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Read this harshly

As if it matters...
To your very life

Down to the roots

your family strife

belt as you see fit

EVERY PERSON

ALL INDIVIDUAL

HAS HIS ANGLE

ILLIAD OF LINES

TRUMPET IN TIME

Your face

Enough to 

Carry me to

Outer space

This lift is

Swift enough 

God blessed.

Back to my poor old ways

That little flash in the pan

Doesn’t make me your man

And all that went south was 

nothing to write home about

Pout if you want I wont

Be around for the tears

Ive lived enough years

To notice no unity

be a good dead pan

Better all by yourself 

if youre looking for me

Baby cause that’s who I am

