The Laugh 

Spinning a web out of my head 

Whirling myself around my bed
There is on peace for me 

There is no salvation 

Just tears just sorrow 

There is no starlight, no moonlight

Just a jar full of pain I borrow.

My hopes are dead my heart is stoned 

I smile being alone. 

There is just no sense in endeavors. 

Cause motives are what the world devours.

The Ideas I sought the refuge I seek. 

Has been a wrath of hate for the meek.

I am just one of the few.

I am just one of the dead.

Dancing around a god’s golden bed.

The game had begun the story is now told.

And soon I shall bathe in the hands of the old.

Don’t long for refuge 

Don’t cry for the meek 

Listen to the words and praises is speak.

Believe what you may follow your road. 

But remember the final laugh is yet to be told

