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And a little bit tired,

And a little bit inspired,

And a little death conspires,

In a thousand burning fires.

And a little island cries,

As she reasons for the why's

And she feels the cold inside,

Fight it's way into her life.

But the pain is still inside,

But the pain is still inside,

But the pain is still inside,

But the pain is still inside,

It will never fully rise,

From the ashes of disguise

And the fear and the lies

And a million wonder why's.

I didn't want to kill you,

But I didn't see a choice,

They didn't give me any answers

And they took away my voice.
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