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The tears flow down my hands
They try to catch someone
Down the window pane they run

Oh will the sun shine again
Say it will

What of life is it good

Say itis

A (l)crazy man | am

Say not always

| cry out trying to sleep
Say be still

| reached out through the pain
But they could not see me
In their midst cold held my hands

Today | thought of the way
The way to end it all
Thought of nothing else

Tired of being down and out
Wired to the same damn thought
Heavy dark pitiful me



