
Schizophrenic�

By Donald Graham�

Beautiful colors, dazzling lights�
reaching out to me..�
must go higher, closer, touch...�
calling me, calling softly,�
telling me..�
paint, draw, mold, build, feel,�
totem pole, Buddha, canvas,�
eyes are watching me now,�
evil eyes want to hurt me.�
they’re coming for me,�
they are taking me away to hell.�
satan is talking to me.�
they jabbed my arm….�

the colors are gone….�
Mom, Dad, where have you been?�
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