The Stvess of This Place

The sthess of thie place
That ¢ what you see when you look ar my jace
D look tined and at the same time exected
rnaid of the bad dreame o whien dlee comes 9 fight it
So 9 wake wp edhansted with yestenday s fears
But 7 can 't show weakness in liene to 7 make sune to hide my teans
7 told tight to my faith but it o getting hand
Constantly fraying to the Parole board as & &t were my God
7 feel ae & 9 lave gone Uind within my own mind
Please can angoue eredit me a stick, a pill, or a live
Becanse 7 tave to leave liene someliow
TP on PED? Fell No! 7 Mean Bight Now!
7 dou't even bnow listw much time 9 have loft
But will 7 be free before thene co another famdly death
Seeme like the bad moments never otops
7@34%&%@#&%%7%@54{{0&0[&%4{&4
Aud ] think the madl man muot bave quit
Unless they ne calling my wame and 9 just don't lean it
But ote told me e U patiently wait
Thew wly am 7 o angry. depressed, amions, and full of late
A D a pananaid A 5 with suicidal tendencies
Because it seema like ] am saviounded by wothing but the enemy
7 feel as & my whole life has goue to waste
Or o it juot the otness of thio place
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