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Writing Journal 

Spring 2012 

 

“Sure, you’re waking up somewhere strange,  

but I do that every day.”  

M.B. 

 

 

“Hope was yesterday 

Hope is for tomorrow. 

Hope is always there for the taking” 

Cree 
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SpeakOut! Writing Workshop 
January, 2012—May, 2012 

 
Every Wednesday night for the past 12 weeks, a group of men and a group of 
women at the Larimer County Detention Center spent an hour and a half of 
their time participating in a writing workshop facilitated by Tobi Jacobi, 
Brittany Belmarez, Mandy Hanks, Jennifer Lawson, Ashlee Marshall, Brianna 
Rivers, and Morgan Dorn.  
 
Adding to this diverse chorus are two youth writing groups from Turning 
Point’s Boy’s House and Girl’s House, facilitated by Stephanie Becker, Elliott 
Johnston, Katie Loewen, Tifarah O'Neill, and Natalie Thornton.   
 
Throughout the semester, creative energy pushed through the fingertips of 
these prolific writers and onto the page. Male, female, youth and adult, each 
writer brought a unique style and voice to the works within. 
 
All four groups explored a variety of creative writing forms: fiction, non-
fiction, poetry. Also contained within these pages are artwork pieces created 
by residents at the Larimer County Detention Center and Turning Point. This is 
a collection of their work—a unified voice that reaches out into the future and 
tells us all that these writers have a significant power to be remembered 
through their work and through the power of creativity.   
 
A very special thanks to Dianne Bacorn, the Larimer County Detention Center 
and the CSU Center for Community Literacy for providing staff and material 
support. Thanks to the Turning Point Center for Youth and Family 
Development. We would also like to give heartfelt thanks to the Gannett 
Foundation, the Duncan Charitable Trust and the Bohemian Foundation for 
their grant support. We give special thanks to Denny Willison and Publisher’s 
Graphics for their unconditional and much valued assistance in bringing this 
journal to a new level of publication for our workshop writers. Finally, a 
heartfelt thanks to Tobi Jacobi for her immeasurable support. 
 
Winning Cover Art Artist: Lariah V. 
Back Cover Artist: Dawgwood 
Publication Editor: Stephanie A. Train 

ATTENTION SPEAKOUT! WRITERS 
For writers involved in the SpeakOut! Writing 
Workshop, you may continue to submit and publish 
your work through the new SpeakOut! 2.0 website:  
  
http://speakoutclc.wordpress.com/ 
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You sit at the keyboard staring at the computer's blank screen.  The clock ticks.  
A dog barks outside the window.  The heater kicks on.  You breathe in.  You 
breathe out.  Your muse, wherever she is, must be coaxed from her hiding 
spot.  You know it takes time, patience, tranquility, and a little bit of luck.  Your 
creativity awakens--a landscape of unfettered imagination and ideas, a dream 
world, a leap through Alice's rabbit hole.   
 
But, the writers in this journal do not always have tranquility.  One workshop 
participant, Samsara, writes, "One door slams, as of now 7,392 times but who’s 
counting?"  Another writer, M.B., tells us, "Sure, you’re waking up somewhere 
strange, but I do that every day.”  Those who do not live within the concrete 
walls of the Larimer County Detention Center or inside Turning Point's at-risk 
youth facilities have to ask themselves, how can these writers write at all?  How 
can they deliver their Larimer County Ink week after week? 
 
Writing frees. That’s what the SpeakOut! writing groups have shown us.  
Despite their circumstance, despite their confined living space, these writers 
demonstrated freedom and breaking free from the present.  Some writers seek 
healing, some ask you, the reader, to become witness to their lives and 
circumstance.  Some need a place to vent, to cry out, to spread their words, 
their truths.  Some are even looking to forget.   
 
It is this tangible, inexplicable, and mysterious moment where they have 
written something that releases them from the personal bondage that has 
strangled them for so long. And, in that moment they are also lifted from the 
concrete walls and metal doors into a place where they cannot be imprisoned 
any longer.  
 
For 12 weeks this Spring, writers from all backgrounds came together through 
the SpeakOut! Writing Workshops.  Once a week, we wrote and shared poetry, 
short stories, and other pieces of writing inspired by the challenges and 
successes we all face. Each session opened with writers reading their work and 
closed with writers submitting work for feedback and publication in the Spring, 
2012 Journal. 
 
Facilitators were privileged to work with a wide range of writers this spring: 
some serious and intense, some lighthearted and playful.  Even with so many 
wildly different personalities, all of the writers prove their talent, their 
perception and their ability to ink dreams, fears, hopes and trauma to page.  
Their intelligence, wit, and the sheer quality of their work opens up a diverse 
world of experiences and wisdom.  Inspiration is intricately woven into the 
stories and messages they pen. 
 
 
The primary philosophy of the SpeakOut! writing program is that every person 
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has a story to tell; each has words that are valuable and necessary.  Not only do 
the words within these pages have power, but we can see how connected the 
pieces are to one another, connected by a thread that runs, almost seamlessly 
through the entirety of this journal. 
 
The writers featured in this issue explore many themes such as hope, recovery, 
love won and lost, politics, strength, and justice.  They delved into works from 
Adrienne Rich, Maya Angelou, Lucile Clifton, Suzy Q. Smith and explored the 
notion of writing yourself and writing others. These artists allowed us, the 
facilitators, into their world, showing us all that a barrier of bars isn’t an 
accurate indicator of identity.  The work itself exhibits a level of humanity 
frequently overlooked and ignored, work that often reflects the crucial 
moments and decisions that ultimately altered the course of these writers’ 
lives.   
 
This book is dedicated to the writers at Larimer County Detention Center and 
Turning Point and to women and men across our globe who struggle against 
oppression, poverty, abuse, and gender discrimination by creating and 
publishing their stories, poems, essays and artwork.   
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I AM 
The LCDC Women’s Group 
 
I am the spark that ignited a great romance. 
I am a strong, loving, devoted mother. 
I am a stumbling block on my stool, trying to hang onto my spirits. 
I am a child of God. 
I am a respectful, warm-hearted Chicana. 
I am not sure who I am anymore. 
I am loving, caring and kind, but to see that side of me, it takes time. 
I am a witty, wacky whirlwind! 
I am beautiful. I am smart. I am bashful. 
I am from a scene called existing. 

 
 
COLLABORATIVE POEM 
The LCDC Men’s Group  
 
1) Yesterday I lost myself, oh no here we go again.  
 Losing it Lost it Don’t want it anymore 
 Now I’m Strong… I always had thought I was hard core 
 Hard core? Or what if strength is defined by weakness? 
 And weakness is your greatest strength 
 You never should try to measure length  
 It’s more important how you wiggle the worm  
 -watch out for the hook!  
 
2) Love and Respect, Respect and Love 
 I want to fly away like a dove 
  A long ride through the wind and beautiful blue sky.  
 A short ride through this hell people call life  
 Never fall down, keep a fancy stride!  
 Keep that head held high 
 It’s just your life.  
 No worries, no strife  
 Your life will always be nice.  
 
3) A punch in the nose  
 That’s what it feels like  
 A slap in the face 
 Really hurts, not nice 
 Depressed in a sorrow place 
  Just came back twice  
 Twice is the case, I hate this place 
 I know a better place  
 So make haste 
 And don’t forget to pack your toothpaste.  
 I have something for you to taste.  



   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012  7  

EMOTIONAL 
 
Emotionally triggered alchemy 
is the science of love 
Your very own saliva begins to 
taste sweet at the very thought 
of the significant other person. 
Passion is released as words not 
yet thought of are released from 
your heart. 
Your greatest gift manipulated is 
What I fear most; the anguish 
of other people inflicted upon 
myself by my anxiety 
It happens every day unto the 
point where my perception becomes 
skewed. 
Through You, I begin to have control 
over each natural, spiritual, and 
physical emotion brought on by false sense of affection 
and adoration. You protect me 
from infatuation, from myself. 
I want to feel your love in  
all senses of the word. 
I want reconciliation with the 
bridges that I have taken a 
torch to. 
 
 
WANDERING ASTRAY 
 
Never disrespect another man’s daughter 
Another man’s wife and whatever he has with her 
I see you and I see what God has created as obvious 
But as I begin to spend with you I begin to feel what He has put in all of us. 
A sense of adoration 
A heart beat that is racing 
For another being who is significant to another 
A son of course adores his mother but it really makes me wonder 
A girl that I have prayed to God for walks through that door 
Her eyes; I’ll never stop talking about her eyes 
God I am wandering astray. 
I NEED TO PRAY. 
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FIVE GREATEST STRENGTHS 
 
This is the period in my 
life that I need most 
There are so many different 
seasons. 
I cannot keep track. 
Every single day of my life 
Now that I’m sober 
is productive. 
Every day I learn how to 
live better. 
I remember when I was 
younger 
I remember when I was 
in love with my life 
All I remember are the days 
When the sun shone bright. 
The days when I didn’t have 
to fight. Fight to stay 
Happy. 
 
My five greatest strengths: 
Adaptable. 
Optimistic. 
Humorous. 
Determined. 
Passionate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ALWAYS 
 
I always 
Want to sing 
Around you and 
I don’t know why. 
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REMINDERS 
 
Music reminds me of my guitar. 
My guitar reminds me of my dad. 
My dad reminds me of work reminds me 
of cigarettes reminds me of friends. 
Friends remind me of being happy. 
Happy reminds me of how I felt 
when I was free. Free is what I feel with my girlfriend.  
My girlfriend reminds me of loyalty that reminds  
me of love reminds me of us. 
Us makes me think of my future. My 
future makes me wonder. I wonder 
who I will be. Who I will be 
reminds me of who I am, and 
why I will never give that up. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
JUSTICE IS JUST AN OPINION 
 
Justice is just an opinion, 
Justice is justification for making another human suffer 
The world lives off of taking blood for blood spilt 
Justice is just a façade that doesn’t even 
make people’s heads tilt, and stop to think 
what’s fair. Who even has the right to say  
what’s fair? A moral starts out as a thought that turns 
into a law turns into the media misconception 
of “justice”. 

RIGHT NOW 
 
I’m not doing so great right now 
I feel like I bust my a** for these people, 
and all I really get out of it is almost 
the literal feeling of busting my ass. 
I just keep saying to myself good grief, but 
if you really think about it, there is  
no such thing as “good” grief. Right now 
everything feels pointless; and more meaning 
pointless like the dull end of a knife. 
Yes, pointless as in dull. As in the 
same s*** day in and day out. Enough 
to make me want to shout 
as loud as I can into the air. 
Screaming “how the f*** is this fair?” 
But I will continue on, right now 
only because I don’t have a choice, 
and hopefully later on because I 
want to keep improving myself. 
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LITTLE MISS STAR 

 

Little Jay, I miss you 

little J where are you, 

little J you’re all grown, All 

this time i’ve been gone, how 

you’re just so far along. Little J 

I miss you. Hopefully things will 

Come along enough for you to 

Come home. Little Miss Jayia Star, 

Is all grown, time to move on. 

 

 

PEOPLE YOU THINK ABOUT 

 

I think about Him, and 

her, “I loved Him, He’s my 

all, babe marry me already.” 

I love you girl don’t ever leave 

me you’re my best friend I got your back. CC-tito- 

Aliyah, 3 Musketeers, Bulls*** 

That’s down the drain 

 

 

 

 

 

NEVER GO BACK 

 

I’ll never turn back 

back to you. Once you raised 

your hand at me, I knew 

I was thru. I held on tight 

not wanting to let go, I felt your 

struggle I felt your pain not wanting 

to let go it was insane, black and blue 

fat and swollen, I couldn’t walk I couldn’t talk 

 

 

6-WORD MEMOIR 
 

Live fast, Die pretty, Thug life 
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OCTOBER 3rd 

 

I walk in already hurting. I’ve cried all night. It’s his birthday. I am locked up. I hope to 
see him at court, maybe I can tell him I love him, he can be my good luck charm, and I 
can go home. I wanna go home. I walk in all shackled up, gross green scrubs that 
haven’t been washed in two days, they didn’t ever have my size, braid in my hair, and 
my eyes are puffed up, nose watering. I see the judge, mom, dad, grandma, grandpa, 
sisters, Miss. Avtobee. I walk up, looking for him; he’s nowhere to be seen. Please God I 
pray. But still no show. I walk out with my freedom taken from me. “I went down for 
you. And you can’t even show up to my f***ing court. I put it all on the line because I 
love you”… Couple months got by still no letters. I miss him. Don’t he miss me? It’s all 
fun and games till, game over. You really don’t know what you have, not until all 
freedom is taken from you. 
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2PAC 
 
His name forever lives in rap and hip-hop 
His name’s on the map and you can’t take it off 
He died in 1996 when I was only 3 years old 
I wasn’t old enough to listen to the story he told 
But from what I know 
He asked the Lord to devour all his enemies 
He was going to send a message to all the kids in poverty 
The upper class said he was bad and his music was nothing but trash 
Too much thug life, drinking, smoking weed and blowing cash 
But in reality this wasn’t his intention, he had another part to him like an extension 
Not to mention 
How great his poetry was 
Like the rose that grew from concrete 
His role model was in a brown bottle 
Known as Hennessy 
You and his music would evade all enemies 
It’s like he said, I let you take my last shot of Hennessy cause you aint never had a friend 
like me 
Smokin  Newports today but like it was his last 
It’s a shame that he had to pass and be put out like a blunt’s ash 
Your memories and words blast through my iPod’s speakers doc 
Rest in peace hip-hops god 2Pac 
 
 
WHAT IFS 
 
I like to look at it  
as if it is what is it, but 
What If 
WhatIf I could fly away 
WhatIf I found a better place 
WhatIf I never again found someone like you 
WhatIf they don’t do the things you do 
WhatIf it was night all the time 
WhatIf the sun never rose in the sky 
WhatIf my whole became a party 
WhatIf I murdered the President like Lee Harvey 
WhatIf I never had thoughts like this 
WhatIf I casted the Devil back into his abyss 
WhatIf I just moved on 
and let you define the right and wrong 
in the stuff I write, It was 
nice having your attention, now good night. 
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HER BEDROOM 
 
Her bedroom is neatly done 
Pictures of her and me all over the wall 
in the corner an orange basketball 
She loves to study and play sports 
I remember shootin baskets with her on the court 
her bed is the bleachers, on the other 
side of it are my Jordon 6 sneakers 
that I left there the previous night 
slipped into my retro 45 and went and caught  
a flight. 
Her polka dotted bed lamp broken 
along with her heart 
cause it was in her bedroom 
where we split apart 
The aroma of her perfume in the air 
every time I come around all she do is stare 
and remember all the times we used to have 
conversations over the phone, full of laughs 
but now all that is left in her 
bedroom is the relationship we 
once had. 
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FREE 
 
You are my light and  
true dream.  
If only my lips could speak words 
of my heart.  
 Breathless I remain  
Uttering nothing Speechless. 
Love creates the vision of the  
soul; Love sets the beloved 
free. If love is not  
free, it is not love. 

