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EVICTED

Kicked from the sewers

back at the surface 

Looking for gas and a match 

To burn this fucking place 

Down in flames





Infected

Malware software 

Has been installed

Customer service 

Still on hold 

YOU’LL REACH SOMEONE SOON,  

NOW PLEASE WAIT 

BUT THEY STILL DON’t WANT 

YOUR FACE IN HERE 

Dysfonctional product

waiting procedures 

Left with no refund 

Your correspondant

playing dead   

Can’t be found  





now

Screaming at the skies 

Invoking the prophecy

Planets are aligned 

Now or never

Time to break free 

Sick of surviving 

I’m about to crack

Cancelling the shit show 

Lets take our lives back

BREAKING! OUR OWN WALLS! 

DODGING THE QUICKSANDS

ADMIRING THEIR FALL

WE DESERVE MUCH MORE THAN JUST DECENCY! 

MORE THAN THIS!

TAKE IT! BACK! 





Disposable

Accumulation / mountains of defeat

Stack / compress / burn on  repeat

Under the carpet / out of sight

Natural landscapes

Devastated 

Ashes texture

Cancer flavored 

Saturated 

Concentrated 

The choice of coffin

Polymeric

DEVASTATED / ASPHYXIATED

DESECRATED / ANNIHILATED             

Survival rations / Today’s luxury   

Fields of waste  / Harvest of misery

Under the carpet / out of sight  

Natural landscapes

Devastated / Ashes texture

Cancer flavored  / Concentrated 

Saturated / The choice of coffin

Polymeric





SIRENS OF DESPAIR

Black clothes / Like always

Eternal beginning 

Formal  speeches

Echo  in vain 

To  Nothing 

Desperation 

Drape his hands on me 

The frozen destructive  Hammer of  fate 

leaving  your soul 

Shattered 

(And) In those giant rooms

the same melodies

The sorrows, the regrets written  on your 

skin 

Sirens of despair, 

sing their song for me

I answer the call

I’m sinking with the ship…





STRANDED

I’m crying  out for help

From  this alternate reality

Crashed  at the gates of Hell 

On planet 49.3

Illusion factory

Alternative thruths / intoxicated minds

Erasing your name 

You’re just another code line in this prison 

cell 

Hand of destruction 

Psychopaths in charge 

Programming Submission

I’m Imploring for abduction

If there’s someone out there

They’re too fuckin’ smart

Ignoring the call 

And I sure know why

Please / Get me out of here

I’m begging / Get us out of here please Get 

me out of here /  I’m begging

Get us out of here





Quality

Defecate / fast content / absorbing

Defecate / your morals / force feeded 

Short attention span / delivering

More Bullshit / throught forceps 

Frying your retina / overfed

More bullshit / brain torching

brain torching 





CONCRETE NIGHTMARE

Craving  blood / down to  abuse 

Electric Vultures / eyes on the noose

Marching soldiers / Evil beat 

Starving war dogs / looking for meat

Licking the boot / of the elite 

Boundless violence / locked on repeat 

Endless carnage / Blood on your feet

Dances of death / Down on your street

Mechanical Cannibals / Funeral parade  

Infernal plague / Concrete Nightmare 

The master orders / Holding the  leash 

Ripping eyeballs / shielding the rich 

Invasive vermin / Touching Toxic

Spreading around / Epidemic

Smashing resistance / mission complete 

Deafening noises / sound of defeat

Violent procession / scorching heat

Dances of death / Down on your street





Lure

The morning forgets

the stolen gettaways

Memorys  of pleasure

rapidly swipped away

Exacerbating anguish

Torments of yesterday 

Coming knocking on you door 

For an escape  / of euphoria 

Sacrifying  the flowers the day 

For the confort / of amnesia 

Petrified / The battles are delayed

motionless journey

Was it written on a book? 

All excuses are ideal

Patterns are  replicate

The Days to forget

Victories to celebrate

Emergency of revolt

have flowers on its grave  

Always bitting on the Hook 





DELETED

Searching the files 

That I cherish the most

A Hole in my hard drive 

And cries of the ghosts

I remember the whistles

(and) the rumbling ground

It all  disappeared 

Deafening sound

The joy and the beauty

In a cloud of black smoke 

Precious  Pixels erased 

Now alone in this mock 

I whish to remember

Faces and  names 

This Deleted program 

From my memory lane

Was my storage full? 

Did I carry too much?

Slave of the reset  

Now nothing but dust… 

HOW MUCH IS TOO MUCH? HOW MUCH IS ENOUGH?







symphonyofdestruction.org

contact@symphonyofdestruction.org



Merci à Jon et Aide pour la deter de sortir ce 

disque, Matthias pour sa patience, Jey, Piero, 

Coline, Benny, Got, LNOR, Cyril, Remza, toute la 

clique du câble noir, ASL crew, les fivois.es, à 

toutes les personnes présentes aux concerts, qui 

dansent ou pas, qui font à bouffer, qui font les 

entrées et qui permettent que tous ces moments 

précieux perdurent. 

On n’est pas très productif.ves ni très présent.es 

mais on est toujours là et on lâchera rien.

Pour Simone et Lucien 

qui arrivent tout juste dans la matrice.

Avril 2025



gutterlille@gmail.com


