How’d you meet Him

Yes my mind can commit murders with mic manipulations.
With untamed phrases, that kill ears and maim faces.
Building fears, erasing time while your spine is obliterated.

In spite of heathens unhealthy and undivided reasons for desiring  Satan, and

being enlightened by treason, denying hearts burnt from the fire if purgatory patients.
It seems like a crime how we deny gods word, which is a story that’s so ancient.
Nothing short of amazing!
But you know what’s absurd?
This so called ordinary life, we under appreciate it.
Thinking its you, know, basic!
So called everyday shit!
Things that are even ordinary, are amazing, and
every step should be your favorite.
You cant always replay it or re-say it.
Its almost like your appreciation is on hiatus.
About to be locked down in connected bracelets, or
stuck on the block with no patience.
A street doctor prescribing a contaminated medicine.
Adding to this worlds pestilence,
face it, your a friend to death.
You’re the only blessed breath’s to him.

So now I hope you see, you still my friend indeed but,

Unless I meet him because of the path of my own steps.

Please don’t introduce me, I know ready to know him yet.
B Sincere

