
 

 

Corner of Thoughts: 

Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A  pe r sona l  e xp l o ra t i o n  o f  S l eep  

Token ’ s  l y r i c s  a nd  devo t i o n  

R i t e  I  

I n voca t i on :  The  Des c en t  

(One, Two, Jaws, TWTYW, Sundowning) 

 

J. E. ELEND 



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

 

 

 

 



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

 

This work is an independent collection of personal reflections, 

interpretations, and analyses inspired by the music of Sleep Token. It is 

unofficial and not endorsed, sponsored, or affiliated with Sleep Token, 

their record label, or their management in any way. 

All lyrics, song titles, and other related materials remain the intellectual 

property of Sleep Token and their respective copyright holders. Quotations 

are used under the principles of fair use (or fair dealing) for the purposes of 

commentary, criticism, and education. 

This book is a non-commercial, transformative work, created out of deep 

respect and admiration for the artistry, emotion, and message within Sleep 

Token’s music. Its purpose is not to reproduce or replace the original 

material, but to explore the emotional, psychological, and spiritual 

resonance it evokes in those who listen. 

May it serve as a companion for those who found pieces of themselves 

within the veil of sound, and as a reflection for those who needed to 

understand why it moved them so deeply. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



To the voice that sang what I could never say. 
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FROM THE AUTHOR 
 
 

There’s a certain kind of silence that only lives inside Sleep Token. 

The kind that swallows you whole. I started writing these thoughts 

because I needed somewhere to place what their music did to me. 

Somewhere between devotion and decay. Between theology and 

therapy. Between Vessel’s voice and the parts of myself I’d buried just 

to survive. 

What follows is a collection of dissections and devotions. 

So, read slow. Feel the tremor beneath the text. This is about 

understanding yourself when the music stops. 

 

Welcome, darlings, to the Corner of Thoughts. 

Beneath the veil, we listen. Beneath the veil, we remember. Beneath 

the veil… we finally breathe. 
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PART I 

Introduction to the band 
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WHO IS SLEEP TOKEN 

 

Sleep Token is a band.  

But, there's more to it than it seems. I like to present them as a 

phenomenon wearing the skin of a band and a sermon disguised as 

sound.  

They emerged from the digital mist around 2016, faceless and 

wordless, dropping music that was so different from mainstream. 

While every other artist was fighting for visibility, Sleep Token was 

mastering invisibility. They gave the world anonymity and in doing 

so, handed us a mirror. 

The premise is deceptively simple: a collective of masked 

musicians led by a vessel… literally named Vessel, who serves as the 

mouthpiece for an ancient deity called Sleep. He performs as an act 

of worship. Each song is an offering. Each gathering is a ritual. It’s 

faith inverted: not us praying to a god, no, but a god singing through 

us. 

That anonymity is a philosophy. Sleep Token removes identity 

because identity gets in the way. The ego, the hunger for recognition, 

the noise of being seen: all of it distracts from devotion. By refusing 

to reveal their faces, they’ve made us confront our own. Because 

when the artist vanishes, all that’s left is you and what you feel. 

And isn’t that terrifying? To have no one else to project onto, no 

celebrity to dissect, no messy humanity to idolize or destroy. Just 

you, stripped to your emotional skeleton, kneeling in front of sound 

itself. 

Musically, they shouldn’t make sense. Their world is where brutal 

djent riffs brush shoulders with delicate piano whispers, and gospel 

harmonies flirt with metal growls. You experience Sleep Token, like 
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drowning in velvet. The contrasts are intentional. The heaviness 

feeds the softness. The chaos builds the stillness. It’s the sonic 

embodiment of what it means to be human: divine one second, 

destructive the next. 

At the heart of it all is Vessel as conduit. His voice fractures and 

floats, as if it doesn’t quite belong to this dimension. He speaks of 

devotion like an illness, love like a sacrament, heartbreak like 

baptism. That’s the beauty of it, isn’t it? Sleep Token ask to be felt. 

Their universe is theology for the emotionally literate, for those 

who’ve been cracked open by life and found something holy in the 

wound. 

And perhaps that’s the point. Maybe Sleep Token is a shared 

recognition between those of us who can no longer separate pleasure 

from pain, or love from worship. Because in their world, devotion is 

about surrendering to what’s already inside you. The rage, the ache, 

the longing that feels like faith. 

Sleep Token simply gives it sound. 
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VESSEL I, II, III, IV, AND ESPERA 

 

Sleep Token doesn’t “have” members so much as it 

channels them. The names aren’t really names and more like 

functions and roles. “Vessel” is a job description. In scripture, a 

vessel is the thing the divine pours itself into so it can move 

through the world without burning it down. That’s the premise 

here: human mouths, god-heat. The band keeps the myth intact by 

staying anonymous; only the roles are official.  

 

Vessel (officially Vessel I): 

voice, piano, sometimes guitar 

I call him the mouth of the altar. He writes, he sings, he 

prays out loud so you don’t have to. The main genious behind the 

whole theatre of worship. On record, he’s credited across vocals, 

keys, guitars, bass, production… which tracks with the way the 

songs feel authored from the inside out, like one nervous system 

playing multiple instruments.  

In the ritual he’s kinetic heresy: stimming, sparring the 

microphone, testing gravity on stairs, shamelessly flirting with 

security, and occasionally romancing his own band, because why 

let an intrusive thought go to waste?  
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II: drums, the engine, the immaculate heartbeat 

If Vessel is confession, II is consequence. The reason people 

walk out of a Ritual half-floating, half-obliterated is because the 

drums shape it.  

On record, II is only member besides Vessel credited as a 

songwriter, which tells you everything about how Sleep Token 

composes: rhythm and voice as co-authors of feeling.  

Live, II plays like he’s solving equations with his limbs… 

part UK dance-floor reflex, part gospel phrasing, part Deftones-style 

muscle memory… then detonates the room with kick patterns and 

standard paradiddles that feel like panic attacks. Front-of-house 

wizard Thom Pike has even explained why those drums land like a 

body blow: a deliberately unorthodox mic plot (yes, those beefy 

Audix D6s on toms). The mix is built so your ribcage understands 

before your brain does.  

And yet, for all that precision, his stage energy is pure big 

brother chaos: the responsible one who’ll tuck the song into bed 

and then hawk a stick into the crowd like a signature. Fans joke 

that “II throws things” is practically a setlist item; the man treats 

gravity like a suggestion and souvenirs like a sport. As for the 

infamous curtain beef? Let’s just say it’s become running fan lore 

that stage drapery has a personal vendetta against this band…  

II's playing reads “world-class” even to skeptics: the kit is in 

conversation with him. When you hear that sudden left turn from 

satin R&B pocket into djent artillery, that’s II scoring the switch 

with surgical taste. You can watch entire forums and reaction 

channels spiral into awe trying to decode it; the consensus is the 

same: this is next-level craft.  

So, who is II? The sassy older brother of the ritual. The 

designated adult who still gives the crowd a projectile for the road. 

The World Class drummer you notice first but don’t fully 
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understand until you’ve cried to the piano intro and wonder why 

your heart won’t settle.  

 

III: bass (touring), the undertow in checkered socks 

Officially, III is a touring member on bass. Unofficially, 

he’s the tectonic plate under your ribcage… On paper, he’s “bass, 

touring,” but that undersells the way he drags the song’s spine into 

the light and makes the floorboards thrum like a living animal.  

Checkered socks? Canon. Yes, there’s merch to prove the 

myth and fan threads cataloguing the look like ornithologists 

tracking a migratory bird. Add the vampire-lord aura (that red 

jacket era did unholy things to the crowd’s imagination), and 

you’ve got a stage silhouette somewhere between runway and 

revenant.  

He’s also fan-pegged as the tallest… numbers tossed around 

are 6'3"–6'4" which only amplifies the “elegant menace” when he 

leans into the groove and the room tilts with him.  Aesthetically, 

he’s restless. The hair cycles like seasons: blood-red one month, 

snow-white the next, occasionally black when Sleep decides he’s 

done being a lighthouse.  

 And because gravity is boring, he straps on a bass-cam: a 

headstock POV that turns his set into a kinetic diary. Movement-

wise, he’s the chaos ballerina: bowing to the rhythm mid-riff, 

swaying like he’s gothic jack Sparrow, dancing “off” until you 

realise he’s locked to some delayed undertone you didn’t notice 

with your mortal ears.  

 And yes, he has a love–hate tango with Vessel’s 

shenanigans… close-quarters chaos, playful near-misses, the 

occasional “please don’t decapitate the vocalist with your guitar” 

moment; the archives are a shrine to near collisions and mutual 

menace.  
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Underneath the theater, the craft is surgical. III braids with 

II, slides around the kick, then snaps into it like a trap closing. III is 

the gravity that refuses to let the song ascend without telling the 

truth first.  

 

IV (“Ivy”): guitars (touring), the blade wrapped in velvet 

In the family mythos, II is the responsible eldest, Vessel and 

III are the feral twins (one crying into the mic then booping 

security like a menace, the other conspiring with him) and IV is the 

quiet observer with the “it’s all good, dude” aura. He lives half a 

step sideways from reality, in a world made of groove and glitter 

jackets, leather when Sleep’s in a mood, and that unbothered sway 

that says chaos can riot around him and he’ll still find the pocket. 

Officially, he’s touring guitarist with backing vocals, but onstage he 

reads like a tranquil storm: nothing wasted, everything intentional.  

The movement is the tell. He glides… those airy, almost fae 

gestures that look casual until the riff lands and you realise he’s 

been tightening the noose with feel the whole time.  

Aesthetically, he’s the magpie prince: glitter and leather 

with the serenity of a guy who won’t be dragged into anyone else’s 

hurricane. Fans have receipts, threads, and entire galleries thirsting 

over the jackets and sneakers; the glow-up discourse is basically its 

own micro-religion. But when IV steps to the mic for the scream 

parts, the fairy dissolves and something fully exorcised takes his 

place.  

What makes him lethal is restraint. It’s why he can stand 

dead-calm while the tall twins act up and II runs the household; IV 

edits the chaos.  

Under the masks and numerals, the credits stay consistent: 

Vessel and II are the studio core; III and IV are the touring 
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conspirators, with IV explicitly listed for guitars and backing vocals, 

which tracks with what your spine feels live.  

 

Espera: the three-voice halo (backing vocals) 

You’ve heard them even when you thought you hadn’t: 

Onstage, they may appear to simply provide the “ooohs” and 

“aaahs,” but what they actually do is shape the atmosphere around 

Vessel’s voice. Every harmony they build becomes scaffolding for 

emotion; every inhale, every sustained note fills the space between 

confession and collapse. Espera transforms Sleep Token’s intensity 

into something dimensional: less a wall of sound and more a 

cathedral of resonance. 

Each member brings her own distinct texture. Mathilda 

Riley, with her jazz and soul background, grounds the blend with 

warmth and phrasing that feels lived-in. Together they stabilise. 

They are the bridge between Vessel’s emotional implosion and the 

audience’s collective exhale. 

What’s fascinating about Espera is how effortlessly they 

maintain the band’s anonymity aesthetic without the masks (apart 

from rituals). It’s easy to overlook them in the spectacle of the 

lights, the robed figures, and the chaos unfolding between the 

instruments. But once you notice Espera, you realise how much of 

Sleep Token’s spiritual weight depends on them. They are the 

current beneath the melody and the harmonies that keep Vessel 

tethered when his voice begins to crack. 

 

Why the numerals? Why “Vessel”? 

Because identity is noise. The numerals reduce ego to 

utility; “Vessel” frames the front as conduit: the biblical idea of a 

human chosen to carry something larger than themselves. The 
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anonymity is a theological stance, a design choice that keeps the 

myth oxygenated.  
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WHO IS SLEEP 

 

Sleep is the mythic spine that lets this whole body stand up. 

In the band’s own origin story, Vessel encounters an ancient entity 

called Sleep in a dream and agrees to act as its mouthpiece. That’s 

the lore at face value: the songs are offerings, the shows are rituals, 

the frontman is not a frontman but a vessel. It sounds theatrical 

until you realise how strictly they’ve held that line for years, 

publicly describing the deity and the dream with a consistent, 

monk-like discipline.  

So what is Sleep, really? On the surface, Sleep is a 

god/goddess. Psychologically, Sleep is a framework for unbearable 

feeling. If you put a name to the thing that overwhelms you: grief, 

obsession, devotion, shame… you can negotiate with it. The lore 

gives fans permission to treat their own interior weather as 

something sacred enough to speak to. When Vessel “serves Sleep,” 

it reads like a ritualised therapy session: the voice confesses; the 

band contains; the audience exhales. Whether you believe in a 

literal deity is almost irrelevant. The belief does the work. 

The language of the project reinforces that contract. 

Performances are “Rituals,” records are “Offerings,” and the 

congregation greets each other with “Worship.” Even the fan 

culture splits into “houses,” (see Part III) which, depending on your 

level of irony, feels either like world-building or like a gentle cult of 
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catharsis. None of this is accidental; it’s the frame that turns a gig 

into a rite and a playlist into liturgy.  

There’s a reason the deity is named Sleep and not Love or 

God. Sleep is the soft violence we surrender to every night: the 

blankness that wipes us clean, the mercy that also steals control. In 

that sense, Sleep is an impeccable metaphor for the band’s central 

themes: ecstasy and annihilation sharing a bed. The music keeps 

returning to the same paradox: the thing that heals you can also 

hollow you; devotion and self-erasure can feel indistinguishable in 

the dark. Casting that tension as a god lets the art stay honest 

without collapsing under autobiography. 

From a spiritual lens, Sleep also functions like an 

egregore… a presence sustained by collective focus. The more 

people take the ritual seriously, the more real it becomes. That’s 

part of the appeal: you participate. Your attention is the tithe. Your 

voice in the chorus is another brick in the temple. The anonymity 

protects that bargain. By refusing the usual cult of personality, the 

band keeps the spotlight on the transaction between listener and 

“deity,” not on the trivia of human faces. The myth remains intact 

because the humans decline to compete with it.  

If you want the neat definition, here it is: Sleep is the 

narrative device that makes this art a sanctuary instead of a 

spectacle. It allows extreme feeling to be housed in ritual, gives fans 

a shared vocabulary for messy truths, and gives Vessel a stage role 

that is priest and penitent at once. Whether Sleep is a god you 

believe in or a story you stand inside, the effect is the same. People 

come to the Ritual carrying weight. They leave a little lighter. The 

deity did not change; the container did. 
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THEMES, WORSHIP, AND THE MUSIC 

 

Sleep Token’s vocabulary: Rituals, Offerings, Worship… is a 

frame that lets extreme feeling make sense. The language invites 

listeners to treat the gig as a rite rather than a spectacle. That shift 

matters. When you step into a Ritual, you aren’t there to watch a 

celebrity to perform; you’re there to enter a container and let it hold 

whatever you walked in carrying. Anonymity protects the container. 

Without faces to decode, you are pushed back into your own interior 

weather: your grief, obsession, devotion, shame, and asked to name 

it honestly. 

The recurring themes are blunt and human: surrender versus 

control, love as sacrament and wound, the ecstasy of being chosen 

and the terror of being abandoned. The lyrics circle compulsion: 

desire that feels medicinal until it doesn’t, loyalty that dissolves into 

self-erasure, the loop between relapse and revelation. Water imagery 

does a lot of lifting here: drowning and baptism live side by side, 

sometimes in the same chorus, the same way healing and harm can 

share a bloodstream in real life. Ascension language: levitating, 

angels, heights… arrives precisely when the body is failing. It’s a 

psychological pressure valve. When the ground gives way, the mind 

invents sky. 

The worship element functions as a negotiated truce with chaos. 

To “serve Sleep” reads, psychologically, like consenting to feel the 

whole thing without flinching. That’s why the shows feel communal 

even in silence. The fanbase borrows liturgical behaviours (houses, 
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greetings, ritual language) because it gives shape to emotions that 

otherwise sprawl. It’s easier to metabolise pain when you can file it 

under “devotion” and sing it out with strangers. 

