AZAZEL

Her voice is like a gun. Her words are the invisible bullets that travel through my ears and hit my brain.  Nobody can see the damage.  They only see the nice big house.

They only see the fake smile which disguises the frown.

They see heaven, but in reality, it's a burning hell inside.

There is just a mirage of a painted heaven on the outside, so bystanders won’t try to save me

They just walk by and don't see the holes in my brain, the cuts in my soul, or the scars on my heart.

Seeing is believing, so I don’t expect them to believe what they don’t see. 

I'm dying.  I can' stand the screaming, the crying, the broken glass that I walk on.

I can't stand the statue’s finger being pointed at me.  

I can't stand being blamed for the rotting of my family tree.

After all...I'm just one branch.  It's not my fault!

Leave me alone! Stop screaming!

I don’t have any regrets for things I can't control, and the only thing

I couldn’t control was being raised by an angel disguised as Satan.

Thank you Mother.

I was blind. But now I see.

You were part of my soul contract.

And through your hate, my love was birthed.

