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Chapter 1
Prayer to thy Father


Command upon the ancient sins that
ourpast grieve.

To disperse, dissolve and
dissipate.

Assemble before us rocks of gifts and
talents,

so we may build a tower of abundant
future.

We strain from faith, falling
with a broken wing,

the height seems further apart.

Fragile souls that diminish in the
presence of our enemies,

endure us in the sea of evil.

We are the vision of our elders,

the stars upon the sky of our
teachers.










Chapter 2
Emotions


Emotions,

Deep inside me, I feel…

Emotions.

You can tell by my rainy eyes,

the lies of my innocent lips.

Hidden disguise of my Picasso

The art within my vision.

 

Emotions,the nightmare that
crawls,

deriving out of my reverie.

The storm troubles,

the land that brings my peace.

The fresh air, that takes my breath
away.

Emotions,

from the depth of my seed,

I have grown stronger roots










Chapter 3
Grains Of Love


Grains of love,

sow into my soul.

Tears of joy, freedom it sprouts.

Light of anger conceals
exhilaration.

Smiles of praises, I have seen the
truth.

Dreams drip and drain's, into a
desert of fear.

 

Arouse, to walk in the fortress of
man.

Purified heart is my stronghold of
heaven.

A case study of order, and
commandment.

Words of assurance, such life of
liability.

 

The eagle, with a contrary perception
to a bird;

I seek alliance, amongst
my brethren,

war with the glory of vengeance.

Set me free from this vicious
grave.










Chapter 4
Vision of Man


The world fades.

The harmony of tears also fades,

I have seen the world black and
white.

Many see the colours, they cannot
bear the art of nature.

Rage to destroy or mutate
to benefit their own body.

Cold symphony turns my heart ice
age.

Fear to try warm others heart, for
mine is also cold.

Tears stream down, for my soul is
flooded with pain.

Men stretch branches of good and
evil.

Eyes that are yet pure to vision the
truth.

Man is made to rule… yet create
subordinates that they bow to.










Chapter 5
Final Hour


In the form of all that we have
made,

what good has the earth receive?

The righteous live by the rights of
the truth.

Lies that prey in our minds, pride
the source of our existence.

Minds that grow with resistance, to
overcome our mistake.

One chance no retake

 

Silent in the dark valley.

Death in the dark valley.

Black, black in the cemetery.

Voices reminisce

Fame… the desire of authority.

Money… the element of power.

A time of laughter.

Screams in the final hour










Chapter 6
Thoughts


Lying awake, staring into this square
of darkness.

Thoughts swim in a circular motion in
the ocean of my world.

Thoughts of my undesirable
desires,

causes the pulsation of my heart to
increase with intensity,

the glimmer of joy in my eyes to
radiate with full elation,

the curve of my lips to expand
greatly

The stimulant of these thoughts
remains anonymous…

not fully identified for there are
many things this stimulant could be yet I remain,

quizzed about its true substance.

Its unimaginable complexity blows the
understanding of my mind.

Denial is a sign of guilt bringing
forth the implication that,

I am aware of the alpha, of its
genesis.

My heart for some reason just fails
to admit so.

 

By Dzifa










Chapter 7
Holding On


Not of my own possession.

My treasure is yet to be attain,

anticipating on the sunrise to light
up my hemisphere.

Obscurity revolve into lustrous
light.

A new day is born.

Yet here I lay still incomplete,

striving for something more.

Seasons of cold shivers, heat of
hardship steaming.

Screams to shutter the emptiness.

Many years of hopelessness.

I became the universe missing the
stars.

A spark yet to initiate a flame,

wondering if I would be burn whole… A
whole of ashes,

blackout of my success.

Until that day I linger










Chapter 8
Failure


Looking down.

My mind is in pieces,

confusion sets itself upon me.

I am in a cage of failure, set me
free.

What a heavy morn of sorrow.

My tomorrow is blurring with
each attempt I make.

I feel like am falling, trailing an
empty future.

A future without an achievement, and
success.

Today I perish with shame, yield with
pain.

Slay with the sword of fiasco, my
kingdom overthrown.

My people upon the eagle ready to fly
through the sky reach the stars.

Racing without determination, my
limits contract,

stopping just to breath










Chapter 9
War


The horror of the day is the
nightmare of the night.

A gift blessed, disappears with the
curse of sins.

Men watch the heavens with a blind
eye.

Dig deep trenches in fields of
growing hope,

a season of famine in the lusty
hearts of false armies,

mother’s child sacrificed, tears
darken as the open grave disappears.

Flowers wither their time has also
past.

Bloody eyes, sleepless night.

Generals of war, authors of
destruction;

ethical or immoral, no hope of being
a nexus.

Aging evil, dominant of a new
world,

loosen walls weaken inner gates;

floods of desire conquer the inner
being.

Who will surrender?










Chapter 10
New Chapter


The force of inequality tramples upon
my rectified soul.

The coordinates of man to change what
is already made.

My mind harmonize.

Gaze at how my lifestyle
revolutionize.

Deceived by the magnificence, of my
own visions.

Construction of my genesis, in this
world full of alienated folks.

Mind with a prophecy, mansion of
gold, smiles of ecstasy;

Crown my name king.

Flourish my kingdom with
princesses,

so I may choose your queen.

Let every man, woman and child
know,

a king is born not of a royal
blood…But of an egotistic heart.
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