I am a prisoner to my own mentality
Society versus what inside of me, the tragedy

I never felt the need to give up, but gave up on the need to lift up
I need a fix up.
On the road of life, with my brakes cut off and my eyes closed.
Even though they're already covered by a blindfold.
My mind holds the vision of an arch nemesis- who left my thoughts inherited
Watch the censorship. Let’s embark on a mission
Where roads get swept clean, only to be left with dead schemes
We fled from the scene
Knowing the vision of my past could burn memorials in my mind, 
I don’t live holy or divine, but I know when it's my time,
that my soul is going to rise to the lord with heaven eyes
For now, I'll sacrifice and take these shots, and when I reminisce about my ambitions, I never waste a thought- quoting Aesop Rock:
"Look, I've never had a dream in my life, because a
Dream is what you want to do and still haven't pursued
I knew what I wanted and did it 'til I was done
So I've been the dream that I've wanted to be since day one!"
And I don’t believe in dreams. I believe in goals
I don’t achieve a dream- I fulfill a hole
That's empty, so tempt me to turn around and burn the ground behind me 
Even when the sun shines, there is darkness in the form of a shadow
A shadow that is so small and meaningless during the day.  
Everything around that shadow consumes it. 
Everything around that tiny dark spot on the ground is different from it.  
But that shadow gets its revenge at night.
At night, with closed lights, where that darkness turns from a shadow to everything you're surrounded in.
Encompassing its creator. 
I am that shadow during the night. I am that sun during the day. 
I am that love during a fight.  I am that fight during the hate
I am that anger during rage. That sinner in a cage. 
The smile on the face. The worship during faith. 

That's left with an after taste. What a waste of my past. Which day shall you ask? I can’t choose one. Because they're all the same as if the first day of my life was the morning, and right now, it's just the afternoon. But I'm trapped in a room with no watch- so I can’t tell when it's going to be night. I can only live in fright. 
Hoping that its' still light outside of my house. 
Because when the sun drops . The god of light stops. And loses to the dark. 
But the strength is in my heart.
