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The kockhsmith of koove E

Ac Knew 4his 'Fcz.l'unﬂ LwI0OS Fiah+ ""i"t.iiinﬁ deS&I'P thot A1l die for 1. _
1 respect 14, hotd v+ true 4o el heort, ﬂl"‘OL.L) wWith it o~ e__ndw:nﬂ +he

r'ouﬂh times that occur. Keep 1 in mc.d soul for ﬂrzml-zr +imes 4o come.

lru'l'ﬂ believe in what it can be. dnderstond +he ideo of its existence, bcﬁond time
Push:nﬂ i+ 4oward ﬂrw:!'wl", onlv 4o howe i+ reoch becK ond putl :nou up as woell

Lx)o..IKmﬁ with -, "rulKima wWith i+, and .shm-inﬂ same,‘l-h‘ana with it so precious thodt
onh.d 4rue emotions con relode ta 4.

I’mo....)inﬂ thot +he future holds moments, experiences, ond memoeories alive 1n +he
heort , Forever, 1T bz.ﬁin +o0 See Yy reflection.

This s oo uision - o. uvoice - o Sense of silence within,

We are oli lost sheep bcaﬂincd 4o be heosrd b'ﬂ +he sShepherd of words.

Quenchoble collections of ‘H-\ouﬂhﬂl“.':» , 1deos ,‘Fe&linﬁs,and events +rmspirin0 .over

+ime.

Bl

A_ storted u_)r*'u'l'inﬂ 65 o wauy 4o csan.pz.(m-.dsc.l‘P) ond Found mv.dse.lF.
For o luna +ime I didaot feel ancd'i-hina when 1+ come 4o love.

E}no-i—iona.ll'd nunb would be 4he best u_JCud +o0 deseribe how I o.ppr‘oo«:hcd life
ond lave.

Beforee I Knew 1+ T wlos oo 3 Year old man with no direction 1n my |ife -
5+o.r.ma out +the pale wiindows of o stode Pm.'{-e_n‘l-'. oy -

e be.am e.x.plormﬂ fife —H\rouah inkKk, eoch duar-ee. |mpou_)ertd mcd mind ,ond let

me. Knows mere obout mudse.l'P

&d lc.H-inﬁ these words be ‘dou_r' ﬂu'-da 1D osK xdou 4o question xdour heo+.

E.xPInr-z. +he core of xdcu.r saul ~ eoch pact Wil ai\/c vdou the combination
ﬁou need 4o SeeK hoppiness.

7 han yoc,c ,
Citiam S. Groham
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~ C,c/")nou)/e,dﬁe, ments =~

my heart is warm ond Frue M:‘n/’ﬁ;’n‘? YA sou.

Special thanKs o /'iimber/ﬁ Grohfam. #he //Z/)?" or e Dors  SiFtwodron .
When #ime 75 guiet and short oF words

Just Aeeo gour hwd up and remember wiho gou deserve

Lihen gour heart breaXs oand atl *he bear? aches Seern Ho ﬁZﬂL you Hown

tfust remember thod nNo one can FoKe yow Cr oI

Soeciol *hanfs to  Ronald /"—‘}yc. ond /Mirs. /7’)a.r;'/yn Boyﬁ/b, Fhe e_aj/e, and Ao
of my heart-. T 7C/y o Yo ond owur ﬂmﬁ/y Crest.

7o o my brothas Frogped in the struggle s usrt remember  we art odefined

bﬁ owr  Condifrons and miSwunderstood éy owr actiens ~ uinc/fomnio. weri7oS

Speciod thanfs Ho  Lrisons Foundo tion and LDennis Sobin (director and Publisher)
‘T understond whot we hove Ho do now ”

Deds cated 7o my betoved children L/a/:’yo_/) ”Jama/c.a” Groborn Cyprw& Lee
Grobom ~ T love ya//

7o Sean J. Marshot! (Dovincs ) Lom yauf‘ Avend and brother B L.

gaﬁﬁ/b gou.ny Godz. xSﬁuaO(, ond witness Fruth. PAowo.S C/:"c,/i Y piier.
Chartes P Pelzer

