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Hece's a couple other poems of mine. Anyene ma vint
: Y o
0 ﬁoubl\ﬂr\ them | 20 long s they name me as +the wulhor ond
-’,e\r\A me ¢ cofﬂ oTC anjf"nin_g Hﬂi’j app@ar in and ;‘niaorm me
of  where ﬂwj haxe been/ws!l be pawformeci.

It\ea ls
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Who ]C\‘T5+ 'H'\oug'njr you Wp,

T wonder”
Possibij Adam or Fue
Or o\noﬂ'\Er?

Wwell, you're heve,
T hats clear

Bj all the tears
We've shed
Blood wewe bled

Liveg You e ruined

Q,@; oY ces Bou\ue (onéuﬂned,

And whats been Proued?

O\f\, wewe been Fools
Fm- ﬁo“nwu‘nj Ejoul

This —»

{)Otm b & 4.4 1@( the 9rem‘
Lolles af:

W, Drfsonboukgroﬂram. )

i Ca:q ¢ Ao oscsuve Yoy,

Bt you Volunteer of or
Gupport such places ou are
Neving fe wocld, onp

convitt ot o timne,

Tﬁb poem T did
Aurmj o Par{rculdr(y
Msappo?nh‘nﬂ ‘Jem‘oo‘ m n'_1j ’i"ﬂe,
Jet again T had MJ l’)opm,
my rdeals, Adashed.

DOO‘FS \odLEA \3_3 F_tjﬂoro.n"' ba)‘rs
Weve PFdLEA' b_j PaPev ]Legs,

' Free?ng My soul

To bea‘H'lE', Ea‘]‘r and Brow
In Ways, which , without to mes,
'd never hove known

Were Poss;‘)nfif‘f‘ﬁz’ﬁ