LOOK 
 
Look into my eyes 
 Deep into my mind 
  Glaze at 
  My gaze in 
  My soul 
  Artifice my face deep into space 
  I race falling into a hole my soul 
  Swirling 
   Look into my eyes 
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GHETTO DIAMONDS 
 
Sparkles blind you from the shine 
The reflection shimmering from the sky 
Illusions play a movie 
What have I done? 
Ghetto diamonds 
In the sky 
Eyes wide shut 
I’m out of this place. 
Ghetto diamonds 
All around 
Ghetto diamonds 
In the ground 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
HOPE IS THERE 
 
We tend to look at the ugly 
and miss all the beauty. 
Hope is everywhere 
We just have to open our eyes 
a little wider stop looking 
so hard and just ease back. 
Hope is there, Hope is today. 
Hope was yesterday 
Hope is for tomorrow. 
Hope is always there for the  
taking. 
Believe in your heart 
for a new start 
Hope. 
Pass it on. 
Hope. 
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COSMIC CODE 
 
It is written in the sky. 
  I sang to the beauty of the stars. 
I made my peace in (void) darkness, but  
  the light always prevails 
- infinity - Good over Evil.  
It is transformation, Inner armor;  
physiological documentation. 
Effective meditation. 
Magic and mystery. Relief comes from  
inner transformation, fearlessness.  
Open your eyes before I close  
your eyes  
 
 
 

DENISE 
 
What do I love?  
I love you and the life we have made together.   
I love that you hold me up so I don’t fall.   
I love that you take no s*** from me.  
Your loyalty, your strength, and your compassion.   
I could never say enough.   
 
What  do I hate?  
I hate the rage that comes from no where that I can not control.   
I hate that I don’t give a f*** and have no fear.   
I hate that I let you down and I’m not around.  
But, I hope.   
I hope for change... change in my self.   
And if it does not come,  
I love that you will be there. 
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FALLING 
 
Falling Falling.  
How did I fall  
When did the wind blow 
How did I fall  
Halt Jumping 
Halt Stopping!!  
Stretching!!! 
Reaching!!!  
Trying to Stop  
Full – Panic Stop  
God help me  
God Save Me 
Please Make Me Stop 
 
 
ASLEEP 
 
Sleep Walkers; Asleep  
All things are not as they seem,  
Though instead of being courageous we stick with the scene  
A great relief and breath of fresh air  
Freedom of choice, voice, and action of anything cannot compare.  
The battle still rages on – soldiers still paying a price.  
Hopefully we get him twice.  
Like the underground railroad a sight for sore eyes,  
AE won the Nobel Peace Prize.  
Do not send in the clown – do not throw pies  
 God bless our troops for our freedom 
 God bless democracy 
 
 
DEAR ANDREW 
 
So loud, obnoxious – so sloppy and such mess,  
Prophesy, faulty turn around with words harsh and tautly.  
Use to be a friend now seem like a drugged up demon that  
A supernatural force would send.  
I felt like I could always depend on you “In Andy I trust”,  
Now it seems you’re the one they are here to bust.  
Freaking out because I know your actions are a mirror 
Dear Mr. Ouija – please make things clearer.  
 
Wait I know you better, this must be another mask,  
Ohhh… Thank God here comes the real Andrew at long, long last!! 
 You Sly Fox 
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FOREVER TIME 
 
broken neckties like broken glass 
darling why cry now 
for in time this too shall pass 
life is forever full of pain 
 
it feels like an eternity I will be locked in this cage 
never again allowed to feel or smell the rain 
it’s been so long so my mind draws a blank 
unfortunate acceptance 
 
the locks on the doors go clank clank 
why would a God so gracious and so kind  
allow such a beautiful being 
to endure so much and fall so far behind 
 
in silence I sit and fantasize 
if I’ll ever again be with him and free 
loneliness I see hidden behind his bedroom blue eyes 
day by day 
 
night by night 
how dare such a government 
be allowed to take away my God given human right 
cool windblown hair the dirt beneath my feet 
 
Good Lord rescue me from this hell 
deliver me from the streets 
this dreary-some time 
perpetually drags on and on 
 
I wish I’d never done that never committed that crime 
a faint cold fear thrills through my veins 
unsure if this is nightmare or dream 
hold up stop my mind is slipping from reality to insane 
 
wind rain the sunny days and snow 
how much more must suffer through 
Dear God please I really need to know 
I know people are thinking how much more does she got to say 
 
about her lonely life 
or how her time is the price she must pay 
my motive is this never forget my rhyme 
remember in this life you aren’t really free 
 
everything you love can be snatched away just by the drop of a dime. 
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THE RAZOR, THE DEMON, N’ME 
 
The razor cuts deep  
my skin tingles with pain 
I take a breath and feel 
the release for a moment 
I’m free, free from me. 
 
Why do I do it you ask? 
I don’t know, I can’t say 
if I tell the demon will 
make me pay. No, stop, 
go away, you don’t care 
you just want to stare 
no, stop, go away, you 
don’t care about my pain, 
you’re all talk anyway. 
 
The razor cuts deep 
my skin tingles with pain 
I take a breath and feel  
the release for a moment  
I’m free, free from me. 
 
Don’t ask me why 
I’m just going to lie 
you don’t care anyway 
no, stop, go away.  
 
Pills to take away the pain 
pills for sleep and pills 
for awake more pills to 
help those pills and pills  
for those to take 
doesn’t take the pain 
away, just makes me 
numb again. 
 
The razor cuts deep 
my skin tingles with pain 
I take a breath and feel 
the release for a moment 
I’m free, free from me. 
 
Close my eyes escape 
from here, I’m in a  
dream you’re not real, get 
away, away from me 
demon let me be. 
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Don’t want to cut again, but 
do it anyway  
the razor cuts deep  
my skin tingles with pain  
I take a breath and feel  
the release for a moment  
I’m free, free from me. 
 
NOW WE ARE FREE.  I WILL SEE YOU AGAIN, BUT NOT YET.  NOT YET. 
 

Your creation,  
my pain an unforgiveable act of disrespect,  
your father bit my cheek when he was done,  
“Don’t cry you know you liked it.”  
When every part of me wanted to kill him.  
Unsuspecting I went on with life,  
until that day,  
I felt you move inside me  
and all that night came rushing back,  
the pain and the fight.  
Filled with hurt and regret  
I did what I thought was right,  
now I dream of what you’d look like,  
my regret no longer the pain of that night,  
but now the pain of not knowing who you are  
or how great you might have been.  
Now God takes me by the hand and says,  
“My child, you have cried all the tears  
you need not anymore.  
Your child is my child,  
cry no more.”  
Now we are free.  
I will see you again,  
but not yet.  
Not yet.       
     
Cody James 
3-25-1997 

I’M HERE 
 
Don’t take your life for me 
I’m free in the sky you see. 
Eyes as blue as the deep sea 
Curly blonde hair wild and free 
“My son I love you please believe me” 
Mommy I’m safe don’t come after me 
You’ll see me again just wait and see 
I’m here I’m safe I know you love me.  
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MY GREATEST LOVE 
 
Light of my life 
my greatest love. 
 
You touch me with your 
gentle lips, my heart 
explodes with love. 
 
Just the way you look 
at me sets a fiery passion 
burning strong like I’ve 
never had before. 
 
My body aches to be with 
yours, my well filling 
with the fountain of your love. 
 
Light of my life 
my greatest love. 
 
When can I touch you again? 
My heart cries for you and 
you hear me. I feel your love 
come to me warm and soft. 
 
Light of my life 
my greatest love. 
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BOOK 
 
The book said she would be ok. The book even showed her how and still she was scared. 
The book showed her what to do if it was sunny, or cold, rainy, or in the snow and still 
she couldn’t go. The book taught her how to be brave. Gave her tools on everything she 
ever wanted to know and still she was too scared to go. The book talked about jokes, 
about friends, about clubhouses and even her favorite butterfly, still she couldn’t go. 
Until he came and touched her hand. Then she knew she could go. She closed the book, 
placed it on the table and finally decided to walk through the door. She looked at him, 
and they walked through the door together.  
 
 
CHILDREN  
 
how soft the smile on her face 
pigtails swinging back and forth 
as she glides on the swing set in 
the yard. Standing at the kitchen 
window I watch my child, her 
free spirit flowing all around her.  
A ball flies past my eyes and a  
blur of blonde hair and a bright 
red shirt comes screaming into 
the house. “MOM! Mom come see what I found.”  
“I’m coming,” I say with little 
enthusiasm, as I turn around I see 
muddy shoes on my clean kitchen floor,  
and a smiling, sunburned boy holding 
the snake he spent hours in the garden 
trying to catch. “Can we keep him?” And  
all I can do is shake my head and 
smile. 
 
 
 
A SNEAK PEAK OF HIM 
 
Sun shining down on my face, the smell of fresh cut grass and spring blooms are in my 
nose. I open my eyes and see him, he’s running down the hill with the dog on his heels, 
he trips and rolls in the grass leaves stuck in his curly hair. The dog stops at his feet and 
playfully dances around him waiting for him to get up. A flash of light comes across my 
face. I look back towards the dog. “Sara come.” Sara comes running and stops at my 
feet, ball in her mouth. She drops it and sits waiting for me to throw it again. For a 
moment I’m okay, for a moment he’s come to me and played with me in sight. For a 
moment I’m his mother and for a moment we love, and then he was gone. 



24   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012 

THIS WAS ME 
 
I get scared and sometimes wish I could become invisible.  But anyone who truly knows 
me would find this ambiguous to my smug, awry, 10ft tall and bulletproof attitude.  I’m 
so quick to push out with raucous, arrogant, matter of fact-ness.  Loud, rude, jovial old 
Dawg, so quick to explode and turn on a dime into that angry, threatening, crazy, unruly, 
out of control ball of fury with no rhyme nor reason, no understanding as that red shade 
draws slowly down, covering all feelings, emotions, any chance of reasoning with a 
thickening dull, texture much like scales that protect a deadly, poisonous predator.  It’s 
black cold, dangerous rage now, with no hope nor help of stopping the uncontrolled 
madness.  No fear while hypnotize in this disturbing dream of slashes, lashes, breaking, 
destroyer state of total monster.  
         
Bam!  Awakened, with blood and cuts, scared and fearful of the one who faces me - but 
no, it’s me who is the monster....and then I’m scared and wish I could become invisible. 
 
 
 
WRECKAGE 
 
Floundering in massive eruptions    
Explorations of endless destiny  
Empty pools of desecration  
 
Searching vastness of space and time   
Fear despair wreckage  
Panic succumb     
Waking nightmare 

Dudley 
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LIFE LIVED 
 
Wondering wavering aimlessly in and out, back and forth. 
Wrestling with my heart 
Who, pray-tell could it be?  
As much as I’d like it to be - but no, it could never...or could it?  
The more I pour over into it so many hints of  
familiarity. So many hmmmm... moments 
 
Should I be blatant enough to assume it could be? 
But mistaken have succeeded in only foolin’ myself. 
 
What shall then be done but to feel ever so foolish? 
This, my own feeble love sick mind playing tricks in  
make believe of givin’ hope when all had been but given  
in the belief that it could be.  
 
What’s to become of a one-sided desire which grows 
stronger and harder with every touch of a smile? 
Those ever failing glimpses of stolen moments 
crossing the Bering Sea -- to see, to hear, to be. 
 
That presence of alluring fix on my soul 
worth everything, anything -- life!  
Knowing realities, 
yet not scared but afraid as I do come with warnings. 
 
To know where I’ve been - see what I’m about.  
Don’t tell. Just jump. Take a chance and fly.  
Winding road of dangerous toils  
Undiscovered lays of land  
Wonderment of it all.  
 
Secrets untold, unfolded, laid out for the world to see.  
Too tired to be afraid of what overcomes every fiber  
of my being -----  
 
It shan’t be as hard as this spiraling fall into 
the depths of could’ve, would’ve, should’ve.  
 
Perpetual effusive desire, 
Ruminant obdurate conflict,  
Hypnotic irony. 
 
F*** it! Step out to the ledge only to pause  
take a leap of faith towards fear of abandonment.  
What if?  
Who cares?  
At least it’s Life lived, not Death failed. 
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LIFE AS A CHAMELEON 
 
I am about 8” long and of many colors.  I’m part of the amphibian family.  I adapt to 
different environments and adjust to various cultures.  I am known as a “chameleon.”  I 
would go on an adventure around the world using my different colors to adapt, and 
learn about different people and lifestyles.  I know that I’ll be protected whether by 
hiding and blending into rocks or I can roam in kings palaces that always have an open 
door policy for me.  I would eat all the crickets and bugs I can in each country.  For I 
know that some are spicy, authentic or plain bland.  I could see all of my family tree off 
branch in which I come from in various places.  This would be my dream and adventure 
of being a chameleon. 
 
 
WONDER 
 
I wonder what goes through your 
head now that I’m away. 
I wonder if you think of me every 
night and day. 
I wonder if the love we had 
is still there, 
because when I don’t hear from 
you it seems like you don’t care. 
I mean, after all I write you letters 
to send my love 
because it’s you I’m always 
thinking of. 
But when you don’t answer these 
letters that I write to you 
it makes me stop and wonder 
if you have found someone new. 
And if you have I guess 
I’ll get over it 
because then I’ll know your 
love wasn’t s***. 
I’ll never beg for any play, 
I’ll just take it as experience 
and be on my way. 
 
 
WHY I WISH TO WRITE 
 
I received a gift of life by my parents. They could have adopted me out, took the coward 
way out and agreed on abortion.  This gift is the most precious gift a person can receive.  
By learning from them I would never name a second thought as they didn’t to give 
someone this gift.   My Road has been long and hard but this gift I secured hasn’t 
changed my parents in any way towards me!  I’m still told to behave and other things 
that come from true love of someone who gave me this gift.  

