Oasis
It is a treat to dream of an oasis.
When your subconscious is lost in the desert.
Faces fade away,
as your thirst loses trust in your patience.
As your body is attacked by the basic hatred of
having to ask who will save us.
Sold by your goal to quench the journey of a body.
So thirsty, now praying for an inch from these traveling visions
of your eyes wishing and hoping slowly losing focus.
Of the elements programming the conditions of your mind.
Which is positioned by the directing of what your trying to find.

Dictated by the lack of protection,
that’s mapped by your self esteem.
Which had been evaporated by heat melting the impact of this dream.
To give you the incentive to be reinvented and
march right through the trenches,
without the proper defenses.
But with the faith, you will find the way to slay the day
your mind started playing tricks on you.
Inflicting and penetrating that feeling that’s invincible.
That meaning that defends the proof
that mistakes you make, don’t make you;
Unless you allow them to devour you.
Instead of letting the lesson learned empower you.
So remember to face the controversy,
erase the thoughts of not worthy,
replace with adversity and

rise above the worst to be.
My only question now is who’s thirsty!
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