
Slade. Fram Whe lomls   

  

Burned by the tire, Soaked by the rain 
  

  

Lve heard grown men cry out tin pain   
  

  
Some cure beede, Some staldsecl or raped 
  

  

God LOhat Coes On belafad prison Walls ond Codes 

  
— 

1. chose my eyes, Praying the scene will Chance. 
  

  

  
\al hen L open them every tai nq remains the same 
  

    Stop Tt! The madness of the” Reval ving Door, 
  

‘Dees Texas howe the money to lousild anymore *   

  

  

  
Duim acinable events cure told to those on the outside. 
  
— 

lold in letters and visitation, mUkinic love ones cry   

  

“Mere is unend+to tnis_ Living ell" 
  

  

  
| syes no loneer livedl in prison cells 

  

One Mine remains on ther mind 
   



“Those let belnind to Finish Het ctime 

AL wish this place on no one not even muy enemy 

  

  

  

  
Dome are here « short me, some wn exernity 
  

  
Relying on Tradcices, COMMiIssArY , ond mai | 
  

  

  
To keep their spirits up inthis.” Living Hell” 
  So thousands sit olay after dou 
  

  

Surving the tire, staying out of the rain 
  

  

  

  
Hoping cane Prov Ing to be set tree aroun 

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

   


