
Lost 

My mind has overlived my years. 
My hate has overcome my fears. 
I look around and what I see 
Seems only to be seen by me. 

My green grass turns grey overnight. 
I loose my wars before my fight. 
I try to struggle off the ground 
But I just keep on falling down. 

My life seems predestined by fate. 
My loves are molded into hate. 
I strain to look, but cannot see 
The good in what I'm told to be. 

My dreams are crushed by reality. 
My faith is deadened by what I see. 
My goal to someday reach the sky 
Is marred by this mist 'round my eyes. 

My wants are nullified by no's. 
My suns are all smothered with snow. 
The thoughts I hear and sights I see 
Have lost me to reality. 

Opus 9 (1968) 
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