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Rebirth

Tistime, my silencebeing at anend,
Hawk, Pen, Dragon my only friends.
What touch mattersso muchtotry,
nothing compared to riding the sky.

How many wishesdriftinmy mind,
sureof theanswers| cannot find.

They residedimly withinego’skeep,
alongwiththepast | have buried deep.
Lady of silence, doyou but jest,

ano, amaybe or some stranger test?
Can'tfool afool, sodon't eventry,
Don't mouth hello’s, when your head saysgood-bye.
Won't look inmy eyes, scared of thetoll,
Afraidyou d pay gladly, body and soul.