THIS CLASS 
 
This class has come to 
an end. 
We wrote of many things and 
to every one we send 
the message from our 
magical pens 
in hopes that you will join 
this class the next time it begins. 
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I DON’T KNOW 
 
Why I was given 2 months to live and I’m here 3 years later.  
What people’s reactions are going to be on certain things.  
If I do have a Tulin somewhere in the world.  
Where I got the strength to keep on going.  
If people are for real or not, so I sell myself short.  
What tomorrow may bring 
If I’ll make it out of here on my own 2 feet.  
Who my next ex is going to be 
What I’m going to learn from this class, but I know I’ll ride it out.  
 
 
JUST LET GO 
 
Vainly do we see a heartache coming on  
It only happens when you surrender your all to someone  
Cold hearted they could quickly become  
Telling you black-n-white lies to make you believe you are the only one 
Or pretending that they are all they can be 
Right before your eyes they will tend to make you see 
It’s all about them and you’re nowhere in the picture 
And because of this you can’t get on with your future 
Why can’t you worry just about you. 
Even though it will hurt through and through  
By you continually living in this crazy cycle  
Sooner or later it’s going to drive you psycho. 
To me, I can feel the pain in your heart.  
Eating away at your soul 
Ripping you to pieces because you just won’t let go.  
 
 
 

Whistling Winds of the EAST  
Blazing Fire of the SOUTH 
Crushing Water of the WEST 
Amazing Earth of the NORTH 
Spirits of the Goddess and God 
Blessed Be the Five Sacred Elements 
Wind, Fire, Water, Earth and Spirit.  
I am Wiccan 
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THINGS THAT MAKE ME HAPPY 
 
Chocolate 
Love 
Friends 
Laughing 
Being Cuddled 
Flowers 
Children 
Rain 
Jumping In Puddles 
Balloons 
Bubble Gum 
Hiding 
Being Found 
Kissing 
Running 
Dogs 
Snow 
Trees 
The Sky 
Being Tickled 
The moment right before being 
tickled 
 
 
I MISS YOUR LOVE 
 
I Miss You My Love 
I Miss You So Much 
I Miss Your Smell 
I Miss Your Touch 
 
I Love Me And You So Bad 
I Love So Much What We had 
I Love You Too Much To Ever Come Back Here 
I Love You So Much You Don’t Have To Fear 
 
I Love Your Great Big Heart 
I Love You So Much I Will Do My Part 
I Love How You Are Such A Good Man 
I Love Your Love Around Me; So  
 I Know I Can 
 
I Miss You My Love 
I Miss You So Much 
I Miss Your Smell 
I Miss Your Touch 

 

Kaos 



   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012  29  

EXASPERATED 
 
My mind has just evaporated.  
Just up and went away.  
Must have been so exasperated 
To leave my head today 
So where does that leave me? 
Slow and sedated 
No, I think I should be  
A bit elated.  
 
 
THREE STAMPS 
 
I was sitting at my grandfather’s desk in his office soon after he passed away.  I didn’t 
know what would be ok to take but I wanted something.  Eventually, I took 4 stamps he 
had left out.  Remembering all the letters from him I had regretfully thrown away, the 
keepsake seemed appropriate.   
 
Three of the stamps got passed on as they were intended but I keep the last one close; 
in my wallet. 
 
 
SNOW LEOPARD 
 
World of extremes.  Extreme snow and cold fill the air.  Nothing but ice and rock cover 
the ground.  But most of all solitude and scarcity rule my life.  Hunger is the norm. 
 
Today is different.  Today I have a chance. 
 
Soft steps on the hard surface.  Being as sly and downy as possible.  One misstep or 
unfortunate unforeseen noise could bring this all to waste.  But none of this is present in 
my mind.  Instinct controls me.  Nostrils flared, eyes keen and focused intently on the 
exposed throat of the unsuspecting.  My moment is quickly approaching.  Timing is 
crucial. 
 
Almost...Almost...One more step...Now! 
 
The taste comes from my head not from reality.  Salty savory blood that should be 
dripping from my teeth, drying in small drops at my paws.  But I can’t eat memories.  
There is no nourishment in my distant daydream.  Isolation puts me at the top.  But with 
so few below me, once again I go hungry.  Existence is scant and may become even 
scarcer yet.  There is a balance to keep.  What for, I don’t know, because to me there is 
no balance in failure. 

FORGETTING 
 
Sometimes, I’d rather be forgotten 
Or never remembered at all.  
Seems better than the forgetting.  
And the always believing  
That, finally, I’ll end my fall.  
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SITTING HERE WITH MY THOUGHTS 
 
How can I think through all this muck? 
Finding out what my mind has brought. 
Think outside the box, or so I’m taught. 
My head is round, so I’m out of luck. 
This pen, this paper, this time, all for naught. 
Spewing all this worthless rot. 
Open my eyes or leave them shut. 
Either way, again I’m caught 
Left by myself with just my thoughts.  
 
 
FORGOTTEN 
 
Sometimes, I’d rather be forgotten 
Or never remembered at all.  
Seems better than the forgetting.  
And the always believing  
That, finally, I’ll end my fall.  
 
My mind has just evaporated.  
Just up and went away.  
Must have been so exasperated 
To leave my head today 
So where does that leave me? 
Slow and sedated 
No, I think I should be  
A bit elated.  
 
 
CONTENT 
Smoke a little pot 
Too bad it’s a crime 
Stare at a dot 
For a really long time 
Sit on a spot  
And feel quite sublime. 
 
 
BLACK 
 
Why is white so f***ing bright 
When black is blank as the night  
Deep and dark, it feels just right 
For the mood I’m in tonight.  
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K-A-T-I-E 
 
Keep me close you may  
Always we must stay 
Together to be warm 
In each other’s arms 
Each and every day 
 
 
A LIFE LIVED 
 
If I live without hate,  
Love becomes faceless.  
If I destroy before I create,  
The remains are tasteless.  
 
For me to live wholly,  
And create greatly,  
I must learn to hate  
And destroy what I make.  
 
A life lived at both ends,  
Experiencing the whole spectrum. 
I no longer have to pretend 
That I’ve reached perfection.  
 

 

Love is like a Butterfly 
that’s here and then it’s gone 
but yours I keep inside me  
all the day long 
Something you hate  
orange concrete and steel  
Something you love my lil ones 
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SNAPSHOT #2 
 
My heart beating fast and my palms clamped together feeling moist with sweat.  
I sit impatiently on the Gurney in which the doctors left me.   
My mom smiling with excitement snapping flash after flash almost blinding me. 
 
Finally after moments fly by the doctor knocks and lets me in on the best news I’ve ever 
had. Confirmed that I was indeed going to be a mother in about 8 ½ months.  As my eyes 
welled up with tears that seemed to cleanse my soul. 
 
It was a new beginning. A life worth living for, one reason and one reason only. 
Immediately felt a bond that I never wanted to let go. 
Sooner than later I had to let go. 
3 months later the words from the doctor took away my plans, dreams but most 
importantly my little untouched angel. 
 
Never got to hold, 
Never got to sing to, 
Never got to say “Mommy loves you” 
Never will be able to see grow up. 
 
I thought my whole life was going to destruct in result of my pain and regretful 
addictions to unhealthy foods. 
What did I do wrong?  
I tried with all the strength I had to make sure my baby was secure and healthy.  As my 
whole world lifted upside down and tumbled down on me, I felt my soul lift softly with 
just one warm touch to my hand. 
 
All the pain, fear and tears seemed to fade. 
I knew from that point on I knew that  
I was no longer carrying this heavy cross on my own. 
I knew now that this precious little angel was truly set here for a purpose. 
My life was changed for a reason. You saved my life Mi Angelito and will always be 
engraved deeply in my heart. 
 
 
STILL STANDING PRETTY 
 
This mirror,  
     Mirror of Mine  
Doesn’t help me see but strays me blind. 
     Filling my head with despair  
Blocking out the truth that this heart is  
 Rare.  
As tears fall with piercing thorns, 
My confidence was all that’s torn.  
A ray of sunshine beams through my  
 Soul,  
Letting Jesus in to take His toll. 

Shattering my false illusions to the ground, 
with departure for my doubters all around. 
I am unconfined,  
 
     heart, body, soul and mind.  
Take a deep breath and exhale slow 
and watch how your gift of life begins to 
grow. 
 
Over all the pain and pity 
Look who’s still standing pretty.   
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LOOK AT ME 
 
look at me can you see 
what I hold so deep inside me 
the hurt the pain in my eyes 
my soul tells no lies 
so many things I been through 
and yet you have not one slight clue 
of who I am and what I done 
but let me tell you it was nothing fun 
the nights I cried and ask myself why 
why I gave up my son 
just cuz his daddy was too scared 
and I was the fool to care 
I wish you would have been there 
 
 

PRAY 
 
I know God has set you free, 
but without you I ain’t me, 
He took you out of a world full 
of hate, and led you to the Golden  
Gate. He knew you needed rest, it’s true 
when they say God always takes the 
best, you took his hand, for you knew 
He was the man, and it was part of His 
plan. Now you are free and as happy as 
can be. I love and miss you so much, 
I miss the warmth of your touch. 
May you rest in peace, for that’s where 
you are destined to be. I will see you 
soon one day. As for now all I can do 
is fall to my knees and pray.  
 
 
AIAH 
 
I miss your gorgeous smile, your cute little gangsta’ style, your baby face, full of grace, 
you bring me faith, you’re my life, and for you I’d sacrifice, I miss you son, more than a 
ton, you mean so much to me, my precious lil Indian Cree, you are mommy’s pride and 
joy, you’re my handsome baby boy.  
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WE ARE 
 
We are strong 
We are Peace 
We are vision 
We are hope 
We are change 
We are love 
We are hate 
We are race 
We are courage 
We are paid 
We are broke 
We are corrupt 
We are. 

 
 

LIFT 
 
Becoming twenty to four hundred 
dollars poorer is losing to you 
Try a life without little boy 
blue times too and see how 
you would do 
The first time I had to be 
scraped off the ground 
There was almost nothing left 
of me after the second round. 
That’s how you found me but 
how would you know 
Once I was dishonest there was 
nowhere for us to go 
With your love I would have 
grown like a flower 
Instead your cruelty and slander 
from day one made me colder. 
So you threw me around and I 
sought affection 
It turned out with natural 
selection. 
 

Lombardo 

Believe me I have been 
through much worse before 
I will be alright 
I have shut the door.  
I hope you find peace  
someday 
Someone you love and with  
you will stay 
Please forgive me for my 
part and know I am praying 
for you 
At this point that is all 
anyone can do. 
  

 

 



   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012  35  

WHAT IF 
 
What If I never woke up 
What If my pup got sick 
What If my dad decides to be a prick 
What If I can’t ever land that trick 
What If I can’t smoke dope 
What If I begin to lose hope 
What If I spill my martini 
What If my lady is too big for that bikini 
What If I lose my chapstick 
What If I learned how to drop kick 
What If, What If. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
LIFE AS IT IS FOR ME NOW 
 
My life is empty my 
thoughts seem to be lost 
I hope that one day I 
will believe everything will 
get better. With family 
or not I will still find 
the road to success and show 
everyone that was not there 
for me that I can 
change and leave the 
drugs behind me, drugs 
were my higher power 
at one point till I came 
to the Turning Point and 
realized they were killing 
me slowly. But now that 
I’m here my family decides 
to abandon me because they 
have no hope that I can 
change. I have new plans for life now 
that I’m here and have 
no more fear. I will  
be successful and 
hopefully make myself smile. 

Kaos 
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STUBBORN 
 
Tears cascade around me, like a ripple effect I am but helpless near them. 
My content persona quakes and annoyance instantly consumes me. 
As imitation dominates all other emotion I exaggerate my frustration. 
Convincing myself it must be sheer pity and I am not pitiful the least. 
My throat aches from the force it takes to subdue the spasms I am having. 
Resisting the urge to allow my muscles to do as they would naturally. 
I refuse to let anyone be confused of my complete control over my emotions. 
The pain from my throat, that continues to well up, causes my eyes to water. 
Not the slightest comparison to the throbbing that subsides in my heart. 
Victory, it seems for a moment, until fully aware I feel more terrible than before. 
 
 
ENVISION 
 
Reality is for the taking, but I can’t grasp it, and if I could, I’d grab it by the throat and 
choke it till it turns grey. Still. Cold. Dead weight. Then drag it back to my world, to play 
with something other than black or white. The color of death never looked more alive. 
 
Where have you been, friend? You walked away but didn’t come back again. What was 
for supper? I thought I’d invite myself over. I was lonely, so I phoned your brother. I don’t 
know if he told you or not. You don’t look so 
hot. Are you doing ok? This is a lot to take, I 
know. 
 
Take my hand, trust me. Love me. I haven’t 
had a drop of blood in months, cut me. F*** 
me. And run from me, just leave. Before I 
make you need it, want it, and like it. Every 
moment, every minute, each and every 
damned second of it. Or come with, join me in 
tragedy. Together forever. And always. 
 
Mother, it’s been so long since we sang that 
song. You taught me “Say Say Oh Playmate.” 
I was only eight. Do you recall? When Mariah’s 
love songs made everything great, but I didn’t 
know what it meant to love at all. I was so 
small, listening to Eminem, to try to relate 
with how it felt to be filled with rage. 
 
So take my reality and use it to your 
advantage. Abuse it if you will, and rape it if you must, but leave me the 
corpse. Like a sock puppet, I’ll sew on eyes for hate. And lips of lies. Tattoo colors of 
disgust, disappointment and despise. Top it off with a hat for disguise and hide it lifeless 
inside. 
 
 

Lombardo 
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LIFE 
 
Ignorance plays like a diaper less baby in its own feces. 
Guilt laughs loudly like a toddler but screams, “No! No! No!” 
Shame hides quietly like a punished child in its room. 
Vanity skips blindly like a girl not looking before crossing the road. 
Pride rides like a schoolboy, passenger, holding the beer. 
Greed smirks like those voted for in the yearbook, who cry alone. 
Arrogance seduces like an adolescent not seeing the cost, life. 
 
 

MEMORIES 
 
Inside by bedroom on the wall, I 
had a sticker. It wasn’t any kind  
of sticker, no, it was a Bronco’s 
sticker. Not only stickers and 
all of the ordinary thing’s from  
good to bad and things that stinks 
like nasty rotten cheese.  
 
But most  
important, my room has 
memories, memories of being with 
family and my homies.  
 
When 
my niece was young and used to have 
lil’ ponies, ponies she played with  
and wish they were real, I  
remember being young thinking the 
same way, boy it was a big deal. 
 
