
Cory

     own to earth / practical streak,
     Rupturing thunder / lightning meek —
      Your deep purple morning glory order,
         Beyond the separate-self interest border

D

       ouldn t you know /just your luck,
     Layers of dust / hourglass stuck —
       Horsemen waiting at the edge of chaos,
        Our own narratives about to waylay us.

W

         ptly entrusted with Eden s keys,
       Hoped for /anticipated /sacred reprise —
         All the patience a cosmic endeavor,
            Rooted in history /glimpsing forever.

A
872

D

1 43 r65 v

s

0 v9 la

          octor doctor the networks sick,
         Needed miracle no small trick —
           We the people to you turn,
             To get the picture /story learn.
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