/T?ﬁ Brother s

/s henKH yau/ Kecper

Salute



A Score of Zero

Youaremyéoulmabe

My opponent as well

My quiet purpose to never talk

My reason to yell

My divine colors within

My white canvas unpainted

My stranger in the mist

My naturally acquainted

My time to say no

My need to say yes

My subject unknown

My intelligent guess

My busy highway after work

My lonely back dirt road

My warm embrace in the winter time

My unforgettable cold

My jealous means deep down inside

My idea of never knowing the boarders wide
My score of zero from zero, added to nothing, no divide~

Witliem O. Groham
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Love v.s /ain

Heas 2y Ereed’sng SeorX O Lord

S e o 2% éﬁ Ko marsss oX /.Dau'/)

Ju/;ré,'ni pran ffy seSe  Khe Lrro s Kbe @/f/

bk sHw £ remarsn
9/\0@90’{0/ Ko Khe g/‘ocxf?O/ Jy ﬁ""“”’% ez’ 2 7%6(6‘&—’13’/000#2:@

Mﬁ’"’j o Je/'/ﬁ aue/iéao’ Kocur?
/’79 Aear’ mares o Olues Sownr

Onrven arcoss Xhe ocCearr as/i'/e “ CrWHA S Horoe’?

s a  ferxse oX  Jégpusla

Kb Rhe Kace o0X a @ Clowrr?

/’7? K noguns are Alotkrn beliad ambitrons Fo  Smire

A /n/‘ﬁAIC / Cowe Pl oo x  ass
RSN IS beer' X o oo sroe
7y a0 Jz,f X éfza/\f‘ XfaKX cpen’ & 7

< Frg X e Farn
beel i Seark 1S sn a  Kbowsad preces

cramble o lrl an FHaXe s neX  a rreasoer?

XKoo asst a./ffﬂ /’?y fear’ gy sHKYS 5/660//'/?

ZCKer asr Kfese yea/xs‘ an Xeans
LS nesmrarr?  sn Kear . .

o’ Sovt verses /oa/'/?

@w/'///'a/n S, GCraamr
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The Return

If home was in the heart,I would be lost in the dark,

left behind by the person I love so much,

trapped in an image of you and his 1us£,

saying to myself how could there ever be a us,

thank you for showing me,showing me the way of trust,

destroy perfection with one touch,I guess heat of passion beat
you to the punch,

only to take away from the special love we shared,

I've been haunted by the one thing I've always feared,

but I must thank you,because you did what no other person could
do, _

brought back a player and buried a love that was true.

KINU KITSUNE

AkA Wiliam S. Graham

THE CHRONICLES OF A BROKEN HEART

— T - L -



F’allima ‘/\'par‘f“

Here L om

ot Poin Avenue

T +ind mcﬂse,l'f"

de.s-i-'r-oa.de.d ond moad at qfor

About something  gow didnt+ even consider
My 'Pach'nﬂs

Sour ond biter

Ev&n.d +ime yorr titter

on My pubtlic carou.nds

T wither e T ond Fall dewn
The circus gor bui 1+ by hond

maode me 4he clowin

Jou dort ownder stond nowd

How poin  con breots o lo(_do.l heort
Ldou.r woerds winder coid

Tn +he dorHk

I sot beside rh(.d dtdina Sowd
'i"r-.dima +0 consoie

+He picces ot hwin% o ploce o g0

T e apart avend*t-imc

but +his o a.lrmd% Krow .

huh'! Sorrow .

5;3 Wiltiom S. Grohom
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/~or ever %ours

/’77 heor? jspt mine

@u&/‘y Sr'nﬁ/c. beot 70:4!“6 7o enrplore

Yo howk, Fold, and oobre

Forever rmort.

Fhe Hammes o Fomrorrow Foole o.«}o.?;
w7t oo Sloww Fouck o Sovn/

Erm oroc Ibf Fhe bocks of Ho Yoo/
Undler Fre é/a"z/hﬁ Seas?

