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Down to Earth

In this world, I see futility

And with that, I see what could be.

It’s a personal paradise playing out in my mind
Magical grace growing more complex each day

As deceit here unveils itself accordingly:


Watching politicians spread their disease, in hope to gain votes for the fall

Seeing our stars marry each other, to show silver-screen love to all

Hearing a man’s corporate exploits, we lash with hypocrite tongues

Listening to teachers plant these lies for tomorrow

We allow a rebirth of our vices;
To give our children the honor of paying the price

…just as we have done. 

But who are we, to change the world?
What have we got that could steer us to good?
Right? Right?

Keep it up, we’ll let it all go to hell

A lot easier than the effort it takes to change, you know. 


Yes, I’ve got my head in the clouds, but everything now gives me a reason to

I’m looking down on a world that will engulf my future. 
