In idyller times I've been too easily misled�more willing to beleive the lies�However cunningly aware of the faces beneath the masks�I've overcome my masochism�no longer setting myself up for despair�Now the trials are far more tragic because I really try to avoid them yet cannot�PAin is separation from lies�Like being born again or giving birth--�All the ugliness spilling out--�the agony of coming apart�of separating.�But its just a beginning.�The farther I travel, the wiser I become�and the more I see, the more difficult the journey becomes.�I agree with a saying I heard somewhere;�"The only thing you can assume about an old man(or woman) is that he's a survivor."�





