 Tired Man

 Today the morning, I woke up to, became heavy.

 heavy with the dew and hate of man.

 For why should this feel so familiar

 Oh how I'm tired of being man.
 O I am tired now, weary with your demands,

 there is nothing left, so lay down your arms.
 I put my self out to try change the roll,

 to repair the damage and take the toll,

 but I only managed, another fall, 

 oh how I'm tired of being man.

 I set out to build my self, a family,

 to defend my fortress, to defend my home,

 but the winds came and I, I watched it all crumble,

 oh how I'm tired of being man.

  I see governments pregnant with evil,

 and as for promises that politicians make,

 and all those secrets that unfold when they retire,

 how could they do this to fellow man.
 Come on, come on, come on,  I am tired now.

 Come on, come on, come on, make that change.
Tonight the snares they roll, they don't miss a beat,

 for hope one last try, goes the battle cry, 

 sometimes I feel the frustration, of every generation,

 surrendered they fall.

  I hear voices, angels weping,

 the leaf has withered, the grain has dried,

 the field remains unploughed,

 and the yoke's not broken,

 how could they do this to fellow man.
Deliver me, deliver me, deliver me.

Come on, come on, come on, you've got to make that change now.

Come on, come on, come on, I'm a tired man.

Let me go a-aha a-aha, 

