Come To Me
Come to me
Useless and unkind
Like a mad person
Out of the dark
You can’t hide your misery
Don’t take it out on me
You are responsible for your rut
You are the cause runt
The rotten core of your depths
Is disaster to those you touch
The only person you care for
Is your very own self
Don't bleed on my heart
| can’t change you
Only you can revive your bitter attitude
And make life bearable

Then you can come to me.
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