Dreams

Reality fades to black.

This is where a realization comes in hand.

Everything I know has been taken from me, and

imagination takes control.

Thoughts turn to actions and visual images.

Fears grow strong hopes bring me vitality.

Remember, this isn’t reality.

Time ceases to exist.

The only guide I have is my heart.

Real is the base of reality.

But what is the base of living in a world of perished loved strengthened by hate.

Fueled by man!

Only created to harm a souls desire,

that internal fire.

Our only enemy is our own beings.

Self destruction is a instinct,

but just think.

Who is projecting all the problems?

What has come of us, when wants over turn needs?

What is the base of all evil, greed?

You can be who ever you want.

Wake up!
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