A slave master? No. A slave master? No. You’re all about Peace! 
Like the words in the wind that hold on to God’s breath. 
Like shadow puppets surrounded by mirrors of silhouettes
I am not hiring, so rules…Don’t apply to me
Borderless limits to limitless borders
We are ordered to walk into slaughter, with no regards to our grandparent’s daughters, our grandchildren’s fathers and the ones that connect them.  
The self reflection of a generation that’s living in hesita tion.
Incomplete words create drawbridges to incomplete thoughts that teach cause and effect to incomplete hearts. Until this feeling stops and turns into illusion.
Magicians that can make the past disappear, pull the future out of a hat and cut the present in half.  
All created to separate what was once designed to elevate our consciousness, which is buried inside a tomb of alarm clocks.  
The lies we ate after dinner takes the vision from our eyes  
The lines that create calendars become the prison bars of our minds.  
It doesn’t take jails to build prisons. Our bodies are prisons to our souls. Our homes are prisons to our bodies. Our egos are prisons to our divinity. But our divinity is a prisoner to nothing. Absolutely nothing! I mean Jesus Chris!  
I love you…
But this time can Buddah and Mohammed please come too?
Different harmonies to the same song, sung from individuals is simply not as strong.
So numbers and letters got us numb to these letters ; If they only let us put words together…Forever.
Will not be the goal. It will just be a reminder.  That there are thin lines between thick lies; 
The place where your skin dies to allow room for your insides to just fly…
But then there are thick lines between thin lies, the place your spirit flies and gets high with rhymes until your outside reflects your insides.
So I sometimes go backwards to back words with understanding.
When I go forwards, I do it for words, to have a place for landing.
Living in the sky can make the ground feel like you’re flying. Like turning off your heart can makes my words feel like they’re dying.  Words that become homeless and look for shelters in eardrums.
Afraid for the big finale, so you’re stuck watching the reruns.
In something that was once beautiful, society became unusual.
How can you think outside the box when you’re working in a cubicle?
It’s time to let go of rituals and give routines a root canal.
There’s a difference between possibility and living in the probability
So possibly follow me with one final breath.
A slave master? No. You’re just a master to the slave of your unmastered self.

