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FOR ALL THOSE STILL WANDERING


SOULS




POEMS AND BIRDSONGS


As I sit there in the grass


Reading word by word


Rows loaded with profoundness


And the lullaby of a bird


The verses touching deeply


The melodies strong and pure


Allowing my heart to feel freely


And to use poetry as a cure


As the blackbird shows his heartstrings


Formed as notes filled with hopefulness


Those poets sharing their reasonings


Love, trauma, tenderness


These poems written by myself


Are meant to be a gift


I hope they will touch all thyself


And help to make a shift




IF LOVE WAS UNCONDITIONAL


If love was unconditional


Who would I be?


Would I be a star on the night sky


A daunting mountain, inexorably high?


Would I be the bonfire at a river


Or a frost, or a shiver?


Would I be a fountain of wisdom


Or just another piece of the system?
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