Walking Through 

I’ve nothing more to say to myself, now that all the dying is done
I’m reaching out to grasp at the air but then leaving that song unsung

The quiet creeps in and affects all my veins, the mystery moved by my soul 

While wizards and witches paint magic with spells, it happens to me on its own

And I don’t know where to turn, I still am unhinged as the door swings on its side

But this death and destruction has creaked all my cogs and is bringing my bones back to life

Each time my eyes open, I am greeted by this, vast, expansive and wide 
Openness to strip me right back to my core and hold my hands down by my side

I can’t work the wheel, the car steers itself and it’s ready to crash and then burn

But each time I am sure the end’s coming fast somehow I am taking that turn

It’s jump into nothing, endlessly air as I’m guided by sight and by strength 

To live for myself the life that I dream, the one that I always regret 

The spanners fall off and clang to the ground, spinning in a metal striped sky 

As I’m danced on an axis that spins me so fast, lost in an I don’t know why 
I can’t plan my life because I no longer know best, I’m taking the route that it gives

It’s peeling me back like banana and skin telling me love’s where it lives 

And I feel the weight that sits on my chest, heaviness I’ve learned to carry 

If lightness and freedom is what it pours through then this is the harrow I’ll marry 

The point of the knife lies close to my throat but I’m giving it free reign to kill 

If God’s who I trust, then I’ll trust Him complete and lie down to the force of his will 

He paints me with colours that I’ve never seen and shows me a world long forgotten

The child in me lives and screams through her lungs to live up to myself not in cotton 
To walk through the terror, the shadows are moved like currents that swirl in the sea 
The whole world falls away, crumbles in on itself, turns tidal wave surging in me 
I can’t point the way, focus I cannot direct, I am caught as part of the ocean 

But design of my heart and shape of my soul is the essence of water in motion

How has it taken so long to walk the way that has called since I was a child 

To ride motorbikes fast on curving cliff roads and live the life of the wild 

Resolute in myself I would not be submerged to pale into a flat sky of grey 

But thunderstorm strength, gather into myself to revive atmospheric today  

