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My prison

Oh, how I struggle

for but a moment of peace

You hold within me

a fire made from a breeze

Lord, how I fight

yet lose each day

Please let me quit

don´t make me stay

For I have been measured

Oh, how I´ve been weighed

Found always wanting

Never fit to display

Late every night

tears fall from my eyes

Cause i know when I wake

it will be with a sigh
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