
 WE Are…

The world is full of bullet holes…but so is hope.

Enter each room stepping with one foot forward and reaching for progress.

Step one foot back and face regression…slide.

Lives are ran by time- It’s very existence known only to human beings as they pull the clock by it’s hands and feet until it becomes dependent and drag their dreams along …screaming, kicking, and writhing.

Therapy is a new fragrance - burning bright.

“Perfection” is printed on magazine pages.

Saints- slip lies and steal youth and its innocence.

Greed, grows with love from a silver spoon.

Eyes- Scream of starvation, while stomachs crawl out of children’s ears.

We are…

Bleeding for worldly sin, feeling pain through blue, green, brown, and hazel eyes.

We are…

Being punished for…never…ending…excuses.


