The Leaf

I thought I thought it was an evil

But then I learned

That what I thought I thought

Was what others thought they wanted me to think,

And so I thought what they thought.

And on a cold night of football

Which took a backseat to thought,

I talked to a friend who engaged in supposed evil.

I believe I saw clairvoyance

Flowing from his mind!

New ideas, 

Ones nobody on TV cared to advertise,

Nobody bringing me up cared to consider,

Nobody with “logic” considered “logical”.

“Everything makes sense when you’re high.”

Yet after the grind placed by this world

And its supposed rights and wrongs

I didn’t question the statement for once.

After all, what truly makes right right

And wrong wrong?

What defines truth, lies

And what we think we realize

As the rule?

Quite an insight I had

On that dark, damp night

And while I’ll still abstain

I won’t point the finger –

Isn’t what I despise? 

