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The last psycho takes his stand,
He rapes and murders his brother's daughter,
A brutal crime leaving all evidence plain to the eye,
An empty conscience left unaware of his crime,
Caught in an ego of pressing and driving thoughts,
Lacking planning, motivation, and moral control
Believing society had long shaped his resentment and anger,
The last psycho desperately asserted his stand on authority.

He chuckles as he tells the story to the jury,
'I slit her throat; what an effort, what an achievement,' he said.
Leaving the jury with only one conclusion.
Guilt as all the hidden injustices of man,
Guilty as all the natural disasters of nature,
Guilty as all the inactions of the last psycho's lonely and mistreated life.

The last psycho left the courtroom free,
Free to change and to live in society,
Free to make choices and rewrite his future.
Freedom, however, never escapes the conscience,
Guilt and a peering eye take away these freedoms,
For every move Johnny makes Is now watched and monitored,
In the shower,
At work,
At the dinner table.
Some of the worst criminals had been changed by the system.
For other's control was too much,
For the only thing between life and death was the control of a switch.

Johnny Radar,
The last psycho bought a gun,
Dreaming of blasting his temporal lobes out of his forehead
The lady at the switchboard, however, never gave the man a chance,
Sighing as she pressed the button,
She ended the life of a once innocent human.

Johnny knew the rules were there to protect him,
The last offer for freedom had been breached,
And Johhny Radar's life of injustices,
Immorality,
And lack of righteousness
It came to an abrupt and painful end…
Because between heaven and hell,
Restricted by his actions,
The last psycho made his choice.

Nothing more was said,
Because that's justice…
You get what you give.
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