
Exile 
These feelings -re not my own
My room is the recept-cle for my living 
when I h-d just moved here it w-s empty -nd cle-n 
But now it is like - g-uze cloth so-ked in -lcohol
he-dy fumes m-ke my he-d spin
-nd my consciousness telescopes inw-rds  
I'm looking -t white w-lls 
But my mind feels dist-nt, -s if in - deep d-rk tunnel
The vision of - room -t the f-r-w-y exit 
Sounds tr-vels to me
And the illusory feeling dissip-tes 
the eth-nol h-s ev-por-ted 
Such - pure subst-nce c-n't survive in the open -ir
But it won't be long before it's so-ked -g-in