L SHtend

Sorsm er

Frrred wir? Cormryoasssorn

Leep 7 love

ﬂ/waﬁs e,uu/m%/nﬁ
/7ot Wz'/? pbout #oo rmuch

e I’ sponr love in Yy heoar?s cort
2 aay L Jove 2/0:.1.,/7727 Love,
?Coo’ay, Fomorrow, and /Foreve, you.l‘a,

57 Willram 8. Gro o



Pc.rmcman'l'lcd HNere
L am o Aotteo wpon e heort
Never removed
,but  meoved by gour essence of  love
Fle_modnlfnﬁ in Ahe l:‘ﬁhf of e.lctao_nr_e_

LLike Hhe o..ncbe,ls above

wiho leoK dowdn on s and dus‘l' smile -

5£++-inﬂ on o cloud

is where our noames ore written
Never &raaﬂinﬂ

+hot even owohen i+ rodns

we moust maointain a  level plain
Becowase  pain

hos o certain ploce

Lie embroce. Hot os one
Promisima +omorrous  woill be  better
Once.  we See the mornina Sun
And  F its  not

well  ottleost we con §Oug

God  hos aiven ws onother do..nd

Te Hir\d'ld So.l.d

A Love ldou Bobe

Ldoc_x'll forever S+Oud.

by

Wiltiem 8. Girahoem



DRUG LOVE : PART TWO:

My body aches for you in twisted ways you can only imagine,

as I fiend for you beyond any orderly fashion,

so it's pretty safe to say that you- have become my only passion,
My meals get shorter as feelings for you grow incredible,

Like I'm willing to bet if I put cherries on skin that will

make you even more edible, And please allow me to elaborate

on the slﬁw ecstasy that I can bring, Because as my drug gqueen
I'm planning to forever be your drug king, And with all the
powers of god from the heavens above, Just know I cherish you

with all my heart and I'm addicted to your DRUG LOVE.

BY: WilliamvShatié:Grah&m- -
AKA

KINU KITSUNE !
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A Toble For Two

T ordered +he well done crow
Morinated in lemon joice ond o dozen spices
My nophin as white as o Jomacian Sandy beoch
A reflection in my forth os T begin to eod
I+ +oste odm':ah’l" a S04y !
well thods whot T Aell m%se.l‘P in +he middie of discermfort
Eo:ana with o +wisted Face of ignorance
A  bosKet of dinner rolls on ewery toble but mine
Lsit +his o perfect wasgy +o dine !
Time ha.uin@ no proper end 4o it
L,one_lin?;ss hauin:a no common Friznd 4o
but me <
As I +r-u_|¢d begin 4o see
Thot o +Hobte Ffor +wo
is ac+¢_wa¢.d no'H—\irua without ot

MNowy let ws eod!

Euzj Wiltiom S. Grechoum



de ) ] . One True leove

Hove Yo ever wanted soemeone Se boad
#hod i+ harts deep down inside -

Like o +ide

ot emotions

su_te.e,pl'nﬂ Yo over ond owver azbain

As you grin

and begin - . 4o dreom of 4hodt Pcre;on's glow
becouse deep down Inside . . e (lﬂour heor+)
Ldou d‘us'i" simply  Knows

This con grow. ond +r-u.ILJ 9o - . . os For as +the stosrs

This ones all mine “

and I biind

i the My love

’rru,s+|'n¢a the power of Siah"‘
Withowt oo Sfmalc toach

I'n c.on’i'ir.tu.e 4e  Fight

Fer Yyou . . For ws . .

ond for whot I believe in (C.!c,o,.—ud )
Laith ol nm.ﬂ micah'P
I'u held +his bond and fove wp ricah‘l'

For Yoy, For Me, and For Us

m:ﬂ - . . One True Love .

E)a.d Wiltiam 5. Groahom

ore

hicah




Abandonment
I left my heart somewhere
...a place I can’t remember at this time
I use to worry about it
, constantly it stayed on my mind
Behind
Forgot ton
Lost
From a place I can’t remember at this time
Maybe somewhere on a mountain top
I didn’t bother to climb
At the bottom of the ocean perhaps
In a place...far from here
I left my heart somewhere
Walked away... without shedding one tear
Life went on
I didn’t say I wonder what my heart is up to now
I didn’t miss it
I didn’t walk around with a frown
My soul screamed... how you could forget your heart somewhere,
You act as if you don’t feel any resent
I just laugh at my little comments
, and walk away ...abandonment

William Shane Graham

.
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| heres No Comparison

To +he heort beost +hoﬁ+lcOns+mHgd beods For o

T meon whod is bove 4o de

LIdhen 4he oceons blue

couldnt+ be os deep os me ound LvO\J«

f:indinﬂ o~ purpose in tomorrouw

Our honds welded +n<a¢,+he_r ‘H‘\rou%h d'okﬁ ornd +imes of Sorrow
Becouuse wie  borrouy such oo love

Aok wies moede for he o.nﬂe_ls wp obove

T‘hug weould be impressed . N L eniy ‘kud could See
The depths of deep weoders oo Suaim *H—\r-uu%h

éuS‘f‘ +o :ar_.'i- o me

Becouse L& isnt Fremch

THs o wvoord we put  up o~tao.ins’i'
mnud%inca ol mn%bodcd who wooculd dore “l"mv te stop this C'-Od"‘l'ﬂa
ond Sha..r-inﬂ

Becouse wihen i+ comes o Py ‘Pez_linas for Fo in dep+h

Trast+ me . . - Theres No Comporison .