Musically, the project is a study in controlled polarity. R&B 

phrasing sits on top of metal architecture; ambient keys dissolve into 

percussive warfare; gospel-adjacent harmonies are asked to share a 

track with screams. This is an emotional engineering.  
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IS IT A CULT? 

 
 

Sleep Token uses the language of worship on purpose. 

“Rituals,” “Offerings,” a deity named Sleep, robes, masks, the 

congregation greeting each other like a secret order… on the 

surface it’s cult-flavored theater. But aesthetics aren’t the same as 

coercion. A cult isn’t defined by candles and mystery; it’s defined 

by control. When you run the project through real criteria: Lifton’s 

thought-reform markers, Hassan’s BITE model, you don’t get the 

red flags you should if this were the real thing. 

There’s no leader demanding your life or your loyalty. In 

fact, the anonymity deflates leader worship; the mask keeps you 

from fixating on a face. There’s no isolation from family and 

friends (quite the opposite), no love-bombing followed by 

punishment, no confessional harvesting of secrets, no doctrine that 

dictates how you live outside the venue. You can leave a Ritual, 

skip an album, ignore the myth entirely, and no one hunts you 

down in DMs to “bring you back to Sleep.” Tickets and merch 

exist, sure, but that’s art economy, not financial ensnarement. This 

is performance with a philosophy. 

So why does it feel occasionally “cult-adjacent”? Because the 

band borrows ritual technology… the same tools religion and 

theater share. Repetition lowers defenses. Call-and-response creates 
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belonging. Myth concentrates meaning so personal pain can be 

carried. The masks, the houses, the language of worship: all of it 

frames the experience so your nervous system stops posturing and 

tells the truth. That will always feel powerful. Powerful isn’t 

automatically predatory. 

The risk is the human tendency to turn solace into 

submission. Some listeners are vulnerable: grief-struck, touch-

starved, newly cracked open. When you find a sound that names 

your ache, it’s tempting to hand it everything: time, money, 

identity. That’s where you stay awake. Not suspicious of Sleep 

Token, but responsible with yourself. The art should help you 

return to your life more whole, not replace your life with a prettier 

temple. 

What the project actually does is offer sanctified 

permission. It lets you treat overwhelming feeling as something 

worth ritualising. If a cult says “surrender your will to us,” Sleep 

Token says “surrender it to the moment and see what it teaches 

you.” The difference is consent and exit. You’re asked to feel 

deeply, not obey blindly.  

If you need a ruthless litmus test, use this: after the show, 

do you have more agency or less? Are your relationships gentler or 

more brittle? Is your bank account bleeding for access, or are you 

simply buying music you love? Do you still think for yourself when 

the mask comes off? If the answers lean toward autonomy, 

connection, and choice, then no, it isn’t a cult. It’s a beautifully 

engineered space where catharsis is allowed to look sacred. 

Keep the language of worship if it serves you. Keep your 

skepticism tuned, too. Devotion should deepen your life, not 

devour it. And if anyonemtries to step between you and your 

ability to choose, that’s not Sleep. That’s control. We don’t kneel 

for that, darling. 
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FAN LORE & RUNNING JOKES 

 

If Sleep Token built the temple, the fans furnished it with 

puzzles, memes, and a surprisingly functional etiquette. A few 

pillars are worth knowing before you dive into the songs, but I will 

introduce you to their Arcadia adventure in Part III of this project 

in more depth. 

The most visible lore thread lately is the Houses. In early 

2025, an official campaign sent people to a stark little portal and 

asked them to choose allegiance: House Veridian or The Feathered 

Host. The sites and socials fed sheet music, crumbs, and cryptic 

lines that kicked off weeks of theory-crafting, map-reading, and 

code-digging across the community. Media covered it like an ARG 

because, functionally, that’s what it was. Fans were recruited to 

finish it.  

The puzzle impulse runs deeper than one campaign. Runes 

from the Take Me Back to Eden era became a full-blown cottage 

industry: people built alphabets, shared fonts, and even launched a 

rune text generator so you could write your own messages in the 

band’s visual language. None of this came with a “correct” answer; 

the point was participation, turning listeners into co-authors of the 

atmosphere.  

Culture-wise, the congregation polices itself with surprising 

grace. Subreddits and theory hubs keep a bright line around 

anonymity: no identity hunting, no personal info, no doxx-adjacent 
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“gotchas.” The rule is the glue that lets the myth stay larger than 

the people under the masks. You can read the guidelines yourself: 

ethics before gossip.  

The language of Rituals is fan etiquette now. Reviews and 

features picked up the phrasing early, and it stuck because it names 

how the room feels: more rite than gig, more containment than 

spectacle. That shared vocabulary helps the community hold big 

feelings without turning feral.  

Terms like BEHOLD, GATHER, OBTAIN are now a daily 

vocabulary in Sleep Token community. 

And yes, there are running jokes… half folklore, half stress 

relief. The mic stand has its own feud arc. Curtains have beef. 

Socks, glitter, stair diplomacy, and a rotating cast of “did-that-just-

happen” clips get traded like talismans after shows. None of it 

breaks the spell. Humor is how a community metabolizes intensity 

without eating itself alive. 
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TWO SIDES OF THE TOKEN:  

THIS IS NOT A BREAKUP DIARY 

 

People love to flatten Sleep Token into one sentence: toxic 

relationship, man cries into a mic. Wrong.  

My project here is not a scrapbook of meltdowns. I’m not here to 

catalogue sobs. I’m here to map a cosmology: the songs, the band, 

the myth, the psychology, the ritual and how all of it collides inside 

a person who feels too much and calls that honesty “worship.” 

First, terms. When I say two sides of the token, I mean exactly 

that: we read each piece from both vantage points: Vessel and Sleep. 

It takes two to tango; it also takes two to tell the truth. Sometimes 

the lyric belongs to the lover. Sometimes it belongs to the beloved. 

If there’s a door, we stand on both sides of it before we move on. 

Second, scope. This is song analysis, yes… stanza by stanza, line 

by line, with my usual ritual: lyric fragment, surface read, psyche 

read, spiritual read, motif thread. But it’s also band analysis.  

Third, the psychology. Why do we keep calling devotion what is 

actually erasure? Attachment patterns, trauma loops, nervous-system 

bargaining… they’re all baked in. I’ll name the red flags.  

Fourth, the spiritual frame. Sleep Token’s language: Ritual, 

Offering, Worship is a container that lets overwhelming emotion be 
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held without apology. We will talk consent, boundaries, anonymity 

as ethics, and why treating a gig like a rite can make a room behave 

better than church. We’ll also ask uncomfortable things: when does 

surrender become avoidance? When does faith in connection 

become a refusal to let go? When does “levitate” mean “I am leaving 

the body so I don’t have to feel it”?  

Fifth, the lore. No, it isn’t “about a toxic relationship.” The canon 

leaves deliberate space for opposites: devotion and doubt, ascent and 

gravity, tenderness and appetite.  

 

Let’s be explicit about what this project isn’t: 

It isn’t a lyric dump. We analyse here. 

It isn’t identity hunting. We respect boundaries here. 

It isn’t a shrine to “toxic.” Yes, reading dark romance is fine. No, 

living it is not ok. 

 

And what it is: 

A guided reading of each song. 

A psycho-spiritual mirror that tells you where the lyric sits in your 

body. 

A double-voiced conversation: Vessel and Sleep. 

 

This is a map of how humans worship the things that change 

them. Bring your headphones and your honesty. I’ll bring the 

scalpel.  
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PART II 

One, Two, Jaws, TWTYW 
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“THREAD THE NEEDLE” (FROM ONE) 

 
 

“Bury me inside this 

Labyrinth bed.” 

 

This is consent to be swallowed. The “labyrinth” reads like 

a familiar pattern: loops of want, fear, and history where you call 

complexity “chemistry” because it feels like home. A bed that 

tangles instead of rests. 

 

“We can feel that time is 

Dilated.” 

 

When intermittent reward runs the show, time stretches. 

Your nervous system tags intensity as sacred, because it’s charged. 

You worship the moment because you already suspect it won’t 

survive daylight. 

 

“We can spend the night in 

Fascination.” 

 

“Fascination” is curiosity dressed as devotion. Someone 

looks at you like a rare exhibit; they’re tender, yes, but distant. The 
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attention feels like love until you notice how little they actually 

offer. 

 

“You can thread the needle 

Time and time again.” 

 

They know where the seam is and they stitch themselves 

into it like medicine. It holds, then it pulls, then the ritual restarts. 

The rhythm becomes the relationship. 

 

“You turn the lights down 

Come on and find out.” 

 

Invitation and dare. The dark feels honest and also hides 

the exits. You want revelation without consequences; they want 

access without definition. 

 

“Something to confide in 

Something to erase.” 

 

Two opposite asks in one breath: be my sanctuary and my 

solvent. Safety and annihilation are requested from the same body. 

That’s a paradox looking for a volunteer. 

 

“Just look at where we’re lying 

An invisible space.” 

 

Two people sharing a place that refuses a name. Real 

enough to ache, vague enough to avoid accountability. Perfect 

conditions for a beautiful mistake. 
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Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Vessel’s side reads anxious-preoccupied. He craves depth, so 

he overvalues intensity and underweights stability. Time dilation 

and “fascination” scratch the itch for meaning without requiring 

mutuality. He accepts ambiguity (“invisible space”) because 

“almost” feels better than alone, and he confuses precision, 

someone expertly finding the seam, with care. The repetition 

(“time and time again”) signals a trauma loop: relief, rupture, 

repair, repeat. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep’s side trends avoidant-dismissive. They’re engaged 

enough to perform precision, attunement in the moment, expert 

access to the seam… but not invested enough to define the bond. 

“Fascination” is emotional tourism: high curiosity, low 

commitment. Turning the lights down is a tactic; intimacy is 

simulated while ambiguity is preserved. They enjoy the ritual and 

the relief but protect distance by keeping the relationship 

“invisible,” ensuring responsibility never fully lands. 

 

Two sides of the token? 

Vessel seeks containment; Sleep offers contact. Vessel wants 

confide-and-be-kept; Sleep offers confide-and-be-erased. Same bed, 

opposite goals. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Thread the Needle” is about staying in a connection that 

feels intense and intimate, but never quite real. It’s the experience 

of being emotionally close without being chosen: sharing nights, 

secrets, and bodies while avoiding names, promises, or daylight. 
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The bond feels profound because it’s charged with longing and 

uncertainty, not because it’s stable. 

Vessel wants closeness that lasts; Sleep wants closeness that 

disappears by morning. Both return to the same place because the 

momentary relief feels better than the finality of letting go. The 

song lives in that invisible space where something feels like love, 

even when it never becomes one.  
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

If someone can “thread the needle” with flawless precision 

but never help the wound heal, you’re being maintained. Precision 

does not mean devotion. Access does not equal care. Name the 

relationship or stop letting it borrow your nervous system. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• Where do I mistake intensity for safety? What does my body 

label as “holy” that is actually just familiar? 

• Which seam do I keep offering, and what story makes that 

feel like proof of love? 

• If we turned the lights up: labels, plans, accountability, 

what would change tomorrow? 

• Do our goals match? Am I asking for sanctuary while 

they’re offering escape? 

• What is my minimum definition for a relationship that’s 

allowed to touch my old wounds?  
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“FIELDS OF ELATION” (FROM ONE) 

 
 

“The daylight recedes in unison, this room 

Buries the hours like death, in motion.” 

 

Time folds and the room stops being a room; it becomes 

a mausoleum for moments. The image here is clinical. What’s 

shared here is intense enough to feel eternal and already over at the 

same time. That’s why it reads as both sacred and foreboding: 

ecstasy that arrives pre-elegized. 

 

“Nobody else can pull me out 

The fields of elation, quiet and loamy.” 

 

Loamy is doing deliberate work. It’s fertile, damp, 

forgiving: good soil for roots and for graves. “Fields of elation” 

sounds idyllic until you notice he is stuck in them. Euphoria as 

terrain you sink into. The chemistry feels like rescue, but the 

landscape is quicksand. 

 

“Your name is a sin I breathe, like oxygen.” 

 

Dependency dressed as devotion. The line says: I need 

you to live and I’m ashamed of how much. That pairing: necessity + 
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shame is the signature of compulsion. The body interprets the hit 

as relief and the mind bargains with the guilt later. 

 

“Caught in the careless arms of lust, again.” 

 

Lust. Contact without containment. Careless arms hold 

just enough to simulate safety and then disappear. That again is the 

tell: repetition is the rule. Pattern > accident. 

 

“I’m losing my faith in our lives apart.” 

 

Separation here is rebranded as failure; reunion as fate. 

He is claiming surrender: if apart hurts this much, then together 

must be right… never mind the wreckage. 

 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

This is anxious-preoccupied wiring in high definition. 

Vessel associates intensity with safety, so the body tags heightened 

arousal as truth. “Fields of elation” provide a dopamine-soaked 

relief from abandonment terror, which is why solitude feels like 

death and proximity like oxygen. The shame baked into “sin I 

breathe” shows insight without boundary; he knows it’s not 

healthy, but knowledge isn’t interrupting behavior. The loop is 

classic: longing → contact → relief → rupture → rumination → 

relapse. The line “careless arms of lust” suggests he can name the 

quality of contact while still choosing it, because predictably 

inadequate affection is less frightening than the emptiness of 

abstaining. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens  

Sleep presents as avoidant or fearful-avoidant. They 

prefer casual, affect-regulating contact (lust) over definitional 
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commitment (love), and they keep the ground soft and unmarked: 

no labels, no promises. “Careless” here is self-protection; distance 

manages their overwhelm. They offer precision hits of intimacy 

that feel profound in the moment and evaporate by morning, 

which unintentionally trains Vessel to seek more hits. From their 

perspective, the “fields” are a place to decompress without merging, 

but they also know he sinks there. They need boundaries that let 

them connect without being consumed.  

 

Two sides of the token? 

He wants roots; Sleep want regulation. He calls it 

oxygen; Sleep calls it space that got too close. Both are telling the 

truth as they experience it. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Fields of Elation” is about using intensity to survive separation. 

It’s the choice to return to something intoxicating because being 

without it feels unbearable, even when you know the connection 

isn’t stable or kind to you. The closeness feels like oxygen; distance 

feels like death. That imbalance turns desire into dependency. 

The song traces a pattern where lust replaces love, not because love 

isn’t wanted, but because love would require boundaries, presence, 

and risk. What’s shared here isn’t built to last — it’s built to numb. 

And still, Vessel keeps returning, because temporary relief feels 

safer than facing the emptiness alone. 
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❤Boundary Reminder 

 

If the only way to feel “alive” with someone is to lose 

yourself, that’s self-abandonment with a soundtrack. Oxygen that 

arrives with shame is a craving. Name the contact for what it is 

(lust, regulation, passing comfort) before your brain promotes it to 

destiny. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• When did my body first learn to equate euphoria with 

safety? What does calm feel like: comfort or threat? 

• What do I call “oxygen” that actually behaves like a hit? 

How long does the relief last before the crash? 

• If I banned the phrase “we just have chemistry,” what 

evidence would remain for compatibility? 

• What specific agreement would make this contact healthy? 

Have we asked for it, clearly? 

• If they never change the quality of contact, what is my plan 

for dignity: stay by choice with named terms, or leave with 

grief that heals? 
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“WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS” 

(FROM ONE) 

 

 

“You could stay alive 

Just tell me that you notice.” 

 

“Notice” is survival through validation. It’s the oldest 

bargain: if you see me, I keep breathing. Attention becomes 

oxygen; indifference feels like asphyxiation. That’s a life-support 

machine. 

 

“Even in the dark 

The way I left you breathing.” 

 

The connection wasn’t ended, as he mentions 'left'; it was 

suspended. Leaving someone “breathing” sounds merciful, but it 

keeps the thread intact and the wound open. It’s how cycles stay 

fed. 

