Searching

I can’t get away from this place I’ve become
Alternating anger as it turns numb 

Cursing myself and cursing the others 

Conjuring spectres instead of soul brothers 

I’m wearing my watch and counting the clock 

Just like the song my time goes tick tock 

I’m building a bridge to bathe me in blue 

And cloaking myself in an I love you

I’m knocking on wood and clanging on steel 

Praying somewhere there’s something to feel 

Hoping there’s somewhere where I do belong 

And all of this lostness hasn’t been wrong 

I’m looking at faces as they bear me down 

Living a life I’m longing to drown 

Kissing goodbye to the features of bliss 

As I happen upon a calmness I miss 

I’m searching, I’m searching, I look everywhere 

Stare at the sky as the wind whips my hair 

Knowing there’s nothing right here to be found 

And all of this rooting puts me in the ground 

I’m not the person that I used to be 

Traded good for insanity 

Still it’s something I wouldn’t give back 

Bigger and better, not full of lack 

I can’t write wisdom because I don’t own it yet 

It would sound trite and you’d quickly forget 

But someday these pages will be filled up with words

Stampeding my body like buffalo herds 

First poem I ever wrote addressed to an audience. Inspired by an interview with John Mayer about Born and Raised. http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cFrpC025tmE&feature=relmfu
