Demons

Your eyes, filled by the devil himsell
Your hands, only touched by the hands of evil
Your body, chiseled lrom morbid marble

Y our mind. a death trap for any ﬂngnl

There 15 a place for yvou inside anybody
And vet we consider vou a virtue
When all our vices are as holy

As someone saying 1 love vou
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The Best Job Ever

I got classes

With lots of asses

Sitting on seats

Pretending to listen

Bur all they do1s cheat

Fun for all, but none for the teach

And then they say this job's a beach

But when the carpet’s rolled out
And the kids are walking out
Clutching their degrees

I tell mysell’ ‘Please!”

This jungle of life will swallow them whole
And spit them out sans soul
Let themn be the best they can be

And treat them the way Lhn}-' treated me

Like shit or ke heaven
Like dirt or like brethren
And never let me see them :tg.tin

Unless the kitchen needs a fnend



Bella Notte

Don’t be high
CHT vour own supply

Or Yol m ighl cry

In a broke man's lullaby
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