 

“Sometimes when we touch 

Everything we love resets.” 
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Touch is powerful; it also lies. Bodies promise what systems 

can’t deliver. The reset feels real for a minute, then the history 

returns with interest. That’s a dopamine wipe. 

 

“It’s only just enough 

Even when we run with death.” 

 

Breadcrumb intimacy. The dose never satisfies and only 

prevents collapse. You chase crumbs through a minefield because 

“almost” is still more than “nothing.” 

 

“We could be released… Flowing over sorrow days 

We could stay suspended, even when the bough breaks.” 

 

The fantasy of floating above consequence. Suspension feels 

safe until gravity remembers your name. The lullaby comforts; the 

impact doesn’t. 

 

“Don’t lie to me.” 

 

Repetition as self-defense. The plea is aimed outward and 

inward: stop rewriting my reality and let me stop colluding with 

the prettier version. It’s exhaustion with pretending. 

 

“Everything we touch turns water into blood.  

You try to look away from even when the bough breaks” 

 

A reverse miracle. Nourishment becomes cost. Intimacy 

becomes transaction. Love takes on the texture of a debt nobody 

can pay. 

 

“You don’t really love, you just hate to be alone.” 
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Fear of abandonment wearing affection’s clothes. 

Attachment via panic. Many people live here without knowing 

they never actually chose. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Anxious-preoccupied wiring all over it. He equates being 

noticed with being safe, so the nervous system chases visibility and 

interprets touch as repair. The “reset” is a somatic illusion: high 

arousal quiets panic, so the brain calls it healing. “Just enough” fits 

the anxious loop: relief, withdrawal, protest, pursuit. “Don’t lie to 

me” is both boundary and bargaining; he senses the narrative is 

being edited, but he’s also tempted to accept the edit because it 

keeps the thread alive. His vulnerability is oxygen scarcity, he’ll 

take contaminated air if it means he doesn’t have to face the 

silence. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens  

Avoidant or fearful-avoidant patterns. They ration closeness 

to manage overwhelm, offering contact without commitment. The 

“left you breathing” line fits self-protection: end the scene without 

fully severing the tie, so they can return when regulation is needed. 

The “reset” is convenient, a fresh slate avoids accountability and 

“just enough” is strategic: proximity that soothes without binding. 

The accusation “you don’t really love…” can be accurate and 

incomplete… their internal logic often confuses relief from 

loneliness with love, but they are coping. Incompatibility of needs 

turns two decent people into each other’s triggers. 

 

Two sides of the token? 

He wants repair via closeness; Sleep want regulation via 

distance. He bargains for oxygen; Sleep bargain for room to 

breathe. Same tree, different branches, bough cracking under 

mixed rules. 
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In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“When the Bough Breaks” is about staying in a connection that 

never fully ends, because ending it would feel like suffocation. 

It’s the dynamic where being noticed feels necessary to survive, so 

crumbs of attention are mistaken for care. Touch temporarily 

quiets the panic, creating the illusion of repair, but nothing 

actually changes. The relationship resets instead of heals. 

Both people are avoiding collapse in different ways: one clings to 

closeness to keep breathing, the other keeps distance to stay 

regulated. The bond remains suspended until the weight of unmet 

needs causes it to break. And even then, someone still tries to look 

away, hoping gravity won’t apply this time. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

If touch is the only time the truth takes a holiday, you have 

anesthesia that you are mistaking for intimacy. Stop accepting “just 

enough” as proof. Either name the terms (what we are, what we’re 

not, what happens next time the bough creaks) or step off the 

branch before it snaps. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• When do I treat validation as ventilation? How can I 

breathe without someone else’s eyes on me? 

• What exactly “resets” after we touch: behavior, or just my 

anxiety? How long does the reset last? 

• What is my minimum viable relationship (clarity, 

consistency, repair)? Have I stated it plainly? 

• If they never move beyond “just enough,” what would 

choosing enough for me look like this month? 

• Where am I rewriting reality to avoid the sound of the 

bough cracking and what honest sentence replaces that 

rewrite?
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“CALCUTTA” (FROM TWO) 

 
 

“I am caught, tangled in 

Wrapped and quartered 

Tripping up and over” 

 

Vessel’s words are visual torment. “Caught” already implies both 

choice and trap, like a moth that loved the light too long. “Wrapped 

and quartered” is medieval in imagery, love turned into execution. 

This is what happens when devotion becomes dissection and when 

being loved and being undone start to look identical. 

 

“Time, lived again 

For just a moment 

Missing pieces find me” 

 

Time here spirals. Grief and trauma both warp chronology; they 

replay like broken records disguised as memories. “Missing pieces 

find me” is cruel mercy: you’re momentarily whole, but only to 

remember the absence that follows.  

 

“I sweat, and I ache for your eyes and the way you breathe.” 

 

That’s withdrawal. The body stores attachment like a drug. It 
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learns the rhythm of their breathing, the heat of their skin, and the 

exact chemical high of being seen by them. When they’re gone, it’s 

detox. 

 

“And I wake, say your name.” 

 

Habit is the cruelest haunting. The mind may know they’re gone, 

but the body still performs the ritual. Saying their name is a 

resurrection attempt, the last spell of the unbeliever. It’s muscle 

memory begging for magic. 

 

“You are more than warm belief 

Melting skywards 

More than silence broken.” 

 

They were his faith. The one thing that made disbelief tolerable. 

“Melting skywards” is transcendence or evaporation… either way, 

they’re rising where you can’t follow. And the silence that replaces 

them is a vacuum. 

 

“I’m whole again 

For just a moment 

‘Til the morning comes.” 

 

Night is merciful to dreamers; morning… well, not so much. 

That fleeting wholeness is borrowed time, a phantom limb sensation 

of love. You wake to emptiness wearing the shape of hope. 

 

“Oh, she said you’d better believe it 

I said you don’t know.” 

 

Dialogue during collapse. Someone preaching belief while the 

believer has already buried faith. That “you don’t know” holds 
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bitterness, exhaustion, maybe even superiority… the ache of 

someone who has known, too deeply, and doesn’t want to be told 

what love should be. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

He’s living in temporal grief. The nervous system replays love as 

survival rehearsal, looping to prevent erasure. It’s limbic repetition. 

“For just a moment” signals dissociation dressed as relief. He 

rebuilds reality from scraps of sensory memory, then loses it again. 

The ache is for regulation. The attachment system misfires, 

confusing peace with proximity. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

There’s a quiet retreat here i.e avoidant mourning. They detach 

by ascension: “melting skywards.” Distance masquerades as 

transcendence. It’s a self-protective escape, the higher they go, the 

less the ache can reach them. That “silence broken” suggests guilt for 

being the one who left yet still hearing echoes. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Vessel is drowning in memory, trying to reanimate love through 

sensory resurrection. Sleep drifts away, rising beyond the scene to 

survive the fallout. One seeks closure through repetition; the other 

through altitude. They orbit the same wound: one spirals inward, 

one outward. Both still burn. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Calcutta” is about losing someone who became part of your 

nervous system. 

It’s the aftermath of a bond so embodied that the body keeps 

reaching for it after the person is gone. Memory replaces presence; 

sensation replaces reality. You relive the closeness in fragments just 

long enough to feel whole, then wake up to the loss all over again. 
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The song lives in the space between night and morning, where grief 

offers temporary relief through dreams, habit, and sensory recall. 

Nothing here is moving forward. It’s survival through repetition:  

saying their name, remembering their breath, borrowing wholeness 

until daylight takes it back. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

Grief will lie, it’ll tell you that revisiting pain keeps you 

connected. But constant resurrection is re-injury. Love’s ghost 

doesn’t need your bloodstream to stay sacred. Let them melt skyward 

if they must. You’re not abandoning them by breathing in present 

tense. 

 

 Self-Work Questions 

• When do I confuse remembering with reliving? 

• What sensations (smells, sounds, songs) pull me back into 

limbic time and how can I ground when they do? 

• If night makes me “whole again,” what does morning teach me 

about illusion? 

• Am I seeking them, or the regulation they once gave me? 

• What would moving from haunting to honoring look like this 

month? 
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“NAZARETH” (FROM TWO) 
 
 

“And I’ll see you when the wrath comes 

Knocking on your bedroom door with money.” 

 

Wrath rarely arrives empty-handed. It comes dressed in charm, 

bearing gifts, using wealth or validation as the wrapping paper for 

rot. This is retribution wrapped in luxury and a reckoning that 

knocks politely before burning the house down. 

 

“Building you a kingdom 

Dripping from the open mouth.” 

 

A kingdom built on appetite. “Open mouth” is greed, desire, lies 

and the endless hunger that consumes instead of creates. Everything 

here glitters because it’s coated in someone else’s blood. That’s the 

cost of false empires: they look divine until the walls start 

whispering. 

 

“I’ll show you what you look like from the inside.” 

 

Now hold you horses, we are not talking about serial killer action 

here; it’s exposure. It’s truth surgery. You wanted to hide behind 

your reflection and now you’re forced to meet your organs of guilt 

and shame. Wrath in this song is divine x-ray vision. No, we are not 
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resurrecting Dexter here. 

 

“Tonight you’ll have the answer.” 

 

No jury, no plea, just consequence. There’s a grim calm to this 

line and the quiet before karmic detonation. You can almost hear 

the clock tick before impact. 

 

“Let’s load the gun 

Make her eat the tape in the bathroom mirror.” 

 

Again, you criminal documentary lovers, this isn’t about murder! 

It’s about silencing the self-deception that’s been duct-taped over the 

truth. “Eat the tape” means digest your lies and choke on the silence 

you cultivated. It’s accountability in its most brutal costume. 

 

“See if she can guess what a hollow point does to a naked body.” 

 

Emotional hollow points implode from within, fracturing trust, 

identity, safety. This is what psychological betrayal feels like: internal 

shrapnel, impossible to extract. 

 

“Manifest pain at the core of pleasure.” 

 

That’s the hallmark of trauma-bonding, the nervous system 

addicted to adrenaline masquerading as love. Pleasure is the bait, 

pain is the hook, and together they create the illusion of intensity 

that substitutes for intimacy. 

 

“They won’t be missing you.” 

 

Oblivion as verdict. When wrath finishes, there’s nothing left to 

grieve because your absence is the only peace left standing. 
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Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Vessel’s wrath is sacral justice. He embodies the survivor who’s 

done apologizing for burning what tried to bury him. The violence 

in his words is metaphorical, reclamation of agency through 

language. “I’ll show you what you look like from the inside” is the 

moment a suppressed empath stops bleeding for others and turns the 

scalpel inward. His fury is purification: exposing deceit, cutting ties, 

choosing destruction over continued decay. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep represents the dissociative counterpart, the one who 

intellectualizes pain to avoid drowning in it. Wrath here becomes 

performance, a ritual of control. They load the gun to feel power 

where helplessness once lived. “Make her eat the tape” mirrors their 

own internalized silencing; they punish the reflection for the years 

they bit their tongue. Sleep’s distance is survival strategy. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Vessel is vengeance that remembers. Sleep is vengeance that 

forgets. One exposes, one erases. Together they form the anatomy of 

wrath: truth and numbness, confession and denial. It’s two nervous 

systems reacting to the same wound in opposite directions. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Nazareth” is about confronting someone who built power, 

pleasure, or identity on harm  and refusing to protect them anymore. 

It’s the moment where charm, money, desire, or status stop 

working as cover, and the truth finally knocks. The violence in the 

language it’s about exposure. Lies are dismantled, self-deception is 

forced to collapse, and the consequences can no longer be 

outsourced or ignored. 
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This song lives in the aftermath of trauma bonding, where pain 

and pleasure were fused and mistaken for love. Wrath arrives as 

clarity… the kind that ends cycles by burning the illusion down to 

ash. By the end, the absence left behind isn’t a loss. It’s relief. 

 

Afterword 

There are long-running whispers that Nazareth might be literal… 

a narrative about killing a prostitute. But reading it that way flattens 

what Sleep Token always do best: use physical imagery to talk about 

emotional carnage. “Making her eat the tape” and “hollow point” 

are not crime-scene confessions… I see them as symbolic autopsies 

of guilt, shame, and self-loathing. 

Vessel writes in theatre. Nazareth is about exposure, about 

destroying the masks we build to survive desire and deceit. The “she” 

could just as easily be the feminine part of self, the muse, the lie, the 

temptation. Interpreting it literally misses the art: this is wrath as 

metaphor, violence as mirror. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

Wrath can cleanse, but it can also corrode. Use it to build 

boundaries. Justice loses meaning when it starts looking like the 

harm it avenges. You’re allowed to confront what broke you, just 

don’t mistake revenge for restoration. Let wrath light the path. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• When has my anger felt sacred instead of chaotic? 

• What lies have I swallowed just to stay lovable and what would 

“spitting them out” look like? 

• Where do I still equate control with healing? 

• How does my body signal the difference between justice and 

vengeance? 

• If I faced my reflection tonight, what truth would finally silence 

the wrath? 
  



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 49 † 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 50 † 

 
 

 
 

“JERICHO” (FROM TWO) 
 
 

 

“Tread, ancient water salt 

Like I 

Sink, down like precious stones.” 

 

This represents surrender. Saltwater here are the tears of 

something older than grief. “Ancient” makes it ancestral, cyclical, 

inherited. He’s returning rather than sinking. Precious stones fall 

slow, deliberate, heavy showing beauty in succumbing to gravity. 

 

“Until I wake I, dine on old encounters.” 

 

Sleep here is emotional stasis. He hasn’t truly woken since 

the wound began. He’s feeding on memory: cold leftovers of touch 

and time. This is emotional necromancy: keeping the past alive by 

consuming it. 

 

“You taste like new flesh.” 

 

Temporary salvation, disposable intimacy. He’s devouring 

what’s new to drown what’s old. “Flesh” is about trying to feel 

alive. Hunger becomes habit. 
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“Say my name again.” 

 

This represents resurrection. He needs the sound of his 

name in another’s mouth to feel real. It’s the oldest human trick: 

let someone else pronounce your existence when you can’t believe 

it yourself. 

 

“Fold, secrets in the sweat 

Swallow, years beneath this bed.” 

 

The bed becomes a graveyard. Sweat hides what the mouth 

won’t speak. Everything unprocessed ends up stored in the body; 

trauma loves to nest where tenderness once lived. 

 

“There’s something in the way you lay 

Enough to make the dead switch graves.” 

 

That’s the kind of intimacy that is seismic. The way pain 

and desire blur until you can’t tell if you’re resurrecting or 

relapsing. 

 

“My hands are not worthy.” 

 

Shame arrives dressed as reverence. This is post-ecstasy 

collapse and holiness and filth sharing the same bed. He worships 

what he cannot keep and punishes himself for wanting it. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Vessel embodies the aftermath of trauma intimacy, where 

the body still seeks repair through repetition. He’s aware of his 

sleep, aware of his feeding, but trapped in ritual. “Dine on old 

encounters” reflects dissociative looping: using physical touch as a 

form of remembrance rather than connection. His shame (“my 
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hands are not worthy”) is moral residue from abuse… the belief 

that desiring closeness equals defilement. Jericho, to him, is a 

confession booth. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep represents the partner or counterpart who mirrors 

dissociation through sensual control. Their stillness (“the way you 

lay”) is power… they become the altar he worships and resents. 

“Secrets in the sweat” suggests complicity: both are using intimacy 

as anesthesia. Sleep offers oblivion. They are the calm surface that 

hides mutual drowning. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Vessel craves awakening; Sleep craves escape. One feeds on 

ghosts, the other becomes one. Together, they build Jericho’s walls: 

desire and denial layered until collapse is inevitable. The fall is the 

only way to rebuild. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Jericho” is about using intimacy to avoid waking up to 

unresolved grief. 

It’s staying half-asleep in your own life, feeding on memory 

and sensation instead of processing what hurt you. New bodies, 

new touch, new heat… all used to temporarily drown old pain. The 

closeness is a form of hiding. 

This song lives in the space where desire and dissociation 

blur. Being touched feels like resurrection, but it doesn’t last. 

