ILL-SUITED

By Richard Paul

From the first to the last there was nothing, With the years and the pain there come answers,
No chanc;f;‘ anythi_n;, too far her_l;e_,_ So much s_llf;e;ed and b;f_ (it_esign -
Sucil_Io_r;;_g;ng that should_r;l_ake n_c_)_S(;;se, ;]c_)njured_b; a broken _rn_ind_._ B

Frorn_t_h:a_worst in the pas_t_, ié;ding_;l(;;\;here, Yet I fear t_h;lt ;h_(; blarr_l; :a_n't be shifted,

No heart t_c;_d;l_r_e as it II_llls_t_, N How i'\_f; drifted, s;;l_bl_)_c;rn and st;;li:g_ht,
Nor_c_:a_r_e_ as i_t_v;_ithers _a_n::l_ rusts. Than sifte_(i l;;f my fat(;._ -
CHORUS (CHORUS)

Wounded weaving,

Beauty all unseen. It was formality to fall in love,
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Chances thieving, And done so naively, once or twice.

% % __*___ _*_ __*__ __*___
Bitter has it been From my slumber I'll not be shoved,
* * * *
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Wounded weaving, - -=*-- =t - e
Till the heart's a dram. (CHORUS)

Barely grieving,

. -*- = Suggested Stressed Syllables

This is who I am.
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