Parachuted 

I can’t stay like this is all that I know
Living a half life is not how I go 

When what comes naturally is alien to me 

I’m baked and sold through my own recipe 

I know what is waiting is better than this

And every second I waste is a moonlit eclipse

I while time away as if it were sand 

As my feet cry out please get up and stand 

My fear has me captured in a little black box

Afraid of untangling to open the locks

I’ve gone through hell just so I can stay 

In a place I pray to leave everyday 

I know that the world is colossal and huge 

That life’s made for living as I ride the deluge

Concessions made to bend to the king

Makes my blood boil and my ears start to ring 

The slave in my body has lived me too long 

Its time to let go and get up, be strong 

Its time to stand tall and live the life that I dream 

 I swore that I would when I was more green 

The impossibility of it was a fly on the wall 

And my ears fell deaf to the naysayers call 

The plunge out and step, the way of the world 

Not tied up in chains that are made to uncurl 

When the way people live looks like buzzing bees 

I can’t buy into lies that leave me aggrieved 

I feel so alien, as if I’m unwell 

Stick out, sore thumbed when I don’t ring the bell 
The child life in me, the one that runs true 

Still holds in its grasp my legs one and two 

I run like a river through valleys and hills 

Held to the core by churning windmills 

It points out the way, its compass and arrow 

As I dart on the wing like a homeward bound sparrow 

How could I give in, I nearly gave up 

If not for the pain I would’ve passed on this cup
Fall into step, content to march on 

To a beat I don’t know, they don’t play my song 

Triumph isn’t triumphed, instead its subversion 

Bowing your head to make room for diversion 

They teach us these lessons but then say we’re wrong 

Compassion and wisdom but call to come along 
No leaves on this tree, its falling apart 

Hide from each other and have been from the start

I see the six year old Laura look me dead in the face 
In disbelief and confusion that I took my place 

Burrowed deep under the things I believe 

To soul source the wisdom I have on my sleeve 

And here I stand at the juncture point now

For the hundredth time faced with a different route

Will today be the day that I finally choose 

To untie the chains I wrapped round my shoes

Fear boils me under that I’ll drift away

Like a hot air balloon unanchored today

But I know in the reservoir hidden from old
Its power I wield and wings that unfold 
Part of my body and of my command 

That we take flight or come back and land

I see that it’s alien to do as I please 
To live my life the way that I breathe

I feel it call out as I face myself down 
To let loose the child or be grown up and drown