E)Ld wWilliam 3. Grehom

iz,



) Do L_dout Mind . . . £ L and?

ule. creoded Ahis Ffoundodion of love with ocur own hoannds

No"Fo.r‘-c‘é mogchines or controct buwilders
Just o beautiful womoan ond o siﬂni—Fic_o.n-f' mon

L ash gou whot could be more realer ?
Than u.aorl"u‘nﬁ +ocac+he.r os one , . Hor one common @aod
o guess +he. heort dees HKnow +he emotions of +he Sowd

'I\'od/\ima oo Aol on  Hife
and pouying 1+ bock with sweetr memaries of lautﬁh*'er, d‘o%,

and mo.;.dbe Some  Sorvow

Pl?.‘PuSinﬂ +o (at‘ue. in 4o the r‘ouﬂh winds

ond pu:H-ina our heods wp Hfor Homorrow
s‘l‘di”ﬂ " pleose dent udorry too  much ITPLd love
T Hnow well] @c:}/ t+here Soon
A true d’au.rnod to alwaéys remember

Lihe o distonrt +rip 1+ +the moon
we saw beoutiful stors Athere

neither one shininﬁ lihe whot we fhove
Cotculoted +o +he equotian of love

ond whe Soid we were bed ot Modh
C,lco-.rhzj', odhoever said “+hot

didnt even ponder +he beoutiful wiords of 4ime
»Auou:inca as 4o build o bond badond specio-l

ond fecwma room 4o st reod eoch o+he,r5" i

——r

Do Gou mind . . . AP T mind 7

Bgd LI oo 5. C_-Iro.ho.m
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/052706/‘ , Orfass, ano SKeel/

loso am

7* /49960’ roCh  Kbrowrr agasns7- *he et/
5/‘5,0_/5/‘/;3 every®bing s S/ghT
L e in yowr arms 72y Koue

ond FKooteo 2evae, inFo Fe  /i9lrE .
Gocr  frearF shoFFtered /e 9/ass

now o mMren  oreces /FE Khe  KSloor
Fnocking wrrf bloody broHen Finwcfiles
Hoping  gow  would open The oor.

7 Koloed roXe i my  pocke

EXores8ing  words o Jove and core

4
N

~ ended X égj 6‘&9/‘09 K Aove é/oa

o

e/ ”?%M L asways be  Kfere.
Do air  io ¢ CcashHe7H
LIt o FKSeaskt K5 SeRA o oecenFt  wi /s
——t o box maoe oK purt Solid go/o
amw osiok Fhe  Oox

o SearFt rmace o sHee/ .

'57 rttvam 8. Grotor



Ta The Mist OFf Pain

L remoin the shoulder thod holds gou up 'H—troutah diversity

Embrac,ina our bond os o notion +*o remember

Lohot we howe 08 SPer.io_l +o US

A visien of o pcrpe.c:f' fove

We F€it +he mode as £ we were mode For it

ond uwohose A4g So"’d e wasnt
mo.in+odm'nca in +Hie mist+ of pou'n

LWe held on when we hod no’Hﬁinﬁ ; 3 but o Hrue promise

The nr'cah’f’ howfr'lta o. different A4pste 4o i+

A blonket of comfort eeping Us both worm

Outside +Hhe Storm wos be%innin? 4o form

A light redn drizzled on owr reflections
] “p

Goor hoir  honging perpe,cﬂcd arcoss  qour fLoce

The Ffote of Aomorrows pein and skroin Socon +o Come

But- gour Wnow wahod !

