����������These are the unedited versions and the others that weren't included. The following is as what came before weird.�
�������������My own Ballads, Songs, & Poems


�
Wasted days�By:�Jason F. Long


Days in school,�Are so cruel,�At times you feel,�Like a fool.��The times are tough.�The work is rough.�It makes you want to reel,�And scream,"That's Enough!"��You feel you days are wasted,�For every summer you've tasted;�The way you'd like to feel,�So the time between feels wasted.


�
Rest�By:�Jason F. Long�(prompted by # 22 from _Dragonflight_ which can be added to the beginning of this)


�When shall I have my eternal rest,�For my life was an ongoing test?�Why must I still endure,�Since anguish is no cure?��My life seems a closéd book,�Into which I shall not look.�I wish not to continue on,�For I want to be totally gone.��The WORLD may disagree,�Though the decision's up to me.�I don't care what they say...�I am... already... on... my... way......


�
What Did You Say?!!�By:�Jason F. Long�(An addition to #30 from _Dragonriders_of_Pern_ trilogy?)�


Slander me not with impossible crimes,�For there will never be a time,�You'll escape my lizard's bite!�Now go away... contrite.


�
Sleep Time�By:�Jason F. Long


Sleep time, sleep time�What a wonderful runic rhyme!�Take me to another land,�Where there's birds and...�Dragons flying through the sky!�Oh, what a wonderful sight for the eye!


�
Mourning�By:�Jason F. Long�(prompted by the end of _All the Weyrs of Pern_)�


Sadness is my name,�And I am with you.�Anguish I am called,�For I am eternal.�Sorrow is my calling,�And I do good work.�Depression is my job,�For you feel hurt.�I am always for hire,�But my price... is not... low.


�
What to do�By:�Jason F. Long�(prompted by _Menolly's_Song_for_Petiron�and my song, _Mourning_ )�


Keep your grief�Express it another time,�But cry your tears,�Let loose your fears,�And cry again... tomorrow.


�
The Thrill of the Feast�By:�Jason F. Long�(A poem not suited for younger audiences as it may...�WARP their young, pliable minds)�


My teeth, grind�My claws, rip�My prey's blood�Washes o'er my lips.��I disembowel the corpse�I eat the offal�And take some more blood�To was down it all.��Cook it? Never!!�Raw is best�Drain out the blood�Scatter the bones 'bout my "nest".��The meat is stringy�But I don't care�The bastard's dead�And fair is fair.�


�
The Peace of an Axe�By:�Jason F. Long�(An uninspired original draft)�


Happiness is not my game,�For joy of course is not my name.�I am all dull,�Though I'll crack your skull.��To use me you need not be clever,�For I'm just a complex lever...�To end some strife�And cease a life.��I am easy to use to kill,�For I'm always dressed to ill.�Though I'm not as easy to use as all,�I'm always at your beck and call.��So cleave with me,�And kill with me.�I give no complaints-�But remember I have no restraints.��So kill one,�So kill all,�For it's always fun...�To crash in a skull!


�
Untitled #1�By:�Jason F. Long�(inspired by the word "bland"�and spoken or sung with a sneer)�


My life is bland!�My life is Boring!!�If you listen closely,�You'll hear me snoring!!!


�
Maniac�By:�Jason F. Long


In the halls,�That are not bare,�He kills people,�He does not care,�	And I watch.�In the halls,�Covered in blood,�He chews his gum,�As if it were cud,�	And I stare.�In the halls,�Where it is silent,�He aims at me,�But I do not relent,�	For I am Death.�In the halls,�With blood everywhere,�He stares at the ceiling,�No longer with care,�	For I killed him.�


Who's worse?


�
Jason Florian Long of Earth�By:�Jason F. Long�(written for the express reason of adding it to�a later volume of _The_Eternal_Dragonlover_ series by same)�


Enstrangéd traveller from afar,�He came to us from a different star,�Though he came not from any place near,�Even vile Thread won't harm him for its fear.�Live he not in Weyr or Hold,�Rode he once a Bronze in days of old.�And when he sat in Mnath's near "saddle",�Many times he and Thread did battle.�Now he cures people who are cross,�Making the world safe for us.�Many times he's helped us true,�Never accepting what we think's his due.�Happy he can never be,�That is why we cannot see,�His... true... side...�For that he does hide.�Pity him we do that's right,�For death is simply not his right.�@Enstangéd traveller from afar,�Who helps up remember who we are.�Helping us in times of need,�He suffers not of mortal greed.�It is to him we are in debt,�And we hope he dies, just not yet.


