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the entrance key

We used to run across wooden floors searching for the entrance door
To turn astone To find akey

it used to be a part of me

But now all the trees are old

and all the lights deceiving

It makes me wish that | would lift,

and forever kissthe ceiling

But loosing sense, it needs wings

it costs too much, that flying

my mother told me once that trickery islying
so | stand still on the ground

searching still for the entrance key

as the earth turns slower beneath
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