Sometimes I get this overwhelming desire to run
To run with my arms, open wide
Twirling and swirling, finger tips reaching high
High up to the clouds, to the skies, to the
space above so vast and full of the
emptiness that contains life.

Sometimes I get this overwhelming desire to fly
To soar so high that I am weightless
Free from the pain that drags me down
Void of the fear of falling so hard I may
never get up.

Sometimes I get this overwhelming desire to let go
My legs deep in the current of my daily battles
Just fall back and let the flow take me away to a place
Anywhere but here
Anywhere but inside of this moment

Sometimes are all of the times and it swallows me whole.
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