Have you ever wanted to live forever inside the floating darkness?
I sometimes feel like a thorn. A prisoner to pedals of a beautiful disaster. Bleeding life.
Heart beating to footsteps. Footsteps climbing a stairway to heaven that leads to slamming doors.
Heart beating to footsteps. Footsteps climbing a stairway to heaven that leads to slamming doors.
Doors resembling thunderclaps. Hands of time clapping back. Broken fingers of dust trying to rock climb perception.

Shifting a vantage point....of vintage thoughts. Rigid in our bones but loose in our muscles.
Stretching like skin on drums. Drums that survive their abusive relationships; Just to create rhythmical harmony for others.
The sacrificial beauty of justifications creates safety nets from spider silk. While temptation tightrope walks down the spines of dragons.

Dragons breathing fireballs that grind down the half pipe, just to
create a full pipe, of smoke that is just hype- But not ripe. and not
right for the season of our weakness.
Dominatrix calendars becoming submissive numbers. The excuse of our
excuses being reasons is reasoning to claim internal treason.
From the darkness, the light entered..
inside the center of the devils placenta- flew out the angels that made us surrender.
Convinced that I'm safe when I am living inside the floating darkness.

A war with who I think I am to who I thought I was. Whispering echoes
that disappear from vacuums of expression. A lie that hides on the
bridge between my conscious and the submarine in the ocean. The bridge
over the water. The subconscious submarine submerged in murky waters.
Emotional detection does not always lead to physical implementation.
Often times, a coughing mind, would rather choke then sneeze.
Often times, a coughing mind, would rather choke then sneeze.

Gasping for the wind to carry a message into our lungs.
Crying for our message to evaporate into the clouds.
Raining so the tears can find a way to be let out.
For feeling the sun rays as you fall towards your death, is much better then staying alive in floating darkness. 
