BLEEDING %WT

Lackec{ nside my /uefw( mgmg to come out, but W[uen 7 fmnlly
break. free, the pain comes Like thousands of cuts all at one
time, slashing all the old spots.
Who can you trust? Betrayal always comes from those who
are close.
A’]?&ma{anec( and alone leaves you feeling Like A g/wst with
natkmg left except A ﬁleeo(mg heart.
Irage andg destroy, smnsking all contemplating every pu nch;
face after face with the same Look of why¢
Too much too many times now it is my turn to repay far all
your cripnes. Manincal Lavighter as I am shackled Aq AT
mgmg screummg fram within, Bauncmg aff the walls, is this
"y actual reality? Am I locked in my head, lu/mg A
niq [vtm&we drazfvm? |
Things cmwlmg under my Skin, wounds Are never Aenle:{
| u/mtmg formy day to be set free.
Look At me now’; A Kinowing grin when tfwy let me aut it
, starts all over .‘mgz&m
Who is next to feel my wrath? I think I know it is me! -
That is why they call this place #ell my one true reality.
Scremmmg locked in this CAge rememf'/armg ALl as the sting of
hells Aqony repents ttself mgm'n
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