Anger And Whiskey Bottle 
Drunken shouts and raising voices, 
Cut through the silence of the night, 
A bottle shatters off the sidewalk, 
Two men bare their fists to fight, 
The bottle lies on the pavement, 
Pieces broken and strewn across the floor, 
Broken apart by the violence of man, 
One who casts it not one glance more.

Two days later yet another night, 
Two men raise their fists to fight, 
They duck and jab and throw their weight, 
Their fists crack heavily across the others jaw, 
Then one of them knocks the other to the floor, 
Gets up on top starts beating him down, 
Starts punching to a beat and laughing like a clown,
Then suddenly the man below grabs the bottle in fright, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]He swings it by its neck, and he cuts the mans throat, 
Fury leaves his eyes as he sees what hes done, 
Blood drips from the glass like crimson rum. 
 




