Pure Fuel

A high octane engine,

I run on pure distilled soul.

Bad fuel will choke me up,

Run me down, cause a crash,

Blow my motor.
.
Celebratory Self induced bliss;

A new found sense of wellness.

Jail, a year of torture, broken bones

Nothing now more to fear.

Alchemy of the soul

Through the crucible, 

Not a loss, at all;
A purging of
The dross.
Precision living, 

the power of the Lord.

Forty thousand volts of spinal serum 

Hard-wired to eternity.

Follow the lead wherever it goes.

To turn back on itself 
Can blow the fuse,

The panel, the transformer;

And leave me cold.

As easy as free fall ----

Don’t look down.

Float, rest, sing

And trust that gravity

Will do its job.
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