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Here I am

Getting dirty looks

From all who pass

Not at all

Thinking in consideration

Of releasing me

From my chains;

These chains that hold me

Keep me hidden

From the world's harsh reign.

Here I lay

On the cursed soil

I was born on,

Covered in filth

From my disgrace and guilt.

Here I stay

Locked up in chains and rags

In the dirt

Like the little slave I am.

There is only one thing

I'd ever say...

With a yank of chains

Do you see?

Do you hear?

My master calls for me

And I must obey,

It's my place.

