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What will life have ahead for me?
Why is life so difficult?
What is family?
Why is the idea of being happy difficult to grasp?
What will the next day bring?
Why am I unable to stay still?
What is right?
Why am I here?
What is free?
Why am I constantly thinking?
What more do I have to offer?
Why is there nothing positive in the way I think?
What is reason?
Why do people I considered friends look down on me?
What is death?
Why am I not afraid of it?
What is God?
Why do I have to provide for my family?
What is love?
Why do I see life as hopeless?
What is truth?
Why do I feel better?
What do I want?
Why don't I accept what is offered to me?
What a you?
Why are there schools?
What is intelligent?
Why are some people not smart?
What am I meant for?
What am I?
Why am I writing at all?

Questions?



I've seen my life dwindling and diminishing over
the past couple. Of years.
It was like the sky was falling and I was losing
every deep breath of air.
No hope for me.
No dreams, living nightmares.
Hallucinations and hanging with death.
Support...
It's the key.
The key to hope.
The key to joy.
The key to wonder.
The key to survive.
When knocked down, support was all I had.
No one is certain of what life has in store.
Only two things are certain, life and death.
Scars slowly heal after the damage is done.
Slowly, do things get better.
It's all a process.
In a land of opportunity and during a time of
urgency, does life become prominent and others
depend on the shoulders of the individual...

Years Going By...



It's like climbing out of the rock
bottom and being greeted by a
cliff overlooking the abyss with
sunshine and grasslands miles
away. The sheer darkness
discourages the want to push
forth, but the light is that
much closer. Nothing is
certain, but the strength from
within will enable the amount
of opportunities to get
throughout the abyss and into
the peaceful grasslands. It's
easy to get discouraged and
lose focus on what's important
in life.



I see things differently,
I don't see some girl,
I see some form of beauty in her,
Atop a mountain,
I don't see rocks,
I see a trail and adventure in the distance.
  
I see the life I want,
Yet I cannot have,
Tortures me everyday,
Drives a man insane,
To keep my sanity,
I escape,
Escape into the new goals,
A job,
A future for us all,
But the problems I inherited place me to an empty future,
With nothing,
Most of what's in these words are heavy,
As in raw,
Unready,
Unsteady for public consumption,
My story includes losing those I held closest to my soul,
With them gone,
I wander this world slow and cold,
By myself,
I see life negatively.
  
I see the life I want,
Yet I can't have,
Seems confusing to most,
But it's something from my past.
  
There's more to be said,
Yet it's interpreted as negative...
  
I'm a work in progress,
And so is this...

Eyes



I look at the blank page nd it does nothing for me.
I don't think when I see the blankness.
Nothing comes to mind.
I should worry about the paper that I should write.
I use "I" a lot more and I've never done that before.
 I think of others and what I can do for others.
She was right I am too negative, but in defense it's
not my choice.
This life has been negative.
When I hope for one thing to come true, just one, it
goes bad.
  
Should I just stay silent?
Never to speak?
Let this girl I care for go and do nothing more; except
nod my head, laugh, and say hi.
She seems right for me, but so did a lot of things.
Negativity...
  
One day I was writing a paper, and suddenly felt a
hand pat my back as to say,"It's alright, everything
will be fine."
Who was it?
Why?
Are things in the process of getting better?
Or is this the illusion before things get worse?
  
She was right...
I am too negative, and to think I never listened.
Now she's living life and doing better.
I'm not bitter, I just wish I seen it earlier.
  
But this new one, this new one..
Will it end up like the last?
Getting cussed out because I just can't seem to grasp
or understand.
What if it's just a friendship?
Nothing more, nothing less.
Seems to be that way.
See her some days, and then it all fades away.
Hope...

I put hope into the many things I place myself into.
Those kids, those kids are who I place some of my hope into.

What a let down.
Maybe, I take it too serious.

They really don't care and it's a sad sight to see.
I wish they understood what life really was.

I can't work if they aren't willing to listen.
Reminds me of growing up...

  
You can't learn if you won't listen.

This can't work if no one will listen.
Maybe that's the secret to life, listening.

Listening is the key in groups, work, friends, and relationships.
You have to be serious and not hear what those closest to you say, but

listen.
Everything can be gone...

  
That smile is gone and so is the happiness.

Sleep arrives with the pain of hunger and comfort.
Maybe this is helping.

