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From Whence It Came

When the body betrays the mind
chaos eases its way

through the cracks

and bites down hard

When the cycle seems a bit off
the clock spins out

in a straight line

all the way to broken avenue

When the walls crumble down
the crown is smashed

the throne is abandoned

there is no city left to fight for

When the gods roar

the sky trembles

the lightning strikes

and it’s one more flood come lately

When the grave yawns

the worms sing

the bones rot

and the marrow returns to soil
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