A lost and found for the actual mind 

I

Sitting, thinking, wait

Life of nothing found too kind

Desperation found

II

Lost in the mindset

Life of something missing time

Not the physical

III

Time of the mind lost

Syllabus without purpose

How about … “I am” 

IV

What happens to the soul that never finds what happened to it? 

Or what it was?

Once it is lost and never found again and all of a sudden….!  

It thinks it is gone and now it wonders where it will go but…

It can’t find out where it was so it can’t find itself and all that remains of the person is… An “It” that should not even be considered a thing because nobody even thinks

Or wants to know or wants to think what happened to “It” 

Their souls, too, have been confiscated after the River Styx 

Maybe before

And no one even knows or cares or wants to know or wants to care… 

Just as well, first thing is first – 

“Always look out for Number One”

I have heard this before 

V

A tiny respite

As though timing was perfect

Nice to forget time

VI

Dark nights with chatter

Something is filling my head

I can forget it

VII

Sanity caved in

Sane syllabus is the void

Then must I give in?

VII

Find a way out, then

They are right and I am wrong

My soul is still gone

VIII

Progress from before

I might have wrote something else

Remembering time

IX

Two observations

One- I have used the word “my”

Two- I know of time

X

I am still behind

At one time I was ahead

Now I can give in

XI

Maybe I am troubled more

Note- “It” is still gone for most 

The best of this world

XII

They have their souls and I now know that mine is “It”

I am confident that it exists somewhere in the void of time and space 

And the syllabus with which I live even though I lack the “It” that I had before 

I know it still exists and so I am angered that some people found “It” 

Maybe they never even lost it… 

So I am just a lone individual in the void 

I am the one responsible for losing “It”

I was too careless to ever hold on to “It” 

Hold on to it with dear life

I should have been smarter when it began and 

I should have been smarter before it began and 

I should not have let myself get raped by time 

And let them rape me of my time 

They who had their souls and never lost “It” 

Now they are stronger than I will ever be 

They were stronger all along because they held on to “It” 

I should just leave and forget that it happened because now it is gone and I am isolated 

I am in the voided syllabus that lacks time and a place for my soul

III


Right beside me

“It” should stay attached to me

I could still have it

XIV

As per syllabus

“Get yo’ head out yo’ ass, boy!”

I guess that is fine 

XV

Justification

The one that craves my own soul

A face in the crowd