I wish I could go back and start over.
Scratch that, I wish I could lay down and relax.

Sit with my whole family and laugh, while smiling and enjoying the
company.

This world is a lonely, unforgiving one and it can make one begin to
have tears flowing out the eyes.

Thanks to the man that trained us to hold it all in and keep it together.
It should be better...

  
Written words to share with the world and in that, leads way to spoken

word and conversation.
Still there is never an absence of thought...

  
I wonder if she'd see this...

Yin and Yang



Nothing stays the same
Life always has change
Nothing stays the same
Life brings along some change
Nothing is everlasting
But it's everchanging
  
I try not to be a poet
Nor am I thee brilliant writer
I am but a musician
At doubles as a newfound writer
I don't believe to be a hero
But rather be a zero
Look into my eyes
I'm very sure there are no lies
Why is my acting so bad
Why do you look so very sad
I think it's something I used to have
I wish it was something currently I had
Please let me walk right by your side
And join you while you tell these crazy lies
Allow me to create write to you in this pad
And join you on this troubled path
We should be standing hand in hand
And forget the troubles of our past
Lets keep this flowing while it last
And create something new that will always last
  
Yeah...

Let It Change



I could go out of my way
To describe to you, your beauty
I could easily write it through the rough notes
The way I did when everything would flow
I could be the dorky, corny, and clichéd person
That you had fell into liking for
I could be the one you would hate to talk to
That knew now to make it all better
I could be the one who wrote your notes
The one who could use them back when you have time
I could be the one that hated what happened at all
The one that could be devastated
 
You seem happier now, with life as it sits
That’s good, I'm glad you are
You never felt bad about anything in the world
That's a trait I still admire
You know how I said those three words that elevated the
feeling
That's what I seem to regret
You knew what balanced me out through the tough times
That's why you deserve this letter
You never lost touch with who you are
That is something I'll never forget
 
This is not love poem, or me writing you for your
forgiveness
But rather a way for me to gain some closure
There is no thought of you in my future
So I'll assume there is no thought of me
There is no need to give back the gifts labeled from me to
you
I believe this is the last thing I'll ever write to you
 
I shall end by saying thank you
You knew what would get me through
I should mail this letter off to you
With a glimmer of hope I get a response someday soon
I guess this is where I say goodbye to my past
And try to capture the future I hold in my hands

Letter To My Past



This is the pressure zone,
Two hearts beating like a metronome,
As comfortable as staying in home,
Adaptible hearts changing shape like foam,
Who would've known a laugh and smile would mean so
much,
A life in decline is now ascending up,
Use to feel nothing, some would called it numb,
Anxiously waiting for another laugh or decent
conversation to arise,
Just another chance to rebuild the damaged pride,
What you get to see is another side,
A side departed from heartaches and despair,
A new chapter with a chance for something rare,
A new day without the motto "no new friends",
A new way to meet the ends,
Time ticking too slow,
Old thoughts of negativity have to go,
Time continues to tick,
Pressure is heavier than the set of bricks,
Building the shoulders strong enough to carry more
than one for ride,
Time to not step to the side,
And let that the individual preside,
By the side for the eventual end of time.

New Day



Maybe one day,
  
The one day to be atop the world and look down,
The one day to never worry about waking up,
The one day to leave the grounds,
The one day to add to what is found,
The one day there are no regrets,
The one day that everything could be said,
The one day we all work towards,
The one day we receive everything we hope for,
  
Maybe one day all the dreams we have will come true,
Maybe one day there will be no more pain,
No more hurt,
No more scars,
No more worry,
  
Maybe one day we could reach the paradise,
The one day to relax while staring into the sky,
The one day to calm all the anxieties,
The one day to reclaim our immense desires,
The one day in which life has a meaningful purpose,
  
Maybe one day we find the one,
The one that brings along the joy that had been missing,
The one that brings forth al purpose,
The one that brings forth the drive,
The one that diminishes the boredom,
The one at diminishes the clouds of doubt and worry,
The one to go hand in hand with,
The one toy, book, idea, word, lyric, song, blanket, pencil, or person...
  
Maybe one day we could reach new heights,
Maybe one day we make everything right,
Maybe we don't have to say things,
Maybe one day we don't could lose the maybe...
  
