I’ve got the pride to die with no savior

I’ve got the power to kill my creator

I got the mind to see lies in the system

This is no ride, it’s a suicide mission

I keep it hiding, but something inside me is thriving

driving me to strive for a higher form of fire

I’m dangerous, I know how it came to this

It doesn’t favor bliss and it’s stranger than our behavior is

I’ll admit it, I’m quick witted

and I don’t know when to quit it

I can turn cynic in a minute 

and be a critic while I fidget

But there’s something in me creeping

beneath the secrets I’m keeping

seeping out my teeth and weeping

so it keeps me from sleeping

If I have an air of arrogance

it’s inherited from my therapist

He inflates my ego 

and my libido insists on carelessness 

I’ll never admit defeat

my feet always keep the beat

I’ll never be complete 

so kill me quick and dig me deep

I’ve got the pride to die with no savior

I’ve got the power to kill my creator

I could go on beyond description

I feel so alive on a suicide mission

