












IN A CAGE

The roll of the dice, a body on ice
Iguess that Ishould have thought twice
Sent far away for infinite days.
Iguess that I've got a lot of time to pay .

Igot nothing to say.
Fighting the fight! knowing wrong from right.
Choosing the darkness instead of the light.
Fighting the screws got something to prove
What the hell I've got nothing left to lose ..

nothing left to choose.

Dealing with strife yea I'm doing life
My soul bleeds likefhe^cut from a knife.
Thought if was cool, bredking the rules.
Now it looks like I was the fool...

j'm justa brokep tool.
Rememberingi a kTssV her taste on my lips
My heart grows neavy and Ishake my fist.
The creaks and thegroans, the chill in my bones.
The knowing thqt I'll afways be alone... ^ ' ". \

chills me to the bone.

Twist of fate, I'm filled with hate. . ''(\;: *
I've got ho warrant expiry date. - - J v l^\
Senselesswaste, y^thout a trace. - * ^ ^
Just ajiumber jjjjsfa another face. M\ , -,, ~:?

fllve in disgrace. - : ^\
No one fa care, tcurse and I swear.

.For this Is the" cross that I bear,
'Searching forhope, frying to cope.
Escape dangled form the end of a rope... ~

-. or maybe too mtachelope.
...71 *s

Surrounded by steel nothing seems
real,
It's getting harder and harder to feel.
Grief that I've caused, loved ones
I've lost. -
into the pit of hell I've been 'tossed...

such a heavy cost.
Sharpening my blade, Imake my
'way.
To lie in this bed of nails I made,
t finished last going nowhere fast.
I'ye got nofuture, just a fading -
past...

and it's fading fast

I'm locked in a cage, feeling the
rage ?**Z I
Just another turn of the page.
Wrapped in chains, I'm going insane
Just trying to ease this pain...

to be free again.
Free from this cage...

From another turn of the
page.,* w %%

->• " * In my book of life
Ina'cage.

The^Caf... ^ i-

yen
'ASottas ftfne;itfes:
[know but two of his, '*~t^,V~ ^ -; ^ v *+J&

v The first being his artistic life; " %-K-j
?<Tbe second, his rebirth to islam, \

His altruism shone when he donated all he possessed
TohbK5ftjj5~v - £**%.,,*
He remains a true spirit, a man of peace 0„ ^ imK^
Ahigher powerWithin humanity, "' v>"' "^ ^
Another life awaits him with dignity... -
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The dead surpassed one-twenty in that Venezuelan slime
So many menextermlnated long before their prime
Some ;were drowned and some were shot while others burned alive
Too much pain and too much strife seething in a hive

Go ahead .and. crarrTso many humans in one cell
Like sardines in cans'they lived their days and nights in hell
The righteous people have a mandate, screaming: "Lock them all away'
The ceasar-men, the taxpayers declare: "We must keep 'them' at bay"

.'•Margcdiboj'Maracaibo! Your prison isafire
Maracaiboi Maracaibo! Build your funeral pyre••'

-".They're convicts and they're ne'er-do-wells, the nation's lowly scum'
But does the public realize from whence these dregs do come?
They're our creation, our result, the sum of much neglect

| Asituation ail did cause, a grief all could correct

Maracaiboi .Maracaibo! Your prison is afire -j
Maracaibo! Maracaibo! Women weep beside the bier

A symptom and collective sin that we're all guilty of.
Could it be we've killed bur.warmth and thus we lack the love?

; Could if be we just don't care? We've doused our fragile flame,
it's hard to tell, it's hard to know, we hang our heads in shame.

Maracaibo! Maracaibo! Your prison is afire
Maracaibo! Maracaibo! A requiem, a choir

For many years I've pondered on this incident so cruel,
The poverty, the lack of faith, the self-hate are the fuel.
If we could but, just listen to what Inner voices say,

f:We might just mend a civil wrong, we might just find our way

Maracaibo! Maracaibo! Your dead make up the choir
''Maracaibo! Maracdibo! Build your funeral pyre.

Widow Maker
wa
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Richard Roy
All precautions taken
All experience utilized
All odds calculated

All nerves harnessed

Are of no concern

Behind my back
To that one'limb

That gives in
To the urges of.gravity^

U.P.
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"How do you think I payfor all those damn toys?"

48 WINTER/DECEMBER 2003



Criminal Defence

mw

YOU RE NOT.

Law Corporation

T|A M

IE A R

A POWERFUL VOICE FOR

YOUR SIDE OF THE STORY

Marijuana

cultivation

Homicide

Theft and Fraud

Drug Charges

Spousal Assault

Sexual Assault

Other Assaults

Impaired Driving

Dangerous

Driving

Hit and run

Dangerous

Offender

Hearings

HOURS
IMMEDIATE CONFIDENTIAL HELP

(250) 480-40
2nd floor - 736 brgughton St.

VICTORIA. BC - V8W 1 El

FAX: 480-0004
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