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Part I: The Reckoning.
The greatest portent lies in something small;

That one meager nothing that sparks it all

Soon enough, as life is crumbling,

You’ve realized how deviously intricate it can be.

And when you’re deepest in these pits of despair,

You can cry yourself to sleep -

The darkness will still swallow you.

But if you can wake that next day of trial

And question its truth, that dream that swallowed you

Then you’ve weathered the worst of the storm.

Yes, the waters are still rough

No, we’re not through yet.

But keep that mind moving, sail high on seas of anguish 

And take these as times you won’t forget. 
When it feels all hope has abandoned, remember:

While you’re living poverty, solace and the double regression –

You’re living a lesson.