Shame follows pleasure, and the cycle repeats: consume, collapse, 

confess. Jericho is about trying to feel real again without facing 

what broke you. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

You can’t resurrect yourself through other people’s skin. 

Borrowed warmth will always cool. Touch can soothe, yes, but it 

can’t substitute integration. Let the ghosts go hungry for once. You 

owe them nothing. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• What am I still “dining on” that’s already dead? 

• How do I use intimacy to feel alive and what happens 

when it fades? 

• Where does shame show up after connection, and whose 

voice does it sound like? 

• What secrets am I still folding into sweat instead of 

naming aloud? 

• What would waking up actually mean for me: peace, or 

loss of illusion?
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“JAWS”  
 

 

“Stand under the stained-glass and I will know it’s you.” 

 

A line straight out of a gothic prayer. Stained glass is about 

distortion. You see them through colour, through fractured light. 

Recognition becomes holy because pain sanctifies it. You don’t 

need faces when souls have signatures. 

 

“The whites of your eyes burn from across the room.” 

 

That line is such an adrenaline. The predator-prey gaze that 

turns safety into electricity. The kind of attraction that knows too 

much, like a recognition through danger. You see yourself 

mirrored in the hunger of someone else. 

 

“And I’m not here to be the saviour you long for, only the one 

you don’t.” 

 

Self-awareness sharpened to cruelty. He knows his role in 

the story. He’s the mirror that forces her to face her own shadow. 

This is about exposure. 
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“Are you watching me with eyes of a predator, as you move 

towards the door?” 

 

Power shifts. Predators test distance as much as desire. She’s 

leaving, but it’s theatre, like a slow retreat that begs for pursuit. It’s 

the archetype of fearful-avoidant attachment: fleeing just close 

enough to be caught. 

 

“Show me those pretty white jaws, show me where the delicate 

stops.” 

 

This, again, is intimacy’s x-ray. He’s saying, Drop the act. Let 

me see where you end and the armour begins. He wants the truth 

of her edges… the real, unsoft parts that flinch when touched. 

 

“Show me what you’ve lost, and why you’re always taking it 

slow.” 

 

He’s asking for context. To understand the hesitation, the 

pauses, the spaces where love struggles to breathe. “Slow” means 

self-protection built from years of being hurt. 

 

“Show me what wounds you’ve got, and show me love.” 

 

Now the predator kneels. Vulnerability devours bravado. 

It’s a plea. Love me honestly, even if it bleeds. Show me the real, 

even if it ruins the fantasy. 

 

“I believe we are locked, caged and always provoked by prey left 

unattended.” 

 

The perfect metaphor for modern connection: everyone 

pretending to be tame while hiding fangs. We’re all provoked by 
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vulnerability and it threatens our control. Love becomes a cage 

match between instinct and trust. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Vessel speaks from the scar. His awareness is surgical and he 

knows he’s both the mirror and the menace. This is the psychology 

of someone who understands attachment as combustion: closeness 

triggers danger, distance feels like starvation. “Show me your jaws” 

is his way of asking for transparency, he wants to know where the 

threat lies, so it doesn’t catch him blind. His intimacy is forensic,  

he dissects to understand. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep is the one who withholds and who seduces through 

absence. They’re the embodiment of avoidant strategy: control 

through silence, safety through teasing escape. Their “slow” is fear 

of being consumed. The “jaws” they hide are history. Their danger 

lies in withholding love to stay untouchable. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Vessel asks to be devoured; Sleep teaches restraint. One 

seeks revelation through ruin, the other through control. They 

orbit in psychological gravity: predator and prey swapping roles 

mid-breath. Together, they prove that intimacy is just recognition 

between two beasts pretending to be human. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Jaws” is about attraction built on mutual damage and 

mutual recognition. It’s two people circling each other, both aware 

there’s danger here, both drawn to it anyway. The connection is 

charged because each sees the other’s wounds and wants access… to 

understand them. Desire becomes a test: how much of the truth 

can be revealed before someone pulls away? 
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This song lives in the tension between wanting closeness 

and fearing what closeness will cost. One person pushes for 

honesty, exposure, real edges; the other controls distance through 

hesitation and delay. The attraction feels powerful because it’s 

risky. 

 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

Not everyone who asks to see your scars deserves the map. 

You can show honesty without handing them the blade. Real love 

won’t need to taste your blood to believe you’re real. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• What makes me mistake intensity for intimacy? 

• Where do I use “testing” as a substitute for trust? 

• When do I hide my jaws behind softness? 

• Do I slow down out of safety, or fear of exposure? 

• How can I let someone see the wound without letting 

them reopen it? 
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“THE WAY THAT YOU WERE”  

 

 
“We are not young enough to know 

How to sit and say nothing like we would 

And you are too tired to control 

How you look like you feel, like you should.” 

 

The opening is an admission of erosion. Youth hides pain 

in silence; age makes it leak out of your face whether you want it or 

not. This is the moment where masks start slipping because 

exhaustion outweighs performance. 

 

“And you think I don't notice 

The way that you were 

And act like you don't feel it 

The way that you were 

And you barely believe it 

The way that you were.” 

 

Repetition as excavation. He keeps hammering the phrase 

“the way that you were” like he’s trying to find a door back to the 

person before the damage. It’s half accusation, half mourning. He 

sees the change they think they’re hiding. 
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“And I am so ready 

To tear that knife from what once 

Would have been dead fingers 

Lying blue against the floor.” 

 

Here the metaphors get visceral. “Knife” is self-harm, self-

defense, survival mechanism. Blue fingers on the floor evoke 

hypothermia, death, despair. He’s intervening. Pulling the weapon 

from the hand that no longer needs it. 

 

“And you will no longer 

Stand between collapsing walls 

Wearing a smile 

Like you cannot bear it anymore.” 

 

This is about survival posturing. Smiling while the building 

falls is the mask of resilience. He’s naming the futility of staying in 

the middle of ruins, pretending you’re fine. 

 

“Come on, tear off the bandage 

The way that you were 

With pain as your language 

The way that you were 

Will you show me the damage? 

The way that you were.” 

 

The bandage here means hiding. He’s asking for confession 

out of intimacy. “Pain as your language” signals a relationship 

where suffering became communication. He wants to see the 

wound so it can stop dictating the story. 

 

“No. 
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How much did they hurt you? 

The way that you were 

And how much did they break you? 

The way that you were 

And how far did they take you? 

The way that you were 

You were (oh, no, and I).” 

 

The “No” here is devastating, truly, it’s both refusal and 

grief. The questions are a litany of trauma. Not “did” but “how 

much”… he knows it happened. He’s measuring the scale of the 

wound. The song ends unfinished, like a sentence too painful to 

complete. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

This is the psychology of bearing witness. Vessel isn’t 

offering rescue so much as presence. He names the knives, the 

collapsing walls, the damage… to stop pretending. “The way that 

you were” is his mantra of mourning for the lost self. He’s singing 

to the ghost of a person who had to survive too much, too soon. 

 

 Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep here could be the part of the self that dissociated, 

stayed quiet, wore the smile. Avoidance as a survival language. 

They recoil at the invitation to show damage, the “No” is the reflex 

of someone who’s been asked to bare their scars before and been 

punished for it. They’ve learned pain as communication, but 

vulnerability as risk. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

One voice asks to see the wound; the other resists being 

seen. One stands ready to pull the knife away; the other still 
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clutches it out of habit. Together they embody the trauma loop: a 

protector trying to coax the wounded self out of hiding. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

“The Way That You Were” is about witnessing someone 

you love after they’ve been changed by harm. It’s noticing that 

they’re no longer able to hide their pain, even when they try. The 

song is about naming what happened and refusing to pretend 

everything is fine. Vessel keeps returning to who they used to be, 

because he’s grieving what was taken from them. 

This is a song about sitting with someone at the edge of 

collapse and asking them to stop surviving alone. The repeated 

questions are an attempt to understand the depth of the wound so 

it doesn’t stay invisible. The ending breaks because sometimes there 

is no clean resolution, only presence. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

You are not obligated to perform your pain for anyone, 

even someone who wants to help. Healing isn’t a spectacle. Show 

what you’re ready to show, when you’re ready to show it. Bandages 

can hide; they can also protect. The key is choosing when to peel 

them back. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• Where do I still “wear a smile” in collapsing rooms? 

• Who has earned the right to see the wound beneath the 

bandage? 

• When has pain been my language, and what could 

replace it? 

• What knives am I still holding that no longer serve me? 

• If someone asked “how far did they take you,” what 

would my honest answer sound like? 
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PART III 

Sundowning 
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MARGINALIA:  

TWO VOICES, ONE MOUTH.  

IS SLEEP VESSEL’S ALTER  

(THE FEMININE SIDE)? 

 
 

Now, this isn’t canon; more of a lens. And it’s a useful one. 

If you read Sleep not as an external deity but as a part of Vessel, an 

internal counterpart with feminine-coded traits (receptivity, 

surrender, eros, tide, intuition) then the whole project snaps into a 

sharper psychological focus. Not “woman” as identity, please don't 

misunderstand, but the feminine as a cluster of energies our culture 

teaches men to exile. You hear a man with a microphone, but you 

often feel a duet: Vessel and the part of him he both longs for and 

fears. 

Why this lens holds water? 

• The grammar of self-dialogue. 

So many lines read like arguments with a mirror: pleading, 

bargaining, boundary-testing, then relapse. The “you” often behaves 

like a rule inside him, something that forbids and permits, withholds 

and floods. That’s parts-language. 

• Precision without permanence. 

The music obsessively stages intimacy that is exact in the 

moment and ambiguous by morning: “threading the needle,” 

“careless arms,” “invisible space.” That’s what it’s like when a 



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 67 † 

powerful inner part offers relief but refuses a life overhaul. You get 

access, not integration. 

• The ritual of surrender. 

“Worship,” “offering,” “serve”… these are verbs of yielding. 

In a culture that rewards control, an internal feminine part often 

carries the forbidden imperatives: feel it, soften, kneel, drown, stop 

performing. It makes sense to cast that voice as a separate presence 

you “serve,” because admitting you want to dissolve can be 

terrifying. 

• Musical staging mirrors the psyche. 

Delicate piano and falsetto (permeability, tenderness) 

answering, then being answered by, percussive force and distortion 

(defense, control). It’s an audible dialectic: one part risks 

vulnerability; the other armors up. That nervous-system theater. 

• Anonymity as boundary work. 

Masks, numerals, “vessel”… all ways of saying: don’t fix me 

into one face. If Sleep is a part, anonymity protects it from being 

flattened into a brand. The myth becomes a safe room where a 

disowned side can speak without the audience demanding 

biographical receipts. 

 

“Feminine” without the cliché 

Let’s be precise. By feminine I mean yielding, cyclical, 

watery, relational, erotic, nonlinear… not “soft equals weak” and not 

“women equal pain.” When the lyrics crave erasure that’s an extreme 

of surrender, occasionally sliding into self-abandonment. The task is 

to differentiate: when does surrender open you, and when does it 

unmake you? 

 

What this reading changes (for the better) 

Accountability. If “Sleep” is a part, then Vessel isn’t a victim 

of a god; he’s a man negotiating with himself. That makes the work 

braver. 
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Compassion. The “other party” in the songs might be a 

person, yes, but it can also be the part of him that wants what his 

public self can’t admit. Reading both keeps you from flattening the 

narrative into “toxic her vs. tragic him.” 

Technique over gossip. You can analyse arrangement and 

lyric as parts work without hunting identities. Craft stays the 

conversation; parasocials don’t. 

 

Counter-lens (and why it can co-exist) 

You can keep Sleep as fully other, mythic, autonomous… 

and the psychology still works. Externalising an inner conflict is one 

of art’s oldest moves. The deity can be “real” in the story and a part 

in the psyche at the same time. That’s how symbols behave. 
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JUNG AT THE RITUAL. 

SLEEP TOKEN  

THROUGH A JUNGIAN LENS 
 

Sleep Token is a Jungian playground disguised as a band. 

Strip away the gossip and you’re left with an elegant experiment in 

psyche: masks and myths that invite projection, symbols that 

behave like dreams, and a live show that functions as a temenos… a 

protected space where the unruly parts of you can speak without 

getting punished. 

 

Persona, shadow, and why the masks work 

Jung’s persona is the social mask we wear to survive the 

room. Sleep Token literalises it. The numerals and robes 

concentrate. With faces removed, projection blooms: fans place 

longing, fear, hunger, holiness onto blank surfaces, and the music 

mediates the exchange. That anonymity also tempers the classic fan 

impulse to fix the artist into a single identity. Meanwhile, the 

shadow, everything we exile to stay likable, has permission to come 

out and dance: rage, lust, control, surrender. The stage becomes a 

negotiated meeting between persona (the mask) and shadow (the 

content that leaks through). 
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Vessel and Sleep as a two-part psyche 

Read Vessel as the conscious ego and Sleep as the inner 

Other, what Jung would call the anima (feminine-coded 

receptivity, eros, intuition) or, more broadly, a mythic daimon that 

pulls you toward your fate. So many songs sound like active 

imagination, Jung’s method of dialoguing with inner figures: a 

“you” that forbids and permits, a “me” that bargains, collapses, tries 

again. Whether you treat Sleep as god or part, the dynamic tracks: 

one voice pleads for containment, the other seduces toward 

dissolution. When Vessel sings to “you,” half the time he’s in 

conversation with a complex… a charged knot of memory and 

emotion, rather than a tidy ex-lover. 

 

The band as alchemical apparatus 

Jung leaned on alchemical metaphors for psychic change: 

solve et coagula (dissolve and bind), and the three great stages: 

nigredo (blackening), albedo (whitening), rubedo (reddening). Sleep 

Token stages that cycle sonically. The piano and falsetto (albedo) 

promise clarity; the drop into rupturing rhythm and distortion 

(nigredo) admits the wound; the climactic swell where harmony 

and heaviness finally coexist (rubedo) feels like integration. Even 

the name Vessel reads as vas hermeticum… the sealed container 

where transformation can occur without blowing up the lab. 

 

Symbols that behave like dreams 

Jung called these archetypal images; Sleep Token calls them 

lyrics. 

Water is the unconscious: baptism and drowning sharing a 

glass. Cleansing if you integrate, erasure if you vanish. 

Sleep is the threshold where the ego loosens… the nightly 

surrender that resets you and steals control; perfect metaphor for 

desire and faith. 
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Angels / ascent / levitation mark inflation… that risky high 

when you rise above conflict and forget gravity still owns you. 

Blood is cost: libido turned sacrament; love as something 

that leaves a mark. 

Veils / masks draw the line between protection and 

distance; you need both, you pay for both. 

Hands / touch are Eros embodied: consent, control, repair, 

relapse. 

Teeth / hunger signal the shadow’s appetite: what you want 

before you sanitize it. 

Lunar / sunset timings nod to psyche’s cycles; release 

schedules behaving like circadian rites is myth syncing with the 

body clock. 

 

Ritual as container for the numinous 

Jung prized the numinous: those charged, uncanny 

experiences that feel larger than you and reorganize your insides. 

Sleep Token frames concerts as Rituals to legitimize that charge 

and make it safe. A shared vocabulary (“offering,” “worship”) keeps 

the room from dissolving into chaos and, paradoxically, keeps 

individual experience personal. You don’t have to believe in a 

literal deity to feel the effect; the rite holds enough heat that your 

nervous system can process shame, grief, and desire without 

splitting. That is psychotherapy’s architecture wearing a choir robe. 

 

Enantiodromia: when opposites switch places 

Jung loved enantiodromia, the tendency of things to flip 

into their opposite under pressure. Sleep Token weaponises it 

musically and thematically: gentleness mutates into violence mid-

track, lust repackages as care, certainty buckles into doubt, then 

back again.  
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Individuation (not idolization) 

Jung’s endgame is individuation: becoming whole by 

integrating disowned parts. Sleep Token can’t do that work for you, 

but it rehearses it in sound: persona meets shadow, anima meets 

animus, Logos meets Eros, dissolution meets form. You recognise 

yourself in the collision, then leave with language for what moved. 

