The Clock Strikes Horror

Please tell me, is this a sign from God
What can I do to answer your call? 

Are you giving me notice that all is not well? 

Can you tell me the truth in the fear that I smell? 

Is there anything for me who rests in this place

To do to make sure that this gets erased?

Use my body, my soul, my veins and my skin 

Please help in someway to let out what’s within 

This could be just me painting my sky 

Hues of grey darkness from the horror in my eye

Times before I’ve had this sneaking premonition 

That all that I love is wrecking ball demolition 

But come to nothing answers is what I have had 

Don’t break out and run, just sit still young lad

From my own death with running police cars 

To helping a friend released from life’s bars 

A lurch out and fall as my head chokes my throat

And I shake and I shiver as this thought gets my goat

This target lock on knows just where to hit 

And spins my eyes inward in the place where I sit 

If dying is for me then let it be done 

Use both my hands to make sure it’s undone

I don’t know what to do and I don’t know what to say 

But if this is real then break me in any way 

I’ll look out for signs and lay down my head

So the earth fills my ears with wisdom instead 

Poisoning her is almost too much to bear 

That this could be rips my heart from its lair 

Please just use and abuse for your means

Whatever you want I’m here in blue jeans 

This symbol of hell what could it mean 

Just what it says or something more serene 

Please just do what you need if this is to be

If a tool’s what I am then please just use me