As LT si+ dewn and +Hhinh  oboud 14+
Fven +hen we'll s¥+ill be os one

Tn +he mist of poin

Bx.d Wilttiam 5. G:r-ogho,m.
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STARS

Ilook up
Afraid to blink
Or fade away
Thinking about you
All day
Promises fell on deaf ears
Inside I was one
Just me and my heart
Beating strong
Can’t you see this sight?
I hate the stars
Wet paper to the soul
They tear me apart
Every time I see them
I hate the reflection of me
They tell me where I really should be
Beside you... looking up
Each one unique, but only one called ours
Only one this deep
Saying sleep well my love as angels always does
You’re never alone when looking at those stars
Trust me I hate them to
Without you

By William S. Graham

I find it truly amazing how looking up at the stars can provoke such
feelings. For me it happens to be a sense of missing love. It seems like
only a couple of years ago we were staring at the stars together,
caught up in the daze of atonement. We didn’t ask for nothing but o.
clear view beyond the fractions of love. It was like a mural that God
painted especially for us. Now when I look at those same stars without
her I feel alone and not a amazed at all.” Cherish the days of joy and
chase the elements of truth”



kLooKk Ot Me

T he ﬂlass cuts de.e.p

A7 hode +hese cﬂzs
A, cont Sleep
L hode g who breoK hearts

TokKe hearts Ffor fun

Tell me Am  beoutiful
Then -*Hwad run

of 4hem understand -

None

how 1. planned on K:u:ma ma.dse.l'P
o band fuil of pills
A willing mysetf o deadth

Oil and blood +thicK
L hate +hese C!.dc..s

He died quick

mt.d heart dus+ lies there.,

os if he weould care once he tao"l-' ap
Z Sauy L love o

noH\in% bocK

His foce Knots op

L.c.cuifr\td o;cﬂa.inf silent cries

The gloss cats deep

. hote +hese eyes

looK od me!

*4

L broke her heart with ncﬂle.c'i- and disrespect, Sornd

LIVl am 3. Grothom

7.
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Lrcuse mMe Tx T Ger 2 ep

2 coaX of your Xender ness ewragptd arownd my reor7

gou cover ewvery prece o me,

Swehr o  mornsoor
S/igh7 So ﬁ/'gf?, suddentsy,

Soare /- xe Arshes nevtr Seun
/775 7‘/)1‘9/7 your Fnee Fo sme

Yo ash  Fhe ;rou_s?'-/‘an
7

el s Foed Ko e

/S KAhe LguaFe voluwe oF peace ono Sove

Frer
‘ﬁwf's?@'ng gowr Fongue /o *he Oryer Kos 7
Yo coan only Speots oK’

Some Fhing  So Sewel R fronety wouwld be g easous Fo  finow

Ko SOmL?C/f/‘ng AArs  Swetl K  cons a’ew'gnw Ko grow .

How  Sow you *o ot/
C opever JeF oL KowesrHr FHe 9/*0(4/?0/

~L
aF asls
ST cadl . my name 0 bthween o peoce K
st , and Ty be Fhere Ko bow and Simply Sosy
Lncuse me i€ T ger R deep.

/35 Lo 5. GCra arn



For Ldou.

m% heart s o deer ( Scu.dn'na)
Pleose dort  Knochk
Just fwist the (Bal‘d Krob
THs never locked For Yoo
mld soul s  the oceons blue

Same.‘i“hinﬂ gour  con Close gour eyes +vo
, ond 4-.-;-.171 Swaim ‘f‘hr‘outah
Onh.d

For Qov - . .
Do T Feel -+his depth of pmc?
C;mplzh
For Gou
Perfect I Moy Never be

but os Iona oS o ton o_lu.w.nﬂs See

My heort is loyol , +rue, ond AHorever new

For L.dou, oand Onla.d Ldou.

End LI am

ornd bedteries soid sgpo.ro;f-algd

S. Grohom
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Love 7%&/79 over  pork /@

L hen L can? have yoct
& seem Ko sFcSH o «~ Q’a/'/y HosrS
(’,/as/'ng MGy Exyes .S/ocu/y
Trs  amazing fow L Con See gyou 1N

o eren X ploces .

/)e_e,a/z'ng ¢p0 So éaa//y
/?’?g vesns sewm Ko  ache Lrom  pasn
7\7‘9/'/79 %0 Xocews on Sam&?%/ng besraes

2/00(
£ SsAS w/)z's/o&/‘ gfous” noum e,

T went Fo ot/ rAe C/oSSeS

2 denFt Fhink FhHey con Helo me anymore

Becoes e wu%,%f‘me, ot coSS For rme

< oSS 1 rz’9/?7" owF KAHe oooor.