A big deal it was to wish toys 
were real and would some day 
come to life, but now I’m grown 
and gotta move on with my life! 
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JUNK 
 
I am ultimate 
I’ll be your confidant 
Tell me all your insecurities 
I’ll take them away . . . . . .  
 

(Only to return 10 times stronger) 
 

I take away your family 
I take away your pride 
S*** if you do me enough I’ll take away your life 
My name is heroin 
Mistress of the lost 
But you can call me . . . 
 
Horse 
Junk 
Smack 
Black 
China 
Negra 
 
And those are just some of the few 
Pick the best one that suits you 
I like junk the best 
Once you’re hooked it’s hard to quit 
I’m the habit most people die with 
You can prepare me in your car 
You can prepare me in your own backyard 
Smoke up shoot up 
No wait you didn’t want to go this far? 
 
Well now I’ve got you shooting up in your toes 
Selling your loved ones toys is only the beginning 
I’ll get you to sell your soul 
All for 30 dollars a hit 
But that doesn’t even cover your window shot 
 
You should’ve listened to all the stories 
All the rumors but you want to be the rebel 
And try something harder 
 
Well you got your wish 
Wasn’t I everything you wanted? 
So you tried to cheat me and leave the needle in a little longer 
But I thought I’d show you who has the ultimate power 
The nodding only lasts for so long and when you woke up he was gone 
You were still alive and I had won! 
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See you had started something you shouldn’t have begun 
Speedball after speedball and you’re still here 
What almost got you through was the detox trip 
And coming down 
Spiders crawling on your skin 
Rip them off, hurry, hurry 
 
Let’s see if it teaches you now that you’re alone 
Because I took you, remember? 
You’ll be lucky to stay dry 
Because so few escape my clutch 
Once you had it you can’t get enough 
                             Junk 
 
 
 
BOWL DESIRE 
 
My story begins with a bowl 
Not just any bowl, but specialized in the toilet variety. 
Yes, I’d be talking about the loo…to put it in U.K. terms 
From the day I lost my “V” card in the library bathrooms 
I’ve been throwing my life away. 
(Well it started before all that but that’s when it gets deeper) 
It would almost make sense I’d be throwing my food in there too. 
If you catch my drift 
Things flew by me and I let them slip 
I wouldn’t be happy until the only thing that caved was my midriff 
Went to any length to get thin 
I was at service to this bowl and it was my only friend 
It truly understood me and never judged 
After all it had me, every piece, ever secret, every unbarring shame. 
Does it come up in conversation, all the things I’ve done? 
It certainly won’t unless you plunge! 
If you do be careful of the truth for it will lunge onto you if it’s not too late 
This bowl isn’t just a place people defecate 
Many tell their stories to this dream-best friend 
After all they will help you and stick around until the end. 
Do you find what I say curious? Do you believe me mad? 
Maybe delirious? 
Well perhaps… 
But I know for a fact when I don’t go to my dear friend anymore 
And I can barely fit through the door 
I shall be alone forever and ever more 
Implore I must then to my dear old friend 
My confidant, who will be there until my end. 
So don’t start if you don’t want to end 
‘Cause when it’s over you will be left for dead! 
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I WISH 
 
I wish I could just take a picture with my mind 
Beauty could be captured a lot easier that way 
I have an amazing view of a golf course and a pond 
All covered with snow 
 
Mountains stand proud and strong in the background 
I see all this from a window 
I try to block out the fence 
And all the people outside it 
 
I pretend I’m not incarcerated 
And that I’m free, that I run around 
It would help a lot if I could take a picture  
So when I need it I could see it again 
 
When something happens I have it right there 
It would have been useful some odd years ago 
But if I would take a picture and save it for next time 
 
The next time I’m being beaten or used 
The next time I want to float away 
I will use that picture and the many more 
 
Oh, I wish 
 
I wish that I could do that and much more 
I feel like here I should say something like, 
Only this and never more . . 
 
But I guess that one day memory fades 
These pictures that I take will be no more 
Then I will not remember the hard times 
All the black and blue 
 
But it would be nice to remember something beautiful 
A tree in fall standing in a sea of green 
While wind blows through it and it seems to call my name 
 
Or the first time a baby opens its eyes and cries 
I wish I could take a picture with my mind . . . . .   
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CAN’T MAKE UP HER MIND 
 
Lil girl growin up on the grind 
Livin hard and struggling to survive 
She’s growin up fast and kissing her childhood goodbye 
She’s blamin’ her mama, but she’s cryin as she waves bye-bye 
She gets older and much bolder 
Starts experimenting w/ some drugs 
It numbs her pain puts every thought at silence 
Next thing you know she’s the cause of violence 
What happens next anybody can predict 
She fell for a street thug she thought he showed her love 
Were together for some time he even sprung some cash to buy 
Her a diamond ring, she fell hard but it’s hard to see past 
the lies at the start when you’re young at heart 
She ended up pregnant, 
A couple months go by and all is well, end of the 1st trimester 
though she feels like she’s livin’ in hell.  
The worst thing happened and she could no longer carry her baby 
He said he would stay by her side 
Sure enough he lied, got caught cheating 
Her heart was demolished two losses and she thought they were in love 
Now she gets locked up and is thinkin things over 
Sitting in her cell while the nights grow colder 
She’s thinking of him, wonder if he’s thinking of her 
Let’s take a guess, anybody say yes? 
Well you’d be wrong 
You can’t teach a dog new tricks 
That dog was f***in a b**** 
She waited patiently for him 
A letter that would never come 
All the while she is feeling dumb 
He’s all she thinks about 
Knowing he’s been unfaithful 
To her it doesn’t matter 
To him she will always be grateful 
They always seem to contact each other again 
He feeds her the lies 
She believes them 
Now she’s lying to herself 
To keep her sane 
It gets her through her pain 
She’s indecisive about her future 
Plays the “blame game” 
But she’s sober now 
And she’s the only one who gets the fame 
Yet, she can’t make up her mind . . .  
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THE MIRROR 
 
Mirror, Mirror 
Why do you tell me lies? 
The only time I look good is when I turn to the side 
People tell me this and people tell me that 
But to me I’ll always just be fat 
Bones show but flab still remains 
Love handles go on for days 
This simple fact drives me insane 
No one loves a cow 
And that’s exactly what I see 
Shoulders of a linebacker, waist of a whale 
Chest of a board, arms of a bat 
Now do you see why I would consider myself fat? 
When you look at me what do you see? 
Because when I look at me I want to scream 
It makes me want to hide 
To get sick every time I eat 
But staff starts to notice 
So I just start to play around with my food 
Hide it under napkins 
Yeah, that does the trick 
Fake like you’re going to eat it and then it’s hidden 
All gone 
Poof! 
Just like I wish my weight could be 
I don’t think I’ll be truly happy until I’m skinny 
 
Mirror, Mirror 
Why do you tell me lies? 
They tell me I’m looking unhealthy 
I’ve lost too much weight they say 
But I look at you and I see nothing but flaw and imperfection 
All I hear is lies and deception 
You always hear “take a good look in the mirror” 
Well I’ve taken many, 
Spent hours 
Even days 
Obsessing over not just my weight 
Over every imperfection you so graciously show 
Oh mirror, mirror why do you hate me so? 
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SHE THOUGHT SHE WAS FREE 
 
She went out for a night on the town 
two years locked up and she was ready to get down. 
The rehab house took her to an AA dance 
and there she got a blast from her past. 
She felt the blood drain from her face as she recognized and 
couldn’t believe her eyes. 
She thought he was still in prison and would never see him again in life 
He kept walking by, then she dared looked him in the eye. 
It was Cole she knew for sure and he must know now that it’s her. 
She looks down before he sees the fear in her eyes. 
He’s on his phone texting right after he saw her. 
She thinks “What if he still has Adam’s number?’ 
Memories from darker days blur her vision. 
Parties at night that continued onto the day 
the whole summer she was wasted away. 
He thought he was the s*** and she showed him wrong 
UFC her ass, but he looked bomb. 
they eventually hooked up, but it didn’t stop there 
despite her boyfriend they would do it again, but then… 
Meth became their friends. 
She comes back to reality, he’s looking from his table 
five more times he walked by each time she hid her eyes. 
They started picking up (tables) to dance 
He started making his advance 
She turns to make an escape 
Heart drops from her chest 
She turns around to get on with her night 
He is nowhere in sight 
So she lets he guard down 
Starts to have fun 
Out of the corner of her eye, she sees 
he’s dancing on some girl. 
She remembers how good of a dancer he was 
pang of jealousy hits for a moment. 
She just can’t get free 
he leaves the dance floor and continues to watch her 
eventually he leaves. 
She feels her fear, guilt, and shame casually walk out the door. 
A nagging thought plagues her 
that he will follow 
or run into each other again. 
Now she can’t escape 
no matter how much she tries 
her past runs into her 
a small piece just looked her in the eyes. 
Free of the syringe 
But there’s no running from this 
Even though secretly she might be in bliss…  
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SARAH'S POEM 
 
So sweet and innocent 
Her name meant Princess in Hebrew 
She never knew how true that was 
Until she lost her way and found drugs 
Always felt different, somewhat alone 
The pipe became her love 
And her confidence to grow 
It brought out her princess 
But in the wrong way 
She knew she was cute, yet never really believed 
Used it to her advantage 
To get everything for free 
She tried to set herself from her inner being 
Met a girl and she fell 
Let down her guard 
Did everything for her other 
Never did she think she would love another 
Things went for the worst 
The abuse truly hurts 
Her lover got her hooked 
On something they call Crystal Meth . . . 
Tore up her confidence even more 
Had no strength to get off the bathroom floor 
Fists pounded one, two, three times on the door 
Gets thrown in juvey 
Time and time again 
Little visits from her mother, no letters from “friends” 
Recommitted once again 
2-2 and off to ROP 
Hopes to get that Ram jacket 
The level starts with a C? . . . 
No faith left 
Won’t let anyone in 
Still says she couldn’t love again 
And the one who loved her the most was her own best friend . . . 
Her ex ruined all shots for her to be truly happy 
Believes she’s not worth much 
So she settles for less 
Living in this life, people call a mess.  
Getting on the right track 
Learning not to let a slip be a major setback 
Yet still won’t let the right people in . . .  
Fin! 
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FREEDOM LIKE 2 MORE DAYS 
 
Freedom like 2 more days 
feels I’m stuck in a walled up haze 
drowning inside tsunami waves 
people pumping me up giving me praise 
2 me its just back 2 the same ol’ days 
serving pills selling haze 
on the bloc 2 a days 
pistol tucked in a money maze 
my lil homies wanna funk all day 
got a baby now bills 2 pay 
but 2 me it’s just another day 
It’s summa time and i'm gonna play 
solitaired from the hood been gone almost 300 days 
but on my hood 2 me it’s just another day 
 
 

FREE WRITE 
 
I like pie 
Hey don’t spit in my eye 
Spitting is against the law 
I hate laws 
Lawns too 
Too grassy for me  
Too sassy 
My dog is dumb  
I don’t know my own thumb 
Maybe I can puddle stuff up  
Like in rain 
Or at a move 
Don’t spill the coke 
My cook is too watery 
Don’t get cheap pottery 
My house is on fire 
The roof! The roof!  
 

Kaos 



46   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012 

DAY HAIKUS ²   
 
Ceaseless birth of seconds 
exhausting minutes  
of failing hours 
the days ache.  
 
The seconds gone to seed 
wrap minutes tendrils 
curled hours choke 
days wither.  
 
Parasitic seconds 
bleeding out minutes 
anemic hours 
days drain dry.  
 
River of seconds flow  
minutes pulled under  
spent hours submerge 
the days drowned  
 
 
NON-SPATIAL CONTINUUM 
 
From or to it,  
my or your own,  
due or for the being.  
It can be worn and wasted  
or honored and wise.  
It can be out, up, in, on,  
all, of, over, less, hard,  
more and again.  
It can be down, quick, right,  
double, Father, money, card,  
piece, machine, old, long, short,  
best, worst or on a side.  
It can lapse, warp, line, table,  
lock, zone, clock, fill, fly, stop,  
march or run on and stand still.  
You can lose, find, take, share,  
have, borrow, keep or release it.  
Just now, it’s evident I have some on my hands  
which I’m trying to kill because I’m doing it.  
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TOBI’S DUE 
 
Mouth to soul to pen resuscitation 
Collapsed vein, lung, esteem, swell, filling. 
Clotted heart, thought, image, clear, pulse. 
Undoing carefully knotted bindings, embedded, scarred. 
Surgeon of intellect, subtle, precise. 
Instrument of suggestion, carefully placed, incises stone. 
Extracting bits of psychosis, long splintered, ingrown. 
Probing cancers, lanced disease, bleeds out, in ink. 
Some sly infusion, reverse emotional osmosis 
These brutal and epic sufferings, sutured in expression  
Now resting comfortably on the page.  
 
 
 
HOMAGE TO MY KNEES 
 
For one reason or another 
been on ‘em all my life 
got used to ‘em 
when I was small 
crawling on ‘em like second feet 
till they were 
cut and swelling 
 
Sometimes I got down on ‘em 
on purpose 
in church they gave us kneelers 
to cushion ‘em against 
all that guilt and humility 
they always got numb anyways 
my soul cut or swelling 
 
Lots of times been knocked 
down on ‘em 
can’t think of another part of me more 
skinned, scraped, stitched, scabbed and bandaged 
teary eyed picking gravel out of ‘em 
cut lip swelling 
 
Other times I just fall 
on ‘em 
begging, pleading 
saying sorry, saying thank you 
whispering things to God 
my heart cut or swelling 

TRUST 
 
 A ship, 
long ago sailed. 
Waves of pain 
slap against 
the empty dock 
of who I was 
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DRUG ME 
 
Bottles of need MEs in the medicine chest 
an accept me on the rocks 
lines of value me’s on the mirror 
rocks of want me’s crackle and glow 
shards of notice me puddle in the glass 
invisible vapors of comfort MEs 
a warm spoonful of hear me 
a little white cotton of understand me 
40 cc’s of honor MEs 
mouth, nose, lung, vein, head full of love me 
 
 
FAMILY (TOUGH LOVE) 
 
Barely beating, my heart 
so broken and torn 
this family’s been killing me 
since the day I was born 
 
I begged for some comfort 
prayed “Please notice me” 
but just wasn’t good enough 
prayers went unheard, I went unseen 
 
A love of many questions 
and understanding left unfound 
I broke there, alone in darkness 
never uttering a sound 
 
A life of confusions 
love is pain and don’t tells 
what was I to confess to the priest 
in little girl hell 
 
We paint a pretty picture  
a lovely Hallmark lie 
every one of us in denial 
insecure, selfish or high   
 
I am the scapegoat 
the burden, the bane 
it’s left me so tired 
so addicted, so insane 
 
Now you watch and wait 
to see what I will do 
I’ve got to run or die trying 
it hurts too much to love you 
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FIRST COMMUNION 
 
White dress, scalloped collar, eyelets, 
every buttonhole crocheted by hand 
He was there that day 
knife open, carving black moons 
from under his fingernails 
I can smell him, even now 
Oil, hints of gasoline 
 
Rosary and handkerchief clenched tight 
as my eyes 
when the priest pressed the bread 
of life onto my tongue 
every guilt-singed muscle 
knotting, under its weight 
 
In the name of the Father… 
(Why did he have to have such God damned) 
 
And of the Son… 
(dirty, cracked, stinking fingers snagging) 
 
And of the Holy Ghost… 
(the pale lace of my veil). 
 