If you treat the songs as ongoing dreamwork, the analysis becomes 

less gossip and more map: where am I split, which figure am I 

arguing with, and what would integration even sound like? 
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SUNDOWNING 

 
 

Why that title? “Sundowning” is a double-edged word. 

Clinically, it names the evening confusion that can descend at 

dusk; poetically, it’s the moment day surrenders to night. Sleep 

Token plants their flag right there, on the threshold. This album is 

about the handover, the hour when everything softens, blurs, and 

tells the truth a little too easily. Even the rollout, tracks unfurling 

in order across weeks at sundown, taught you to meet the music 

where endings and beginnings kiss. It felt less like promotion and 

more like training your nervous system to receive. 

What the cover says without words… That vertical blur you 

attached: a column of light dissolving, or a monolith being 

swallowed. On white, it reads like night rising; on black (Deluxe), 

it reads like light surviving. Either way, it’s a gradient, sleep 

arriving. That’s the thesis of the record: transitions are where the 

story lives. 

Yes, One and Two were the omen. But Sundowning is the 

first full ritual and the moment anonymity becomes architecture. 

Roles are defined, grammar is set (Rituals, Offerings, Worship), and 

the musical dialect locks in: R&B tenderness threading through 

metal sinew, ambient keys, gospel harmonies, rupture when 

honesty demands it. If the early EPs were the chapel sketches, 
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Sundowning is when the doors swung open and the choir learned 

your name. 

The Night Does Not Belong to God: the opening thesis. 

Authority shifts at dusk; whatever you worship after dark is yours 

to answer for. 

The Offering: consent to be changed. 

Levitate / Higher: the fantasy of escape, ascent as anesthesia. 

Dark Signs: the body keeps score and leaves notes. 

Take Aim: intent sharpened into action (or threat). 

Give: the economy of love; what costs you, what returns 

you. 

Gods: pluralizing power; when desire becomes pantheon. 

Sugar: little vices that pass for comfort. 

Say That You Will: the negotiation for certainty. 

Drag Me Under: surrender that’s half trust, half exhaustion. 

Blood Sport: intimacy as contest; somebody’s always scoring, 

somebody’s always bleeding. 

It’s not random. The arc moves from cosmology (who 

holds the night) to commerce (what we exchange), to consequence 

(how it ends). The sequence is a relationship lifecycle told without 

names: how we mythologize connection, bargain inside it, and 

then measure the damage with a straight face. 

 

Sundowning is the first time Sleep Token proves that 

anonymity is a technology. With the faces removed, projection 

does its work; you stop hunting the person and start confronting 

your own reflection. The container is strong enough to hold 

paradox: choir and scream, tenderness and teeth, confession and 

choreography. That container is what the later records expand, but 

this is where it becomes reliable. 

So yes, call it the dusk record (those who know… know). 

The one that taught you how to stand in a doorway and listen to 

both rooms at once. Day saying “let go,” night saying “come in,” 
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and you deciding which voice is honest and which one just 

happens to be louder. 
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"THE NIGHT DOES NOT BELONG TO 

GOD" 

 
 
 

“When you live, by daylight 

With angels at your side 

In order now, bestowed by 

The light of the sunrise” 

 

This is daytime consciousness: linear, moral and pretty 

much sanctioned. The world where rules apply and angels guard. 

Everything’s “in order” because light enforces it. 

 

“And you remember everything 

Only 'til the Sun recedes once again” 

 

I perceive this as memory as a solar function. By day you 

recall, by night you dissolve. Trauma and desire both work like 

this… clarity in daylight, dissociation at dusk. 

 

“And the night comes down like heaven 

The night comes down like heaven…” 
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The refrain is a reversal: night is heaven. Darkness becomes 

sanctuary. This is the thesis of the song: the divine is sometimes 

found in the night. 

 

“The whites of your eyes 

Turns black in the low light 

In turning divine 

We tangle endlessly 

Like lovers entwined” 

 

Representation of transformation through intimacy. The 

body becomes an eclipse: white turns black, innocence turns secret. 

“Turning divine” is a surrender to instinct, merging until identities 

blur. Lovers as twin strands of DNA: entwined, coiled, repeating. 

 

“I know for the last time 

You will not be mine 

So give me the night, the night, the night…” 

 

He doesn’t ask for ownership and instead wishes for  the 

moment, only the night. In daylight there’s loss; in darkness, 

there’s transcendence. It’s about one last absolution before 

separation. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

He rejects the binary of light=good, dark=bad. Daylight is 

duty, angels, order; night is truth, desire, release. His repetition of 

“the night comes down like heaven” is a mantra and a 

reprogramming of a childhood catechism. He accepts 

impermanence (“you will not be mine”) but still seeks the holy 

moment of merging before letting go. 
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Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep is the figure of the beloved who transforms in the low 

light. They’re the one who can only be divine at night, when the 

rules loosen. They are both temptation and liberation, but they 

withhold permanence. “You will not be mine” is their boundary. 

Night is where they let themselves be known and then retreat at 

dawn. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Light is order, but also amnesia. Darkness is chaos, but also 

revelation. Vessel bargains for a holy night outside the jurisdiction 

of God; Sleep bargains for anonymity inside it. Both meet in the 

middle: heaven as a dark room where nobody’s pretending. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“The Night Does Not Belong to God” is about rejecting the 

rules of the day to seek truth in the dark. Daylight is duty. It’s 

where we live by standards, guardrails, and angels. But the night? 

That’s where things get real. The dark is where desire meets 

liberation, where merging happens without promises, where 

transformation can unfold in shadows. Vessel is asking for one last 

moment of absolution in the night, the release of being seen only 

for tonight. It’s a surrender to something divine that doesn’t need 

to be perfect, or permanent, or moral. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

Darkness can be sanctuary, yes, but it can also be a stage. 

Make sure you’re not only holy at night because you’re afraid of 

being whole in the day. Desire’s hour doesn’t have to be hidden to 

be real. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• Where have I been taught that light = good and dark = 

bad and is that still true for me? 

• What parts of myself only come out at night? 

• When do I choose moments instead of permanence and is 

it freedom or fear? 

• Does my intimacy feel like heaven because it’s secret, or 

because it’s sacred? 

• How can I bring what I find in the night into the daylight 

without losing it?  
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"THE OFFERING" 

 
 

“And you are a garden entwined with all 

You are the silence on sacred shores.” 

 

He frames the beloved as an ecosystem. A “garden 

entwined” means fertile, consuming, interconnected and “silence 

on sacred shores” is the hush before ritual. 

 

“You’ve got diamonds for teeth, my love 

So take a bite of me just once.” 

 

Diamonds for teeth… beauty turned into a weapon. This is 

predatory splendour. He’s inviting that bite anyway, offering 

himself to be consumed by something dangerous. 

 

“I want to turn the page once again, oh 

Take a bite.” 

 

This is repetition as compulsion. He knows the story, 

knows it ends in pain, and still wants another page. He confuses 

consumption with intimacy, sacrifice with devotion. 
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“This is a given, an offering 

In your favor, a sacrifice in your name.” 

 

He’s naming it explicitly: this is a ritual gift. He’s lowering 

himself onto the altar, body as Eucharist. 

 

“But I know you’ve got a taste 

So just take a bite of me.” 

 

It’s seduction through surrender. He knows they’re hungry 

and he wants to be the meal. This is the psychology of trauma-

bonding: to feel safe by feeding the predator, to find worth in being 

chosen for consumption. 

 

“Turn the page once again, oh 

Give up the game and let me in, oh 

My arms belong around you, oh, oh.” 

 

The pivot: from offering to plea. He wants not just to be 

eaten but to be held. He wants to end the game, but the game is the 

only place the beloved feels real. It’s a paradox: surrender as both 

doorway and dead end. 

 

“So take a bite, I want to know 

I want to 

Take a bite 

Take a bite.” 

 

ARF ARF. Sorry, I had to... 

He ends where he began: craving proof through pain. “I 

want to know” is the key: consumption becomes confirmation. If 

you devour me, at least I know I mattered. 
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Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

Vessel is self-aware here: he frames his desire as an 

“offering” but also as a test. This is the archetype of sacrificial 

attachment: finding identity in being consumed. “Diamonds for 

teeth” acknowledges the beloved’s danger but elevates it to 

holiness. He wants annihilation to feel like union because 

annihilation is the only intimacy he’s learned. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

Sleep embodies the devourer out of instinct. They’re the 

garden entwined, the silence, the diamond teeth. They’re offering 

transcendence through appetite. Their “bite” is their only language 

of closeness. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

One gives the offering; one takes the bite. One calls it 

sacrifice; the other calls it instinct. Together they perform a ritual 

of intimacy-as-consumption, mistaking being eaten for being 

known. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“The Offering” is about giving yourself up to someone, 

hoping that being consumed will make you real. 

It’s a relationship where pain becomes proof of love. Vessel 

offers himself to be devoured, thinking that if he’s consumed, he’ll 

finally matter. The bite is both sacrifice and desire… he wants to be 

seen in the moment of destruction. But the paradox is that being 

eaten never brings connection; it just reinforces the cycle of 

needing to be chosen, again and again, until there’s nothing left. 

This song is about trying to turn annihilation into 

intimacy, using submission as a way to feel desired. But even in 
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offering himself, he knows it won’t end in salvation in the end. It 

will end in emptiness, the kind that never gets filled. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

Desire dressed as sacrifice can feel like holiness  but being 

devoured doesn’t equal being loved. You don’t have to turn 

yourself into communion to be worthy of closeness. A mutual 

offering is devotion; a one-sided offering is depletion. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

• Where do I conflate surrender with proof of love? 

• What “diamonds for teeth” am I ignoring in the people I 

crave? 

• How many times have I “turned the page” knowing the 

ending and why? 

• What would it look like to offer myself without losing 

myself? 

• If my arms “belong” around someone, do theirs belong 

around me? 
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"LEVITATE" 

 
 
 

“I can lift you up 

Your body is mostly blood 

Like water, a perfect flood 

Engulfing me again, no.” 

 

Vessel starts with rescue even though he describes drowning. 

Blood as water, love as a flood. The very thing he’s trying to lift is 

what engulfs him and he’s caught between savior instinct and 

survival reflex. 

 

“And I can tell you won't 

Remember my cracking bones 

The trauma we can't regrow 

Just as you leave again, no.” 

 

This is the cost of carrying someone: you break under their 

weight, and they forget. “Trauma we can’t regrow” is a powerful 

image here, showing bones mend, nerves don’t. He names the 

unhealable as what lingers after love. 

 



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 89 † 

“Will you levitate? 

Up where the angels inhabit 

Will you levitate? 

Where I won't reach you.” 

 

Levitation becomes escape of sorts. The beloved, or Sleep, rises 

beyond him, into a realm he can’t follow. Kinf od like a heaven that 

isn’t his. Ascension here is an abandonment dressed as 

enlightenment. 

 

“And we imitate 

A story of perfect days 

A ballad we fabricate 

As you forget your words again, no.” 

 

I like to see it as them cosplaying happiness. Building a fake 

narrative to stand in for real intimacy. Forgetting becomes a survival 

tactic, a way to keep the ballad going without admitting it’s a fiction. 

 

“And is that all you need? 

To merely pretend to be 

Falling in love with me 

Forgetting the agony again, no.” 

 

He’s calling out the charade. “Pretend to be” is a diagnosis. The 

other person doesn’t fall in love really; they reenact it to escape their 

own pain. 

 

“Will you levitate? 

Up where the angels inhabit 

Will you levitate? 

Where I won't reach you 

Will you levitate? 
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Up where my love doesn't matter 

Will you levitate? 

Where I won't reach you 

Will you levitate? 

 

The refrain becomes desperate. A sort of a lament. He knows that 

Sleep will rise, and his love won’t matter.  

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is the grounded one, the weight. He lifts, he carries, he 

breaks. “Cracking bones” is caregiver fatigue, empath burnout, the 

trauma of being a landing pad for someone else’s flight. He equates 

levitation with loss because for him, closeness means gravity. 

Watching Sleep ascend feels like being erased. 

Also, a possible theory: Levitation terrifies Vessel because it 

represents change… and change feels like abandonment. He equates 

staying with love and leaving with loss. When Sleep begins to rise, 

he sees desertion. “Where I won’t reach you” becomes the voice of 

someone clinging to familiarity, even if that familiarity hurts. His 

attachment style feeds on consistency because safety is measured by 

presence. For Vessel, levitation is erosion. 

 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep is the one who ascends. Levitation here is dissociation, like  

rising above the mess to avoid the pain. “Perfect days” and 

“fabricated ballad” are their defense mechanisms. They forget 

because memory hurts. Distance feels like survival. 

Another theory: Sleep’s levitation is growth: the spiritual, 

emotional, or psychological act of moving upward, away from 

dependency. “Up where the angels inhabit” is self-actualization. 
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They’ve decided to rise above the pattern, to stop orbiting the same 

gravitational pain. Their distance is reclamation. They’ve learned 

that staying grounded in decay means stagnation. Levitation is 

healing, even if it looks heartless to those still earthbound. 

 

Two Sides of the Token 

 

One breaks under gravity; the other disappears into air. One calls 

closeness rescue; the other calls distance safety. Together they form 

a loop where weight and flight feeding each other’s fears. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

“Levitate” is about the exhausting push-pull between trying to 

hold someone up and knowing they’ll rise beyond you anyway. 

Vessel is stuck between wanting to rescue the person he loves and 

realizing that he’s breaking under their weight. He gives and gives 

until his body can’t handle it, and the other person slips away into 

something he can’t reach, something he can’t follow. The love he 

feels is real, but it’s also suffocating. He wants them to stay grounded 

with him, even if it hurts. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can’t hold someone down who’s determined to rise. Their 

levitation isn’t a verdict on your worth and you don’t have to break 

your bones to keep them from floating away. Rescue and love aren’t 

the same thing. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

 

• Where do I confuse lifting someone with loving them? 

• How many times have I broken myself trying to keep someone 

from leaving? 

• When does someone’s “levitation” feel like abandonment and 

is it actually self-preservation? 

• Am I fabricating “perfect days” to keep a connection alive that’s 

already ending? 

• How can I let someone rise without mistaking it for rejection? 
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"DARK SIGNS" 

 
 

“Where I was raised, there was no streetlights 

Just pitch black and passing headlights.” 

 

Straight away we get the childhood in metaphor: no consistent 

light, only flashes of safety passing by. Streetlights mean stability; 

headlights mean survival by chance. He grew up learning to see in 

the dark and that becomes his emotional template. 

 

“And where we met, there must have been dark signs 

Omens in your skies.” 

 

He names the connection as fated but cursed. “Dark signs” are 

warnings disguised as wonder. They met under alignment, but it was 

déjà vu of another wound. 

 

“Most days, you reach for safety 

Remain calm, forget that you know me.” 

 

Sleep's in avoidance; Vessel’s in longing. It’s the classic anxious–

avoidant duet: one reaching, one retreating. Forgetting becomes her 

way to stay calm; remembering keeps him awake. 

 

“And when we met, I could see dark signs 
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Alarm bells in your eyes.” 

 

The attraction was recognition and he saw the red flags and still 

reached out, because pain that looks familiar feels like home. 

 

“And I miss the man I was 

The moment we left off.” 

 

That’s the heartbreak line. He misses not her really, but the 

version of himself that existed when she was around… before the 

spiral. It’s nostalgia for identity. 

 

“And I hate who I have become 

Every time I wake up.” 

 

Morning means guilt. Each waking moment is an echo of regret. 

He’s living in a body that reminds him of choices he can’t undo. 

 

“I won’t break and bend to my basic need 

To be loved and close to somebody.” 

 

This mantra is self-punishment disguised as strength. It’s the vow 

of the wounded: I’d rather starve than risk needing again. It’s pride 

standing guard over pain. 

 

“And if you saw the marks on my dashboard 

The new scars that I didn't ask for.” 