Maybe one day

Maybe



Thought when it was there that it would somehow make it better,
But what was the "it",
What is the "it",
Maybe there was no "it",
I just created an "it",
Something missing and I hoped for "it",
Hope could a non-existent "it become any better...
  
Is the "it" you,
Is the "it" an interpretation on a fictitious "us",
How could "it" be you or "us" if in reality there was nothing there,
The only "it" was hope,
The only "it" was a chance,
The only "it" is a imaginary reality...
  
Life should be positive and happy,
Depressed for years and can't seem to get back to happy,
I never wished to avoid you,
But that's the immediate reaction,
To a fictitious hope,
A dream,
A wish,
For something that may never even exist...Putting a lot from my mind into
something quick to scribble out,
Some form to get my thoughts out in the open like groceries on a table,
Looking through it all seems like things never get better,
Shouldn't be negative for another failed aspect...
  
Maybe this is a nightmare and I simply haven't been awaken from a deep
sleep,
Or just reality to keep in check for all the bad things,
Maybe another test to see if I can truly think accordingly,
Or just fate giving me a taste of life that is trouble free...
  
"It" may never exist...
  
"It" could all be in the head...
  
"It" could possibly be a worthy risk...
  
"It" is an underlying message that you may never be able to have read...

Letter To You



The other day was amazing,
Never once did I laugh or smile in such
amazement,
Amazement in that the feeling was one to be
remembered,
Something worthy of a venture,
Something worth working for,
But can I have it,
Who knows,
All that is certain is the work I can bestow upon
the skies



They're all words,
Grammar and definition,
They build a stir,
By the constant repetition.
  
"Write me something sometime,
Hit her with a bomb line,
Ask her to go out and have herself a good time,
Why not try a dope line,
Why to try a dope rhyme,
You should go out to have yourself a good ol'
time.
  
Spit some game at her frame,
Get her to try and feel the same,
After all isn't life just one big complicated
game?"
  
Allow me to answer the claims,
Never once was I so stricken to spit game at a
frame,
Or try anything that could ever match the same,
Your values can drive the gentle insane
And fade to black



Feels like I'm out of my mind,
Feels like I'm losing time time,
There's one thing I can't seem to find,
It has me speaking out through signs...
  
But as I sit back I just tend to wonder why?
Why am I here?
And why is the time moving so slow?
Why is leaving all I fear?
And why is it so hard go?
  
Leaving farther than you'd ever know,
Leaving without the goodbyes,
Nothing ever seems to flow,
So why did you treat it with lies,
I thought there is something you should know,
Whenever it's my time go,
I'll always see your face with closed eyes,
Never once did I cater to mine,
Never once did I ever feel sky high,
Now with feet on the ground,
All I can do is sit back and ask why?
  
Why am I so scared to die?
And doesn't it feel like a lifetime?
Why am I losing my mind?
And why do I feel like it's time,
To go ahead a just say this goodbye...



Try to randomise thought,
Remember the day we nearly got caught,
Two innocents walking beside one another,
I swear I think my lost thoughts are getting dumber,
By the second,
The hour,
The day,
Been some time since I've seen the happy face,
But the happiness shouldn't be like the latest craze,
Joy and laughter are what we all should crave,
When I met you,
I didn't even know you,
When they said you're name I would just respond "who?"
Now I've known the person that you are,
One day you could be a teaching star,
Not teaching stars,
More like teaching kids for who the are,
You said you wanted to be a teacher,
Hopefully you could be able to teach the creatures,
Just open those little peepers,
I think it's strong something more like a Cedar...



I miss the smiles,
The laughter,
The fun,
The joy,
The times where you would stare at me
and look away embarrassed,
I'm just guessing,
I'm just saying,
Right at this moment time is moving
too slow,
Where to go,
Or what to do,
I guess I could never really know...
  
It's been a while since I started writing,
The thing is life just got a little more
exciting,
Exciting in a bad horrible twist and
turn,
Seems like what I really want is
something I have to really earn,
So I guess that I can learn,
Instead of sitting here and watching
my world burn...



