
 

 
Music is elixir.  
It is the sour mood fixer. 
It is the art that inspires all of my pictures. 
With it, I can create my own masterpiece. 
 
Yeah, music. 
 
Music is… a celebration. 
Music is… an education. 
It is joy, happiness, fulfillment… 
as well as every other sensation.  
 
Yeah, music. 
 
So, whether you play it… 
use it to start your day with… 
or allow it to convey what you really want to say. 
Let the music guide you every step of the way. 
 
Yeah, music! 
 
 
 

The Victim’s Shoes 
 
Uncertainty…the—not knowing…is what gnaws at me. 
Mosquitoes, dining on paralyzed flesh. 
You see, I beg to differ… 
because, what you don’t know, can—hurt you! 
 
Mosquitoes, dining on paralyzed flesh. 
Opportunists, feasting on the desensitized. 
You see, I can still remember… 
that cold, calculating-look in my assailant’s eyes. 
 
Opportunists, feasting, voraciously, on the desensitized. 
A law passed…school children can now carry guns. 
You see, I can still remember… 



 

when “learning our lesson”…meant, learning something fun. 
 
A law passed. Students, can now, legally carry guns… 
it conjures up a very chilling thought. 
You see, I can still remember… 
when, books…and lunchboxes…were all we’d ever bought. 
 
Indeed, it conjures up a very chilling thought. 
To be…ambushed, by someone I’d regularly seen and taught. 
A—student. Troubled…abused…utterly confused…  
chose this particular day, to deal with all of those issues. 
 
A—student. Troubled…abused…utterly confused… 
chose, this particular day, to copy what he’d seen on the news. 
You see, I can empathize…but, I absolutely do not excuse. 
Because I am now—in the victim’s shoes! 
 

 

ICEBERG 
 
When we broke up, I cried… 
creating a vast ocean, that was filled with my tears. 
A mammoth-sized chunk of me had died. 
The rest, that was left, somehow—-persevered. 
 
Nowadays, I just drift right along… 
dragging my feet as I pass. 
Consciously, leaving my pieces. 
“Forget them! They’re broken! They’re past!” 
 
Our love had been enormous. 
As many will surely agree. 
We’d frolicked along, while singing love songs. 
Majestic. Triumphant. Carefree. 
 
As of late, I feel dejected. 
I think I am losing my grip.  
I drown all my pain, with saké, in vain. 


