Broken Ideals

This is all a charade,

A grand farce for the audience.

We dance around the stage,

Like puppets on a cosmic string.

Led by some celestial orchestra,

Playing a tune too fast to follow.

The conductor waving his arms,

Moving faster than thought can follow.

Bending 

And twisting

And turning.

All of the sudden,

The music stops without warning.

The strings are cut,

There is only darkness and silence.

The absolution of existence,

Has just set in.
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