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I see you 
sitting there 

Alone, in your 
electric chair 

 
A smile 

on your face 
While all the while 

Is this the right place? 
 

Tempted by the fruit 
Grown from no seed 

not even a root 
How did you plead? 

 
Indignation has accrued 
Time is not your friend 

Births about to be renewed. 
 


