Freefalling 

Maybe it’s not as bad as it seems 
This end of my life, nowhereland, dreams 

I feel like I’m standing on a bow that could break 

I feel I’m a photo getting ready to take 

I can’t see the future and now is so bland 

So I’m setting sail for a sun glowing strand 

It seems like forever that I’ve been here 

An oblivion hole with just me and fear 

But it’s knives do not cut, their blades are all dulled 

And half of the demons have already been culled 

Right now I am baking in the blackness of it 

Night all around me, upon air I sit 

I hope for the sunshine and the understanding of all 

But I’m still in the mode of cliffdive freefall 