 

He’s talking about self-destruction in quiet symbols. Not suicidal 

ideation as much, but the evidence of spirals. The “dashboard” is his 

life, his control panel; the marks are the impact. The scars are 

emotional collisions replaying themselves in physical form. 
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“Would you call, asking for answers? 

Tear my arms off.” 

 

That’s rage turned inward and wanting her to care and punish 

him at the same time. The plea is violent because vulnerability feels 

unsafe. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel stands at the intersection of guilt and identity loss. He’s 

caught between the person he was before the damage and the 

stranger he’s become. “I won’t break and bend to my basic need” is 

his attempt to outgrow vulnerability by suppressing it… a defense 

against shame. His “dark signs” are both warning and invitation: he 

recognizes the toxicity, yet he’s addicted to it because chaos feels 

familiar. The longing to “miss the man I was” is self-mourning and 

a grief for innocence lost to emotional entropy. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep represents the avoidance of confrontation. They “reach for 

safety” by forgetting out of survival. The “dark signs” they carry are 

old ghosts, triggers they can’t face. To them, detachment equals 

peace. They may love, but distance is the only language they trust. 

They are the embodiment of suppression: serene on the surface, 

imploding underneath. 

 

Two Sides of the Token 

 

Vessel is haunted by memory; Sleep is haunted by proximity. One 

clings to connection to feel alive; the other erases connection to feel 

safe. They mirror each other’s extremes and both ruled by dark signs 

written in different dialects of fear. 
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In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

“Dark Signs” is about being caught between wanting connection 

and being terrified of what it costs. 

Vessel knows that he’s been in relationships where everything felt 

fated, but ultimately toxic. He recognizes the warning signs: those 

red flags, those dark omens, but still reaches for them because they 

feel like home. The song speaks to that painful nostalgia, where the 

person isn’t missed, but the version of yourself that existed before 

everything fell apart is what you long for. 

The problem is that this longing traps him in cycles of guilt, 

regret, and self-punishment. He tries to suppress his need for love, 

but it’s a losing battle. He’s spiraling into self-destruction, and the 

more he tries to outrun vulnerability, the more it consumes him. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can miss the person you were without punishing the person 

you’ve become. Don’t mistake numbness for healing because 

refusing to need is starvation. Let need exist; it’s human wiring. 

 

Self-Work Questions 

 

• What “dark signs” did I see and still chase, and why did they 

feel familiar? 

• Who am I without the pain that shaped me? 

• When do I wear self-control as armor against connection? 

• How do I grieve the versions of myself I’ve outgrown? 

• What does safety actually mean: peace, or absence of feeling? 
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"HIGHER" 

 

“You say you won't begin again 

Capitulate and let me in 

'Cause I am a fire 

And you are dry as bone” 

 

Sleep refuses to try again, possibly due to past hurt, fear, or 

emotional exhaustion. This line sets the tone of resistance, with the 

other person emotionally closed off. Vessel is asking for emotional 

surrender. He wants the partner to stop resisting and allow him in, 

to open up and reconnect. He describes themselves as intense, 

passionate, and consuming.  In contrast, Sleep is emotionally cold, 

distant, or withdrawn.  

 

“You are taking your time 

You are killing me slow” 

 

Sleep is either procrastinating or intentionally dragging their feet. 

This could be emotionally withholding, taking too long to decide or 

act, causing frustration for Vessel. He feels suffocated by the 

emotional distance. The lack of engagement or response is slowly 

destroying him, emotionally and mentally.  

 

“And I know we instigate 

Go back and forth, lacerate” 

 

There’s a mutual role in the emotional dynamic. Both partners 

are instigating conflict or tension, perhaps unknowingly or due to 
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unresolved issues. This line suggests a cycle of emotional harm. It 

also implies that the conflict is ongoing, while "lacerate" indicates 

deep emotional wounds being inflicted during these exchanges. 

 

“'Cause you can remember 

Only when you're alone” 

 

Sleep has selective memory, or they only confront their emotions 

when isolated. Sleep may only face their true feelings or confront the 

past when they’re by themselves, suggesting avoidance when in the 

presence of the speaker. 

 

“I am granting you more 

Than the debt that I owe” 

 

Vessel is offering more emotional investment or sacrifices than 

what he feels he ows the other person. This could imply 

overcompensating or giving more than necessary. There’s a sense of 

emotional obligation, where he feels he is giving more than he 

should in the relationship, maybe out of guilt or a sense of duty. 

 

“'Cause I look for scarlet and you look for ultraviolet 

And we are exhausted by all this pretending, we just can't resist the 

violence” 

 

Vessel is looking for deep, intense emotions (scarlet, associated 

with passion and intensity), while Sleep seeks something more 

elusive or different (ultraviolet, something invisible or harder to 

grasp). This highlights the different emotional needs or desires 

between the two. Both are tired of faking, pretending that things are 

fine. There's an acknowledgment that violence (emotional or 

otherwise) is part of their dynamic, and they can't help but be drawn 

to it despite knowing the damage it causes. 
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“And you need a melody, I only need the silence 

But each time we battle, the blood and the fury takes us a little 

higher” 

 

Sleep desires something harmonious, something to smooth over 

their emotions ("melody"), while Vessel prefers silence, perhaps as a 

way to process or protect himself from the emotional chaos. 

Despite the pain and conflict, there’s a sense of addiction to the 

intensity. The violence (blood, fury) seems to escalate the emotional 

connection, even if it’s destructive. 

 

“With all that you believe 

You still refuse to shelter me” 

 

Sleep has strong convictions or beliefs about their relationship, 

yet they fail to provide the emotional support or refuge that Vessel  

needs. Sleep is unwilling to protect or care for him, even though they 

may profess love or commitment. This highlights emotional neglect 

or rejection despite expressed belief. 

 

“'Cause I am a danger 

And you're a long way from home” 

 

Vessel acknowledges that he is emotionally dangerous or 

unpredictable. He may feel that his intensity or neediness is a threat 

to the relationship. Sleep is emotionally distant, far from where they 

are supposed to be emotionally, feeling alienated or disconnected 

from Vessel. 

 

“You are one among many 

But you're now on your own” 
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Sleep is just one person in a larger world, perhaps implying that 

they are replaceable or not as unique as they think they are in Vessel’s 

life. Despite being one of many, Sleep is now isolated, suggesting 

that their emotional distance has pushed Vessel away. 

 

“And I hate the way you look 

At me when I am not understood” 

 

Vessel feels misunderstood, and the way Sleep looks at him in 

these moments fills him with resentment. It’s a painful experience of 

emotional isolation. 

 

“'Cause you can remember 

Only when you're alone” 

 

This line is a repetition of earlier sentiments, emphasizing that 

Sleep only faces their emotions when isolated, unable or unwilling 

to engage while together. 

 

“You won't begin again” 

 

A refrain emphasizing Sleep’s refusal to restart or engage 

emotionally, reinforcing the emotional deadlock in the relationship. 

 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is emotionally intense and driven by the need for 

connection, but is confronted by emotional detachment. His desire 

for closeness is overwhelming, but Sleep’s refusal to engage creates 

frustration and self-doubt. He feels suffocated by Sleep’s emotional 

coldness, and he interprets the refusal to restart (begin again) as a 

slow emotional death. The need to "grant more" than what is owed 
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shows how Vessel feels compelled to give despite the pain it causes 

him. He is stuck in a cycle of longing for a connection that isn’t 

reciprocated. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep embodies emotional detachment, using avoidance as a 

defense mechanism. Their perspective on the relationship is rooted 

in self-preservation, retreating into emotional safety rather than 

engaging with the intensity Vessel brings. "You are dry as bone" and 

"You won't begin again" illustrate how Sleep keeps themselves 

distant and emotionally unavailable, avoiding the vulnerability of a 

deeper connection. 

Sleep also exhibits a fear of being consumed by Vessel’s emotional 

intensity. The "I look for ultraviolet" part signifies their desire for 

something more distant and elusive, where they are emotionally free 

from the pressure of intimacy. Their reluctance to engage fully shows 

a protective barrier, where emotional distance equals safety. They 

retreat into emotional numbness, unable or unwilling to reconnect 

because it feels too overwhelming or unsafe. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel seeks deep emotional connection, but his intensity is met 

with avoidance and detachment. He is caught in a cycle of wanting 

closeness but being met with emotional coldness or resistance. His 

internal struggle is between wanting to keep giving and the fear of 

being emotionally depleted. 

Sleep, on the other hand, is all about avoidance and emotional 

self-protection. They fear being consumed by emotional connection, 

and instead of engaging, they retreat. They are emotionally detached, 

because emotional engagement feels unsafe to them. 

Together, Vessel and Sleep form a toxic cycle of desire and 
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withdrawal. Vessel craves closeness, while Sleep retreats to protect 

themselves, leading to repeated emotional turmoil and an inability 

to connect fully. The power dynamic shifts between longing and 

avoidance, where neither person’s needs are met. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

“Higher” is about the battle between emotional intensity and 

emotional withdrawal. Vessel’s need for intimacy is suffocating, 

while Sleep’s emotional detachment is a defense mechanism, but 

both leave them stuck in a cycle of unmet needs. The song expresses 

the pain of wanting love but not being able to get it, and the 

emotional exhaustion of pretending everything is fine when it’s not. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can crave connection without losing yourself in the chaos of it. 

Don’t confuse emotional exhaustion for healing. Withholding love 

from yourself is self-sabotage. Let your need for connection exist 

without guilt; it’s human wiring. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When did I ignore my emotional needs to avoid the 

intensity of vulnerability? 

• How do I balance my longing for connection with 

the need for emotional protection? 

• What patterns from past relationships am I repeating 

in this dynamic? 

• Where am I sacrificing my emotional well-being for 

the illusion of closeness? 

• What does emotional distance feel like to me, and 

why does it feel safer? 

• How do I recognize when I’m overextending 

emotionally, and how do I protect myself in those 

moments? 

• What does true emotional closeness look like, and 

how can I create space for that in my life? 
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"TAKE AIM" 

 

“Wait, won't you wait for me? 

Don't you bathe in rivers? 

Don't you feel alive?” 

The opening lines convey a sense of desperation and longing. 

Vessel is asking Sleep to wait, to hold on, suggesting that he's not 

ready for the emotional distance that is being imposed. The 

question, “Don’t you bathe in rivers?” evokes imagery of cleansing, 

renewal, or a surrender to life’s flow, as if he wants Sleep to feel 

more alive, more connected to his emotional world. There’s a 

subtle desperation in wanting to be in sync, a sense of being left 

behind while the other person moves forward. 

“And when I see you waking up 

And it sends me shivers 

How you love like weapons kill” 

Vessel is overwhelmed by Sleep's presence, noting that even the 

simple act of them waking up sends a shiver through him. There’s 

an acknowledgment that the way the other person loves is intense, 

almost lethal, suggesting that their love is both captivating and 

dangerous. The metaphor of love as something that kills with 
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weapons portrays love as something that is not gentle or healing, 

but instead something that has the power to destroy and wound. 

“So take aim 

At me for once 

Just take aim 

Break me apart” 

The refrain speaks to a plea for emotional confrontation. “Take 

aim” implies targeting or being intentional with emotional impact, 

asking for the other person to break down the emotional walls, to 

make them feel something even if it’s painful. Vessel is asking to be 

hit by the force of Sleep's love, as if to finally experience it, even if 

it shatters him in the process. There’s a masochistic element to this 

plea, where Vessel wants to be broken apart to feel alive. 

“Call, won't you call out my name 

Like a curse on this world? 

Like a battle cry?” 

Vessel is yearning for validation, for recognition. He wants to be 

called, to be marked by the Sleep's attention in a way that feels 

powerful and consuming, almost like a curse. The comparison to a 

battle cry suggests that their emotional connection is fierce, 

intense, and perhaps even destructive.  

“Oh, and you make me hate myself 

Make me tear my body 

Make me yearn for your embrace” 

This line reveals the darker side of the relationship. Vessel 

acknowledges the toxic impact of this connection, where he hates 

himself, physically harm himself, and yearns for the very thing that 

is causing him emotional pain. It’s a cycle of self-destruction driven 
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by the longing for a love that is both destructive and necessary. The 

paradox of love as both salvation and destruction becomes clear 

here. 

“And you know I'll be yours 

When the moment is perfect 

I will fire and forget 'til we both lay broken” 

There’s a sense of inevitability in these lines. Vessel is surrendering 

to the relationship, promising to be theirs when the conditions are 

right. "Fire and forget" is a military term suggesting action without 

second-guessing, and it conveys a sense of emotional commitment 

that is impulsive and reckless. He knows the end result will be 

mutual destruction (“both lay broken”), but it feels inevitable, as if 

he cannot avoid it. 

“And you know I'll be yours 

Just want to be worth it 

I will run like the wind 'til you follow me again” 

Vessel is grappling with self-worth. He wants to be loved but feel 

like he must prove his value before he can be fully accepted. The 

desire to be followed indicates an emotional push-pull, where 

Vessel feels he needs to be elusive to be loved. It’s a cycle of chasing 

and being chased, needing validation from someone who has 

emotionally distanced themselves. 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is emotionally intense and driven by a need for emotional 

connection, but the relationship feels destructive. He craves the 

other person’s attention, even at the cost of his own emotional and 

physical well-being. The imagery of being “broken apart” and 
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“hating myself” indicates deep emotional wounds and self-

sabotage. He is caught in a cycle where he desires love but feels it 

must come with pain. His emotional instability is exacerbated by 

the other person’s indifference or emotional distance, causing a 

deeper need to be acknowledged, even if it means destruction. 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep is emotionally distant, potentially using detachment as a 

form of self-preservation. The desire for Vessel's love is complicated 

by their own internal struggles. They are reluctant to fully engage, 

knowing the intensity of the connection will likely lead to pain and 

destruction. Sleep’s emotional withdrawal is a defense mechanism, 

avoiding the emotional impact of Vessel's love. They may view the 

connection as toxic but are still drawn to the emotional chaos. 

Two Sides of the Token? 

Vessel is desperately trying to connect and craving emotional 

intimacy, even if it comes with pain and destruction. Sleep, on the 

other hand, is emotionally withdrawn, hesitant to engage because 

of the intensity and potential harm it could cause. Together, they 

form a toxic dynamic where longing and avoidance feed off each 

other, creating a cycle of emotional intensity and detachment. Both 

are stuck in their respective patterns: Vessel in emotional self-

destruction and Sleep in emotional avoidance. 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

“Take Aim” is about craving love and attention from someone who 

is emotionally distant, where the pain of not being fully seen is as 

strong as the need for connection. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can crave connection without losing yourself in the process. 

Take Aim is about emotional intensity and longing, but don’t let the 

chaos of desire cloud your boundaries. Love does not have to hurt, 

nor should it break you down to feel real. Don’t let your need for 

someone’s attention lead to self-destruction. Emotional intensity can 

be beautiful, but only if both parties are willing to engage with the 

same depth of vulnerability and respect. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When do I confuse emotional intensity with true 

connection? 

• How do I differentiate between love and the need for 

validation? 

• What emotional boundaries do I need to protect myself from 

being consumed by another person’s emotional distance? 

• How do I navigate the push-pull of desire and avoidance in 

my relationships? 

• What does healthy love look like, and how can I build that 

for myself before seeking it in others? 

• How do I protect my sense of self-worth while still being 

emotionally vulnerable? 
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"GIVE" 

 

“You take the dark and carve me out a home 

I picture you when you are all alone” 

 

Vessel asks Sleep to transform darkness and emotional pain into 

something familiar and safe. He is fixated on Sleep, imagining them 

alone, reflecting a sense of longing and emotional isolation. 

 

“I know how we got here 

I know how we got here” 

 

Vessel is aware of the emotional journey that led to his current 

state, acknowledging the familiar pattern or history that has 

unfolded. It suggests both a sense of inevitability and deep 

understanding of their dynamics. 

