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The Voodoo Doll

stick in

another pin look!

how

it

jumps

and dances

about almost as

if it were

alive pierce it again

and again

 



         the mimicry

                             of human form pain in

one hand        superstition

and

jealousy

in the other

and who is to say I am wrong?

there are times and

 



       there are

            times the

                voodoo doll pierces

the darkness

a frightened cry

from the innocent

victim what

did that doll ever do

to you? 
hope that the

doll will not strike back

take

your vengeance out

on a mannequin close

your eyes to the

pain pick up the

pin and begin again

to stab the doll

stab the doll

stab the doll 

do you feel better?

stab the doll 

stab the doll

it all depends on you

stab the doll

you're not all right

stab the doll

pretend you don't hurt

stab the doll

stab the doll

don't stop now

stab the doll

pretend you understand

The Life I Forgot

Your face slipped away with the sunrise

There might’ve been something if we had waited

There’s a life I forgot inside the house

But I won’t go back

I won’t go back

I Tried To Sing

I tried to sing a song of joy

But the world just turned its head

I tried to sing a song of love

But the world just laughed instead

So now I sing this sad, old song

In a cynical, bitter tone

Now I sing this cheated, vicious song

Because by singing, I’ve become alone

Goodbye

Hope’s a piano out of tune

Singing independence to the moon

Wishing life would come back soon

So I could say goodbye

Fading, falling, flying, fleeing

Blindness, sacrilege in seeing

Pure sinfulness in being

Hoping I could say goodbye

My heart is flapping on the ground

Beating, hearken to the sound

Sapping strength, I can’t be found

How can I say goodbye?

There’s more to life than what I’ve done

Bleeding in the Sunday sun

Waiting for answers, where to run

Why can’t I say goodbye?
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