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From The (aged Heart is the bzg{uuius book of A 4rovp of pocms that I have writden about

+h,‘u55j_hﬂi Are closeto py heart . Tlniwgs that 1 wanted to sAy ?ufﬁNj My heart wto it bot

Never had the opportunity. These poems talk about the loves and the love that I have exper-

ieNged ﬂud}fcnm fo experience AgAiN . 1t is a compiliation aflpoefry that expresses what

{5 inside of me brnu§hf Abovt by My mgﬁu:’iy, But what is Most iufgrfmf 15 this work

3£#es Me A Chance fo measure my self worth, credibility, and My depth by A method o-f:u!

DN choosing ot by whit others have chosen fo define me by . So in my coMing ovt [ dedi-

cate this book to me.

I can be reached at © P.0. Box 72405

Marion, NC 28752  or:

1503 Allenw St.

Chariotte, NC 25205
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Do not rack your brain we have never met Mx reAson for wr‘iﬁﬁg is siu_pie,, I have

had an epiphany aNd T would like you to be the recipient of its fruits. All that is re-

t{u:’m] is your rendership. The rewards are ywlimited And literally every Aspect of your

life will take ow A New dimension,
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FRom THE Caee0 HeakT

The constant beat of an Aching heart resteained with hatred and scory ;

Dispair andl anger , hope and celief, pll mixed together with suslight ;

Loakfug sceking, Never finding what I los4 so long i the past ,

Tvisible Are the bass that confine My fhough‘fs yet My ‘MiNd s ever -Fme';

Just beyond the horizen I knew A fime will core ;

When silence will g0 o A sabatical with joy in its fenvre .

Who cAN say when such A dime is borw outof PAIN 1oy paspaat .

So does the days o misernbly by oh how greatfol I ar i my cAged headt.
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