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Abyss

Darkness, Sadness, Pointless Madness
Why bother to get up?
Lay down six feet underground, wait for the rot to come.
Maggots fester in putrid flesh
Breaking you down
From dust you were made
till dust you become.
These things in life
bring you nothing but pain.
Your past
Shit
Your future
Fucked
This darkness
so deep
it put the sun to sleep
It lives in it’s shadow
The darkness
You embrace
You’re such a disgrace


