The Rotting Boy





Am/G


hole inside my rotting mind, all my friends as so unkind


if i search i might find that if i smoke i'll surely unwind


and so i smell the fresh earth and that is why my body's hurt


disfunction means going crazy but that's too much work i'm lazy


i am not a punk, nor a piece of junk


i'll take my life, she'll die my wife for i must take the knife, yeah...





Am/G (3) E


this rotting boy will leave now


it's what you want anyhow


i will let you be alone





Am/G


she sees my lost face and around me she traces


the love i hold for her is all that i am


and so now i see my life disolve and i have a problem i can't solve


and now i am a waste and my blood is all you'll taste, yeah...


jesus come and take me now 'cause my life sucks anyhow


and i think i'll send because this is the fucking end





Am/G (3)


the rotting boy is weaping


his death is slowly creeaping


is there a chance to save himself


others that gaze around me


even the ones i can't see


they know that i will show her love


they feel my love undieing


i'll never give up trying


to beat the game that you and i play, so well





Am/G/E


thr rotting boy...


he loved you...


