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Eternal is the love, or there could be hell from above.
Across the universe itself, with limitless power in the soul of space within.
At the final hour, bleeding for every sin.
Choose his representations.
Reality in death grants exaltation.
To envision knowledge of the womb, knowing a God-tale.
Science digs for their ancestral tomb, and religion shall not fail.
What is conscious or are we a dream of something bigger?
Are the demi-gods the scheme of things?
Who will draw the nuclear trigger?
We’re created in the image of him.
He gave angels, and cherubs; wings.
Favoritism, and judgement at his whim
For he is all things to do anything.
While we puny mortals live in fleshly pain.
Life has wars, to even out the holy scores.
And so it is ordained, that good triumphs over evil; to forever reign.

