Inside of my head exists a ghetto
Like hell, it’s a place where no flowers grow

My eyes are the gate which keeps me confined
A prisoner trapped inside of my own mind

And though I try hard | will never be free
For not even death possesses the key

Although I cry loudly, nobody hears
For every word falls only on deaf ears

And every eye is too blind to know pain
And |, all alone, must suffer again.



