Do you see me for who I am, or am I just a victim of the he-say she-say false perception of the ego’s deception? Have we ever sat down and had a conversation?
 I step on this mic to remind you, not of the separation, but of the simple realization;
That when you listen to me, you are listening to yourself. I am just a figment of your image nation. 
A reflection of your consciousness.  
Yet, you deny connecting with yourself, because you would rather worship God, than remember that you are one.
Strangers walk by forgetting that they’re family.
 Families get together, forgetting that they’re strangers. 
Have they made prescription drugs for broken souls yet? Are there any reincarnation side effects?
 Can you get karma surgically removed in the Hollywoods of heaven? 
The honey is the after product of laughter’s star dust that worked harder than all of us. 
Combust. Then come bust. Through the consessions of conscussions.
Mother earth watched your combust, through her tatonic plates. 
And you claim that you were just making love for platonic’s sake.
 The mask is washed off the reflections of the water.  Blood is thicker, but so is ink. 
But I’m a poet, so one must think, that the blood and the ink stem from the same geiser, that explodes inside her, like a tick tock timer. You could never cherish a second until you’re a second from the second second , so secularly speaking, God sexed you in the section. 
X chromosomes becomes Why? 
The same way that mountains can become canyons.  
Reversing my natural hunger to overcome my ego’s wonder, and I want the one that wanders with a wand because he wants her. 
Not for the metal parts where souls don’t dare to go.
But it’s all made of energy that vibrates within the soul.
So my demon, is the mon, I see so I dream on of what lurks inside of me….
Sins hide in me. As far as the third eye can see. 
My body is a temple, but I have lost all my followers. 
They have turned into scavengers that ravage us like cannibals. 
My flesh is the bread, but when they ask me Who Is Jesus?  
I remind them that the J was silent, so my answer is, He’s Us.  
Believe us. We don’t need no preachers or looking for a GURU.
Because Guru…spelled out is…G(gee)…U(you)…..R(are)…U(you)…..
 So who are you, but a reflection of your perception?
Because even if I’m a robot, I was created by other robots, and people in Robe’s ought to row-harder to Noah’s ark. 
Because even if I am hate, I was created by love’s escape.
 So why wait for my fate, when my faith is time wasted.
And even if I’m mellow, inside I still feel yellow, so I say hello to connect souls to their clay-making Geppetos.
And even if I’m nothing, then no thing can take something, not even one thing, I’m wanting to be  confronting…….Everything.!. And my playground is eternity!
 So go ahead and worship me like the healed have worshiped feet.  
Like often war ships do. Because the worshipped are war ships that destroy the wars in you.
Up and down like a Yo-Yo- On the corner saying Yo-Yo
Doing Yoga- with a Yogi- Yo-You- Don’t –Know-Me.
So show me- something that can destroy without creation.
And I’ll show you something that creates from devastation.
I am your elevation. You are my penetration.
So penetrate in, the pen is elevating. I’m waiting.
Like Martin Luther’s mother, I make Kings out of slaves
Because the things that we crave, can not be engraved.
 So wave your goodbyes to yesterdays hello’s
Because tomorrow’s yesterday leaves us nowhere to go. 
But here. Where you exist. Right now is all there is.
Cherishing the moment is the road to your bliss. 
This is your first kiss…So embrace for the moment.
After all,
“You are NOT- a human having a spiritual experience. 
You are a spirit…having a human experience. “ 
So don’t you ever forget…to remember…again.
