Awful 

The O feeling is down on my head
The O feeling will put me to bed 

So evil, so bad with no recompense

Throws down on me with no defence

Hacking back up what I’m still afraid 

Something that on my mind has played

Things I’ve thought of but never too bad

Are now painting the demon that I have had 

Something so cruel to make me think of 

That born in hatred instead of in love 

So that in the morning I writhe with the fear 

And the horror that it is so near 

And I’m possibly wrong about just who I am 

Depraved a better explanation to understand 
Something fundamental that has me betrayed 

As I rehash long ago days 

An instinct, an insight, a thought here or there 

Has me playing out all kinds of despair 

That I am this or maybe am that 

Whatever I say it keeps coming back 