Amen. 
 
 
WRITING OUR LIVES 
 
We are writing our lives 
inked in musky yellow sweat on sheets of sleepless nights. 
inked in thick white globs of semen against bruised defeated thighs. 
inked in slick orange vomit in the blank hours of mornings after. 
inked in familiar metallic blood reds dropped among cut, pricked reminders to feel. 
inked in salty crystalline trails under empty dark mooned eyes. 
inked in fear, guilt, shame and apology across agonizing days… 
Is this…righting our lives? 
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 MY HISTORY 
 
My history aint so clean and serene 
It was often filled with my worst dreams 
My history was addiction and addiction was life 
Always sending me into a downward strife  
Snorting and shooting huffing and puffing the joint 
Leading me to Turning Point 
It drives me insane the amount of 
Harm I’ve caused 
To my body and brain 
My tar left me nothing but crazy 
So far beyond sane no person could save me 
It waxed over my pain and numbed the hate 
Damn it was bad but hell, it felt great 
My phobia was needles but I craved the injection 
Daily pumping veins full of black, feeding the infection 
I grew up knowing smack was the worst on these streets 
But I spent months high on that s*** every week 
That wasn’t even the first of my many addictions 
I spent years causing hell through my own inflictions 
I don’t know how it is to live sober 
My mind tricks me saying, this will never be over 
Drugs could make me beg, bark and seal hell 
You could call me that dog rover 
I turned into the Pit-bull or Rottweiler of 
Substance abuse 
Cheating myself of my own goddamn youth 
I’m now committed and in rehab 
Trying to fix all the problems I had 
 
 
 
 
 
 
JUST ANOTHER CHAPTER IN MY STORY CALLED “LIFE” 
 
innocent in my early years 
growing hoping someone will 
hear my silent cries to know 
the lost little girl but the only way to find 
her is to look deep  
into my sapphire eyes but eye 
to eye is the key to the 
door labeled as the unknown like open conversation  
but honestly 
who asks for that? 
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RECIPE TO MAKE M.B. 
 

6 ft. of Crazy         1 pair of small hands 

4 ¾ ft. of Shyness      1 pair of small feet 

1 bag of blond hair     1 pair of chicken legs 

1 pouch of black hair     1 pair of Ape Arms 

2 blue & black eggs 

1 pair of lips        1 large heart 

1 pair of monkey ears        1 lb. of Ice 

1 medium nose 

   1 Large bag of Assertive Aggressive 

   180 lbs of pure love 

 
Combine 1 bag of blond hair, pouch of black hair, 2 clue & black eggs. lips, ears (monkey), 
and nose in a large Cauldron.  Mix until blended well.   
 
Throw in the small hands. feet, chicken legs and Ape arms.  Mix all lumps out and is 
blended smooth.  Add in the large heart and lb. of Ice, until Ice is mixed properly with all 
of ingredients.  After everything is mixed and blended, add in 6 ft. of Crazy and 4 ¾ ft. of 
shyness.  Stir for 2 ½ minutes till mix is pure and smooth.    
 
Add in the Large bag of Assertive Aggressiveness and the 180 lbs of pure love.  Put in the 
oven at 300°F for a hundred and thirty minutes or until mix is golden tan.  Pull it out of 
the oven and let sit for 30 minutes. 
 
*Product should be a 6’4 (and 3/4)”, blond hair, blue eyes. 180 lbs, with chicken legs and 
Ape Arms; that has an inch thick of Ice around his heart, that is Assertive aggressive and 
of pure love.    
 

Product may vary depending on ingredients. 
 
 
 
WHAT I WOULD DO 
 
What I would do  
To be with you  
At the edge of the earth  
With no one around 
The only sound 
Is your shallow breaths  
As you lay 
On my chest  
I fall asleep  
To the beat  
Of our fine-tuned hearts  
In sync with each other 
It’s like none other 
  

 
I like to think it’d never end 
But then its yet to begin 
So what I would do  
To be with you 
Just one more time 
I’d be fine 
Climbing up the tallest mountain  
Or swim to the middle of the sea 
Just to be  
With you 
What wouldn’t I do 
For you.  
  



52   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012 

WHO I AM 
 
I am approximately 6” with short brown hair protruding all over my body.  I have lighter 
skin tone, big muzzle, sharp teeth and big round brown eyes that show hints of gold 
when reflecting off the light just right.  I also have a long tail that I use for balance for 
when I’m swinging from branch to branch in the beautiful luscious Amazon Forrest.   
 It’s a beautiful hot summer day, moisture still glistens some of the leaves on 
the trees, from the storm we had last night.  I’m out hanging around in my favorite spot 
in my tree, I can look out and see for miles in all directions, pondering what I want to do 
today.  Now I’ve travelled all of the forest but never a great distant, in fact while I’m 
sitting here eating a papaya, I’ve never actually visited Mount Wakeekee.   
 So planning on visiting Mount Wakeekee, I set out going North-Northwest, at a 
slow leisurely  pace. After a while I drop down to the ground and start walking, seeing all 
different kinds of plant life, even other forms of creature that I wouldn’t normally see, 
due to the fact that I am always in the trees.  I spot a rare fruit, pick it up and start to eat 
it.  After a while probably 10-15 miles of walking and swing from branch to branch.  
 It’s starting to get dark, so I climb I tall tree to see where I’m at to my 
destination, and get ready to settle for the night.  The next morning I’m awaken with a 
start, to come to the realization that I’m now occupying someone else’s tree.  I slowly 
climb down and proceed on my way to my destination.  Being that I’m away from my 
home and in unfamiliar parts of the forest I’m more apt to be cautious and careful, but to 
no-avail.   
 Mid-way through the after noon I’m aware that something is following me, and 
not taking any chances I climb the first available tree, to which I’m thankful for, cause at 
the very next moment I see a black streak run pass me, narrowly missing my tail by mere 
inches.  Thinking I’m away from danger I go on my way; knowing that I am close to my 
destination, when I see it, rapped around a tree, dark black/green with patches of yellow 
and red scaling all along its back, waiting patiently for unsuspected prey to come along.   
 Now for me this is not good.  I may be big for my size, but to face what I believe 
to be at least a 12-15 foot anaconda is not something I look forward to every day.  I stop 
and realize I have a choice, either go ahead to my destination by trying to avoid this 
anaconda in the tree and a black panther on the ground, or go back home and live a 
happy life.  Well you may think I chose to do what all normal monkeys would do, but 
being I just traveled 3 days to reach Mount Wakeekee, I decided to be a bold monkey and 
go on, but instead of trying to avoid 2 formidable threats, I did the smart thing, I turned 
northeast on a wide birth and go around both threats to finally reach my destination, 
Mount Wakeekee.   
 As I look upon this mountain I’m in awe, that I just start walking/scaling up the 
side.  No worries at all in my mind, no concerns, hell as happy as a monkey can be.  As I 
reach the crest I realize why I wanted to visit it and why it was named as is.  I stand on 
base of the top, and what I’m looking at is what looks like I face chiseled into it, but it’s a 
face of a monkey.  The eyes, mouth, head, ears, all perfectly defined and just below it, set 
in front of my face it reads:  
 

“Look upon me and know that us monkeys will always have a place in the Jungle.”  
-Grafeekee- 

 
As I descend on my way back, I see again the anaconda and panther, both looking at me, 
and as I draw closer and closer they both part allowing me to go, unharmed and 
unscathed, back to my tree of happiness.   
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MY BEST FRIEND 
 
My best friend is somebody that knows me as a person.  Not just what he sees, but what 
is inside; my likes dislikes, what makes me happy, sad, depressed and excited.  My best 
friend doesn’t care about my past, or even frets over why I’ve been to jail or prison.  My 
best friend cares for me in every aspect.  My Best friend is someone who will be there 
whenever, wherever, someone who will lend me his shoulder to cry on or give me a hug 
when I need it.  I don’t have multiple Best friends, but only one.  He knows me inside and 
out, and he doesn’t judge me.  My Best friend is my confidant.  My best friend is my one 
true love, and that is the only Best friend I need. 
 
 
 
WORD 4 EVERY 1 
 
Here I sit in a cell 
Trying not to holler or yell 
Tired of sittin’ around and listen 
To everybody that is pissin 
 
I hear all the people flappin 
Knowin’ nothin at all will happen 
Trying to do all my Time 
But feel like I’m a mime 
 
People talk about leaving in days 
I rather be by the bay 
I still have a lot of time 
Trying to make this poem rhyme 
 
 
 
SOMEWHERE STRANGE 

Sure, you’re waking up somewhere strange, but I do that every day.  

Walking up in a cold lonely cell, walls all around me wondering why I keep doing the 
things I do. I get released, and now it’s up to me to prove that I can do what needs to be 
done to be free. They give me the rope to hang myself; I tell myself that I won’t. I try to 
go day by day, but the rope keeps getting longer and longer till that eventful day that I 
hang myself again and end right back in the cold lonely cell with walls all around. I tell 
myself it will be different next time, but every time I’m given an inch I take a mile. So, 
sure, I’m waking up somewhere strange, but I do that every day.  

Knowing life gets a lot harder 
Cause I sit here and barter 
But if I try hard enough 
And don’t act hard and tough 
 
I can do what people do 
Writin’ words that aren’t poo poo 
I know I can say anything 
And the hard truth can ring 
 
So don’t sit around all lonely 
Thinkin’ you’re a big fat phony 
Get ideas for a new look 
Sittin around reading this new book. 
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MY SELF 
 
Loving, charming, unique, always outgoing 
Full of words, and always willing to help 
Assertive, Aggressive, Blunt 
Gentle as a Bear 
Willing to give his last, not out of greed, but ‘cause 
he knows he can get it back 
Hard working 
Takes responsibility for self 
Keeps it 100% all the time, even when it hurts or is right 
Artistic 
 
 
BEING MAULED 
 
It’s about 8:30-9:00 o’clock at night and I am deciding on which way I want to bike home 
from school.  I’ve been helping out with a school project.  I am a little frightened, but 
have good cause, ‘cause I know what lies between the school and the house, 2 or 3 over-
size dogs, one of them a German Shepherd that I know of.   
 So I choose the quickest and hopefully the safest way home.  I start out and a 
little ways off I see a person walking with its dog unleashed.  I think, no big deal I’ll just 
avoid them and be on my way.   
 All of a sudden, the dog breaks loose in a dead a** run right at me.  I panic and 
tell myself I can out-ride this dog.  I’m almost to my turn-off when I see its viciousness in 
his eyes, those razor sharp canines digging into my flesh, rupturing and mangling my 
muscle, taking a chunk of flesh from my leg, blood gushing to my ankle.   
 I scream in pain, fall off my bike and somehow manage to put my bike in 
between me and the dog.  I’m so terrorized, I don’t know what to do, knowing that if all 
this happens, I won’t be able to ride home and get help.  The owner comes by and drags 
the animal away.  I climb back on my bike and head in the opposite direction, and take 
the long way home. 
 
 

Joyful 
Amazing 
Heaven sent 
Vibrant 
One and only 
Ninja 
Irresistible 
Energetic 
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MY HANDSOME SON 
 
I love you more than the moon and sun. 
You explode with joy. 
Spreading so much cheer 
You make me smile ear to ear. 
Spoiled with love yes you are 
Your tiny hugs go so far. 
You warmed up my heart from the very start. 
My beautiful baby boy I love you so, 
You amaze me each day as you grow. 
My gift from God 
An angel from up above 
My reason for living 
You showed me how to love 
 
 
DESTROYED 
 
I remember the fear 
I remember the pain. 
I remember the respect I’ll never again gain. 
To the friends I lost to the family I hurt 
I’m sorry for what it’s worth. 
The guilt I have evens out with hate. 
I’ll never be the same for a black shadow  
follows my pain. 
Will I ever be sane? 
Can I forget the feeling? 
Can I forgive and start healing? 
Three years sober, I still can’t start  
my life over. 
 
 
MY SUPERWOMAN 
 
She’s the woman I’ve always idolized, 
The woman that can’t be broken,  
I picture her invincible 
She’s so strong and beautiful.  
She took me in, raised me as hers 
Her love has no end, 
She’s my role model, my superwoman 
I don’t picture her human. 
She’s filled with grace 
And blessed with faith. 
She’s my mother, I more than love her. 
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ONCE UPON A TIME 
 
Once upon a long time ago 
In a very hard time in our lives 
We stood behind steel bars, concrete walls 
and barbwire fences.  
 
No escape, no love, warmth or freedom. 
Just our souls, our feelings 
and our paper and pen.  
 
Your strength and compassion for life  
caught me instantly. 
Your very strong will and your sense of loyalty 
and honor is very real.  
 
Reading your words of encouragement, your undeniable  
care for me, quickened my heart, caught my breath. 
You sparked that fire deep within my body 
that had been put out long ago.  
 
Reading your words and desires  
ignited that warm sensation in my body,  
put a smile across my face at the moment  
I needed you to.  
 
You dry my tears when I’m sad, you calm  
anxieties when everything feels so out of place.  
I’m so sorry I ever walked out of your heart.  
 
No matter what tries to stand between us,  
whatever may try to come between us,  
I promise to never ever let that happen again.  
I can’t believe I listened to the b.s.  
and let it come between us.  I was foolish  
to give up on the best man that ever walked into my life  
 
When I close my eyes at night  
I envision your sexy brown bedroom eyes 
Your long silky dark hair, your masculine  
body up against mine. 
 
Your strong arms holding ever so tight 
and all through the night  
oh, what a delight.  
 