Walking through the room all I see is doubt,
This path is a bumpy one more like a demented route,
Everybody wants to go forward a point out,
All the exceptions,
Deceptions,
While searching for acceptance of their peers,
The ones you haven't seen in years,
Some that can correctly point out your fears,
Who you comforted when they were streaming tears down the
face,
Empty space,
Look around into the darkness,
Do you even know what a real spark is?
Walking in to a room and I hear about how I started this,
I'm just being me,
I'm the one that can't be seen,
The one that uses the future as a simple dream,
Nothing contains the simple theme,
Live long and achieve,
Live long and prosper,
Try to be the one left on the roster,
Without letting the world be something of a bother,
Going up on a broken teeter totter,
Don't be appalled at the sight you just saw,
These words you see before you are raw,
No thinking,
Just writing,
Like lightning,
It's frightening,
Look at how one statement fueled the depleted writer,
Now it looks like this rookie is starting to fly a little higher,
Pride intact,
Words all fact,
I'm guessing this is the life they wished to have back...



I find that every time I close my eyes,
I begin to think,
Every time I wonder through my thoughts,
I begin to dream,
I wish that I could see the world for it was meant to be,
Instead of all the cover ups that lead the blind to freeze,
I'm saying everything I thought of,
And everything I started from,
Have lead me to this very point where I can barely breathe,
I'm losing myself through all the old insanity,
I swore to the stars and the moon it would change,
Never to go to soon to step so out of my range,
Swore to my soul that nothing would ever be the same,
Maybe it was time that I go a separate way,
Maybe it's time I do away with all the fake,
Cause there was only chance that this life had left to place,
Go out and explore what you learn from every case,
Instead of repeating mistakes you swore to never make,
Nothing was ever suppose to stay the same,
No reaching out for all hopeless space,
Doing it right and staying true to the lighten face,
But then again there are always going to those small mistakes,
That happen to us daily,
Oceans wavy,
Don't be playing,
Not ever saying it's the case,
Nothing was ever suppose to be this way,
But gladly this how it ended up this way,
So don't worry,
Have cheer,
I said I'll be here until next year,
Life has it's course and I've chose to make it clear,
The life that we live is so consumed with fear,
Remember nothing is ever to look as it appears,
Don't be swindled and fooled about illusions of this year...

Eyes Closed



Change the world and everything will be alright,
Change the skies and everything will go right,
Change the scene and so will go the time,
Change the view and there goes the tide,
Change the thoughts and so will go the rhyme,
Change the people around you and so goes the loss of sight...
  
Change is a natural and unnatural occurrence,
Change is the reason there is a skeptical sense,
Change is an open fence,
Change is the awkward trench,
Change is an awful smelling stench,
Change is a broken wrench,
Change is an incredible catch,
Change is an ever-changing mess,
Change is something to be blessed,
Change is something to be missed,
Change is nothing to be stressed,
Change is the best,
Change is the reason we can't have any rest,
Change is what you feel inside of your chest,
Change is...
  
Change is what the day brings as the birds sing about little
new thing...

Hope in the Mirror



The madness...
I feed off that,
Reminds me of a pat on the back,
Good job,
Waited some time to hear of that,
Doing better without distractions and with simple facts,
Someone should've told you to try and act,
Cutting through the world like someone sharpened my axe,
Leave it all,
Just leave it all,
Thought it was fun for the time being,
But what's the real reason,
For playing around with the natural feeling,
Some type of game,
Without a name,
Just a cruel joke on repeat playing over again and again,
The past is where it belongs,
Odd feeling better than I'd thought,
Happened so many times,
This is a lesson that I can say I taught,
Something like this isn't something you hold from a person,
I know it's been some time to process,
But it's still a fresh version,
You should have said something about it to begin with,
Saying nothing and leading on is a bad way to plead the fifth,
Why I ignore and avoid is your fault,
Hit over the head with a heavy filled pot,
Why I believed in you is something that made me feel so foolish,
I just think of myself as someone that is so stupid

Believing another pretty face,
Just to be told it's another filled space,

Why is it the gullible me that had to believe....
  

Seriously though, why didn't I get told that we got a perfect score
on this paper?

  
Got you going on another pretty face,

Funny thing is that I'm pulling these words from a very deep
place,

Almost as deep as the darkness that goes into space,
Leaving this world with a lot to be traced,

Leaving a mark on what is read beyond the physical space,
Leaving the evidence for another cold case,

Leaving the world through the world of wonder,
Thought the world of creativity,

Through these worlds intellectually,
Some things that happen to the old silly me...

