Song Lyrics- Spirit Blade: A World Of Shadows

Day Of Wrath
Adapted by Paeter Frandsen, based on "Dies Irae" by W. A. Mozart, and  "That Day Of Wrath" by Thomas of Celano, Walter Scott and Daniel Read. 
Adapted Lyrics are Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.

That day of wrath, that dreadful day when earth and sky shall burn away.
What power shall be the sinner's stay? How shall he meet that dreadful day?

When shriveled like a crumbling scroll the flaming skies together roll,
when louder yet, and yet more dread, rings out the cry that wakes the dead.

You only have yourself to blame for what your wasted life became.
Your feeble prayers can make no claim to save you from the quenchless flame.

His record of your life is read. Behold, at last, your doom ahead.
You could have run to Him Who Bled, but chose to take this path instead.

So on that day, that wrathful day, when man, to judgment, wakes from clay
cling to the trembling sinner's stay and watch creation burn away.





Mercy
Adapted by Paeter Frandsen, based on "God, Be Merciful To Me" by Richard Redhead, and "Depth Of Mercy" by Charles Wesley and Carl M. Von Weber. 
Adapted Lyrics are Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.

Let your mercy fall on me. Rich compassion let me see.
At your gracious feet I bow. Blot out my transgressions now.
Wash me, make me pure within. Cleanse, O cleanse me from my sin.

My transgressions I confess. Grief and guilt my soul oppress.
I have sinned against thy grace and provoked thee to thy face.
I confess thy judgment just. Speechless, I thy mercy trust.

Broken, humbled to the dust by your wrath and judgment just.
Let my contrite heart rejoice and in gladness hear your voice.
From my sins, O hide your face. Blot them out in boundless grace.

In thy mercy can there be mercy still reserved for me?
Will you now your wrath forbear and the chief of sinner's spare?

Prone to evil, born in sin. You desire truth within.
Gracious One my heart renew. Make my spirit right and true.
Your salvation's joy impart. Steadfast make my willing heart.

There, for me, the Savior stands; shows his wounds and spreads his hands.
He is love. It is his will, though he weeps, to love me still.




Speak To Me
Adapted by Paeter Frandsen, based on "Lord, Speak To Me" by Frances R. Havergal and Robert Schumann
Adapted Lyrics are Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.


Speak to me, that I may speak in living echoes of thy tone.
As you have sought, so let me seek forgotten hearts left all alone.

O lead me so that I may lead the wandering and the wavering feet.
O feed me so that I may feed those hungering to be found complete.

And strengthen me that while I stand upon the rock and strong in thee
I may stretch out a loving hand to captives of the troubled sea.

Teach me so that I may teach the precious things that you impart
and wing my words that they may reach the hidden depths of searching hearts.

And fill me now with truth unheard until my heart will overflow
with radiant thought and piercing word, thy love to tell, they face to show.

Speak to me, that I may speak in living echoes of thy tone.
As you have sought, so let me seek forgotten hearts left all alone.


Who You Really Are
Written by Paeter Frandsen. Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.

Self-deceivingly content amid the sea of endless lies they tell themselves so they don't have to look into your eyes.
All our clumsy words are easy to ignore or misconstrue. Our lives are not reflections, but a mockery of you.

Yet if you chase them even though they run, if somehow you heal all the damage we have done, we'll live to give our lives away, content with any price we pay.

CHORUS: Whatever it takes so that they can live, whatever we may need to lose or to give,
however you might shake us in order to remake us, let them see beyond our broken mess to what we can't express of who you really are.

Hidden safely from the world, reclusive in our quarantine, we hold our comfort close and do our best to not be seen.
All our efforts seem to be so futile and the more we try the more we fail, the more we see the darkness multiply.

Still if you chase them even when they run, if it's not too late after all we've left undone, we'll die to self and follow you, no matter what we have to do.

CHORUS

However you might break us in order to remake us, let them see beyond this wasted mess, to what we can't express of who you really are. Who you really are.





Running Out Of Time
Written by Paeter Frandsen
Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.

We are running out of time.

We are running out of time, to offer truth, to show them life, to give them kindness not deserved as it was given once to us, is given still. Time to give our patience, kill our pride, and offer love unlike the fleeting kind they've seen that never lasts and can't fulfill.
We are runnuing out of time.

Moments become minutes, become hours, become days and days and days of wasted years, of wasted lifetimes trapped in fears of all the ways it might go wrong and before long we've gone and given up our time.

We are running out of time.



Endless Unknown
Written by Paeter Frandsen
Copyright 2016, Spirit Blade Productions.

Immutability, ineffability, infinity, aseity, immensity and unity.
Uncausality, actuality, immortality, necessity, simplicity.

Not enough time, not enough words, not enough room in my mind,
not enough passion, or obsession, not enough ways I can find
to describe who you are, I don't come close or even far.

CHORUS: You ruin me, you bury me. How can I hope to see you and not be erased?
It's suicide I'm terrified, defeated and blinded by only a taste. 

I can fight or defy, waste my life asking why or just run to what blinds me, embracing The Endless Unknown.

Transcendence, omnisapience, omnibenevolence, omniscience and omnipotence.
Sovereignty, triunity, eternality and immateriality.

Not enough tears, not enough pain, not enough lives I can give
not enough payment to repay you, none can see you and live.
So much more than I can take. I feel my mind begin to break.

CHORUS

Though I cannot perceive how can I not believe and just run to what blinds me, embracing The Endless...

Too big for me, too high for me, too strong for me, too great for me,  
too pure for me, too good for me, you're endlessly too much for me!

Not enough time, not enough words, not enough room in my mind,
not enough passion, or obsession, not enough ways I can find...

Not enough tears, not enough pain, not enough lives I can give,
not enough payment to repay you, none can see you and live.

So much more than I can take. I feel my mind begin to break

CHORUS

Not enough, not enough, not enough. (Too much for me, too much for me)  x2



My Unbelief
Adapted with original chorus by Paeter Frandsen, based on "O For A Faith That Will Not Shrink" by Richard Redhead and William H. Bathurst.
O for a faith that will not shrink though pressed by many foes,
that will not tremble on the brink of poverty or woes.

That will not murmur or complain beneath the chastening rod,
but in the hour of grief or pain can lean upon its God.

Help me believe what you've told me is true. I'm weak but willing if you will come through.

CHORUS: I know my faith is not blind, it's the answer I find when I chase after truth to the end.
I'm setting feelings aside, help me sharpen my mind, or I'll fall into darkness again.
Don't let me give in to fear. Despite how things may appear I know that one day you'll 
bring us relief.
My belief is sincere, but could you make things more clear? I believe, but help my unbelief.   

A faith that shines more bright and clear when tempests rage without
That when in danger knows no fear, in darkness feels no doubt.

A faith that keeps the narrow way 'till life's last hour is fled
and with a pure and heavenly ray lights up a dying bed.

You've made it clear what you want me to do. Out on this edge, now I'm waiting for you.

CHORUS

O give me stronger faith than this and then, whatever comes, I'll taste right now the matchless bliss of my eternal home.

CHORUS










