Sometimes, it gets this way; the howling wolves screaming, "I am you, I am you." The songs of sorrow falling from the trees who seem themselves to be petrified carcasses in perpetual anguish. They sink low as they can beneath the merciless moon. And I, yes I, am left to consider the faults of reality and the remorseful memories of the past. Also, the complex absurdities of nature and infinity which hangs infinitly above us; a weightless, impenetrable ocean of space and mysterious Time. �Sometimes, my head spins this way. Sometimes, that way.�I wonder, was I that wolf who asks no questions, only accepts its place? Did I ever, even for a second, understand it all? That would be wonderful. I rather think I am the Fool in mock laughter and dizzifying parlor tricks and delights. �Still, there is a sickness in my core; a cavern of coal black that says, "No one can know." I am that which lies vomiting in the filth and I am that which feels every second scrape past like cut glass. Yet there is the reflection on the surface and sometimes is gets a little clearer and chimes ring out, "There is love in you."�





