The 17th Examination

Why can’t you see?

Another young soul

Baring his sins

Slouching on yet another dusty aged altar

Hands stroking the fruit you and I ate

Screaming heavenly tortures

Over an innocent floating piece of snow

Crashing his fists against the emblem of time

Whispering hysterically the pleas

All students have lived to know

I think I am looking at a mirror.

Maybe I have seen you all my life.

