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*THE PUPPETEER*
Good morning you in the mirror…

The reflection couldn’t be clearer,

Am I still a thug…

Or just have a mug?

Is my answer to that any nearer?

To me, I’ve been of “the good guys”.

I think each is, in his own eyes.

“Hey I’m not bad…

It’s the world that’s sad…

I’m a victim of so many lies.

Well, the world if truth be told,

Globally warmed, is pretty ‘cold’.

As a ‘Puppeteer’…

Pulls the strings here…

To enthrall the world he holds.

Glittering daze’ to glows in the dark,

We’re wooed by toys in the park.

Some struggle and strive…

To just stay alive…

And some carefree lives are a lark.

It has all been carefully planned,

To confuse each life that’s spanned.

But there is a Way…

To overcome dismay…

To seek Truth and not be unmanned.

The Truth is One to hold dear.

One who whipped that puppeteer.

So, claim victory…

With He Who Saved me…

Whose child you see in the mirror.
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