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letters never sent
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ere’s a million things i wish I could have said to you. i wrote them all
jown and put them in my box. afraid of how you would accept it...or if
you even would. i gave up the chance for a million things...a million
imes things could have been different. fuck. why are we so scared to
ell each other how we feel? but i’m sure you wouldn’t have cared
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| look into her eyes
i see an ocean ol happiness
light is cast where dl;rk once Jurked
hope 1S given where trust was hmkan
emotions overflowing
a blooming sunflower during a cold day
a patch of sunshine.on a stormy afternoon
a refreshing tone in.my ears
true love, out of control.
I am rny'-".f.:]f -.good/bad. -
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1 may gmw up, but my mmd and soul never will
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) me, this band, this record is a
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it is su easy to say goodbve when
vou know %’t wont be the 1ast, but
&% 1t is, so here i sit, waiting for the
f storm. waiting for the rain to hide
my emotions, to wash awa}* my
tears :m? rinse the pain from mé. :
wcut ng for the craah of thunder:
4 to dealen my ears to my screams
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dedicated to chris, evan and jaime
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at things realisticly, not trying to
Soon everything we've done
will be forgotten. Only a memory in the mind of the creator. And how
long can | hold on to that? A memory. It wont take me anywhere.

[ really don't even care. I'm looking,
change the world or anyones point of view.

Fuck! 1 wonder why I waste my time. Why I care at all. There's no
answer. Just a blank. Trying to put things in pe spective. Trying to
find a reason to keep on. Trying to find words to express how I feel.
For now I'll be satislied with this medium. It'll keep me on the right
| just hope it's enough. Thal will be enough. Only time will tell

track.
Jruat LtinNe is FUIIRIRITRS ouwt.




kris. vocals
" sifawn. guitar
tommy. guitar.;
scoti. bass
& -mark. drums

®

in Columbia, SC, by Jay Matheson
2nd vocals on And Still The Promise
by Jessica Hyatt
Stoic & Perder Un Momento written with
the help of Chris Massey
Stoic, To The Father From The Son &
Like You Said page artwork by Shawn
Williams
Photo Credits:
Front Cover - ].LK. Potter
Back Cover - Mary Ellen Mark
Side A label - Hector Vaca, Jr,
Side B label - Scott Dempsey
Letters Never Sent - Shawn {Ni]li::uns
Perder Un Momento - Ross Lowell
And Still The Promise - J.K. Potter
Scolt’s Pﬂrauna! page -
irst turntable - Jay Dempsey
sunflower - Scott Dempsey
Shawn’s personal page -
ratlroad - Sﬁuwn Williams
live - Mark Miller
Shawn & Jess - Mark Rodgers
Tommy’s personal page - Shawn Williams
Kris™ personal page - kris’ mom
Mark’s personal page - all Scott Dempsey

| This page (boy) - Ross Lowell

Thanks to everyone who has supported us
or helped us in any way, Rentamerica,
Stretch Arm Strong, Reversal of Man,
Puritan, New Day Rising, Passover, Bleed
Mid Carson July, Shirley Temple of Doom
Mouthbreathers. The Frownies
Special Thanks to Jay Matheson, Jessica
yatt, Chad Pfeiffer, Geoff Hanson,
Natalie Doudican, Shawn from Canada,
Chris Massey, John Barry, Donnie Raines,
Phil Dwyer and MOST OF ALL Scolt
Mec and Concurrent Records- thanks for
being patient with our slack asses!
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