I play poker with tarot cards trying to figure out if this is my destiny or if my reflection is bluffing.
Connection is one thing, but if it's not to the source…
Of course, it's nothing, if the moment is forced.
Just a villain that's trying to disguise itself as a hero.
Having intercourse with your higher self is the same thing as an ego
Me?  I use tracing paper on mirrors to make sure that I get it right
Pencils without erasers to make sure that I get it write
Drawing God as a woman and Jesus as a black man
And then melt them into judging eyes, to make sure that they get it twice
I have poetry slams with the moon and the sun
I play charades with the constellations
When I get writers block, I use the earth as a hammer to knock the concrete off my fingertips
Because a poet not being able to write..
Must be the same feeling the Statue of Liberty has knowing that she's holding up a lie
Eyes of stone that are wanting to cry...Like an immortal being that's wanting to die.
I speak to you.
And if I could collect every orgasm that’s happening in the world this very second..
I would drop them off at every church in the world, so they can finally hear the voice of God.
It's the ability to take a Picasso painting, melt it down into wax, and spin it on your record player, just so you can hear the beauty that he painted.
God let my spirit be free. I want your voice to turn my heart into West African drums.
Turn my windpipe into your Native Flute.
Use my fingers as guitar strings. My toes as piano keys.
My arms like a violin. Don't let my world full of sound become silent
Speak to me!
The notes are hidden behind my iris. 
Allow the vibration to be the highest. High enough until it penetrates the sky. GOD!
I want it high enough until we're seeing eye to eye. GOD!
I submit to the music of your silent words. I am in awe of your paintings to the blinded eyes.
The way that you can use mountains as amp pedals to magnify the beauty of your song.
Use... my body.  I will crucify myself on the cello of your breath.
I will spray graffiti of love on the entrance of your steps.
In the name of the Holy Water, the Holy Sun, and this hole in Infinity.
I'm a wonderful person, but the blood of a virgin is what my spirit bleeds
You don't have to place the puzzle piece there just because it fits
The emotion you call bliss is just a kiss from an angels lips
I played poker with tarot cards to figure out my destiny
Then I realized the tarot cards were playing poker with me.
A self-realized King of Spades was proud of his display
So he turned into the deuce of clubs, and learned to feel the same..
He put down the game in gratitude for the challenge
Turned the yin yang inside out...
Until his soul was balanced.