You



Laying awake and staring into the ceiling,
Only the darkness that enshrouds the movement of life,
The darkness that encourages sleep,
The darkness that encourages dreams,
The darkness that beautifies the ugliness of it all,
Ideas spawned from no sense of inspiration,
No sense of direction,
Nothing but darkness,
the darkness that leaves way for others to lay awake and stare into
the sky,
No thoughts of any kind or of anyone,
Within the darkness there is a canvas that expects nothing,
Nothing at all,
But speculation,
The formulating and concept process leading nowhere,
An empty wall with no graffiti artists,
The vehicle traveling along without a driver,
The darkness of the night that is associated with mischievous acts
and danger,
But what is not seen is the darkness of the night that keeps the
others awake at night,
Awake not to create or elaborate on great ideas,
But awake to takeaway, step back, and peer into what has been done
and said,
Every action has a reaction,
But every action and reaction have no reflection for why each has
taken place,
There is no point in waiting for what will take place,
The constant movement has but one stop in its own action and
reaction,
Blank out,
Blackout,
The darkness enshrouds itself,
Laying awake and staring into the ceiling,
No sound,
No movement,
Just the darkened ceiling and the blink of the eyes

Everyone else is sleeping,
Resting for what could lay ahead,

While others lay awake for no further reason or explanation than
to stare into the blank canvas of a ceiling,

Every action has a reaction,
And laying awake to stare into the ceiling is the point to see what

I've gotten myself through,
What brings me joy,

as i sleep,
What causes my fears,

still can't sleep,
Laying awake and staring into the ceiling,

The darkness brings the canvas to speculate on,
Laying awake to see what should come next,

The darkness pulls back and reveals a painting of thoughts and
dreams,

Laying awake and staring into a dream inscribed without a face,
Without a sense of direction or want,

Laying awake and staring into the ceiling,
Another sleepless night to step back and see

Sleepless Nights



Lost in a world,
We're on a so called journey,
To explore the unknown with questions of "why?" Or
"where am I?",
 We don't know why we are here in the first place,
We find what's comfortable enough for us and never
want to stray away from such.....
  
 But what is there in this life?
What is in the darkness that we are afraid of?
 Why do we not want to go too far?
Can we go too far?
 Can we go through the darkness to get to that light?
Why are we living?
 Why are we here?



Life is a lonely one when there is no one nearby,
Millions of others around and still it feels as if no one is here at
all,
All alone on this open road,
I see what I want,
What I need,
What I have done wrong,
Where it's gone wrong,
What I've deprived myself of,
What I've done out of bitterness,
What I miss,
And how I feel,
How I could have changed a single aspect to possibly enjoy this
wasted time,
Save myself from embarrassment,
Save myself from the awkwardness of a conversation gone
horribly wrong,
All the "what-if's" after everything is gone,
Change to this or that,
She would have felt this or that,
But neither is here nor there,
What if's,
The regrets of what was said and what was never said,

If I said this I'd be happy,
If I said this I wouldn't be alone,

People say they would be forever alone,
But in a world of billions no one can really be alone,

But in a world of forever alone's there are the billions of "what-if's" and "oh-no's",
Everyone knows what they want or need,

Everyone has the companion to go along with throughout this life, 
Forever alone,

Life is lonely when it is closed off to the outside,
Barricaded within our own laundry filled domains surrounded by the distant light,

The stench of letting go and waiting for what we need or want to fall unto us,
Never alone in a worlds of mistakes and regrets,

The same mistakes and regrets that lead to congratulations and happiness,
Life is the pursuit of nothing when nothing is to be gained,

The lonesome wolf finds the catch out of wonder,
Out of nowhere,

In a world full of "what-if's" and speculation,
Wondering what is around the next corner,

Forever alone's are Never alone's

Lonely

People



The days change as time goes by,
Nothing seems to stay the same,
So there's doubt in my mind,
Talking over and over to hear the silence,
Tuning out the darkness for the brightest,
And again it goes without saying,
The ground used to feel like it was sinking,
No place to go,
No place to run,
No where to hide as soon the darker skies come,
Sitting back in this great old rocker of mine,
Time here seems better than fine,
As soon as I'm done with this chapter,
 I'll never need to look for the thereafter, Not looking at the
outcome or the "what-if's",
But more like the what's next and tell me when,
Sitting in this great old rocker of mine, Thinking of the words to
greatly pass the time.