Searc /)/'/;9 Kor whaX T /08S HAhern
Corurn 9 ot/ o 9 eHX I baclks row
Heod Loocndin g AL Kormorrows foosr

/‘3&70545‘/‘/73 o Soar 7 Howr?.

By &r'/lsam S. Grobamn
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Cap?caf‘é %6 /7)o err 7

/7734 words oare o Slrp

Able Fo sass gyow aevasy FTrom FTHIS  posr? ond SKrassn
AeHXling yo remos/n
L magnifsc en’  glory e gow came -
25/ &

L Forever SFand . . . as  gewur man

fo0Fiing  TKO  poes €y

ISl SO e AHe ma/w/'ng Ses?

J‘g Gowr Ssr e
200 you Cos?

over  AHe m/o’xp/gﬁ?f- Kroe .
]

Aow beaceHKee/ Yo are KXo rme
L sl Kor o reosor  ad o/,
% permasnenx \37(/\/,'«79 connecrKed Ko gpous e oA

S reluse HKe re A G Xa s/ .

7R Sirss Ko eact; secornd goe

Deer d...C?/U{//‘é‘a./‘y corr KAl S SKorne,
asfong cor®h  anorfier Arss  and ﬁag
Saiying Zbor" we con fold er .

Becawse. gpour Jove s reosS and a/wa.«yé‘ Kol

S0  whar con & Sosy or oo,

SbuFA capKunrt KAHE  rrr0men .
beleweerr 1€  ond g o Aorever .

By il am S. Cratom



A Beod ’A‘L.d&.ld From lLove

TF L could give you one thing in this werld
it would be my beoting heos+
hiterally my beod-ing heort
Euend single port . . youss 4o explore
When I hove nothing else 4o give oou
Some wouy LN Find o wosy “+o give ou more
The door wouldat need o lochk
Open o Qo o odl +imes
Tohe Jour  coot off and Hich our feet up
T Pmmisé, T domt mind
For this is yours o oadore
The core of mg soul compietely ond whole
L hrow gou can anderstond  when iy soy
L howe a heart of gold
Especially Hnowing love is on e lemesrt +had grows
in  your bock LdOJd
Dccorod‘ina the distont  poin  with forgotion bcawhd
Mossaging +he scors with  every Finger L howe
and becacaa’ma o to Fodh 4o me
Bud ot 'd'usvlv ony Pl
more lithe o conversodion between uwo heorts
Whodt woould be said ?

i +he,¢d could Spe.od‘l out lowd

——r

A dont  HAnow . . . ShoJl we listen 4o +he heorts

40 Find out.
By wWittiam S . Grohom
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ﬁu/y, A

Sttt wwoben you S le
7')‘0/04'/?; my /‘uﬁ/? o7 éaﬁ
ﬁuf/zﬁ rhe  words you &aﬁ

wunder oo dr‘oﬁonfs ang

rHhe Kre never yam au./ay

7ocky
-
/ orriorrow)

ond
Forever
ﬂoa mofse me  beSrer
7“0;&7‘/}&/‘
e are sz‘ranﬁ
?ﬁf‘oui/) o.ry weoFher
Lt hold on
s/ Phe torth  rs gonb
W Frow Mis o bL Frul
but moc:?‘/y
Wb, ACEIni f‘L/Z/ Anow

7\?04,/7, L Love 7014&
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“Window Soul”

[ wrote this poem while looking out the window,

you ask me What did I see?

A world where I didn't exist called free,

The wind danced sand storms across the plain,

The mountains stood militant soldiers on a rough terrain,
I watched the blazing sun make an enemy if the rain,
Developing a hate pattern over years of weather change,
The trees had fun as they slow dragged to their own beat,
Amused by watching the snow flakes dodge the scorching heat,
Wrote this poem while looking out the window

You ask me What did I see? A world where I didn'’t exist,

But my soul desires to be... called free



1 Don’t Know My Mom

Do you know mom?

