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This time

It comes. moving corrostiely

to the watling heart 4 e
searching for my poor e ide s i
and ruin the pelient froping o
of quenching the tharst uft ages.
rwtth the redness of blood

of mfanticorous monslers.

i comes this lime,

tomy varting that is watling

this time comes, this time ugain.

The vears thai are pussirig bv.
each to leave a dhop F pritence.
to my stubborn watting pubrence
and keep my soul high,

Ul the dayv is granted (o me,
lo quench my buming thirst,
will keep gelting by,

bul this time comes,
galvanizing my vengeance,

a thousand pains lo my wailing
to remund me of my honour.
This lime comes,

lo the waiting that is uﬂiﬁng
This time again.

and desire to prﬂceed

from potential to active point,

to quench my hatred,

in the redness of blood,

of infantivorous monslers

lo give my honour,

to my wailing vengeance.

This time comes — it comes again.

again !

\gamn this time.

[ reulize my manhoad

[ cemember the sufferings.
Mt aweall my presence,

aried tf hurls to remember,
that I'm the real capable man,
thut this cengeance fills by
Oh' will i not overflow? ‘
if 1l does, whal then?

des | ave so many FIEHH%‘#;;__-'.
lo contain the l’L"l.‘CESL_-._'E‘L:‘-’ R '

Is there justification,

for restrain lo oneself?

This time again,

You won’t get by now.
I will hold you tight, B ~
till you tell me the truth. ., . *:?é“’i '
Do you think I'm made of irofi s s .7
that hﬂs no feeﬂngs

mgpgel! "10“57

i

0 the doers of eveil?
f!}*n__t_e' Wwill you take ma.
{0 where I belgugla o 50

3 m-ge is bfem"mg, pains.
Tell me time!

for won't letl vou go,

I vestore honour lo myvsel/.

This time again, you won'l gel by

BILLY MATLALA



