institutional brevity 

Looking away before the moment was over 
The cooperation of time and space 

Existing as an enigma to even complexity 

I am the reaper 

It was merely justified denial 
A case of blurring lines and mistaken identities 

Looking away before a moment of shame 
A trap set by time and space 

I exist as my own enigma 

I am responsible: the crosser of the center line 

It was merely the sadness of ages 
Blurring lines and tragedy 

Trying to look away from the horror 
Time and space hand in hand 

The complexities do not stop me from crying 

I am the survivor 

It was merely life affirming faith 
Blurring lines and white lights 

Looking away from the heartbeat of the world 
Time and space have leased me to demise 

No more decisions left to make 

I am the victim 

It was merely a job 
A case of blurring lines and red flashing lights 

I have not time to look away 
Time and space bear horrible consequence 

The reaper is my enigma 

I am the angel in the ambulance 

It was merely a rainy night 
A case of blurring lines and sliding tires 

No one could look away 
Time and space disappear into surrealism 

Tonight will be the enemy of our hopes and dreams 

Crash. 
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