The World We Make
[bookmark: _GoBack]Seeking and finding
 Ink swells and lightening
Sweet solace
Yet frightening!
My paper soul gliding
Through a sea
Of words and waves
 
Seeking and finding
 This ink sun is blinding!
Both freeing
And Binding
My weary scorched hand
To the page
 
Seeking and finding
 This ink fruit is ripening
 Both nourishment and siphoning
Ride the edge of day brightening
Into the world
We make
