Man’s best friend
Don’t hold my hands they’re my eyes	Comment by Jeni Williams: great opening line
Darkness falls for more and one	Comment by Jeni Williams: all of this feels too controlled, too much telling and explaining nice idea but not got the rhyme and precision of a poem. could all be cut	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t understand
Blackness, what blackness or darkness

I can see from the back of my mind
Visions and stories that were told to me
I can breathe in the fresh air, it’s around me

The smell of dear old wife, comforts I need
Fragrance of love, she blessed me with kids
I handle them all with my hands, my vision

Birth to cradle to school with my ten finger eyes
Feel the water, hot or cold, steam said it was hot
Cold said it was cold, I don't need eyes for that

I’ve got ten other eyes, my feet tell me that the toes know	Comment by Jeni Williams: you don’t need this – you’re explaining 
All you get to know is the feel of your clothes, a coat or what
Colour does not matter for me it’s always black	Comment by Jeni Williams: if he’s always been blind will he understand colour?

Feel the warmth, new bright colours in my dreams
Red and yellow makes orange that glows, the morning sun on my face
The colour of race does not apply to me, as I can’t see or tell	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t explain too much

The radio is on and is playing my song, it means a lot to me
A few have played it, but when it was Disturbed that got me personally	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t understand this 
Those words, my forgotten soul, can you hear my pain, full of words

The Sound of Silence (play)
Simon & Garfunkel
Hello darkness, my old friend
I've come to talk with you again
Because a vision softly creeping
Left its seeds while I was sleeping
And the vision that was planted in my brain
Still remains
Within the sound of silence
In restless dreams I walked alone
Narrow streets of cobblestone
'Neath the halo of a street lamp
I turned my collar to the cold and damp
When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon light
That split the night
And touched the sound of silence

And in the naked light I saw
Ten thousand people, maybe more
People talking without speaking
People hearing without listening
People writing songs that voices never share
And no one dare
Disturb the sound of silence

"Fools" said I, "You do not know
Silence like a cancer grows
Hear my words that I might teach…	Comment by Jeni Williams: too much - you can refer to it not paste all this in

Next time you see a man with a stick
That could be me or you with blessed hands
Life is a blessing in my mind and my kids know

As I know the sound of silence, being blind  
I can’t hear or see when it’s quiet, painful, but true
All pain, but as I feel my hands, I am a man

great idea Shane but I don’t think that it really works Shane. it lacks shape and slides into anecdote. You can’t insert 26 lines of a song into a poem of 27 lines …. a bit but not half the poem! The rhythm is all over the place, without major editing this isn’t recoverable
