Footsteps

Volume 1: A Journey Within

¢ h: : /‘.
Written By Christopher J. Setterlund



II can see through t]:w :

[ Q%Everyone is.abook
‘ral'nr‘ When thave we had

ion. Rise or fall, sink or swim, it’s
L allja state of mind. Being is a state of
R ee tNa sl o womah. Llfe is an illusion, like a starry
icht,or.a p‘%ful conclusion. How we feel? It’s a state of
{SWhat e do? dt’s astateof mind. Everything is.only as
hard aSfyoLallow itito be. Love. Work. Sex. (Understanding.
Tolerance ®z0teasy ito define, et so thard ito really grasp.
_J[‘here is no tomotow, only anothertoday, and another, and
= another. Theidn ikélleaves, de is swhen the iree is
“hare. | Na s all a state of mind.
alli@fEtate of mind. m sleeping.on
Soul"MMind. 'B‘O_éy.



- éimp Rest now my frignd. The hero has run out of miracles.

Hoong was therg to save him. Tell me why, then tell me again. Why

il drgams have complicated gnds. [f ] asked would you lef mg
? Ifif's not foo much Il wear gour shogs for a while.

uld thank gou, bat the Words arg here too late.

m— - If I asked would gou let me b & pawn in your game? For so long |
S EEEEEE— wished | eould seg through your gygs, but the light has grown dark
~allaround gou.

~ Nowmy hero slegps. 1lll the gold he had was not the wealth he wanied
dometimgs | wish | could have lef him sge. Sometimes [ wish we
could'v faken off for the sky and let himself be. 1 littlg pigeg of my
life. My hero’s taken a liftle pigeg of my life sineg he's gong. Ifs a timg
now where & hero is hard fo find. Ifs a timg wherg it's hard fo find.
If's 50 hard to find, well, whatgver, ngvermind..
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It's ush_ L ’nﬁt precﬁlﬂaw there di'!ainz share. -
= Wu[kmg?ir Iuﬁg dhéwmclmg Tnu%@wer alone. So do —
Veryou feal Mi whufelmt s on.your mind. Life is living,
E "kends, |tt yw dn beiween first and last

e

grnwmg up wnih out growing nld".seemg a piece nf yuu in the
children in the park...turning up the volume on the music in your
- heart. Life is hope, laughter, and tears. Life is friendship, peuce,
and fears. =
It's eternity, just passing through this world. Spending time
absorbing where you are, just being alive. So do whatever you feel is
right, whatever's on your mind. Life is living, life is loving. Life is
even one moment of happiness. Life is life, depends on what you do
with it.




L Tean see you mmy reﬂecnon, I can see you in the reflection. Iam notmy
n is me. The mirror glass is a window pane, I am
see you behind me, I can feel your breath, you're
jou hide when the lights go out. Where do
i . the door. Did you find a kinder reality when
S emaa 1] nppled' lass, and where is my chance to enter. My breath fogs
- your face as I fry to kiss your lips, oh how I long to feel the air whispering
=IF ~ onmy face. Twant tosee the cards you've played and eat the things that
b o make you ten feet tall, hand in hand pulled thraugh the keyhole to our
perfect fantasy. I can feel your eyes call if I don’t want to look. I can
~ hear you hum a sweet song as the water beads rain down on me.
by Icanseeyou reach for me buf my hands won't shake this existence,
my mind won't lose the chains. Will I find a kinder reality if my door
. would open, and who halds the key I da so wish to be my reflection
a l hic

A Ripple In The Glass



Before | met you there was an empty hole where my heart used to live.
Before | met you the darkness was all too familiar for me.

Before you touched me I was rock solid and stone cold.

Before you showed me I was afraid to look for my soul.

Before the first day, the last night was vicious and cruel.

Before you lit up my life, sunset and my love fell into hibernating sleep.
Before [ found you I was lost trying to find myself.

Before you found me [ was fearin,

that no one ever would.

Before the words, there was the look that mended my splintered pieces. -
Before the smile, was the first sight and the breath stolen from deep in me you still possess.
Before I love you, hello was church bells and sonsbirds in the morning mist.

Before I met youl thought each day was an eternity. Before I met you I wished for my
whole world to go away. Before there was you there was no me.

Before there was you I did not exist. Before you I thought I'd never love again.

But now I drop to my knees and give thanks hefore you..

Before you.. don't want to remember what life was like before you.
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