Father, into your hands I commend my spirit,
But why have thee forsaken me,

To the pain and hell of life,

The torment of being alone,

The torment of love, 

That can never be returned

With a life that is meaningless,

And a heart that does nothing but bleed,

To take my last ride into the rising sun,

The burn and feel the power and pain

Of being the course, and let God judge me

To take me to his gates, to condemn me to hell,

But for once I will feel the power 

And I will see the presences of God,

Before I burn forever. 