Idon't

I wish 1did

But as a kid- she was gone
Not gone as invisible

More like fading to show up
Especially when I needed her
Afraid of the dark

I'm hungry

Take me to the park
Church on Sunday

Tell me to be strong

Nope, she wasn’t there
Sharing no memories

No local fairs

Just stares

From the adoption agency of course
I put my hand on my face
Sitting there- on the porch
Wading

To know my mom

“The greatest of faults is to be conscious of none”-Thomas
Carlye



Y HARMONY

As the sun comes up

I guarantee you my hand

Iin a condition called beauty

The birds sing to you
Simultaneously we smile

Laying in a cloud

Time ...a pin needle to sound

We dance in thought

Consider the puddies they say
Parallel to rain drops

Looking for brighter days

I can’t stop- looking at you
Fundamental tones

Overlapping consecutive motions
We stand still alone

As keys on boards

In perfect harmony

| hear you loud

Telling me to play your favorite tune
I look at you and smile¥

William S. Graham
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Beautiful Strange

Like a river to a water fall
I call you giantess
Not because you’re tall
(All that is love is in you)
Purple and blue
The hue of true
Soaked in a bucket and drained for two
Yours and mine alike
Waiting
To shine bright
Needing to be honest and true
I don’t put my faith in people
I put my faith in you~
You see light from eyes that have embrace the dark
You understand the elements of being broken by mended hearts®
You separate reality from illusion in a cruel cold world
You cherish the stone of will power as most people would cherish a pearl
You believe in fate, but allow destiny to run its proper course
You let love flow through your heart
With your soul being it’s feeding source
You fight for truth when all the chips are down
You refuse to quit on love and keep fighting each and every round
You show the world what madness truly should be
You sacrifice your inner-self so that your love ones can always see
You hold time in one hand and pain the other
You show the world what it means to be a @ from the gutter
You are divine
And that’s something even you can’t change
Your possibilities of love are limitless
Forever

You will remain
Beautiful Strange ¢'

By William S. Graham
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Butterflies Pon’t FlyeRe

Consider me blgssed

I know a butterfly that dogsn’t fly- she glides
dimost likg the midnight tides

Watching over me at all times

[ respect her gssence

| honor her praise

| sit back and watech her strength
ddopting her ways

lsightning in a bottlg

Seging her is a beautiful sight

Holding her in my hands

Wings so litg

Colorful and always bright

Beyond her struggles degp down inside
Consider mg lucky, My Frignd,

I know a butterfly that dogsn’t fly..she glidzs‘fkf

By William &. Graham

Thank gou for bging something you could negver help
being...beautiful
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THE SHOVEL

We are born naked- confused

From dirt our emotions exposed
Abused

The fase of our hearts

Beating strongly so

We dig and we dig

Afraid to let anyone know

We are scared at times

'The world tells as “you must be brave”

Telling us how to think

Showing us how to behave

Trapped ina paradox - with our own thoughts
making us slaves

Tainted souls beyond divided notions
Silently we crave
Love...truth...time...trust...honor...compassion
...mmoney...last...the grave

Defined by the dirt we come from
Each layer in life is just another level

- Digging ap our bones with a pot of gold
I hand you ....the shovel - dig

ST T s £ -

=

R e e

|§ R - -

T T T

3



”

Morcus ’/‘\’u.rc.l 1US Time fit4s our nature , not onltd

because i+ heals ﬂm’e‘f:s and Quorels, but becouse +ime s per pa+ua-|
Fflows wiashes c.u_:.)cud the desperade ennai men Suffer when ’H-\e_nd feel

4themselves }mPrISOnad in e Pre.sa.n’l".”

08 the world SiDt.l..)l‘.d turns I believe we’ve ﬁr‘ou_)r'\ “+u 'Foraed" “the 4rae
elements of love al+oﬂzkher. lkove hos oo very s'l-ronﬂ bhand 1a “4he balance
of hope. . but that hand must be s'i—re_nﬂ'i-hen in order +4a “FLL“ﬂ ﬂ_ro.,sp +he

essence of +ime.

L 4ook o Fews ‘dea.rs 40 5+udud love ond hote - rmdina booKs, undef‘s”randina
people . and arou.)'mca (whot LT Ffound wos shoaKinﬁ in foot)
We. dedAest what woe dont HKrow because its in our best interest

4o 4rust, believe, ond love +the +hinas we do Know.

r—~—

. dont howve all +he onswers when i+ comes 4o love , but I do

Koow we hope for all 4he onswers we dont want.

love = Co. vo Sans dire

"
o~

- /.- We cont let 4rue love die
®, _
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