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			When I listen with my heart the words just come. They paint a picture as I wait for the final input. I don’t know what’s going to be drawn on the canvas until it’s all out. When the expression is complete then I can dig deeper. I must first put all the phrases together then seek understanding. It’s better for me this way. I see those amazing creative outlets of thought layout right before me. One creative thought alone is inspiring, but several combined together are outstanding. 

			On May 13, 1966, I was born the seventh child from the union of Estella McGee (Louisiana) and Hartrell Smith (Texas). Momma named me Eric, while my sister and brothers wanted me to be named Bruce. I ended up getting both names. I’m proud to be from Oakland, Ca. I was always a curious child asking so many questions. For example: Who made the sun? Who made God? Many shoes were thrown at me, but I always got one more question in before the last shoe hit. My mind was always everywhere. When I started writing poetry as a teenager it showed me a different world. It took me to another dimension of unlimited possibilities. Poetry is an important literary form, and I believe this book contributes to that. There’s a sense of peace when I’m writing poetry. My desire is that the reader can experience that peace as they turn each page. 

		


		
			INTRODUCTION POEM
BLACKBIRD IN A CEMENT JUNGLE
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			I’m high over the top of the hot wires as the rays burn through the leaves.

			Swing miss, miss again, and a swing.

			Lunge, lunge and pull back then scuffles.

			Silence!

			As the sun meets the earth again, I lift from the street liquor. 

			Blade cuts through the air, as the vitals are untouched.

			Great sounds of laughter vibrate my wings.

			Bare feet never touch the ground. Look at them go.

			Now she is gone, he is gone, the boy is gone, the girl is gone, they are all gone.

			I finally come down and something impacts my resting stick. Blood, glass, pain, and an outward 

			cry heard by many.

			After I open my eyes I’m already in a free fall.

			I breathe in life from each passing of the arm. I survive this round

			I overcame the darkened streets as I looked the blackbird straight in the eyes.

			My heart says, thanks for preparing me.

			From jungle bird to jungle boy roaming the cement jungle we conquer.

			This is the twist and turns of life, through the eyes of a blackbird in a cement jungle.
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			HEY LOVE
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			LOVE WITHIN 
LOVE WITHOUT
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			Love without sacrifice is just an idea of love. 

			Love must be identified before it can be claimed.

			Love cannot be fortified if it was never planted.

			Lies, lust, and fantasies will never lead to a life of fulfillment.

			Loving yourself is an important first step.

			Showing love and giving love can be as natural as the air we breathe. 

			It’s a gift to ever receive love back.

			Love within boundaries may not be love.

			Love without peace may be artificial.

			Love built within lust is just not love at all.

			The quest for true love can be difficult because life just won’t standstill.

			An ever-changing world leads to people constantly changing their whole agenda and outlook on life.

			How quickly, hearts, minds, and spirits change.

			It’s easy to see how love without sacrifice won’t last.

			Love planted within boundaries won’t last, and love that cannot be fortified will never last.

			We can seek love inwardly and outwardly, but it will never be genuine without sacrifice. There's no love without God.

  

			When love comes and binds two hearts, it’s a beautiful gift that shouldn’t be taken for granted.

			Learn to Love without boundaries.

			Learn to Love without fear.

			Learn to love thyself before love is given.

		


		
			WHEN LOVE IS BEAUTIFUL
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			Your looks are stunning, but your beautiful heart and spirit make you a masterpiece that can’t be duplicated. You glow from within. No one can dim your shine. Life illuminates through your smile. You shine far beyond this world. So unique, so exquisite, to share space with you is so satisfying to the soul.

			Just want to stand with you and hope no one never calls for a recess. You are sufficient and I am so content. What a wonderful world. What a wonderful shine. What a wonderful you. What a wonderful us. What a wonderful love.

		


		
			WAIT FOR IT
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			I’m waiting for that thing to happen. In great anticipation, I linger long. It’s going to happen. It just has to happen. My heart races when I think the time is near. I hate false alarms, but I don’t give up. I can’t give up. I won’t let myself give up. So, I wait and wait and wait for it to happen. Filled with anxiety and purpose I continue to wait. It’s going to happen soon. I’ve waited so long for this. My spirit fought through so much for this. So, I wait and wait some more. I’m getting used to all this waiting, but it’s going to pay off someday. 

			Finally, our spirits meet and lag around a bit, but not for too long. What’s meant to happen always ends the way it should. The spiritual body is the key. It can make all the difference on this side of life. So lay it on me. Give me that kiss that’s powered by the inner soul and manufactured through desires that’s more than our brains can comprehend. I’ve waited for this for so long. Just lay it on me. I need that spiritual lift. I desire that connection at the end of two warm lips that no one else has the right to judge. Yes, that kind of kiss where our spirits join as one on impact. My wait is over. My long-suffering has come to an end. Yes, this kind of kiss is worth the wait. Some things just must happen to you, for one to understand. A spiritual kiss can last forever. Always wait for it. It won’t tarry long. In the end, it will be worth every breath you take.

		


		
			LOVE IS WAITING
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			When I’m speaking to a heart worthy of love, it’s easy for my mouth to express love.

			You are that sweetness that caresses my spirit every morning, you are my sunshine, you are my love, you are my life.

			My body holds on as I walk through storms to get back to you, I give my love freely to you, as I trust you to return it.

			In brokenness, I find strength that I may continue to reach for you.

			I’ve already laid my life down for you, I’ve already broken my body for you, I’m just waiting for you to see it.

			A spirit determined for love will never stop reaching.

			Love is truth, so when you see me, you see truth.

			My steps are guided with twenty angels looking on, so why not walk with me.

			Lovely lady look deep into your heart and touch me with your soul.

			Love is waiting, joy is waiting, and I am waiting.

		


		
			FEARLESS HEART
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			My heart is open. I’m committed. I seek to be embraced. 

			I won’t live in fear. I will let my heart speak out loud. I won’t reside in the shadows as war breaks. On the frontline is where I stand.

			This fearless traveled heart just refuses to quit, as it recovers from vicious attacks of this world. Even now, as I kiss the earth, I will not settle to collapsing myself into a lifeless shell. 

			Let my heart be committed to change, committed to peace, and committed to freedom. Let me be committed to joy, committed to truth, committed to giving, and committed to commitment itself.

			I want to be committed to love, committed to what is right, as I commit myself to you. 

			You are that special one that makes me smile inside.

			So, please come near, my heart is wide open.

			I won’t fear anymore. I refuse to let fear keep me from my joy. I say it from deep in my soul. I wont live in fear.  
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