Kissing God's feet. 

You're learning new ways to talk to God, 
As the demon in your head splits your existence 
into two, 
Caress it with a brewing madness, 
Which drives you so desperately 
To want to shelter in the mortuary, 
But kilometres far away is your mother, 
Kissing God's feet, 
With your name coiled around her lips,
Sucking out all that has enchanted you. 
So each time she calls, 
To continually re-dip you in the blood of Jesus,
You do not know how you keep translating, 
But you do know about the calmness 
Of the raging madness in your head, 
And feel the blanket of life 
Wrapped around you again; 
Because you've mourned yourself 
Too repeatedly than a dying man would. 

