Whitewash

If you wanted to talk you would have done so by now

I shout out the words but there’s nothing left out

I speak to you quiet as we meet in the stars

Or in the language of here, profile page heart to heart

I can’t break your soul, its blowing me out

And I fade like the wind with each growing shout 

I feel like a child that’s screaming at wolves 

I don’t know if I’m heard and it’s making me dull 

Then grabbed by the neck by fangs sharp and white

Soft and safe in your lair tonight 
My frustration it boils as you say nothing back 

You just listen and hear, do you even do that? 

I’m so mad I could shout and I do in my mind

I blast you to ruins even though I feel fine 

Man I hate you, why do you do this?
And still just to hate is unending bliss

I imagine your eyes if you could hear what I say

How they would flash and your head turn away

I imagine remarks, sarcastic and sharp

How they would pierce and run through my heart
I convince myself, we’re so wrong me and you

Fantastic arguments built up from the truth 

But no matter what I say or feel in my bones

Like pebbles on a beach we’re out of shape stones
Large and misshapen and nothing like sand 

Well really we are, all forged by the land

Nothing results and you’re still like the sun

Shining and staying, God’s hand isn’t done

Not through with us yet, he moves my own skin 

And guides me by threads that line me within 

Beautiful person I met through the Lord
No privilege greater than living his word

Honouring you and whatever you give

Helping your hands and letting you live

