
Long lost second loves 
and a half-finished cup of tea,
A novel you cared about 
And interested in me
 

All ideas of fate 
And the lovely lady
Luck as we say, 
She never was on my side

But was always interested
A pawn in the game of her and fate
Twisted allegories and mystic shapes
My life never made sense

To the ordinary observer
Who changed what I was
By just being there,
A constant battle,

A meagre fare,
The insides of my mind, 
Spill out often,
The cup sometimes shallow, 

With detailed information,
And broken down songs, 

Correcting a right with 
many many many wrongs,
The fate twists and the 
lady turns

At the most auspicious times,
Making the only playable move
To lose control 

And count , And wait

For  The time of the rains
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