�
Racism ?�By:�Jason F. Long�(written on 2/10/1993 A.D. Earth)�


Why does racism have to be?�It makes absolutely no sense to me.�White, black, or even green�Racism, racism what does it mean?��Racism, racism what are you?�You can never be felt by more than a few.�Yellow lady, or even red�Live with racism? I'd rather be dead.


�
Life�By:�Jason F. Long


Oh, great insanity!�Take me into thy bosom,�So that all which harms me�I will never comprehend.


�
Song of Serum�By:�Jason F. Long�(written on 7/7/1993 A.D. Earth / prompted by�a phrase in _Moreta:_Dragonlady_of_Pern_ by Anne McCaffrey)�


Blood, blood,�It's in their blood!�That noxious redness,�The Despicable Crud.��Life it gives�That is true�Disgust it does�Both me and you.��Ail it can�Cure it should.�Bring life back to many?�Of course it could.


�
Call All Dragons�By:�Jason F. Long�(written 7/16/1993 A.D. Earth)�


2/2		Get-thee-hence,


Vi-le-Thread, from-here!�Call-all-dra-gons�From-their-Weyr.�Pro-tect-our-fi-elds�From-this-threat.�Burn-all-the-Thread�That-you-can-get!


�
The Coming of the Dragon�By:�Jason F. Long


Life ends life�Life starts death.�Which is which�In fiery breath?��Call up the dead�Summon the living�All must end�With all misgivings.��Death to life�Life to death�Die in the unholy fires�Of my phosphorous breath.


�
Weird Song�By:�Jason F. Long�(no prompting - how could you anyway?)�


Isn't it fun?�Isn't it grand?�Chewing on the tin foil�In your hand!�	(repeat as many times as you like)


�
My Dearest�By:�Jason F. Long�(written 10/18/1993 Earth ? / no prompting)�


Your eyes are like�	Radiant Blue Fire.�Your hair is a glorious�	Shimmering Cascade of Dark Brown.�Your skin glows with a health and vibrance�	That Rivals Helen of Troy.�Your voice... ahhhh... it makes even birds�	Envious�I look upon your brilliance�	And turn away,�For the light is too much�	for my night loving eyes.�It occurs to me that I could...�	Die if I look at you again.�I decide...�	I will tempt Fate...�I lose,�	  But,�		 I die happy.


�
Untitled # 2�By:�Jason F. Long�(written 10/25/1993 Earth ? /�Prompted by section title under 'A Psionic Campaign'�in the AD&D Rules Supplement _The_Complete_Psionics_Book_)�


Burn him!�Burn him!�Burn him to HELL!�Make it his place to dwell!�Singe him!�Scorch him!�This is the way for all!�All those that oppose me shall fall!


�
Extreme Contact�By:�Jason F. Long�(written 10/26/1993 Earth ?? /�Uninspired... mostly /�This is about unlawful entry into a person's psyche and suggesting/doing things to their mind -indelibly)�


Pick his mind.�Sift his mind.�Make his thoughts known.�Find them.�Sort them.�Open his mind to his own.�Lash him.�Scold him.�Let him feel all known.�Break him.�Rake him.�Show him he's alone.�Fell him.�Flay him.�Remove him from his home.�Tell him.�Scare him.�His mind will foam.�Slay him.�Kill him.�Strip him from his bones.�Bruise him.�Confuse him.�His mind will roam.�Scar him.�Leave him,�To crumble all on his own.


�
By what way?�By:Jason F. Long�(prompted by a sudden revelation felt on a walk by myself.)�


I'm alone�Forever and always�I've known�And I always will be-�	This way.�By day�I'm morose�In a way�I should be-�	This way.�In ending�It would seem�I'm finding�I like to be-�	This way.�But always�And�All days�Are endless to me-�	This way.�I am all alone�Forever and always�I have known�And I always will be-�	This way.


�
Afterdeath�By:Jason F. Long�(written at 11 P.M. 11/18/1993 A.D. Earth)


If I die,�Then I am dead,�Nothing left�Naught to be said.��Go away�Leave me alone�Let me lie�Forever prone��If I die,�When I expire,�Burn me up�On a wooden Pyre.


�
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