 

“I am the shadow, you're a passenger 

I am the intake of breath so sharp and I know you better” 

 

Vessel views himself as the dominant force in the relationship, 

emotionally present but lurking in the background. He believes he 

understands Sleep better than Sleep understands themselves, 

creating a power imbalance. 

 

“Just want to know you better” 

 

Despite the emotional control, Vessel craves deeper intimacy, a 

stronger connection, and understanding of Sleep beyond the surface. 
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“If you want to give 

Then give me all that you can give 

All your darkest impulses and if 

You want to give me anything then give 

Give in again” 

 

Vessel desires total emotional vulnerability and honesty from 

Sleep, even if it means confronting their darker, unspoken desires. 

The repeated plea emphasizes the need for full emotional surrender 

and engagement. 

 

“I'll tear the fibre from the filament 

I'll be the limit of your light again” 

 

Vessel is willing to dismantle the relationship or himself to 

engage with Sleep. The phrase "the limit of your light" implies an 

emotional drain, where he consumes the partner's energy. 

 

“I want to taste you better 

I want to taste you better” 

 

This shows the Vessel’s craving for deeper intimacy, to connect 

with Sleep in a more profound way. He is yearning for more than 

just surface-level interaction. 

 

“I will be watching for your enemies 

To let them know that they contend with me 

I want to know you're out there 

I want to know you're out there” 

 

Vessel expresses possessiveness and a desire to protect Sleep from 

external threats. The repetition of "I want to know you're out there" 
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shows both a desire for connection and reassurance that Sleep is 

present, even if emotionally distant. 

 

“I just want to give 

Want to give you all that I can give 

All my darkest impulses and if 

You want to give me anything then give 

Give in again” 

 

Vessel is willing to offer himsekf completely, even his darkest 

parts. This is a plea for mutual vulnerability, where both are expected 

to fully engage, even if it leads to pain or destruction. 

 

“In this open warfare 

I won't fight fair 

No, I won't fight fair” 

 

Vessel acknowledges that the emotional dynamic between them 

isn’t balanced or healthy. It’s a battle, and they’re prepared to fight 

in ways that are not kind or fair, suggesting an emotional power 

struggle. 

 

“And in your waking moments 

I will be there 

I will be there” 

 

Vessel implies they are constantly present in Sleep's life, even 

when Sleep isn’t actively acknowledging them. This suggests a 

constant emotional presence, whether wanted or not. 
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Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is fixated on the idea of control through emotional 

surrender. He desires full emotional engagement from Sleep, even at 

the cost of his own well-being. His emotional needs are intense, and 

he seems to equate emotional destruction with intimacy, constantly 

seeking deeper connection but finding himself in a cycle of self-

destruction. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep represents emotional avoidance, using detachment to 

protect themselves. The repeated push for vulnerability from Vessel 

makes them retreat further, as they are not ready to engage at the 

level Vessel desires. Their emotional distance is a defense 

mechanism, but Vessel’s plea for surrender forces them to confront 

their own fears of intimacy and vulnerability. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel craves emotional intensity, but his desire to control the 

connection through emotional surrender leads to a cycle of pain and 

neediness. Sleep is emotionally distant, using detachment as self-

preservation, but finds themselves caught in a loop where they’re 

pushed to engage more than they are comfortable with. Both are 

stuck in a toxic dynamic of desire and avoidance, neither truly 

meeting the other’s emotional needs. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

“Give” is about the emotional cycle of longing for connection 

while dealing with the fear of vulnerability. 

Vessel is emotionally intense, seeking to control and engage fully, 
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but finds himself in a cycle of offering too much without receiving 

the same in return. Sleep is emotionally detached, withdrawing to 

protect themselves from the overwhelming intensity of the 

connection, creating a power struggle that leaves both parties feeling 

unfulfilled. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can crave deep emotional connection without sacrificing 

your well-being. Don’t allow your emotional hunger to blur your 

boundaries; love should not come at the cost of self-destruction. It’s 

important to recognize when emotional intensity starts to 

overwhelm you and set limits before you lose sight of your own 

needs. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• Where do I confuse emotional intensity with genuine 

connection? 

• What emotional patterns from past relationships am I 

repeating in this dynamic? 

• When do I push for connection even when it feels harmful 

or one-sided? 

• How can I protect myself emotionally while still being open 

to love and intimacy? 

• Do I engage in relationships that require too much 

emotional labor, and why do I feel compelled to do so? 

• How can I find balance between giving and receiving in 

emotional relationships? 

• When does my need for connection turn into emotional 

depletion, and how can I set boundaries to prevent it? 
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"GODS" 

 

“I see the gods avert their gaze from me 

My fucking form is but a wreck beneath them 

And there are always people I can count on 

It's all so easy for me” 

 

Vessel feels abandoned by the gods, as if they have turned away 

from him. His self-image is shattered, seeing himself as a "wreck" 

beneath their gaze. Despite this, he acknowledges that there are 

people in his life he can rely on, even though he feels emotionally 

detached. The line "It's all so easy for me" suggests emotional 

numbness or resignation. 

 

“No more taking chances 

No more teeth to bite with 

No more smiling faces 

I am alone again” 

 

Vessel has reached a point of emotional withdrawal, refusing to 

take risks anymore. "No more teeth to bite with" implies a loss of 

power or aggression, while "no more smiling faces" suggests 

disillusionment with the people around him. He feels isolated, 

acknowledging his solitude. 

 

“You want to talk, you want to talk it out? 
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'Cause the joke's on me, and I'm laughing too 

You want to watch me beg, 'cause I beg so well?” 

 

Vessel’s tone here is sarcastic and bitter. He's cynical about 

discussing his emotions, as if the situation is laughable to him now. 

The line about begging reflects vulnerability, but also suggests a 

sense of powerlessness, like he’s been forced into submission or 

humiliation. 

 

“It's all so easy for me 

And do you like the way it feels? 

Like fire from the Heavens 

Carving past the surface into you” 

 

Vessel repeats that "it's all so easy for me," which may reflect 

emotional numbness or resignation to his pain. The fiery imagery 

suggests an intense emotional experience, either on his part or the 

other’s, where the connection feels divine and destructive: "fire from 

the Heavens" implies something both beautiful and damaging. 

 

“And do you like the way it feels? 

Like fire from the Heavens 

Tearing me asunder beside you” 

 

The repetition of the fiery imagery shows that the emotional 

intensity, while painful, is also addictive. Vessel’s self-destruction 

seems tied to his connection with the other person. “Tearing me 

asunder” shows the destructive nature of their bond, where he feels 

broken apart by the connection. 
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Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel feels emotionally abandoned and abandoned by divine or 

higher powers ("gods avert their gaze"), leading to an internal 

collapse. His emotional numbness is evident in his repeated refrain, 

“It’s all so easy for me”. Vessel feels as though the emotional intensity 

is unavoidable, but he also feels broken by it. The fire imagery 

represents his need for destruction, but also his lack of control. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep sees Vessel as emotionally volatile and self-destructive. 

Sleep may withdraw from Vessel’s emotional chaos, trying to remain 

at a distance. The fiery, intense connection could feel dangerous to 

Sleep, especially with the repeated self-destructive patterns of Vessel. 

While Sleep might feel trapped in the connection, they also see 

Vessel's emotional turmoil as something they can't control or fix, 

leading them to distance themselves. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel is caught between emotional numbness and intense self-

destruction. He longs for emotional release but feels both broken 

and powerless, feeding into a destructive cycle. Sleep, on the other 

hand, is emotionally detached or avoiding Vessel's intensity. Both 

are stuck in a cycle of longing and withdrawal. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

"Gods" is about feeling abandoned, emotionally numb, and self-

destructive. Vessel is caught between feeling forsaken by the world 

and emotionally detached from everything around him. The 
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connection he craves only leads him deeper into pain and self-

sabotage. The repeated desire for intensity, even when it’s 

destructive, reflects his struggle between needing closeness and the 

emotional toll it takes. Sleep sees this emotional turmoil and likely 

retreats, trying to protect themselves from being consumed by 

Vessel's intensity. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

Don’t allow yourself to be consumed by someone else’s 

emotional chaos. Gods reflects the dangerous pull of intensity 

without balance. Emotional connection shouldn’t come at the cost 

of your mental or physical well-being. You can crave intensity, but 

not at the expense of your peace. Make sure your boundaries are 

about protecting your self-worth and mental health, not just giving 

to another person. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When do I feel the need to be emotionally consumed, and 

why does that feel easier than emotional balance? 

• How can I recognize when my emotional intensity is 

damaging me rather than helping me connect? 

• Do I feel the need to "prove" my worth through emotional 

pain, and what does that pattern look like in my 

relationships? 

• How can I set emotional boundaries that allow me to feel 

deeply without losing myself in the process? 

• When am I emotionally distancing myself from others, and 

why do I do it? Is it out of protection or fear? 

• How can I engage with emotional intensity in a healthy way, 

without it turning into self-destruction? 
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"SUGAR" 

 

“And you play a twisted little game 

But I know in a way 

You need to complicate” 

 

Vessel recognizes Sleep's manipulative behavior, understanding 

that they thrives on creating complexity or drama. There’s an 

acknowledgment of emotional games being played, which creates an 

emotional rollercoaster. 

 

“Believe that though we never eat 

We still know how to feed 

We still know how to bleed, oh” 

 

The metaphor here suggests that, even though they are not 

physically feeding each other, there is still an emotional exchange 

happening. "Feeding" represents emotional sustenance, while 

"bleeding" indicates the pain that comes with it. This dynamic is one 

of emotional dependence despite a lack of traditional connection. 

 

“Sugar, I've developed a taste for you now 

Sugar, I've developed a taste for you now” 

 

The repetition of "I've developed a taste for you" suggests 

addiction or dependency. The word "sugar" could represent the 
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sweetness of the connection, but it also implies something 

intoxicating and addictive, a sweet temptation that leads to 

emotional harm. 

 

“My arms keep you in the room 

Barely let you move 

Show me what you do, oh” 

 

Vessel is controlling the space, physically and emotionally 

keeping Sleep close, even though there is an underlying tension. The 

phrase "barely let you move" suggests emotional restraint, not 

allowing Sleep the freedom to act on their own terms. 

 

“Tonight we're second-guessed again 

Let me wrap the chains 

Addicted to the pain, oh” 

 

Vessel acknowledges that the relationship is one of uncertainty 

and control. The "chains" symbolize emotional bondage, and the 

addiction to pain is a sign of toxic attachment. The idea of "second-

guessed again" suggests a lack of trust, and the relationship is marked 

by insecurity and emotional manipulation. 

 

“Do you wanna see how far it goes? 

Do you wanna test me now, my love? 

You must be crazy if you think that I will give in so easily” 

 

Vessel challenges Sleep, perhaps daring them to test the limits of 

the relationship. The question “do you want to test me” indicates a 

power struggle, with Vessel asserting his emotional resilience, 

refusing to give in too easily to the dynamic of manipulation. 

 

“Things we buried low 
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Coming to the surface now, my love” 

 

Past emotions, unresolved issues, or hidden pain are surfacing. 

This line suggests that despite attempts to suppress or bury them, 

these feelings are now unavoidable and are starting to affect the 

present relationship. 

 

“You must be crazy if you think that I will give up the game” 

 

Vessel is not ready to let go of the emotional battle, possibly 

because he is addicted to the intensity or chaos. "The game" 

represents the ongoing cycle of emotional manipulation and 

struggle, which Vessel is not willing to relinquish. 

 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is emotionally addicted to the intensity of the relationship. 

The “taste” represents emotional dependency, and he is drawn to the 

chaos and drama, despite the pain it causes. The metaphor of feeding 

and bleeding highlights the imbalance in the relationship… it’s 

emotionally sustaining but also harmful. Vessel seems to thrive on 

the emotional volatility, where pain and pleasure are intertwined, 

creating a toxic dynamic that he can’t break free from. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep represents emotional detachment or avoidance. They 

manipulate the situation to maintain control while keeping their 

distance emotionally. Their actions, though playful or seductive on 

the surface, are calculated, as they engage in emotional games 

without full investment. The chains and addiction to pain suggest 

they are willing to engage in this toxic dynamic for power or control, 
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but they are not emotionally invested in making it healthy. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel seeks emotional engagement but is trapped in a cycle of 

emotional addiction. Sleep manipulates the relationship by 

maintaining emotional distance, but they both rely on the chaos for 

emotional sustenance. The power struggle creates a toxic dynamic 

where one person seeks connection, and the other withholds it, 

leading to a continuous cycle of pain and desire. 

 

In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

"Sugar" is about the toxic allure of a relationship that thrives on 

emotional chaos. 

Vessel is emotionally addicted to the highs and lows of the 

connection, while Sleep uses detachment and manipulation to 

maintain control. The addiction to emotional pain and the power 

dynamics at play create a destructive cycle where both people are 

trapped in a toxic dance of control, longing, and submission. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

You can crave intensity without sacrificing your peace. “Sugar” 

explores the addiction to emotional chaos, but don’t let the desire 

for connection cloud your judgment. Healthy relationships are not 

built on manipulation or pain, even if they feel intoxicating. 

Emotional engagement should be mutual, don’t lose yourself in the 

storm of someone else’s control. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When do I confuse emotional chaos with passion? 

• How can I recognize when I’m emotionally addicted to 

someone else’s intensity? 

• Am I allowing my need for connection to override my 

emotional well-being? 

• How do I set emotional boundaries to prevent myself from 

becoming entangled in toxic dynamics? 

• When am I giving more than I’m receiving, and how does 

that affect my sense of self-worth? 

• What does a balanced emotional connection look like to me, 

and how can I create space for that in my life? 
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"SAY THAT YOU WILL" 

 

“Is that a word you said, my love? 

Or just a gesture in tongues?” 

 

Vessel is unsure if Sleep’s words are genuine or just empty 

gestures. The "gesture in tongues" suggests communication that is 

confusing, as if Vessel is left interpreting the meaning behind Sleep's 

actions. 

 

“Well, I live to guess your sorrow 

And you live to empty my lungs” 

 

Vessel spends their time trying to understand Sleep's emotions, 

but Sleep emotionally drains Vessel. Vessel feels suffocated by Sleep’s 

lack of engagement or reciprocation. 

 

“And you've got me up in a frenzy again 

And I know you're planning to leave in the end” 

 

Sleep’s actions once again stir up Vessel's emotions, leaving them 

in a state of turmoil. Despite this intensity, Vessel knows that Sleep 

is emotionally distant and plans to leave eventually. 

 

“Won't you say that you will? 

Let the impulse to love 
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And the instinct to kill 

Entangle to one 

In this light you are mine 

'Til the sweat turns to blood” 

 

Vessel desperately asks Sleep for emotional commitment, hoping 

that the passion they share will outweigh the toxicity. "Impulses to 

love and kill" symbolize the intense, destructive nature of their 

relationship, where desire and harm are closely linked. 

 

“Won't you say that you will? 

Even if you won't” 

 

Vessel pleads for Sleep to commit, but knows deep down that 

Sleep may never fully engage. It’s a mixture of longing and 

acceptance that the answer may not be what they desire. 

 

“Is that a glint in your eye? 

Is that a blade in your palm?” 

 

Vessel is trying to decipher Sleep’s intentions. The "glint in your 

eye" could be a moment of connection, but "a blade in your palm" 

suggests a hidden threat or emotional harm that Sleep holds. 

 

“Well, I am yours tonight 

So will you lay in my arms?” 

 

Vessel offers himself fully to Sleep for the night, asking for 

reciprocation in the form of closeness, hoping for emotional and 

physical connection in a fleeting moment. 

