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Strumming Energy - Life’s New
Memory

 


I struggled hard to divine - what was
sacred - what was mine

And the stars now align - I feel the
frost within me shine

 


I struggle just to know what was what
and what was so

And as the energy now flow, all
acoustic know

The depth of very soul defines a deeper
rhythm whole

 


And anguished in such thoughts of our
joy and luck thwarts

I turned again to me and felt such
energy well up incessantly

The fret work memory of ancient enemy -
the unresolved bliss

can lead to all of this

 


The strength of tension large, a margin
now of error

A mirror and a soul - a shaking and a
flow

The anger that hurt so

The love that nurtured know

The heat that seared my
brain

The obsession just to claim

A deeper sense and soul

A deeper rhythm whole

 


| no longer wish to be hoodwinked
endlessly - the brutality of honesty is a worthy thing when taken
to its heart and wing wherein my soul shall sing of what my joy
will bring

 


A deeper sense of recompense - a deeper
sense of nonsense - a deeper sense of me :

hollowed endlessly

 


A deeper thing I do - the deeper yet a
rhythm blue and in the end when I met you

I struck a chord within the true
boundaries of my soul - I let it resonance toll

 


A simple thing you may see how chords
move swift and hands are free to generate velocity and though you
may not know - the strength of heart is in the flow and anguished
anger know how strumming energy revitalise new memory

 


A rhythm and a beat - a swifter motion
fleet : a hand cannot compete with a heart replete

And moved now to my feet - I sense and
stand with awe :

“this was all worth waiting
for”

 


An open roar inside, why would such
traffic now collide when my hands can glide, and with (such) ease a
rhythm now a soul can tease just to live as I please and in the
moment seize all of life’s degrees

 


I no longer wish to be hoodwinked
endlessly - the hypocrisy, you see - I’ll no longer bear so easily
- and I thought of every now and then when there came a time, I
knew to be divine and stole a little sunshine in my soul - a
grappling of flow - the dead wood has got to go - I’ll believe in
no fairy tales, and as the wind all a-sails, I simply start to see
life’s enormity is staring down at me - constantly - and whatever
may befall, be it grand and oh so small - a twinkling I recall of
frosted stars lit on a pall - a divine right to turn to passage
bright and in the darkest hour, I breathed a heart’s full
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