Utter 

Wow, what it is you utter

Imagine the poison you could do 

If I was foolish enough 

To still listen to you 

I remember the days I was tortured

Solely out of fear 

Of being different, of being myself 

Bringing disappointment near 

So I enslaved myself to please the crowd

I thought it’s what I wanted 

Until I broke under the weight

The days when I was haunted 

And I see you would have me entrenched 

Because it’s what you are 

You take out on me

What you haven’t found so far 

My God, the dues you would extract 

In buying down a soul 

That kind of violence 

Runs my blood stone cold 

Just because you are unhappy 

Because it does not sit well 

You would have company 

In a personal kind of hell 

You know just where to humiliate 
To weasel a weak spot 

And for years and years 

It was your way you got 

My God, it shudders my bones 
Because I see it everywhere 

Children growing up 

To be taught despair 

