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Here I am again alone in my head.
It's almost daylight I should be in bed.
My mind won't stop - it won't shut off.
If I could I'd dunk it in a cold trough.

I doubt it would work - I'd just end up wet.
See, I no longer feel as an asset.
If truth be told - I'm feeling rather worthless.
And a little hopeless I must confess.

I'm feeling rather scared this is true.
And those that I know haven't a clue.
There's a lot going on - I have decisions to make.
I seriously don't want to cause any heartaches.

I'm only sixty-three but feel a hundred and ten.
I'm giving up hope that I'll mend.
The flame in my soul is smothering out.
Don't feel obligated to ask what it's about.

I doubt I would tell you anything anyway.
And just corkscrew through my life yet another day.
I need someone to hold me - let me breakdown and cry.
I pray it happens sometime before I die.

What would change - I really don't know.
At this time, I wish I told and became a Jane Doe.
If he would have killed me - I wouldn't be going through this.
And being a no one, I wouldn't have been missed

I ask myself: why do I keep getting out of bed.
The answer can no longer be found inside of my head.
I don't see myself ever being healed.
This is my life on my daily battlefield.

I've been at war now for longer than forty - five years.
And still, I'm not able to conquer my fears.
As much as I want to - I'm afraid to die.
I can no longer bring myself to commit suicide.

My mind is a wreck - my body is broken.
I know that there are words that go unspoken.
And as I speak - they make no sense.
I'm sorry if I'm keeping you in suspense.

Yes, it's true: I feel extremely alone.
It's not easy to pick up that phone.
I don't want to be a burden, or you aggravate.
I think it's time for me to call 988.

