Simple�Explanations can be deceiving�and I am your madman�When I dance on your grave�Even though your still breathing�I am your madman�When I tell you what I am thinking�And you cannot reply�I am your madman�I can stare you down �into a puddle of discomfort�and make you walk a different path�while your distempered brain �forces you to bow your head�or look the other way�I can feel your soul begging for further explanation,�telling you to stare back,�to look for what you don't have�I am your madman�twitching in the corner of your eye�smiling in the back of your mind�Watching you �waiting �for a simple explanation�





