Problems

It seems they make more than they solve 
And elongate the thing 

Go searching for the wrong 

And then that’s what they bring 

And fool the little children 

Into thinking they 

Have some kind of problem

That just won’t go away 

Some issue there to deal 

That they hide from yet 

Something that otherwise 

Most would likely forget 

Because when I was young 

The country was still old 

And nobody listened 

When that kind of thing was told 

Laughing at those there 

So foolish as to be 

Caught up in the spiders web

Of believability 

And then when I was twenty

I fell into the trap 

Of thinking they knew better

And that they held the map 

When I’m living my own skin 

For better or for worse 

And even any pain 

Is a special kind of curse 

Just to be alive 

And breathe the air and fire

Sends my scattered soul
To soar a little higher 

Just like the birds on wing 

As they fly in the air 

The comfort and the peace 

Of knowing not to care 

