Just a blur

By: Everett Beck

Sometimes the world is so much nicer as a blur
When all you can see is faded colors and outlines of what really exists
All problems, fears, and hate smear and slowly change

They become something else, the mind re creates them,

Changes them into what you want to see.

Your fear of rejection becomes courage, against all odds.

Your problems begin to vanish, and are resolved.

All the hatred in the world is resolved and is changed into happiness and love,

Only a shadow of what you thought once was.

But that’s all not so

Because focus will be regained
And all bad things will be again seen quite plane.

For a blur can’t last,

For more then a minute,

And to be hidden for a long time,

Until again give you that sign.

But what if I could keep this blur,

And never let it leave my eyes?

Make it something more unreal,

Make it something that could never die.

Then would my life be real?

Or would I feel that I was living a lie?

Never seeing what is true.

Never knowing what is outside of my own eye.
