My  unedited Voice from 1981
After the death of my father in August of 1980, I went away to college and was lucky enough to be part of the campus literary magazine.  Some of my stuff was published.  This is one of my poems. 
Feelings

Feeling second hand

Pumping words to this paper, I find myself lost, 

Not finding myself at all.

Tired of searching, 

I watch these blue

(True blue)

Inked words

Trickle through this pen

(Manufactured a billion at a time)

Unbelievable!

Touch these words for they have feelings
Soft, but oh so confused.

Of life, of happiness, of death.

Not to worry
Because I keep them in only two places,

A slow process, surely,

Heart pushing them to mind

Pen (pumping) them to paper.

Is that four?

But truly no worry of yours (world)

For I will not burden you with 

My feelings.

Only I deserve them

Can use them best.

No one truly knows or will ever know them,

These feelings second hand or not are my own.
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