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IN THE ALLEY
ELMONREAL

Can we solve all of our problems with nudicy?

Can we heal all of our pain with sex?
Can we find out who our demons are
By losing our minds?

Some of us, in the alleys,

Think you can

D'mugs weere the gods of my conception
Meth was a shadow

In the corner of my eye

Church was a breeding ground

For idols & philosophies that made me
Dresperate to die

Father, won't you please

Come home again?

Mother, I just want to be

A son that brings you pride

Brothers, keep your chins up

Through destruction

Sisters, let me know

You'ne srill alive

I can see you looking at me
Through the photographs

I can fg-:i:l ¥o upbrcalﬁngp

Through the boundaries

I vook acid & stared for hours

In the mirmor

Wondering who I was & who T am
&z who I'm supposed o be

STONED
EL MONREAL

I t-l!llj more rEYersncs

Wl:en Ilﬂ'l. SI:DI.'I.IEd.

Gone

Bt ne:H:r l:-ejng tossed
In the wind

There's a buteer E}'
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The pain your mini skirt
E-l:jngs to my eyes

The agony of never
Tchu.cl:jng Four thizh

What does it feel Jﬁ:e to die?
Far your soul o escape
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