With the sound of our song playing  
in the background and in my head.  
I just want to lay here with you and forget  the world.  
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One day soon my love, all our dreams will begin  
to unfold.  As we begin our lives together.  
Cherishing, honoring, loving one another  
‘till the end of time  
oh, how divine.  
 
We’re an unstoppable sickness  
when our worlds collide.  
We’ve written our words of love,  
encouragement and regrets  
to each other for years.  
I hold you dear to my heart and soul.  
 
Pat, you are the man of my dreams.  
Our love story of once upon a time 
Our fairy tale will one day soon  
become very real.  
 
You are my life, my love, my happiness.  
You make my life complete.  
And we live happily ever after.  
 
The End.  
 
 
NOW & FOREVER 
 
I want you to want me.  
Like I want you.  
I need you to need me.  
Like I need you.  
 
I want you to see me, in your every dream  
Like I see you in mine.  
I want you to feel me in your every touch  
Like I feel you.  
I want you to love me ‘til death do us part.  
Like I love you.  
 
So please, babe, come...  
 
Want me 
Need me  
See me 
Feel me  
Love me  
 
Like I do you.  
Now and forever.  
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WHAT A BEAUTIFUL LIFE 
 
It was a velvet warm morning, 
Everything around me glowing, 
With such a voluptuous beautiful green.  
Such a breathtaking sight.  
 
The dirt around me was soft  
and lightly moistened with dew,  
as I pushed it up around  
these newborn plants.  
 
I’ve been a part of them from  
the time they were a seed. 
Now they are growing and growing. 
I’m surrounded with love and beauty.  
What a beautiful sight.  
 
As I stop to listen to a bird from afar  
she was singing to her newborn babies  
What a glorious sound and sight,  
as I see them snug, safe all tucked  
in their nest.  
 
All of a sudden, I giggle as my attention  
was drawn to my right.   
I see the chickens running wildly,  
as they arouse the pigs in their pen.  
They snort and chase those chickens  
as they’re saying “leave us be,  
we’re trying to sleep...”  
 
As I turn back and give my attention  
to these newborn plants, I touch them  
and love them, each and every one.  
I begin singing sweet lullabies and tuck  
them in for the night.  
 
Each day I return to love and water  
them until they are full grown.  
Each one has produced 
lots of tasty vegetables,  
so full of juices and flavor,  
making you crave for more.  
 
What a fun filled summer it has been.  
I look forward to doing this again.  
What a glorious feeling I feel inside me.  
 
 
 

Knowing if we take time to  
nurture people, what a  
beautiful life of love,  
peace and happiness,  
we can endure lots of happy  
memories, it’s plain to see.  
 
I long for, now and forever.  
I can only imagine  
we all long for the same thing...  
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MY HERO 
 
The saddest moment in our lives  
was the day our father, our hero, passed away.  
Our father was truly one of a kind. 
One who has left impressions and 
memories we cherish, every one of them truly divine.  
Our father only spoke words of wisdom. 
 
Make right choices that match your values.  
Discipline are the rules you are to follow,  
if you don’t, punishment follows. 
Do the best you can, at everything you do.  
It’s quality, not quantity.  
Do it right the first time and  
you don’t have to do it over again.  
Your word is only as good as you are.  
Talk with respect or don’t talk at all.  
If I say do it, do it.  
 
Life is like walking in the snow, every step 
shows - make them impressionable ones.  
A good person is one who knows he can get by  
with something that is wrong, but does the right thing.  
Life is ever changing, growth is optional 
Choose wisely.  
The road to hell is paved with good intentions.  
 
Our father was the most honest, loving,  
fun, hardworking, we’ve ever known.   
Never complained, always supported us,  
encouraged us and protected us.  
Taught us to be all we could 
be to live a good and happy, healthy life.  
What a privilege and honor it has been to be part  
of our father’s life.  We can’t keep help shed  
tears when reminiscing of memories of 
our Hero.   
 
We love you Dad, so good night, 
sleep tight, we miss you a lot,  
a lot each and every day and night  
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MY SON 
 
I wish I was out with my son 
I want to be out for my son because his mom is not there for him 
His mom is not there for him because she is homeless 
She is homeless because she didn’t pay her rent 
She didn’t pay her rent because she was buying stuff for her man at the time 
When she got kicked out of her house I was sad 
I am sad for her and my son.  I was sad because they didn’t have a place to go 
I wish I could help my son out 
I want to help my son out because he is my son and I don’t want him with people I don’t 
know 
I don’t want him with people I don’t know because they might not let me see him 
And if I can’t see him I will be mad and sad 
I will be sad and mad because I love him 
I love him with all my heart and I always will 
I wish I could talk to him.  I want to talk to him because it will keep me out of trouble 
It will keep me out of trouble because I will know that he is ok 
It will also keep me out of trouble because I will know I could be there for him 
I don’t know if I can be there for him because I haven’t talked to his mom in 3 years 
I haven’t talked to his mom in three years because she told me not to talk to her 
anymore 
I haven’t seen my son in three years because his mom told me not to talk to him or come 
see him 
I wish I could see him.  If I would have seen him the three years I didn’t see him I would 
have stayed out of trouble 
If I could see him it will keep my head where it has to be 
I will stop using to see him 
My son is in DHS custody because his mom had a hot U.A. 
I feel bad for him because his mom won’t stop using to see him 
I am sad because I can’t see my son and I want to so bad  
I want to talk to him and tell him I’m here for him 
I want to tell him I’m his dad 
I want to tell him I’m his dad because I don’t think he knows 
I don’t think he knows because I haven’t been there or seen him in three years 
I can’t be there for my son because I’m committed 
I’m committed for nine months to one year  
My son is my whole life J 
He is all I got to live for 
My son is the one that is going to get me to stop doing stupid stuff 
He is going to stop me from doing stupid stuff because I will be there for him 
He is all I got to stay out of jail 
I don’t want to see my son do the same stuff I’m doing 
If he does the same stuff I did when I was younger I’m going to be sad L 
I’m going to be sad because he might go to jail if he does the same stuff I did 
I don’t’ want to see him in jail just like I don’t want him to see me in jail 
I’m going to love my son till I die even if I can’t see him 
If I can’t see him I’m always going to be thinking of him 
Just like now I’m always thinking of him and always sad that I’m not there for him  
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MY LIFE 
 
My life sucks right now 
It sucks because I’m away from family 
My life is hard 
It is hard because I’m an addict 
It’s also hard because I lost my son 
My life is sometimes good 
It is good sometimes when I’m not using 
It is also good when I’m on the outs 
My life is bad 
It’s bad because I was using 
I don’t want to be a troublemaker 
because all it did for me was I lost my son 
I lost my son because his mom didn’t want 
me to be a part of his life. 
 
 
PEOPLE I LOOK UP TO 
 
The people I look up to 
One person is my old therapist from my last placement 
I look up to her because she was there 
for me when I was thinking about killing myself 
 
She was also there when I need the treatment 
I wanted but never got until now 
I look up to a lot of people 
 
Some people look up to me a lot more than I  
look up to them 
 
The people that look up to me I love so 
much and they love me just as much 
I look up to a lot more people that been there 
for me when I need them the most 
 
These people are my 2 moms, my 4 
sisters, and my 2 brothers 
they all look up to me too 
 
Most the people I use to look up 
to are dead to me now but still alive 
these people were gangsta 
I don’t ever want to look up to 
the gangsta like I used to. 
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WHAT IF 
 
What if I do get my son back 
What if I don’t see my family again 
What if I lost my nephew 
What if my mom gives up on me 
What if my best friend dies 
What if his mom goes to jail 
What if she picks up meth again 
What if she don’t call me her son anymore 
What if I go to college 
What if I never get my diploma 
What if I lost my teeth 
What if I go back to LCDC 
What if I don’t move 
What if I lost my son’s mom 
What if I never heard from anyone ever again 
What if all the homies hate me when I get back out 
 

FUN??? 
 
We are best friends 
We are Casey & Chaos 
We have so much fun 
right? 
 
We got high and lost our kids 
 Fun? 
 
We went on the run and watched as our family suffered never knowing if we were alive 
or dead 
 Fun? 
 
We are always watching our backs for the marshals to show up 
 Fun? 
 
High-speed chases, foot chases, doors kicked in, can’t leave out when you got tazed 
 Fun?  
 
You overdosed in my arms 
 Fun? 
 
I am still unsure of why we believed we had so much fun. The only thing I am sure of is 
we must really love each other to go thru so much. 

’
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# - - - - - - - 
 
A mother away from her 3 beautiful children, 
A woman alone in the world so big. 
A number in place of a name— 
Never imagined I’d end up here— 
 Offender #- - - - -  
Many mistakes I’ve made— 
They look at you like you’re scum. 
Those things I’m not proud to claim— 
And no matter what I still have a name. 
 SABRINA BEAN— 
A NAME I’M PROUD TO WEAR! 
 
 
9th GRADE FORMAL 
 
Sweet liquid to quench my thirst, 
Chugging till there’s no more left 
Ahhh, 
Fuzzy Navel, 
Strawberry fields— 
Fruity and intoxicating! 
My speech begins to slur— 
My legs no longer hold me up 
My hand so sweaty—holding the bottle for dear life! 
Hugging the porcelain god 
Laying on the filthy linoleum in the women’s restroom— 
The fruity flavor 
NOT so good coming back up! 
My mind goes blank 
 
I come back to consciousness. 
Wondering where I am— 
Look to my left—darkness— 
Look to my right and can’t believe what I see 
The principal of CLP sitting next to me. 
We sit and wait for the parking lot to clear— 
One lone truck sits idling by. 
The tears roll down my face. 
Mr. Bean this behavior is totally unacceptable— 
Ms. Bean don’t come back for 3 or 4 days. 
If only that was the only punishment inflicted, 
6 months of strict grounding was my sentence. 
A summer of waiting tables just to go home 
to hard manual labor—308 post holes to dig thru rock and clay 
Boones Farm—Never Again 
For that night I learned something— 
 YOU ARE NOT MY FRIEND 
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JUST A MOMENT 
 
Memories penetrate my mind, more painful than happy. 
They desecrate my brain, tear me apart, 
remind me of what they say I am, 
of how bad it was so many years ago. Rip them from my brain. 
My flesh on fire, the need is unbearable, 
the want the only thing I know. 
Razor touches my skin, where do I want it? 
Wounds open like gaping mouths a toothless smile, 
red hot blood wells up, 
the smell of copper pennies rises to my senses, 
it pools then slowly drips, 
streams of memories sticky on my skin, 
feel it turn cold 
hear it drip to the floor, 
spilling out the rage, pain and hurt. 
My mind feels relief from days of mental anguish 
with one, two, three or more cuts 
from that sliver of metal so sharp, 
gleaming in the lamp light. 
Is it worth the permanent scars for the moment of sanity? 
That moment of silence?   
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THE VOMIT OF INSANITY 
 
I’ve taken to calling them animals or monkeys, there’s a constant hum of noise coming 
from their mouths and the ones I can’t hear give ape-like gestures on the other side of 
the glass. After feeding, the energy increases or decreases like at the zoo. Wake up just 
in time for meals, full uniform, tee shirts tucked in, like they’ve programmed us and our 
inner clocks to know when the slop has arrived, Pavlov’s dogs anyone? They pop us for 
meals, “It’s off to the races,” all drooling and fighting for a spot in line. Then it’s nothing 
but complaining as they shovel food in their gaping mouths, “MORE BEANS?” and yet 
they eat them and later complain of horrendous gas and distended painful bellies, while 
just 5 minutes before it was, “Hey, you gonna eat 
that?” as they look to their fellow tablemates.  
 I try to find humor in this dull, boring, 
repetitive and super routine I call a temporary 
existence cuz this isn’t a life. It’s kinda like living at 
the humane society—the tours remind you of “Who’s that puppy in the window?” It’s all 
hurry up and wait. Do I get adopted by society? Or do I get put away in a bigger semi-
permanent, long-term facility? This is where society puts their unruly, the ones they 
deem worthy of some of what they call “behavioral-modification,” the longer you’re 
there the more it becomes a part of you and some like it so much they stay.  
 The wait on a verdict tears at your mind. I know it sounds insane but hey, what 
else to do but go a tad-bit nuts? It’s okay they hand out pills so you don’t seem so crazy, 
they make you sleepy and hey, even the beans don’t look so bad cuz the pills got your 
gut telling you you’re hungry. Tell me, how many cinderblocks in your part of cinderblock 
hell? 413, roughly, I counted them by nightlight, that incessant light, always light, what I 
wouldn’t give for the dark. I know it sounds like a waste of time but that’s all I have to 
waste. Chronic brain diarrhea, a tsunami, while awake, while asleep. Random outbursts 
of laughter, who’s a lunatic now? Chronic situational insanity seeping into the cracks of 
my mind. Adult daycare, the short bus to hell.  
 The inconsistent banging of someone, where and why? Is that real or is it 
burned in my brain? One door slams, as of now 7,392 times but who’s counting? One 
door slams, vibrates my brains, the walls and the shelf that my red rubber cup and 
orange spork sit upon. Echoing in this harsh reality. No crying in jail or so I’m told. Please 
don’t let this harsh reality become a permanent condition.  
 Drama and more drama everywhere I turn, creeps under my door, blast the 
volume to some stupid song to drown out the dull roar that has become a permanent 
fixture in my head. Are those real voices, a constant noise, 32 different voices? Not even 
my dreams are safe from their faces and their noise. Nighttime pacing the 14½ steps 
from bunk to blazing blue door with its almost alluring 2 foot by 6 inch window. What’s 
going on at 2am? Only the loonies and insomniacs up this early.  
 Climb into my bunk with my yoga mat mattress, my itchy blankets, that hair is 
not mine and where did it come from? Which way does my 10 foot by 6 inch window 
face? Can’t tell. Is that outside? Can’t tell. The permanent frost a visual barrier for any 
kind of beautiful site. Is the sun coming up? Is it snowing? Is it sunny or about to rain? 
Maybe you get lucky and have a centimeter of unfrosted window to see by, driving you 
insane. 
 As I sit here at this gray desk on this squeaky, swinging stool, guards on their 15-
minute patrol, I wonder about my sanity. Has it become a permanent condition or is it 
just a situational insanity? 

Has it become a permanent 

condition or is it just a 

situational insanity? 
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THE PRISONER’S LAMENT 
 
At the end of the day, when I lay in my cell, 
under the constant florescent lights, 
the memories invade my mind, 
what’s been done, what I’ve done, who cares, who doesn’t, 
every painful experience, every soft touch, every not so soft. 
How can I forgive, even myself and God please let me 
forget. 
 
