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Poppy Blossom.

I cheated, girl:

I didn't warn you;

The trip is only one way.

To the inexplicable,

to the impossible, 

to the unattainable; 

Unfathomable as the human soul.

State of perfect peace,

Not even my own death could disturb me, 

Since “it”, killed the fear.

I could never imagine such peace; 

The world, still, hushed,

All noise a murmur that only rocks.

I only see color, I only smell life.

I don't know if I'm asleep or awake

I can live without knowing, I want to live without knowing.

How do I know I'm alive? How do I know that I was born?
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How do I know what “Being”; is?

Now only peace matters, absolute peace.

I don't know how deep I've gone

But I removed that blackness.

So it doesn't even matter when it's over...

[War Council, Soldier!:

“If you can do it high, sober you can do it just as well or better”].
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