
Wondering Why 

Looking through the barred window 
I watch the wind blow 

Over the prison walls 
Majestically tall 
And here the wind call 

Soon you'll be dead and rotting. 
Too soon, the morning will come. 
Lord, it's my last one. 

I watch the sky 
Blackened by night 
Wondering why 

Lord, I don't want to die. 
Dreading when I conceded 
They said I'd need it. 

They said my mind 
Would reach the sky 
Take me so high 

That I would be in heaven. 
Caring not for tomorrow 
I stole and borrowed 

All that I could 
So that I could 
Buy what I could. 

Craving built inside me 
Helpin to blind me. 

s l i n d  me to steal 
Blind me to kill 
For two dollar bills 

Blind me to die this sunrise. 
Too soon, the morning will come. 
Lord, it's my last one. 

I watch the sky 
Blackened by night 
Wondering why 

Lord, I don't want to die. 
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