T INJUSTICE *

Shoutd I Le mad, on should I fe sad,
because my feeling, is far from glad.
I hate Lhis place, moze than befone,

I stane out a lLarrned window,
and 44t Behind a fock doon.

I'm Locked up in a cage, hut they call it a cell,
an eight Ly twefve area, is whene I dwelld.
I'm trneated €ike an animal, on shoubd I say Leasi,

nevenr getiing respect, to say the Least.

I think of my childnen, I fove them a fot,
do they nemember me, or have they fongol.

The projfects/ghetto, is where I Gaew up,
beiween that and sociely, I became conaupt.

I stanted to use daugs, as a young chifbd,
all of them hansh, and none of them mifd.

I went to trial, fLeceuse I was innocent and adight,
butl my fLawyen sofd me out, fike I knew he might.,
fle picked my juny, out of my so-calfed peens,

now I'm the one sitting, and doing these years.

Buil my mind stays staong, even as they take,

‘cause my spinit, they coufd never break,

The judicial system doesn’t wonk, take it from me,
"caunse if justice prevaifs, I woufbd Le Lree.
Buit sociely ignonres this, untif push comes to shove,

and i1 happens to someone, they really fove.
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