Double Agent

I lead a double life, I am an agent in disguise, I have the perfect poker face a mask behind which I hide. It's an immaculate image that I have forged, a two faced effigy I know which side is best to show when each person looks at me.

On Sunday I lift my hands up high and pray aloud for all to hear. But by Monday thats all dead and gone as I let my base and carnal side appear. I curse, I tell the most regretful jokes and turn on those in need. I climb the ladder to reach the top not caring on whom I feed.

I can flick the spiritual switch like channels on TV, I've got all the bible answers and all the christian lingo that I need. I have a heart it beats inside with compassion for the lost, but if its beat falls not on Sunday really am I fussed?

Wearily I keep my guard up, weighed down by the armour I have made, careful not to let the image slip or my perfect lacquer fade. Fearful of the moment I am found out I practice my alibi, chameleon like I shift and switch and change my shape to fit the crowd.

I set upon this journey with such purpose and great plans. But now I fail and falter and look into weary hands. Why can't I do the things I should do, why do I do the things I hate. I know I talk the talk but can't walk the walk I have a weakened gait.

Please take this double life my God and make it one in you. Smelt this grim, macabre two faced mask and help me forge one, true. With you inside reflecting out and shining radiantly I'll know which side is best to show when each person looks at me.
