
Christ of those above 
 

This is my last act, 
in this life of sorrow and depression. 

No one cares about a being, 
the odd job, man of your god. 

 
This is the path to my own salvation… 

 
I read your book, 

the signpost for your slaves, 
there whole life they believe, 

but in the end, 
they gain nothing what they hoped for, 

Just lies. 
 

This is not a social mind, 
Just for your own you preach, 

those lies. 
 

Christ of those above, 
Christ of those above. 

 
I follow you, 

in the footsteps of your failure, 
to strip of, 

the mask of your false redeamer. 
Beguile blindfold the masses, 

the golden calw of modern times. 
 

This is not a social mind, 
Just for your own you preach… 

This is not a social mind, 
Just for your own you preach, 

those lies. 
 

Christ of those above, 
Christ of those above. 

 


