Compromise

All the excuses excusing this

When you would forestall a heartwish

Come crying to myself again 

Well what did you expect my friend 

To err against yourself is wrong 

Even though the feeling’s strong

To do the dirt on another dream 

Just to stifle up a scream

Down the barrel of a shotgun sound 

You’ll put yourself in the ground 

Trying to be cautious clean 

When broken is what you have been 

But wailing, wailing on the bench 

What is that God awful stench 

That has me holding back my breath 

A peculiar sort of death 

