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Sticks & Stones

Sticks and stones may break my bone but I'll still have my love jones.

iam going to hold my head up high towards that blue or gray sky that will drown
my face when I die

No more broken ties then lies

just that blue or grey sky that lays with the heavens up above

No more hugs then a shove

It's all about me and all you sticks and stone will see that I shall not be bruised
or broken

My soul will rise to an unbelieveable size

I want to wake to the smell of sweet spring flowers.

I want to finally see I have the control and the power

the devil will have to get off my back for the lord is on my side

Oh he will attack

God is love that will set you free like a dove

Let him in and you will see that God loves you & me
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Stranger

The stranger is mysterious and unknown.

His face nothing is shone.

He gives you no vibe

The feeling in my stomach will never subside.
His a nomad in for a long ride.

Who is this stranger with such weird remarks?
Words of warning he gave to my ear.

He had no story to tell

To not know where he came from nor

where he's going heaven or hell
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The Lesson

The pain is pushed out love is born

who knows where the path will lead you

caution is taken but rules are broken

why tell lies why tell the truth they both hurt

you dont know whether you got it or your gonna get it

the pain that it brings hurts so bad but feels so confusing

like a tornado pulling up all the foundation from earth only to be reborn again
the stars are so beautiful at night

dont reach out and touch them you might get burnt

Do you want a drink to swallow your problems?

yes give me a double

let me wake and it be gone like the sweat from a nightmare

will T care, will I ever love

will I always question the lesson or just learn from it

to inhale an exhale stess is like suffocating a baby like the breast that it feeds on
you need to feel emotion sometime just to get the lesson
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