During the years of a pure non-imagingable life of a cue. Life after happiness what could the best different possible way to describe to say that this is a common way to say that I’m like a dream through past years. Let me say that in a past and a futuristic dream is mostly like a poem. During young days this conclusion is certainly like a very good sense of humor although every step of the way is something out of a led zepplin song. A whole lotta love. But I’m curious about this dream what could this be? A truth about wanting! Or the only thing that would scare the human soul the most[is being forgotten.] 

    Listing to the distant roar of the laughter of the creation of life is so approving of our hidden light to our solution. Becoming the solution to our meaning is the most welcome to our mind. With out our hummourous laugh what could we be?.okay let me say that this my only way to tell you that I’m happy to tell you that I adoure this treat to tell you that I want to become apart of this story of creation.

   My name is sorrow why? Is because I do not agree with the simualation with perception. Holding on to with disagreement. The only fact based upon our selves is that very few of the unexplain truth between us and expression.  The far reality of one’s ture acceptance. Becoming apart is laughter and so the dignity of the cause are our own both dream and living. Earth is like a frosted treat to taste the clouds of the spirited monuments. Laughing,crying enjoying hating depth reality, a true personality based upon the words of keep. 

          Okay what about liking one another? well lets see. I for one thing enjoy the company any femmene beauty. Its like being a kid in a candy store. If all were lost and the truth soon long disliked then a truth would never be the same life. I to believe love at first sight but in a long generation it would be quite a dream something out of a novel based upon joy. 

