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Liv-ingon the edge for solong -

al-wayssoughtthethrill. Thaton-ly kills the pain for a lit - tlewhile.

Life of thepar-ty, play-boy, bigman- toughasnails,

youknow. Hurt in-side, a scared andlone-ly child.
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I seemypath so clear-ly now, the jour-ney's dark - est end.

Butyoucan'te-rase a per-ma-nentmis - take.

Won'tsome - bod- y help be-fore I throw a - way this life.

A life that is- n't mine a-lone to take.
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I laughed, I cursed, I spit whenI left. Damned'emall toHell.

NowI'mtheonewho has-n't far togo.

WhyinHell can'tI tell myfam-'ly howver-y sor-ry I am? 'CauseI'd rath-er die
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thantell them so. I seemypath so clear-ly now, the

jour-ney'sdark- estend. Butyoucan'te-rase a per-ma-nent mis -

take. Some-oneuptherehelp be-fore I throw a-way thislife.

A life thatis-n't mine a-lone to take.
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Whoa, yeah! I seemypath so

clear-ly now, the jour-ney'sdark - est end. Youcan't e -rase a

per-ma-nent mis-take. GodinHeav-enhelp

be-fore I throw a-way thislife. A life thatis-n'tmine a - lone
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molto ritard.
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a tempo

Freely

to take.

Ooh.