Numbers, labels, statistic, conviction, what have I become? 
This is not who I wanted be, so how’d I become me? 
I lay here and wish the lights would go out, so dark, 
please cuz I don’t like what I see. 
Shackles and chains, off to court again. 
What will the verdict be? 
 
The sad, worried look on my mother’s face, where 
did her baby go? 
The one with all those hopes and dreams, 
the little blonde girl who creamed about dresses, 
t-shirts and overalls, that’s me. 
Daddy’s little girl, he had high expectations for the  
little baby girl that he still sees, 
behind the prisoner shuffle. 
They don’t want to see the organs, the shackles and the chains, 
they see their baby through glass, talk while the tape records, 
never get to touch her, hug her, kiss her, love her.  
 
How much I’m missing with this unfortunate life, 
look at the scars left from years of pain, 
secret thoughts, tearful sighs and wailing cries.  
I close my eyes and try to block it all out, 
it’s all there constantly, the people I love, their faces, 
seems to be torturing me. 
 
Never wanted it to get to this point, unfazed, 
didn’t want the time to become easy. 
Like this is how I learn a lesson, should be! 
Razor wire in my eyes, number on my chest, 
what my future seems to be, unknown, scary as hell. 
So much life to live, want to know how to live it.  
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BORDERLINE LOVE 
 
Someone once told me that is not completion, it’s compliment. 
Always feel there is nothing to compliment, a void to fill. 
I love you mean so much to the unloved, it chews us up 
and spits us out, leaves us broken. 
Remember everything from every stinging word to how your 
tears taste, your voice ringing in my ears. 
Every love is the one, the lifelong, the soul mate, the everything, 
it’s all or nothing, the give everything get nothing, 
who I am, the totally consumed. 
Every broken heart is as painful as the last, like grieving, 
who am I without them, no identity, forever trying to find myself when it’s over. 
Always looking for soul completion, just to be loved, 
so black and white, you love or you don’t. 
Unfortunate for true love, dealing with a heart they didn’t break.  
So much love, so much pain, comes hand in hand, 
I’ve loved and I’ve lost every single time leaves wounds that won’t heal, 
so raw and sensitive, so broken and bitter, 
say I love you, look in my eyes, smile that sweet smile, I’m already yours, 
can’t pull away, too intense, kiss my lips, like saving grace, 
can’t see I’m terrified? 
Borderline love, so intense and emotional, 
heart-wrenching, pour my soul out, I’m yours, 
take it, break it, love it, leave it, 
here I am a void to fill.      

 
 
CHAOS 
 
Stupidity diminishing my cerebellum, 
brain rotting torture chamber, driving me insane, 
psychology not so psychological, making me psycho, 
fantasy, my mental escape, desecrate my mind, 
stuck in a black hole, holding on, trapped in my cage, 
mouths moving, spitting words, hollow, 
hard to swallow, choking on the s*** you spew, 
pill stew, twisted, mindless, mechanical, 
caged in, the darkness inside me, tolerance grows thin, 
an irritation hard to fathom, unable to brush it off. 
Lost my mind, lost myself, feel the rage, 
cut it, watch it bleed, taste it, feel it all over again. 
Again, wanna try me, don’t push me, 
hurts to keep eyes open, nightmares are real, 
screams never escaping the void, so surreal, 
vision blurred, swirling in a mass or orange hue, 
I hate you and I hate this view, 
pain is nothing new, can’t be edited. 
All this is real, unfortunately life, 
I don’t want this anymore, let me out. 
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LIFE OF A FLOWER 
 
Surrounded by damp cold soil 
Darkness envelopes everything 
Not sure which way is up 
Reaching, Stretching, Stirring  
In all directions at once 
Finally breaching through the surface 
Dirt and Earth falling away 
The warmth of the sun upon 
My face giving me life 
Pushing, urging me on 
Extending my arms, glowing 
Vibrant, vivid colors 
Opening up around my face 
To bask in the sea of light 
 
 
ME AS A HOUSE CAT 
 
Crouching, watching my prey.  
Waiting, stalking, creeping. I can smell it across the field, 
 unaware.  
Bounding forward, lunging, I pounce on it,  
sink my teeth in it.  
Roll over play with it tossing it in the air.  
The sweet victory, it is mine!  
Striving proudly away 
 I leave the yarn where it lay.  
LADIES OF WC 
 

We made some bad choices, 
 we made some big mistakes. 
We all want out of this, 
 no matter what it takes. 
The road is gonna be a long one 
 and sometimes not so fun. 
But we know we will have sunshine 
 for we’ll be walking with the One. 
This time we’ve shared together 
 living locked in from life outside, 
Has taught us to be grateful 
 and to find our strength inside 

 
 

Cause we’re not through weathering the 
storms 
 the whos and the rains 
But with the love of the Lord with us 
 we will survive the pains 
So know that I love you 
 and carry you here in my heart 
That no matter where we are 
 we will never be that far apart. 
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A GIFT 
 
So I was asked to write a paragraph in five minutes on a gift that someone gave me that 
can or could be transferred.  This is what I came up with. 
 
I don’t know how to write or what to 
write.  But the best gift I can think of is 
the gift of God.  The Bible says all we 
have to do is believe.  Because the gift of 
God is eternal life.  That means the time 
we spend here on earth is really short in 
comparison.  Then the Bible says the 
wages of sin is death!  I say not good!  So 
it’s been my experience the more I 
believe the better my life is.  As for sin I 
try not to sin.  But I’m stuck in this fleshy, 
carnal body for now.  So talk about the 
Bible and His word as much as you can 
and to as many people as you can and 
this gift will spread on its own and 
transfer for if you try as hard as you can 
to walk in the light your life will be full of 
joy and peace. 
 
Through Jesus Christ that’s the most 
precious gift of all. 
 
 
 
END OF THE WORLD 
 
They say it would end in 2012. 
Didn’t give it a thought  
     till almost the end.  
The trust of a friend gave me a thought 
I gave him my trust. 
He gave me the short end.  
Hemming me up. 
To get him the gain. 
So I sit there locked up with  
    one thing to gain. 
I look back to heaven. 
With him I am saved. 
So one thing to say to this  
     so called friend. 
I forgive you and thank you for  
     sending me home.  
I walk with my savior 
when he comes 
in the end. 

MY SYN 
 
My syn, my syn I really love my syn  
My syn, my syn she occupies all my 
thoughts 
 
All the day long  
All night long 
 
My syn, my syn I really love my syn 
My sin, my sin I really don’t like my sin  
 
My sin, my sin in all my thoughts!!! 
All day long! All night long! 
 
My sin, my sin I really hate my sin!! 
My sin, my sin I love to hate my sin 



   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012  71  

THE LETTER 
 
My Love, Dearest one and only, at first glance my heart skips a beat.  As you draw closer 
your eyes fixed on mine, smiling at me with those ruby red lips while batting your eye 
lashes.  You ensnare my heart as you stride toward me on your stiletto heels wrapped 
around your Chantilly laced thigh highs hugging those perfectly shaped legs.   
  
Calf muscles flexing making your thighs guide my eyes up to make a perfect a** out of 
me.  My eyes catch a glimpse of a black velvet thong held up by your perfectly shaped 
hips.  Hip bone’s protruding out ever so slightly.  Your tight, flat abs shifting from side to 
side holding up your perfectly round 32 Ds.  I try to catch my breath.  I can’t stop lusting 
after the things you offer my testosterone pulsing muscles of my body.   
  
I try once more to catch my breath.  My saliva getting caught in my throat.  There is 
nothing I wouldn’t do for you.  With every move I’m lured deeper and deeper into your 
trap.  I give and give till there is nothing left but an empty shell.  Taking any thing and 
every thing you want and when there is nothing left you tear out my heart, shattering my 
soul, leaving me while I’m locked up.  With no way to repair the damage.  (Dun).   
  
The best years of my life gone.  And you my love, my one and only, off to your next 
victim.  Then without a word to me without saying anything you kill our unborn child.  
(Abort?)  Just like you did to me.  Oh oh that endearing word you used to call me Love!  
Love?  You don’t even know what it means.  What, just another tool in your little bag of 
tricks, of innocent me.  Oh love me.  Well I’ve got some words for your little bag of tricks.  
But I don’t have the heart.  You stole that too. 
 
Love, 
Empty Shell 
 

 
100% WELL-SEASONED MAN 
 
Ingredients 
20% kid, well beaten not stirred 
20% teen, well needed, and bruised 
20% young adult, well baked and loaded 
20% adult, broken hearted and betrayed 
20% middle-aged, shaken and beaten by life 
 
Throw him in the cooler for 2 years.  When well chilled you will have 100% man ready to 
take on his next challenge.  A clean, sober, God fearing life. 
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ALL ALONE 
 
Part I 

How did I fall. 
When did the wind blow. 
How could I have known? 
Heart jumping! 
Heart stopping!! 
Stretching!!! 
Reaching!!!! 
Trying to stop 
Full panic stop. 
God help me 
God save me 
Please make me stop. 

 
Part II 

Pain pain 
Writing pain 
Oh my God it hurts it…it… 
Don’t scream don’t cry don’t panic 
Pain, pain, loud noise what is that noise 
It’s me 
Screaming! Screaming! What wait 
No one to hear you 
No one to help you 
All alone 

 
 
LIVING LA VIDA CHEETO 
 
Living in a bowl of blue and white, myself and my Cheeto buddies hang out playing 
games and eating state gruel, dipping in to some commissary and coffee.  We start the 
day, get up and put on our best Cheeto tuxedo, line up for what we call breakfast of 
champions where I sit with Henry Citizen Cheeto, always crackin’ jokes and hogging all 
the mayo.  And Mohawk Cheeto wanting to play cards, we go through the day sharing 
stories of what kind of hot sauce we have dipped ourselves into or what kind we want to 
dip into.   But in the end Cheetos come and go and we are just waiting for the day some 
one picks us out of the bowl.  So the moral of my story is if you are going to live la vida 
loco, you have to live la vida Cheeto. 
 
 

BAD TIMES 
 
I used to have friends all over town,  
this bar and that bar. Strippers abound.  
Good times and flush times they’re always around 
where are they now when bad times are here. 
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LOVE AND RESPECT, RESPECT AND LOVE 
 
Looking for, Waiting for, Wanting it, Needing it, Having trouble finding it. 
Every time I find it, I always lose it.  
 
I Wouldn't Have Known 
 
It is my birthday my 48th one 
I’m sitting in 
Prison for this one 
thinking about past ones.  I don’t want this one. 
If I knew then what I know now. 
I would have taken the pills I had saved.  
The pain would have faded. 
My heart would have slowed.  
So when the pop came I wouldn’t have known.  
Too Much 
 
Here I sit thinking about this and of that  
What is this I’m drinking a little of that 
Why can’t I stop smoking some of this and that 
I will use this instead 
But when I have none of this or that  
I always drink too much of that.  
 
Here I sit thinking about pills that I take. 
The white ones for thinking, that’s all that I take.  
Can’t seem to stop thinking.  So the red ones I take. 
The pink ones for sleeping, that’s all that I take. 
When I can’t wake up, the orange ones I take. 
When she wants to have fun 
the blue one’s the great. 
 
Make the man stand up and wink.  
Day after day the pills I must take, oh what has happened.  
No thump in my chest.  
The pills I love taking, have taken my life. 
 
Here I lay all locked up. 
Trying to think of memories and thoughts 
of younger days 
Thoughts can’t seem to remember but bits of the past  
What’s happened to my memories and thoughts, only meth seems to know.  
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BROKEN HEART 
 
when i look in the mirror, i see you 
i smile your smile 
i get ready to your satisfaction 
i hide the pain because you say there’s none 
being away from you pulls at my heart 
i’m lost w/o you 
who am i w/o you? 
i feel like i’m nothing because that’s  
   what you made me believe 
i cry myself to sleep because i miss you. 
i get mad at myself because i want  
so bad to hate you 
why don’t you love me? 
i’m so dependent on you and i hate it.   
i’m broken & a wreck 
you probably don’t even think about me 
i’m lost w/o you 
who am i w/o you? 
 
 
HEART 
 
you make me see the true meaning of  
being treated like a princess. 
i can be all scrubbed out, no makeup, 
& you’ll still say i’m the most 
beautiful girl in the room. 
your smile’s contagious, i grin 
every time i look @ you! 
when you say you love me, 
i know you mean it. 
when you say you’ll never hurt me, 
i know you’ll keep that promise! 
you make me glad to be called 
your princess! 
& i’m happy you’re my prince! 
 
& disappointment 
by Sarah-Bear 
 
She puts on that smile, 
you think everything’s fine 
but you don’t know the truth, 
she’s dying inside. 
 
She’s so confused 
and stressed out, 
She’s slowly losing her composure 

Lovely S. 
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overtaken by the doubt. 
 
She’s so used to being a disappointment 
not measuring up to anyone’s expectations 
She can’t even meet her own goals, 
really what’s a hopeless girl to do. 
 
Making mistake after mistake 
but wanting to change, 
all she knows is failure though 
it seems like some unwinnable game. 
 
i have a secret to tell, 
about this girl, 
She will get on her feet 
and press forward, not repeat.  
 
She’s done w/ the bulls***, 
the hurt and the pain, 
She’s changing for the better, 
She will be successful . . . 
 i will be successful 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MY GUITAR 
 
it’s just me and my guitar 
that’s all I need 
my music takes me on a journey 
and it sets me free 
I don’t need anything else, 
don’t need anybody 
so here I go, 
walking down this lonely road 
where I’ll end up? I don’t know 
empty fields and railroad tracks I will roam 
but wherever I am, as long as I 
have my guitar, I’m at home 
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SHADOW MAN 
 
My shadow has no color, only varying shades of gray 
and follows me around all throughout my day. 
My shadow looks like me and he always has my back. 
I tell him to bust a rhyme but his lyrics are always wickidy wickidy wack. 
On the dance floor is where he really comes to life. 
All the girly shadows keep beggin’ to be his wife. 
My shadow’s always down to everything I do, 
and I make sure he’s guaranteed a spot in my crew. 
But one day mr. shadow’s gonna fall in love, 
and hopefully get married to the right one.  
Then I’ll have two shadows--one I call my son.  
 
 
WHOSE SOBRIETY?  NOT MINE! 
 
