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Sitting in a chair, staring towards a blank
wall,
Tears filling tender soft old eyes

The unhindered gateway to a fair soul with-

out any disguise
He didn't know where he wanna go

Things these days were going so slow

This one day as he sat pondering this life, his
mind in a haze

surprised was he when he realized...

and with Eyes closed his shackles was bro-

ken free form grief

alas, finaly the true feeling of freedom and

peace.

And emotion got caught up carried away on
a blissful breeze

Floating away, high above uncharted seas
Far-flung, away out of Poseidon reach.
And the moon is shinning, guiding him

To be washed ashore, on a tranquil beach.

Awaorld found yet to be named

Everything anew, nothing to be tamed

A safe place harboring the wounded and

broken

For never here has a harsh word been spo-

ken.
The dream continues, this sweet illusion
And yet ho prove of evidence of being a
fagade

Hiding away the bitter disillusion...
the burden of anger and hate.
Staggering up on the shore he sees
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So hulle sé ek moet 'n storie skiyf. Nou
waarvan wil ek weet Dit is nie so maklik
soos julle dink nie. Daal ou skryf oor dit.
Die ander een skryf oor ander goed. Alles
nogal heel intellligente stories. Ek kan nou
wragtig nie iets uitdink om te sé nie, in elk
geval nie iets intelligent nie.

Meskien iets interessant. Maar nee, dit werk
ook nie want die ander mense het al klaar
die interessante goed ook geskryf. Auroras,
antennas en hoe ‘n toilet werk. Min dinge so

interessant soos die spoel meganisme van ‘n
toilet. Meskien moet ek meer interessant
probeer wees. Tegnies gaan ek ook hou hie
raak nie, Dit is net te tegnies vir ‘'n Maandag
oggend as julle weet wat ek bedoel. Die
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lightning flashes and hears thunder across
distant horizons and seas.

In his life, of all the places he has been
A sight so beautiful and never before seen.
And in the mists of all the commotion
with tempest roaring and cloud bursting
open
a voice in the wind, without tone, without
words
but heard spoken
“Do not be frightened by the raging storm
for you are safe now
No longer forlorn nor forgotten”

And it is just like the night to come up
frightful form behind
Even when the intention was all good and
kind
A tender touch of her warm hand, full of
meaning and love
was now shaking, trembling, asking for
strength form high above
but for this hand's soul, already weak
This last shock was just too much
And the body and hand of her collapsed
An agonizing cry could be heard form a
chaking vaice
realizing that now there could be no more
choice
Her cries filled the corners of the room
with dread
far sitting on a chair was a smiling peaceful
old man
with head hanging to one side, limp, cold
and dead...

torque op die Caterpillar D6H se head
boude is soveel Newtoh meter....... Sien,
dit werk nie. Track adjustment werk so en
so, maak daar vas, draai hier los, nee my
brein brand al klaar. Meskien net ‘n storie
omdat

‘n storie ‘n
storie is. Ons
afrikaanse
onderwyser
SOU nou gese
het daar is
fout met die
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