In the Half World

Why is this so painful as I sit on my bed? 
Worry about the visions I see in my head 

Paint myself lost then lose me for real 

As all I don’t take I leave open to steal 

The sound of sirens is death to my ears 

As I’m pierced by the thing I struggle to hear 

A million little knives cut into my skin 

I hope for the best as I’m dying within 

What is the meaning of this, I know that its more

What will all of this time have been for? 

Please give me relief because this is too much 

Let me loose on the world, give me something to touch 

I know I have purpose, it calls through the trees

Its just that I’m cut by the brambles and bees

As I edge my way out, through tall grass and streams

To live my own life and follow my dreams 

