Communication
Trapped in your fox hole there’s shelling all around
Confusion runs riot, what the hell’s going down
Confronting the issues, avoiding the lot
Where do you fit in when your nailed to the spot

Opposing views are calling you grief, the toxicity of there so called beliefs
Leave a letter written in pain, your mark of Cain on whom you lay the blame
Keeping all lines of communication open
Keeping all lines of communication there
And when you feel you can’t go any further
Communicate with someone who cares

Both sides are fighting which one do you choose
You’re stuck in the middle you lose.
There verbal diarrhoea has you blooding from the ears
Does no one notice the noose?

The chemicals in your mind are there for a short time then back to the real world you go
Your break from reality is not where you wanna be but were you fit in you don’t know
