A Choice
It’s hard do choose in a choice between friends

With gun in hand, and which life ends

A choice I wish I didn’t have to do

But sadly, in force, I have to choose

Both in gags and tied down tight

And blind folds so they cannot use sight

I feel the beast within escape

As I lift my hand and begin to shake

With eyesight aimed and gun in line

I finally have made up my mind

The hammer pulls back and a bullet flies

And this is the way I had to decide

I hurt not them for I could not

They’re blindfolds removed as my body drops

I hit the floor and do not move

I felt this is the thing I had to do

My blood surrounds me all around

As I lay here on the ground

My friends released and run away

And not even a thank you do I hear them say

I choose my friend before myself

And for that I have lost my health

As I lay and start to rot

My mind alive and my body is not

I think of all the things I’ve done

And how I always had good fun

With all of my friends like I always do

And now I lay here with a mortal wound

They left me laying down right here

And they won’t shed a single tear.

They will think of me every now and then

And talk about how I was a good friend

But now as death slowly looms

Around the walls of my resting room

I reach out to grab his hand

To take me to another land

Where my soul will then be at rate

To which world my soul will escape.

But for now I’ll wake from this dream

And live my life as the same old thing

But I know what to do when that day comes

I’ll know which way to point the gun

Even though I know the results will remain

I’d still have to choose the path of the same

I have no reason for choosing that way

But at least I know where my soul will lay.
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