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In a dream

Mystical dream

In a dream

 

green creature hands are taking me over an open field.

 

They carry me like an evil lizard with a terrible purpose

 

Im Under the spell of these hands

all I can see Is the open fields

 

 

 

Its getting faster

 

 

faster

faster

faster

 

 

I wake up and my body Is pure. My thaughts are clean

and Im blessed In purity

 

what are those hands?
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