Too much life
I've woken up again, oh damn, I'd hoped that I would not.

Eternal sleep is what I crave but life is what I've got.

I've done everything I wanted to do, learned all that I can learn,

I don't want to do it all over again, let somebody else have a turn.

I've had my kids, I've had my jobs, a house, a car, a wife,

holidays and sex and love - don't talk to me about life.

There's nothing to look forward to, just old age and dear Lord,

I really want no part of that. Besides, I'm really bored.

I'm ready, so let's end it now, let's quit while I'm on top.

I've got to go sometime you know, suddenly off I'll pop.

I can't be bothered any more, nothing is any fun.

Everything is just a repeat of what I've been and seen and done.

Yet still my heart beats on and on, day after bloody day.

Too much life. Scrawl on the wall "Death Rules, OK."

I'm not unhappy, not depressed, I still laugh and have fun.

I work and play and do my best to help out anyone.

But I'm bored with it and I think to myself that life is just a game,

it doesn't matter what I do, everything's still the same.

Go to the beach, walk in the woods, but unfortunately,

wherever I go, whoever I'm with, I take my life with me.

If only I could leave it behind, I don't want to drink from Life's Cup.

Like drugs and tobacco and alcohol, I'm trying to give it up.

For fifty years it was easy. Now it's really hard. 

I wish I could donate it, I'd carry a Donor Card.

"Here's my Life - do you want it? No more use to me.

Take it with my compliments. No hidden charges! Free!

Not my liver, not my eyes, my spleen or my whatnot,

not just the bits and pieces, take the bloody lot."

Perhaps I could be a hero and die so that others live,

lose my life for someone else and take the gift they give.

I've been addicted all my life to living - yes! That's it!

I've always wanted more but it's not a good habit.

What pleases me? What do I want? What gives me stimulation?

When I've got it does it provide complete gratification?

No. It leaves me wanting more. This living thing is tough.

However good, however bad, it's never quite enough.

How stupid to let myself get caught in such a trap.

Nothing now is good enough, it's all a load of crap.

Perhaps I have not learned the Truth "All things in moderation."

The only way I'll learn it now is Total Transformation.
