She lay sobbing next to the body of her dead self


There it lays

Cut and broken


With red ooze flowing out and over the land

All the wounds and scars 


From times past

Opened afresh


Time passes

And she bleeds still


Treacherous assholes tromp on

her dead limp outer shell,


and children play in the red puddles

that surround her


Passer-bye’s stop and stare,

but they never know why


Old friends walk over her,

and they never even see


And James Hetfeild sings on…

