We keep searching for our soul
Trying so hard to not let it go
Finding words of light in caves of darkness
Finding words of might, for slaves of hardships
It’s hard to look back when you’ve lost your hindsight. 
It’s harder to look ahead when you’re hiking in nightlight.
When the time’s right, your fear will become your inspiration
When your mind fights, your tears will become your separation
For if an angel cannot cry, and a human cannot die
Then how could there be a bridge when it takes death to fly
My mind, body and soul creates a triangle that tries angles to square dance in circa's circles
 
We keep searching for our peace
Trying so hard to slay our inner beast
Our needing is what gets in the way of our wanting
Our choosing is what takes us away from our hauntings
My soul chose to be on the stage during God’s act
But my ego is trying to say that it’s a breach of contract
So I rock that cradle till the child falls asleep
So the autumn leaves that wash the street, never becomes obsolete
Pause the beat and find more breathe when your heart stops
You could never feel silence if you’re living in the click-clock
Tick-tock- A bracelet of light replaced my wrist-watch
So when I look down for the time- I remember that it just……stopped
 
-silence-
 
Where are you…..right now?  Who are you….right now?  What has become…of you?
Have you done what people have expected you to do and what’s convenient for your life?
Have you placed inverted headphones inside of your skull trying to block out your inner voice??   
Have you followed your heart or has your heart followed you….Being dragged by the chains of your brain…..Patiently waiting for you to mold a key out of God’s fingertips and place it into your third eye.   Allowing your physical body to be self-realized 
that you are nothing short..of a miracle.  Of beauty.  You are a creation of love.  
A manifestation of a dream.
  And who am I? I am not a poet standing on this stage. 
I am not these words coming out of your cage.  Who Am I?  A stranger? A friend?  A beginning an end?
Am I a traveling poet? Am I homeless man? Am I lonely child looking for something to do?
NO! 
 I –AM- JUST- a reflection…of you.
 
So when you clap, clap for yourself.  When you make judgments of others, you’re only judging yourself.
When you forget to meditate, you’re not trusting your breathe.  And if you’re standing still in life, you’re just running from death. 
 So LIVE.  Live like you are everywhere and everything.
 DREAM. Dream like there is no such thing. 
LOVE- Because you are alive and grateful for this moment . 
So now where are you? 
NOW who are you?
When you look into the mirror, do you NOT see God?
When you feel love, when you feel fear, do you NOT feel God?
And if you don’t, then look around, and know that God sees you.  Feels you.
You think that life feels like a movie, this is just the preview
CHILD- I will use your body for my voice to speak through
The poetry coming from this crowd was placed to heal…YOU-
Me?  I thought I was the one who was suppose to heal with words
But they are a reflection of you…. Are you not hearing your own words?
So when you clap, clap for yourself.  
When you make judgments of others, you’re only judging yourself.
When you forget to meditate, you’re not trusting your breathe.  
And if you’re standing still in life, you’re just running….running….running….
From yourself.
 
 

