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V

false gods

false gods require a momento of time

prophets of fortune wade in the sublime

heroes call through horns of rams

turn around and select Italian smoked hams

caramels and carnivals as sunset mists

on the Santa Monica Pier with a pretzel twist

seers climb the mountain

find the eternal fountain

where angels shine through in disguise

and you begin to realize that life (my life)

is a moment in time
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