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68       A  R E SU RG E N CE

Bluebird
MATTIAS LOPEZ

Isolating a thought

For the sake of a pleasurable think

forgetting the purpose misplaced

by the huddled tents

lining the shores of public  

property banks

Whimpering sounds

bracing the compounded trust in  

the tired

bombardment of waves

that come racing in my soul

as this growth and swelling of power 

rush towards the Bay

Eerie glow. A luster! Oh my!

Bleaching my digital prints as I circulate 

my way back

to the moment where I saw my  

past’s reflection

in your aiming for escaping eyes
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Each culled and selectively

herded and guided

Ü doubt, is this really the vibe?

And you shout, is this really my life!?

As you slip back in paralyzed sleep

to remain in your primordial state

washing your face of hidden fear and 

broken agate

The key was offered

Tithe, title, collapse, wonder

Consuming grapes that taste of  

acidic fate

Tepid wind passes

Goosebumps growl at the  

circumstance’s gate

behind and founded in a small

Cage trapped

lights echo, reverberate, alert

you awake

awake, I am

i am, here

free but still moving out

finally out and learning what it means

To be free

Can my freedom predicate upon

dreaming what it will take to set you 

free, too

Ur, rather knowing now I will be there 

for you, too
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