Sensations of pain

The rain felt cold

As my wrath blew up my mind

The doors stay closed

And the watchers still stay blind

I grew too old

‘into dust

outh to speak
Yy

next to me

e cold of winter comes
some soul to me
they pull their gutless guns

nsations of pain

on't let them all come up again
Sensations of pain

So very hard so ought to blame
Sensations of pain

And I'm still walking in the rain

No petty dust

In the course of history
No sacred giant

Will reveal the mystery

Just lie next to me...
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