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Rest


When shall I have my eternal rest,�For my life was an ongoing test?�Why must I still endure,�Endless anguish with no cure?��My life seems a closéd book,�Into which I shall not look.�I wish not to continue on,�For I want to be totally gone.��The WORLD may disagree,�Though the decision's up to me.�I don't care what they say...�I am... already... on... my... way......


�
Mourning


Sadness is my name,�And I am with you.�Anguish I am called,�For I am eternal.�Sorrow is my calling,�And I do good work.�Depression is my job,�For I am Grief.�I am always for hire,�But my price... is not... low.


�
The Peace of an Axe


Happiness is not my game,�For joy of course is not my name.�I am all dull,�Though I'll crack your skull.��To use me you need not be clever,�For I'm just a complex lever...�To end some strife�And cease a life.��I am easy to use to kill,�For I'm always dressed to ill.�Though I'm not as easy to use as all,�I'm always at your beck and call.��So cleave with me,�And kill with me.�I give no complaints-�But remember I have no restraints.��So kill one,�So kill all,�For it's always fun...�To crash in a skull!


�
Maniac


In the halls,�That are not bare,�He kills people,�He does not care,�	And I watch.�In the halls,�Covered in blood,�He chews his gum,�As if it were cud,�	And I stare.�In the halls,�Where it is silent,�He aims at me,�But I do not relent,�	For I am Death.�In the halls,�With blood everywhere,�He stares at the ceiling,�No longer with care,�	For I killed him.�


Who's worse?


�
Racism ?


Why does racism have to be?�It makes absolutely no sense to me.�White, black, or even green�Racism, racism what does it mean?��Racism, racism what are you?�You can never be felt by more than a few.�Yellow lady, or even red�Live with racism? I'd rather be dead.


�
Weird Song


Isn't it fun?�Isn't it grand?�Chewing on the tin foil�In your hand!��
Extreme Contact


Pick his mind.�Sift his mind.�Make his thoughts known.�Find them.�Sort them.�Open his mind to his own.�Lash him.�Scold him.�Let him feel all known.�Break him.�Rake him.�Show him he's alone.�Fell him.�Flay him.�Remove him from his home.�Tell him.�Scare him.�His mind will foam.�Slay him.�Kill him.�Strip him from his bones.�Bruise him.�Confuse him.�His mind will roam.�Scar him.�Leave him,�To crumble all on his own.


�
By what way?


I'm alone�Forever and always�I've known�And I always will be-�	This way.�By day�I'm morose�In a way�I should be-�	This way.�In ending�It would seem�I'm finding�I like to be-�	This way.�But always�And�All days�Are endless to me-�	This way.�I am all alone�Forever and always�I have known�And I always will be-�	This way.


�
Afterdeath


If I die,�Then I am dead,�Nothing left�Naught to be said.��Go away�Leave me alone�Let me lie�Forever prone��If I die,�When I expire,�Burn me up�On a wooden Pyre.


�
What I see


I see�The storm�Brewing�On the horizon�And I shrug�And hope it�Moves all the faster�To its preordained position�Where ever that may be.
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