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Tribute

A day in the life seems so normal,

Racing around to make ends meet.
But is it fate to conform:
Be pawns in play till infinity? S e
Questions and doubts seemed.out-of stepa
For a snap was heard.and a pop-ensued. 0"
The grip Ioosened.,,.!an_‘d_ivisionﬁf'eturned.
The world so reverea.f_'gcr?umbled: was nude.
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A robotic turmoil befell around.
It was a rat race: all hmlet loose. =
Restrained in a bubble. their b}ll!' ;;a;ﬁﬁgain. \?’ [l rf'
Yet remained blind to their occult abuse. |
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\B Fear crept: my mind grge{ft?f}e’é : | 0 N‘ ;t.r,'._
ut my heart stood its ground: fought firm to disagree. VYV [I5ERV

It Was a tug-of-war. a game between mind and soul.

Wi?’c\r leave was choosing betvbe,en lilies and coal.
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\Thk&zbbles bulletproof. their chains concrete.

Efforts futile over a spell tempered by greed.
An action further would bear no fruit.
It was des%‘g ation; they were left to be.
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Ihe dictator of my pe;

T axing the first IFe; of God s tribute
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