
FREEDOM IS FREE 
 
In cages we dwell 
Pretending 
Yet hell ..... 
  
In cages we be ... 
As if that's being free 
  
If the door is open 
How can we 
Wonder at freedom 
Fear being free 
  
To be trapped is safer 
Familiar and known 
What's unreal 
Is a stranger 
Whose colours don't show 
  
So we dwell in the recesses 
Of our mind 
Wanting to fly 
Yet being unkind 
  
Though the door is open 
And our wings are strong 
We trill oh so gently 
Our simple bird song 
  
And stay in a place 
That chains our soul 
Not reaching for all 
That would make us whole 
  
Freedom is love 
And love is free 
Freedom is cheap 
And freedom is me 
Freedom soars 
And lifts you high 
If you have the courage 
The courage to fly 
 
 
Health, Wealth and Freedom 
 
I've lived a million lifetimes 
I'm hurt a thousand times 
Life often pains us 



Yet we always rise 
  
Breathe the air in slowly 
Exhale and be free 
  
Don't let pitfalls take u 
To places u can't be 
  
Pleasure is the small things 
  
Peace and light and love 
  
Everywhere around us 
  
No other Human should 
  
Define our state of being 
  
Nor our state of health 
  
Peace is the answer 
  
Not gold nor jewels nor wealth  
 
 
 
Revenge Of The Storm* 
 
Pitch black skies, 
the theatrical curtain behind 
darkening, grey clouds. 
 
Untamed whistling winds 
roaring like a raging lion. 
Thunder, lightening striking down as rage is unleashed.  
 
A vendetta against the world, 
uncontrollably hammering the  ground in fury.  
 
Great calamities and inflictions.  
Sunken faces painted with disbelief.  
 
Is this the end? 
Or a new beginning ... 
 
Pitch black skies, 
the theatrical curtain behind 
darkening, grey clouds. 
 
Untamed whistling winds 



roaring like a raging lion. 
Thunder, lightening striking down as rage is unleashed.  
 
A vendetta against the world, 
uncontrollably hammering the  ground in fury.  
 
Great calamities and inflictions.  
Sunken faces painted with disbelief.  
 
Is this the end? 
Or a new beginning ... 
 
Pitch black skies, 
the theatrical curtain behind 
darkening, grey clouds. 
 
Untamed whistling winds 
roaring like a raging lion. 
Thunder, lightening striking down as rage is unleashed.  
 
A vendetta against the world, 
uncontrollably hammering the  ground in fury.  
 
Great calamities and inflictions.  
Sunken faces painted with disbelief.  
 
Is this the end? 
Or a new beginning ... 
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