
 
in this game called life 
i was given a wooden spoon 
and that spoon is cracking 
i feel the splinters in my mouth 
the more i learn, the sadder i become 
today i turn eighteen 
neither younger nor older 
only more aware of time 
lately i have questioned 
who i am  
and what i stand for 
what does religion really mean? 
is it spiritually true 
or something created 
to satisfy what is missing 
in the human world 
the more self-aware i become 
the more i grasp 
my lack of understanding 
what i know is limited 
what i don’t know is limitless 
blowing out eighteen candles 
i realized another year had passed 
and i was no happier 
my hunger for material things 
rules my conscience 
while my connection 
to those i hold close 
begins to fade 
as i leave for college 
i can see the strings 
growing looser and longer 
my arms reach out 
while the quicksand of the world 
pulls me down 
and what happens 
when all my questions are answered 
what happens 
when my problems are fixed 
what happens 
it never ends 
and then it ends 