 

“You've got me up in a frenzy again 

I know you're planning to leave in the end” 
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Vessel is once again emotionally stirred by Sleep, knowing that 

despite the temporary connection, the end result will be emotional 

distance or abandonment. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is emotionally overwhelmed by the cyclical intensity of his 

connection with Sleep. He seeks connection but feel suffocated by 

Sleep’s emotional withdrawal. The relationship is a cycle of desire 

and pain, where Vessel gives more of himself than he receives, 

desperately craving commitment that Sleep cannot offer. Vessel’s 

emotional needs are intense, but he continues to engage, even 

knowing it will eventually lead to abandonment. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep is emotionally distant and avoids deeper engagement. They 

withdraw into themselves and use manipulation or detachment to 

avoid emotional vulnerability. Though they may experience 

moments of connection with Vessel, Sleep ultimately maintains 

control by keeping their emotions in check, not fully committing to 

the intensity Vessel craves. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel craves emotional connection but is caught in a cycle of self-

destruction, seeking intimacy even though it causes pain. Sleep uses 

detachment as self-protection, avoiding emotional vulnerability and 

keeping control of the relationship. This creates a toxic dynamic, 

where one side longs for closeness while the other remains 

emotionally unavailable. 
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In Plain Terms (For the Sleepless) 

 

“Say That You Will” is about the painful cycle of longing for 

someone who is emotionally unavailable. 

Vessel is desperate for connection, but Sleep withholds it, creating a 

power imbalance. This dynamic is emotionally exhausting for both. 

The song speaks to the struggle of wanting intimacy, but being met 

with emotional avoidance. 

 

❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

It's essential to recognize when you’re caught in a cycle of 

emotional intensity that drains you. Don’t let yourself become 

addicted to chaos or the false comfort of unreciprocated love. Love 

should not be about emotional sacrifice or playing games, make sure 

you're not losing yourself while trying to meet someone else's 

emotional needs. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When do I find myself craving emotional intensity even 

though it’s painful or one-sided? 

• How do I distinguish between healthy emotional 

connection and emotional chaos? 

• Am I staying in relationships that constantly leave me in 

turmoil, thinking things will change? 

• How do I protect my emotional well-being while still being 

open to intimacy? 

• Do I find myself giving more than I receive, and why do I 

tolerate that? 

• When do I feel the need to sacrifice my own needs for 

someone else’s emotional baggage? 

• How can I set boundaries when I’m emotionally attached to 
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someone who’s not fully engaged? 
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"DRAG ME UNDER" 

 

"And I know the angels tonight are as lost for words 

As I am to merely behold you as we lie down together" 

 

Vessel feels overwhelmed by the depth and intensity of his 

connection with Sleep. The silence and awe he experiences are 

mirrored in the angels, unable to express their reverence. There's an 

underlying tension in the inability to articulate the profoundness of 

the moment. 

 

"Drag me under again 

Deep in to your love, oh" 

 

Vessel craves the all-consuming nature of Sleep’s love. He desires to 

be pulled deeper into the connection, even though he knows it may 

be suffocating. It’s a repeated cycle, where he surrenders to the 

overwhelming emotions despite their intensity. 

 

"And I know the gods will abandon the heavens just to find us 

To merely behold you as we lie down together" 

 

Vessel elevates the love shared with Sleep to a divine level, 

imagining that even the gods would abandon their celestial duties 

to witness their connection. This adds a layer of devotion, 
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highlighting the reverence and awe he feels for the love they share. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel is emotionally submerged in Sleep’s love, caught between 

awe and longing. His deep craving for connection leads him to 

desire more of what Sleep offers, even when it feels overwhelming 

and unbalanced. He longs to be pulled deeper into their 

connection, even if it leaves him lost or suffocated. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep remains emotionally distant, using detachment as a form of 

self-protection. While they may acknowledge the intensity of 

Vessel’s feelings, they withhold emotional vulnerability, 

maintaining control. Sleep’s lack of engagement leaves Vessel in a 

state of longing and confusion, knowing that Sleep is emotionally 

unavailable. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

Vessel, desperate for connection, is caught in a cycle where he 

continuously surrenders to the intensity of his emotions, even 

though Sleep does not offer the same depth. Sleep, on the other 

hand, controls the relationship by keeping their emotions in check, 

creating an imbalance that keeps Vessel yearning for more, despite 

knowing it will lead to emotional exhaustion. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

It's crucial to recognize when a relationship begins to drain you 

emotionally, rather than nurturing you. If you’re constantly giving 

more than you're receiving, and your emotional needs aren’t being 

met, it’s a sign to reassess the dynamic. Healthy love requires 

mutual vulnerability and respect, not a constant cycle of emotional 

sacrifice. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• When do I find myself craving emotional intensity, even 

when it’s painful or one-sided? 

• How do I distinguish between healthy emotional 

connection and emotional chaos? 

• Am I staying in relationships that constantly leave me in 

turmoil, hoping things will change? 

• How do I protect my emotional well-being while still 

remaining open to intimacy? 
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"DRAG ME UNDER" 

 

"I wanna roll the numbers  

I wanna feel my stars align again" 

 

Vessel expresses a deep desire for fate to work in his favor once 

more, seeking control and the feeling of alignment with the 

universe. He’s striving for something greater than himself, 

something that feels predestined, but this longing is paired with 

uncertainty. 

 

"Even if the earth breaks like burnt skin 

And the heavens just won't open up for me" 

 

Despite the overwhelming odds and the emotional or physical pain 

(symbolized by "burnt skin"), Vessel continues to yearn for that 

connection or cosmic alignment. This line suggests the difficulty of 

finding resolution or solace, as even the heavens (divine forces) 

seem closed off to him. 

 

"Would you invite me in again? 

Won't you pay for your arrogance? 

Won't you show me your weakness?" 

 

Vessel is confronting the other person in this relationship, asking 

for access to their emotional world again. He’s also holding them 
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accountable for their arrogance… perhaps for the way they’ve 

withheld affection or support. He seeks vulnerability, a moment 

where they show weakness, something to connect with 

emotionally. 

 

"I made loving you a blood sport 

I can't win" 

 

This powerful repetition underlines how Vessel has turned love 

into a painful, competitive struggle. The "blood sport" metaphor 

suggests an emotionally violent, exhausting game where he is the 

only one truly fighting. No matter how much he sacrifices, he 

cannot win, as the emotional imbalance leaves him depleted. 

 

"So let's play" 

 

Even in the face of defeat, Vessel invites the cycle to continue. He 

still craves the intensity of the emotional connection, even though 

he knows it’s a harmful game. 

 

"And somewhere, somewhere, the atoms stopped fusing 

I'm still your favourite regret 

You're still my weapon of choosing" 

 

This line reflects a deep emotional disconnect, as though the bond 

between them has fractured or stopped evolving ("atoms stopped 

fusing"). Vessel acknowledges that his relationship with Sleep is 

built on regret, yet he still chooses to remain emotionally entangled 

with them, treating the love like a weapon of both choice and 

destruction. 

 

"And out there, stuck in a quantum pattern 

Tangled with what I never said 
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You say it doesn't matter" 

 

This highlights the emotional entanglement and unspoken words 

between them, creating confusion and a lack of closure. The 

"quantum pattern" suggests an ongoing, repeating cycle, where 

they are stuck in an emotional state that never seems to resolve. 

Sleep dismisses the emotional turmoil, claiming it doesn't matter, 

reinforcing the disconnect. 

 

"I wanna be forgiven 

I wanna choke up chunks of my own sins 

Even if the sky cracks in mourning 

And the heavens just won't open up for me" 

 

Vessel longs for absolution, wanting to rid himself of the emotional 

burden or sins of the relationship. His desire for forgiveness is 

almost self-destructive, as he feels like he’s drowning in his own 

guilt and pain, even as the world around him falls apart. 

 

"Would you invite me in again? 

Let me pay for my arrogance? 

Won't you show me your weakness?" 

 

Once again, Vessel desperately seeks emotional reconciliation, 

asking for the opportunity to atone for his own faults. He is still 

begging for vulnerability from the other person, even though he 

knows this request will go unanswered. 

 

"You're still my weapon of choosing (I made loving you a blood sport)" 

 

Vessel acknowledges that even though this love has become a 

destructive force in his life, it is still something he chooses. The 

repetition emphasizes his compulsion to return to it, even when it’s 
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painful. This line suggests that Vessel views his attachment to Sleep 

as both a weapon and a source of emotional destruction. 

 

"And out there, stuck in a quantum pattern (I made loving you a blood 

sport)" 

 

The idea of being "stuck in a quantum pattern" reinforces the 

theme of emotional entrapment. Vessel feels trapped in a cycle that 

he can’t break out of, where he’s continually drawn back into the 

emotional chaos of the relationship, unable to find resolution or 

peace. 

 

"Tangled with what I never said (I made loving you a blood sport)" 

 

This line points to the unspoken words and unresolved emotions 

that keep Vessel tangled in this cycle. The things that were never 

said create a distance between them, adding weight to his guilt and 

regret. This unspoken element becomes an emotional barrier, 

trapping them both in a state of confusion and longing. 

 

"You say it doesn't matter" 

 

Sleep’s dismissal of the emotional turmoil and regret is cold and 

indifferent. This line reflects Sleep's detachment, emphasizing the 

emotional imbalance in the relationship. While Vessel is consumed 

by his feelings, Sleep appears unaffected, further highlighting the 

asymmetry between them. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Vessel’s Lens 

 

Vessel’s emotional state is one of deep conflict and self-destruction. 

He feels trapped in a relationship that has become toxic, where love 

is no longer nurturing but instead a competitive, exhausting 
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struggle. His sense of self-worth is intertwined with his connection 

to Sleep, but it’s clear that the love is one-sided and emotionally 

draining. The repetition of "I can't win" highlights his inability to 

break free from this cycle, even though he recognizes it is 

damaging. The quantum pattern and tangled unspoken words 

reflect the emotional complexity of his situation, where he feels 

stuck in an unresolved loop of desire, guilt, and regret. 

 

Psychological Analysis: Sleep’s Lens 

 

Sleep remains emotionally unavailable and distant. They seem to 

regard the emotional chaos with indifference, possibly seeing it as a 

game or a source of power. Sleep's detachment creates an 

emotional void, leaving Vessel to spiral in his own torment. Sleep’s 

refusal to engage or show vulnerability adds to Vessel's sense of 

defeat, as Vessel continues to offer pieces of himself in hopes of 

reconciliation, but Sleep does not reciprocate. 

 

Two Sides of the Token? 

 

The relationship between Vessel and Sleep is marked by imbalance 

and emotional exploitation. Vessel is caught in a constant struggle 

for affection, treating love like a battlefield, while Sleep remains 

emotionally aloof, offering little in return. This dynamic highlights 

the toxic nature of their connection… Vessel's emotional 

investment is unmatched, yet it’s continuously unreciprocated, 

leaving him defeated and trapped in a cycle of longing and regret. 
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❤ Boundary Reminder 

 

When love becomes a "blood sport," it’s a clear sign that emotional 

boundaries are being violated. Love should not feel like a battle, 

nor should it leave you constantly fighting for validation or 

affection. If you find yourself caught in a destructive cycle, it’s 

essential to step back and assess whether the relationship is 

nurturing or harming your emotional well-being. It's okay to let go 

of a connection that constantly drains you and to seek relationships 

that offer mutual respect and vulnerability. 

 

Self-Work Questions: 

 

• Am I in a relationship where I feel like I’m constantly 

fighting for affection, without receiving the same in return? 

• How do I recognize when love has become a destructive 

cycle, and what steps can I take to break free from it? 

• Do I find myself holding on to relationships based on 

regret, unspoken words, or guilt? 

• How can I better protect my emotional energy and set 

boundaries in relationships that feel imbalanced? 

  



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 138 † 

 

 
 

VESSEL: THE STORYTELLER DISGUISED 

AS A VOICE 

 

Somewhere along the line, people decided Vessel was just a man 

screaming about heartbreak in fancy lighting. A tragic figure, half-

naked, processing his trauma in real time. Maybe. However, I like 

to believe that Vessel isn’t simply performing emotion… I see him 

writing it. He’s a literary mind that just happens to translate in 

melody instead of ink. 

Listen to any Sleep Token lyric stripped of music, and you’ll find 

syntax that feels like literature. It’s prose poetry disguised as 

rhythm.  

This is a writer using the full anatomy of language: meter, imagery, 

allegory, irony… to stage emotional theater. He writes like 

someone who paid attention in English lit class, probably had a 

thing for metaphysical poets, and realised one day that guitars 

make better quills. 

 

Vessel builds scenes. Each track is staged with intent: lighting, 

tempo, texture… all chosen to manipulate mood like a playwright 

working in sound instead of stage direction.  

Think of the albums as acts: 

• Sundowning: the prologue, written in candlelight and 

uncertainty. 
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• This Place Will Become Your Tomb: Act II, where tension 

deepens and motifs return like ghost characters. 

• Take Me Back to Eden: the crescendo of the monologue, 

lush, arrogant, biblical. 

• Arcadia: the postmodern chapter where the script starts 

writing itself. 

 

Every phrase, symbol, and recurrence: feathers, water, teeth, Eden is 

literary foreshadowing. Writers do this when they know they’re 

creating an ecosystem. 

People mistake sincerity for simplicity. Vessel is deeply self-aware… 

even sardonic. He’s writing satire into sorrow. He knows how 

absurd human attachment can be, and yet he still kneels at its altar. 

That duality is comedic tragedy… Shakespearean, really. 

If you look closely, you’ll see a thread of dark humour woven into 

his writing: the playful use of religious imagery, the melodrama of 

surrender, the way he leans so far into earnestness that it starts to 

mock itself. That’s wit. That’s knowing your audience’s psychology. 

 

Lore is often dismissed as gimmick, but here it’s literary device. 

The anonymity, the deity “Sleep,” the Houses; they’re narrative 

scaffolding.  

His lore mirrors old epics: Paradise Lost, Faust, The Iliad. The 

human flaws of gods, the divine punishment of love. The 

anonymity lets him write archetypes rather than autobiographies.  

Even the performances are live readings. Every gesture, every pause 

between lyrics is punctuation.  

The physicality: the trembling, the convulsions, the head tilts is 

embodied syntax.  

I genuinely believe that if Vessel hadn’t found music, he’d have 

been that quiet literature student with a notebook full of 

unreadable genius… the one quoting Donne and making everyone 

uncomfortable with how perceptive he was. He probably would’ve 
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published under initials, been compared to Neil Gaiman, and 

disappeared for a decade to “study silence.” 

But music gave him a louder medium and a place where meter 

could meet melody. Sleep Token is what happens when a literature 

nerd gets a drum kit and unresolved feelings. 

He’s a novelist writing in rhythm, a dramatist staging emotion, a 

philosopher translating theology into melody.  

He’s the storyteller. 

The kind who hides the truth in metaphor and dares you to dig for 

it. And in that search, he makes us all writers too.   



Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 141 † 

 

 
 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

Jane Elend is a dark fantasy and romance author, 

artist, and creator of worlds where light and darkness 

intertwine, and love battles against fate. Known for 

her intricate storytelling, Jane crafts tales filled with 

complex characters, intense emotions, and deep 

spiritual themes. Her work explores the eternal dance 

between good and evil, reflecting her fascination 

with the unseen forces that shape our lives. 

With a background in psychology, Jane brings an insightful 

understanding of human nature into her writing, delving into the desires, 

fears, and inner conflicts of her characters. She explores themes of 

redemption, love, destiny, and the mysteries of the universe, imbuing her 

stories with spiritual depth and cosmic wonder. Jane is also the creator of 

Corner of Thoughts, where she pours her reflections and musings, often 

blending her love for music, literature, and the deeper meanings of life. 

Jane is particularly drawn to the music of Sleep Token, captivated by their 

rich vocabulary, aesthetic beauty, and ethereal vibe. Their lyrical depth 

and exploration of light and darkness resonate deeply with her own 

books, where similar themes of emotional conflict, spiritual journey, and 

the complex interplay between light and shadow prevail.  

Originally from Tallinn, Estonia, and now residing in Bournemouth. She 

embraces the signs of the universe, allowing them to guide and inspire her 

work, as she continues to manifest her dreams through her creative 

endeavors. 

Visit Jane E Elend’s official website for the book series: 

https://www.janeelend.com/ 

 

https://www.janeelend.com/


Corner of Thoughts: Beneath the Veil of Sleep 

† 142 † 

 

 

 

 


