Work to Do

Work to do, its calling my name
Feel it in my gut driving me insane

A job to be done, a task to fulfil

If I don’t the pain starts to kill

A calling in the heart of my soul 

Giving up things that don’t fuel the goal

Losing baggage as I drop all my carts

Breaking like ice into a million parts

More full and whole in this broken house

Than all the world quenching my drought

No hands to help, its built from my own 

No one can see, I say, but they don’t 