Daybreak



Standing out into a crowd of thousands,
The one,
The individual standing out by hanging back,
Not wanting to see what the flocks run towards,
But enjoying what they have left behind,
The lost laughters and terrors of the day before,
All are distant memories that go on lost in the time,
A time in which life does not move,
The frozen time,
The stoppage of life as it goes on,
A paradox if you will,
An ironic state of time,
Life continues to go on as it stops frequently,
The one,
The individual to stand back and see what had been established,
Created,
Abused,
Loved,
Frightened,
All the stills that life creates to compose the distant emotional
connection between them all,
Maybe the individual opens the eyes and reflects on what has past
and what he's done,
A series of regrets,
But they're not any more of just kids roaming the world look for
understanding,
Looking for a place to call their own,
Standing in a crowd of thousands of millions,
The one,
The individual standing out by hanging back,
Watching as the flock runs towards the repeated trend,
But why repeat the past when there is a world left to explore?

Standouts



Keep worrying about the future and you may miss the now,
All the constant thinking causes the trend of no rest,
Without rest studies say you may end up taking the long,
undisturbed sleep,
No one really wants that type of resolution to their story that
hasn't even reached the climactic point,
The point where people say you did it,
You did what you were going to do,
Not 1,
Not 2,
Not 3,
LeBron understands,
Anyway, it could go horribly wrong and people say, "Well, at least
you tried,"
And things could just be mediocre,
But this no sleep can kill,
Countless number of people and even the King of Pop himself
Michael Jackson,
You would think one of the only basic human instincts to survive
would be easy to attain,
Eating?
Food disorders.
Breathing?
Lung cancer, smog.
Seeing?
Blind.
Thinking?
Mental disabilities.
What about walking?  The simple activity that can be fun for the
entire family.
Obesity, no legs, accidents...
As time tells us, no one thing is given or attainable,
Life is dangerous,
Everything you think is really simple,
Can kill.
Now it seems depressing and this really isn't as intense as
someone told me I could write
  

Lost Sleep 



But it's truth.
No sleep and trying to find out how to get the "Good Night" sleep
everyone has,
Sleep deprivation is a combined series of actions,
Stress,
Temptation,
Hunger,
Boredom,
Oversleeping (tis true, at least in some logical aspect. Think about
it.),
How can you sleep better?
How can you get the urge to fall asleep?
How can I improve on my sleep habits?
Relieve the stress,
Resist temptation,
Eat enough during the day,
No one knows the cure for boredom so you're on your own,
Everyone wishes to sleep better,
Whether they're in an amazing dream with their dream girl and
feeling happy because he's with her and then...
Oh my,
Uh, where was this heading?
Oh,
They just found that comfortable spot in bed and seem to never
want to wake up,
No school the next day,
No work the next day,
No texts or calls from anyone,
The perfect sleep that advertisers well, advertise.
The sleep where you get to stay in bed,
In la la land,
In the deep dream,
With her,
Ladies or him or her,
Gentlemen the same,
No one's judging or making assumptions, so just stay away from
those types of bigotry.

Lost Sleep 



The sleep that you have while in class, 
Or talking to your grandparents,

Or parents,
Or occasionally and often girlfriend,

Most often the wife,
Or boyfriend,

Or husband,
Or friend who tries to speak up, but we all know they're just going
to make no sense and cause a disturbance with the force called the

"hang out" area.
Or even cousins.

Sleep has it's benefits, as if you didn't notice.
Sleep also has it's areas of danger and complications,
But we all know that one lecture can cure it right up.

What we learned is?
Sleep is Good,

No sleep is bad,
No sleep for a long period of time is worse,

And dreams are clearly not subconscious.
  

As the sun rises above the horizon,
Many people throughout the land are head-heavy unto their

pillows,
Dreaming of what truly makes them happy and thriving,

The sleep that most seek is the sleep that all do need,
Through difficulty and troubling times,

The unconscious mind is a valuable mind,
Sleep comes easy to those who want to survive,
The sounds of the wind and fans circling round,

The disturbing faces of those in the deep abyss of night,
The soothing relaxation needed to recover,

Is the reason,
No one sees the writer very well at hand in his work.

Lost Sleep 



Robert Venegas is a writer with a sole
purpose of releasing the picture his
mind paint of the world surrounding
him.
  
Hopefully, you have enjoyed yourself
and what you have read.
  
More is to come, these are the early
workings of a deepened past.




