Song concept: “Proof of Life”

This is a Fragile World song idea about the
pressure to curate life so completely that the
mess, meaning, and simple reality of being alive
get erased.

It is not just about being “unfinished,” because
unfinished implies a person is supposed to
become complete later.

The deeper question is:

What happens if no one is allowed to simply be?
This came from thinking about websites,
archives, public presentation, social media, and

what parts of our lives we allow the world to see.
Everyone wants to project the perfect curated



life. But if we remove all the mess, damage,
clutter, awkwardness, grief, wrong turns, silence,
and ordinary evidence of living, we may also
remove the meaning.

Core idea:
The mess is not separate from the meaning.
The mess is proof of life.

Possible title:
“Proof of Life”

Central tension:
A life made for display becomes a life asking
permission to exist.

Important emotional direction:

Reflective, human, critical, but not preachy.
The song should not become a generic anti-
social-media rant.



It should feel more existential and intimate than
topical.

It should ask what kind of world we create when
no one has room to simply be.

Key lines / lyric seeds to preserve or build from:

Everybody wants a life
with no evidence of being

No mess on the counter
No grief in the room

No silence too heavy
No strange afternoon

They took out the mess
They took out the meaning

They left us a life
with no room to be



If no one is allowed
to simply be

then every life
becomes apology

You can take out the mess
but the meaning goes with it

You can polish the mirror
till no one is left

Everybody wants to be seen
after the living has been removed

Possible chorus direction:
Don't take the mess

Don't take the meaning
Don't make a life

that leaves no breathing



Don't crop the room
Don't clean the scar

| need the cracks

to know where we are

Task:
Interpret this song concept and propose a lyrical
direction.

Do not over-polish it.

Do not make it inspirational.

Do not turn it into self-help.

Do not make it only about social media.
Keep the human mess, the ache, and the
question alive.

[Verse 1]
Everybody wants a life
With no evidence of being



No mess on the counter
No dust in the light

No grief in the hallway
No silence too heavy
No strange afternoon
No reason to hide

[Pre-Chorus]

But the cracks in the wall
Know more than the frame
And the room remembers
What we tried to erase

[Chorus,
Don't take the mess

Don't take the meaning
Don't make a life
That leaves no breathing



Don't crop the room
Don't clean the scar

| need the cracks

To know where we are

[Verse 2]

Everybody wants to be seen
After the living is removed
A smile for the window

A face for the screen

No wrong turns showing
No hands still shaking
No proof we were here
No proof we had been

[Pre-Chorus]

But the mirror gets polished
Till no one is left

Just a perfect reflection



With no body beneath it

[Chorus,
Don't take the mess

Don't take the meaning
Don't make a life
That leaves no breathing

Don't crop the room
Don't clean the scar

| need the cracks

To know where we are

[Bridge]

If no one is allowed
To simply be

Then every life
Becomes apology

If no one is allowed



To fall apart
We build a world
With no beating heart

[Final Chorus]

Don't take the mess
Don't take the meaning
Don't make a life

That leaves no breathing

Leave the dust
Leave the scar
Leave the strange

L eave the hard

Don't crop the room
Don't clean the scar

| need the cracks

To know where we are



[Outro]
You can take out the mess

But the meaning goes with it

You can polish the mirror
Till no one is left

No one is left

No one is left



