








-

-
. isent my Soul on an excursion

to see what it might find




| was not looking for much

just some peace of mind




perhaps just an answer

to that which troubled me most




why on the stormy seas of life

there is no visible coast




| felt like 1 was fishing

for what | understood not




and i was the blind withess

to humanity’s demise and social rot




maybe it was my own demons

for which i suffered so . . .




why it is the way it is
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Lorde | have to know




while on this sacred life’s journey
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[ oris gfthe Rain. Serares de la lluvia

there were endless days of rain




with little comfort for the weary

just forced graves full of pain




and vast planted fields of clones

a regimented life to behold




why even the dreams we dreamt

were dreams we have been told




so here i am still questions unanswered
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of every shape, kind and type




but now i do now know that i
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can not believe the hype




I'll create my own visions

that which i may digest




they shall speak to my divinity

thus be my Holy test




to be my best !



















