Masorti

BUTCHER’S BILL

The Hearse horse sighs pulling wicked bones, Main Street lamps flicker to the Raven’s muted tones. The
teamster’s seat sits empty made vacant long ago, the depths of depression are met with despair In the soot

of cobblestones.

A dreadful spirit follows a ghastly night air grips. Processions winding up the hill. T
When the hoof of darkness slips

The stallion screams a piercing cry, more scars to match the whips. He’s never been

free for 1000 years, and he’s made 1000 trips. Inside the morbid echo gives the

humid night a chill. And in a moment it all is gone. What’s left is a Butcher’s bill.

A dreadful spirit follows a ghastly night air grips. Procession’s winding up the bill.

When the boof of darkness slips

I never did say I was sorry, I never did say I'd return, It’s a hell of a time around midnight,
When you'’re living inside a Hearse. No I never did say I was sorry. I never did say I'd return,
It’s a hell of a time around midnight, When you're living inside a Hearse... when you're living ¢

Inside a curse ——a——




