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you think you're havin' it tough?


well it's I who's got to put up with you


so, when my head begins to ache


annoyed at my breath she weakens me





you moist minded little using cunt


I've seen so much of your tricks


and I realize that's exactly what you are





trick me...





now that time has faded fast


my feelings for the poor, sick have passed


until she realizes what I'm for


she is closed and dead to my eyes





you're everything I tried to forget


taking always, never getting





I can believe you're dead


I can believe you dead


