Cyclical Survival

Escaping the torment of boundaries,

Loosing ages of aggression and turmoil.

Prescribed to live in idle solitude,

Existence dreamt up in competition.

Riding the wayward machine of years,

Spending the tokens it requires to exist.

Inconsequential visions of grandeur,

Fleeting memories of finer days.

Living draws upon the very essence of the spirit,

Calling things out of the past with ferocity.

This continuous cycle bears steady feeding,

An expulsion of proportional scales.

Tempt yourself to taste the elixir of sacrifice,

Darkness shall soon cover all signs of life.
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