CERCA TROVA

THE ORANGE BLOCKS LAY FLAT,
THE €GG SPINS UPRIGHT,
THE DOME WILL NeVER FAIL.

BEHIND THE IMAGE S€EEKS THE TRUTH,
BEHIND THE IMAGE S€EKS YOU.

HUMANITIES SECRETS,
PXNINTED ON HIS BACK,
SEEKER. OF GOOD.

CLUES IN THE WAK,,
PRESERVED BETWEEN BRICK,
PXNINTED IN BLOOD.

CERCA TROVA
SHOUTED BEHIND ENEMY LINES,
AS THE CLUES STOOD SOUNDED,

FORR A THOUSAND YEARS,
SEEK AND YOU SHALL FIND.



The Last Orbit

I saw you, passing the orbit,
Lighting the sky with blue eyes,
Tangible taste on your lips,
Lacking emotions.

Feeling the lines on your hand,
A smile bigger than Orion,
Hair caught in the atmosphere,
No feelings.

I saw you circle the moon,
Happiest of oceans,
Legs like redwoods,

Face of an angel.

Pray patiently,
Abandon the night,
The decent gentleness,
You drift slowly through my mind.



BLUE

How does this applg,

If I surrendered all 1 knew)
All T have ever clone,
With the skg all colors,
Before the Feeling blue...

| escape before your mids’c)
'm Possessive as | watch you,
Your mistakes are begoncl me,

For you wish no one knew,

The color fades to blue. ..

So now it’s bright)
With our future in mind,
| use imagerg to cap‘cure,

the heart and Past times...

But as | start to Paint)
Something clouds my mind. ..



| start thinking o?gou,
As the brush strokes the canvas,

The onlg color | Paint turns to BLUE. ..
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