The Mirror
(Edward Jerlin)
THE BELIEVER:

Should I pull the trigger of this gun?

Is it really me?  Or is it real?

Should I change my ways?  How will I feel?

Can it be real?

THE BELIEVER:

Hey you, 
underneath the sky,

I'm gonna put an end to us; 
you know we both know why.

You can't escape.  
You're history, my friend.

Your story started slowly,
 and you thought it'd never end,

but you were wrong.

Now it's time for you to die.

Let's not waste a moment longer.

Any last words?  Come on...
THE TEMPTER:

You said you loved me;
 that was long ago.

What happened to us since then?

Can you tell me what you know?

I think you've lost 
all your sanity, my friend.

We started out together, 
 and we thought it'd never end,

but then you changed.

You will miss me when I'm gone.

Let's not waste a moment longer.

There's the gun...  Come (go) on…

THE BELIEVER:

I'm standing all alone.

I don't know what to do.

I can't make up my mind.

I haven't got a clue.

Looking in the mirror, I can't see,

if I've lost or gained a part of me.

It's so hard to tell, 
it looks the same, the same...

THE BELIEVER:

Hey you, 
with that empty stare,

I've had it up to here with you, 
sit down right over there.

I'm in control, now.  
Let's play a little game.

I've only got one bullet, 
and I think it's got your name.

You can't escape.

You won't hurt me anymore.

Let's not waste a moment longer.

Here's it comes...
THE ACCUSER:

wait, Wait, WAIT...  you, 
with that loaded gun,

you think you're really something,

hey, just look at what you've done.

You won't escape your destiny, 
my friend.

You're headed for disaster 
and it's never gonna end.

You should give up.

Put the gun down; let me try 
to put the pieces back together.

Put it down…
Put it down…
Put it down...

THE BELIEVER:

As I stare, my image does the same.

Is it really me?  Or is it real?

As I move, my image moves with me.

Should I change my ways?  How will I feel?

Can it be real?

Should I pull the trigger of this gun?

Even if I do, I can't undo what's done.

I'm standing in a whirlwind with a choice.
Amidst the wind & fire, there is a still small voice...
It calls…
Can it be real?

The Mirror doesn't lie; I see my sin.  
 (You will miss me when I'm gone)

I turn away, then I turn back again.

There once was a time when I loved you so. 
 (You won't hurt me anymore)
But you've hurt me so much you'll have to go.

Is it real?



You will miss me when I'm gone;



Let's put the pieces back together...







You won't hurt me anymore;  







Let's not waste a moment longer...



Put the gun down; let me try, 



to put the pieces back together…







I can’t do this on my own,    







Where is that still small voice that’s real…
It/is Is/it real...
Save me!!                                       I’m free!!
Hey you, 
underneath the floor,

you had your shining moment, 
but you won't have any more.

For once it's real!
“And the God of peace shall bruise Satan under your feet shortly.

The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you. Amen.” Romans 16:20
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