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Everybody makes mistakes
We cannot be perfect,
Judging the first crime is not fair.
Being compared to criminals
It is outrageous, not a game.
I am the compassionate person,
 Mind deteriorating, thoughts disintegrating.
I know that I am hardcore, 
Know how to start wars
Know how to scare you in a fist fight.
Killing people is the right floor,
Reprisal is my desire.
People need to listen not to judge,
This is to everybody who doubted me
And said my moments a fallacy
This is the rowdy me
Straight malicious and cloudy me
You will never know
What is really inside my dome?
Play like I am weak when I am strong
So I can peep the ones wrong
They obsolete the ones gone
They want to keep what is unknown.
I am a nightmare walking, psychopath talking,
Cooperate with killing, innocents dying.
Hearing voices crying, it comes and fades away
Thoughts of regretting, and improving myself
I feel it every day.
I cannot imagine how criminals do it
Killing innocents like it's nothing
How can they swallow that?
 When I cannot even chew it.
I feel contrition, every moment
I hang with killing innocents
And came to this consequence.
I regret what I did.