Treatment…Dual diagnosed… 
Sobriety…happier?  According to whom? 
You can’t force someone to change  
if they don’t want to for themselves. 
Once an addict always an addict.   
Keep coming back. 
It works if you work it. 
The Lord’s prayer… 
So many mixed messages… 
Confused and irritated. 
The only one I can trust anymore is me. 
I’m a man now! 
Stop trying to help me-- 
 
 
IF I COULD FLY 
If I could fly I’d never come down 
Too much bulls*** down on that ground  
First ya see me, now ya don’t 
Never again… I promise you won’t  
 
I harbor so much anger cause I’m in a lot of pain 
Some where there’s a bleeding deep inside my brain 
I don’t know where and I can’t point it out. 
Take drugs to ease the pain and slow my thoughts down 
 
If I could stop time I’d pause on you.  
Bring you to my world so you could see the view.  
That’s the only way to show you I think you’d understand 
It’s okay to let go now I’m finally a man 
 
In a jail cell is no way to spend your mother’s funeral 
But hey,  what the hell  - Guess that’s just my luck as usual  

You’re only making things worse. 
I make my own decisions. 
Only I know what I truly need. 
You’re ignorant… 
I think for myself. 
Quit meddling around with my life! 
Leave me alone! 
Respect my boundaries.   
I respect yours. 
STOP! 
Mom… 
I’m getting a restraining order  
     against you. 
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WHAT IF 
 
What if I’m wrong 
What if I hit the bong 
What if I’m late 
to a lady and a date 
What if I can’t help nobody 
What if I turn ungodly 
What if I lose sit of truth 
What if my poem doesn’t rhyme 
What if I don’t have the time 
What if I never did the crime 
What if life isn’t real 
What if I couldn’t feel 
What if life lives without me 
What if no one cares about me 
What if my life won’t work 
What if life made me a jerk 
What if my clothes ain’t fly 
What if all the wise men die 
What if there ain’t enough for everyone 
What if you can’t take back the 
s*** you’ve done. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
MOVE ON 
 
Hi friend, it’s been a long time 
since you been around, you introduced 
me to the wicked clown, you were 
in a tight spot and had nowhere  
to go, so we held your hand till 
you let go, and we still have good 
times, keepin your memory strong 
and thinking about days gone by smoking on 
your front lawn. But it really sucks 
to think them days is gone, I love 
you homie but it’s time to move on. 

FREEDOM 
 
Freedom, even if you were 
out today would you truly be 
free, would you be worry free 
would you be parole free 
could you be drug free 
would the government let you 
be free. 
What about tax free. 
Free spirit. 
Buy one get one free. 
Would you be spiritually free 
would you even know what 
freedom is, probably not, because 
true freedom is on the inside. 
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I LOVE YOU I DO 
 
I love you I do. 
Love is a strong word, have grace 
when you use it. Say it to the right 
person, please try not to abuse it. 
I love you I do. 
Love is something quite amazing to have 
but loved is something you can’t know right 
away loved is sometimes you’ll have 
to trust what I say. 
I love you I do. 
Showing love requires great care and 
great tact but getting love is simply a 
great balancing act. 
I love you I do. 
Love is eternal, so go with it 
Hate is only as eternal as you 
let it be, forgive it and love. 
I love you I do. 
Love is deep, it can be transparent 
or cloudy it can make you think, cry 
or smile, it can shut you down, it can 
make you warm up or cool down, make you 
care, but love with make you change. 
I love you I do. 
 
 
 

AMERICAN KID 
 
The government said drugs are bad 
but my friends say drugs are badass 
so what should I say about the system? 
Should I complain and program bash? 
The system says don’t ever try ‘em 
but everyone I’ve met has tried ‘em before 
though some didn’t like ‘em but most of ‘em  did. 
I feel like even though I have a choice 
I will get f***ed if I choose to use, so 
I feel, like an American Kid. 
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FREEDOM 
 
What does it mean to be free? 
What does it mean to be… me? 
This is a conundrum you see, 
that it remains to be seen, 
all I know is I want to be both things 
because becoming me is something freedom may bring 
but freedom is hard to come by, when you’re me 
in rehab out of rehab and back in is where 
I’ve been 
So to me freedom is an ultimatum, 
a choice you may see, 
a choice, when my life, is sobriety, 
to be or not to be… 
 
 
 
 

MY FIRST CHILD 
 
So scared, afraid.  I lay naked and vulnerable.  A blue sheet hung above my waist to the 
ceiling. The doctor says, “it’s time!”  I’m in tears, absolutely petrified of what was to 
come.  The air was cold and smelled sterile.  I felt like I was going to vomit.  My ex-
husband was there with me.  I might as well have been alone.  I was alone.  The pain was 
unbearable.  I was pumped with more and more drugs.  They pushed and pulled at me 
driving me almost to insanity.  Various voices called out from everywhere.  They spoke of 
things I can’t even explain.  The lights were so bright. Everything was happening way too 
fast.  I prayed to God, please give me strength.  Then all at once I felt a weight being 
lifted from the core of my body.  Shortly followed by the gurgling screams of my 
beautiful baby.  
 “It’s a boy!” the doctor calls out.  My body was overcome with emotion.  I 
began to cry.  I did it!  I was now a mother!  Oh my God!    
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Drive “Buy” $ “1995” 
 
Mother F***, way what?  Just trying to come up!  Yeah, right. 
Gotta post all night, -B- back by sunlight. 
Kiss the kids goodnight 
Momma -B- alright. 
Don’t-you-dare-shed-a-tear.  Dry them eyes 
Cause big boys don’t cry. 
It’s do-R-die, ya’ll.  Let’s ride. 
Hay-U 

Yeah you 
Listen up. 
You might not give a f*** 
Although I was-never-a-ho-tryin-ta-get-that-dough 
Window was closed after -4-  
Better not knock on-da-door 
See, bro . . . 
-4- the love of $money$ 
-1- will-deal-steal-even-kill ta pay them bills 
-My sister- keep-it-real 
I know how ya feel; s*** out here is “threal” 
My rads-not-glad-ask-me: dada-nia? 
why-you-U-choose this type of STIFE? 
When the very “deaf-er-nition” of your name means 
Prepose-N-Life 
U-runnin-duckin-dodgin-through the night. 
Get yourself right 
Love your life, for you lose that life. 
Na na, won’t be me! 
I quickly answer, “Hell, I know what’s right.” 
Let me lie my life, “My game is super tight.” 
S***--Momma and kids-gotta-eat-need-gas-need heat-kicks-on-our-feet 
(“Neg”) what! who!  Yeah! 
Bra Bra-that-2-needed-2 supply my own 
get high. 
That’s until I became a victim of a $Drive Buy$ 
 
Yeah, youngster, you too. 
Shout-up!  Listen-up! 
I-could-care-less-rather-you-give-a-f*** 
I tell ya, it’s “Threal” 
It’s-true-what-they-say . . .  -4-real-not-play. 
I saw my life.  Past-me-by-n-a-blank-of-n-eye 
Only then did I recognize 
Satan-was-the-1-riding-inside-shoutin-do-r-die 
Hell 
I don’t really want to die. 
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This s*** is suicide 
as the tears fall from my eyes 
Slowly as the souls begin to rise, My God 
No-No-Not-I 
Please, please save my life 
I know something wasn’t right 
I don’t want to die this night. 
In-my-mind-I-could-hear-the-sounds-of-my-kids-cry. 
Cry 
 
I never really said goodbye. 
Did-I-treat-them-right-with-that-last-kiss-goodnight? 
Momma-didn’t-make-it-home-last-night. 
I-hope-she’s-alright. 
I am not alone, but . . . 
we fight the pain through the night –scared-2-death 
with every passin car headlights 
 
Hold up!  
Not-a-police-n-sight-no-sirens-not-1-red-blue-white-light 
 
Listen up 
-2- survived, though barely alive 
-2- died on site 
-2- crippled-4-life 
-5-died-inside-smoking-that-glass-pipe-reliving-that-night 
The others must “pay the price” for what they did that night 
-25-to-life-still-don’t-make-it-right 
If you can’t do the time-don’t-do-the-crime 
To-b-game-tight-right? 
You-have-got-to-put-up-a-fight. 
You-have gotta-do-what’s right. 
It-can-change-your-whole-life 
-R-be-ya-last-night 
Put “God” n-your-site 

Paris 
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IGNORANCE 
 
Unconsciousness dealing with incomprehension 
In the mind of the bewilderment, 
Knowing that the incapacity of the inexperience 
would not be kind if we disregard the illiteracy 
around us, 
Having the denseness of stupidity with dumbness 
makes us empty—headed of life’s unintelligence rawness, 
Blindness by simplicity of people full of insensitivity 
shallowness, 
Givin’ them a fog around half-knowledge, and the  
vagueness of the lack of education. 
 
 
 
TIME 
 
Time is numbers you try to break down.  
1055 days is a lot of days,  
Let me break mine down for you 
150 weeks, that’s smaller than the first  
34 months is smaller still 
I know I can make that smaller  
2.8 years, yeah. I like that number 
It’s smaller than the rest.  
But it also can be a big one 
3165 meals, I told you it can get bigger.  
 
 
SURVIVAL 
 
Some things I do very well, let’s see.  I can take rope and tie you up using a few knots. I 
can use a slip knot or a 2 ½ hitch. Those two slide when tied. Then after that I can use a 
Bowline or Bowtie. They don’t slide, but lock in tight when tied will. Let’s say I need to 
connect two ropes together, I can use a square knot or splice two ropes together. I 
wouldn’t tie you up. I would help you eat off the land. Like what nuts you can eat. 
Acorn, wild sunflower, pine nuts are a few. Help you find berries you may eat and ones 
you should stay away. Teach you that dandelions, shay weed and boiled thistle is okay 
to eat. But if it has three leaves let it be. It might be poison ivy or poison sumac.  
 
Let’s say you hurt yourself. I would be able to help. Life if you broke your arm or leg, I 
can make a splint out of your clothes and some sticks. If you choke on a nut or berry I 
showed you can eat, I’ll be able to give you the Heimlich maneuver and if you jump in a 
lake and start drowning I can save you; and if I have to , give you mouth to mouth 
resuscitation.  
 
Those are some things I do well. I do them not watching “Man vs. Wild” or “Duel 
Survivor”, stuff like that. I do them well because of my father and Boy Scouts.  
 

LOVE 
 
It is like strength in my heart 
Pounding to be heard,  
Stronger than muscle that binds it,  
Gives life to breath. 
Never letting go when it’s in pain,  
Is like hope that rises when needed 
Giving to without asking. 
Making it bigger than anything 
It is like warm strength in my heart.  
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CHIMERA 
 
If I was an animal, I just can’t pick one. I would have to be a few, put all into one.  
First off, I would have the eyes like an Eagle so I can see far. Not just far but precise. Just 
thinking how they fly so far up in the sky and are able to see a fish swimming down in the 
water is really awesome.  
 
Then I would like to have the ears like a deer. They’re big and I know they have good 
hearing. When I was hunting, I lost a lot of them because I was too loud. I don’t know 
how they did it. I was quiet like a church mouse, but they still heard me.  
Now I  would like the nose of a Blood Hound. Having a couple growing up, I know they 
can smell. Watching them smell out a coon was a sight to see. How they put their head 
down and sniffed them right out. But late at night you want some sleep you should get a 
muzzle, they can and will bark all night long.  
 
Next, I would like the strength of a Silver Back Gorilla. Firs off just look at them, they look 
bad ass. Would you fight one if you ran into one in a dark alley? Not me. I would run the 
other way fast. On TV once they had one and it tossed a monster truck tire around like it 
was nothing, just think what it would do to someone that’s 5’5” and 160lbs.  
 
Top it off, I would like the speed of a cheetah. They sure can run fast, but only in small 
distances. That don’t matter. I’ll still get there faster than you. They are not just fast but 
stealthy; creeping up on their food, in quickness.  
 
Those would be some parts of animals I would like to be. But to put all that together I 
would like to look just like me. I am human – animal right. That would look strange 
having all of those animal parts, but having all of them would be nice.  
 
 
 

I WISH I COULD 
 
I wish I wasn’t  so annoying  
I have to be more yielding  
 
I wish I wasn’t so hot-headed 
I need to be more passionate  
I wish I wasn’t so mean 
I want to be nicer 
 
I wish I could be me 
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THE POD 
 
Lock down, med rounds;  
Damn b**** pick up the phone.  
F*** it listen to your head fall in a bucket, 
Shift change, rearrange do the same old thing.  
Cards smackin’, people relaxin’ 
No mail? What the hell? Code 100 Adam. 
 
 
BROTHER 
 
It’s me your one and only brother. Yes, you are older than me. I loved you when you 
thought I was a burden when you had to take me to the park. I didn’t think you were, 
when you got all the attention because of the chemo.  
 
I was four you were five.  
 
All I wanted was my brother to be alive. Seeing you sick made me sad. Acting out 
because I was mad. Take me, not him, I asked. I looked up to you. All I wanted was to be 
like you.  
 
Now let’s fast forward ten years.  
 
Telling everyone you’ll  get your little-big brother because chemo stunted your growth. 
Made me laugh when you said that. It was my turn to get all the attention. You didn’t 
need to say that. I always had your back. You’re my blood brother, that’s the fact.  
 
Fifteen more years, and it feels like I don’t have a brother.  
 
You tell people you’re the only child, but you saying that makes you sound ignorant. 
“Grow up” you’d tell me when I was acting up. Now reverse the role, “You GROW Up!!!” 
Love you always will. I would just like to have my one and only brother back. That’s the 
true fact.  
 
 
 

SUFFERING 
 
Without in the storm 
No one to warm 
All by myself 
Can’t find the form 
With in the storm 

 
 
 
 
 Dudley 
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A CLOTHED WOMAN 
 
A clothed woman would have a lot more to offer for an imagination 
Then a woman who is offering a nude body.  
To all to see this leaves no imagination to help widen your horizons 
on what real true beauty is.  
 
 
INNER BEAUTY 
 
Inner beauty is always worth waiting for  
And outer beauty is always looked at  
And a lot of people don’t wait to see beauty ‘s inner meaning  
By waiting for inner and outer beauty. 
Life is beautiful in itself, what is beauty to you? 
What’s your meaning? 
 
 
TIME’S UP 
 
This all just time 
But time is always never ending 
So don’t ask me to every to  
To make up for lost time 
Because it’s just lost 
Never to be seen again.  
 
 
HAVING LOST A FRIEND 
 
Having a heart does not mean you have to ever love 
Even when lost. What if you were never loved  
Until you have found your heart  
This is now not lost 
 
 
FEELING FOR LIFE 
 
Blinded by Anger.  
How can you focus on happiness if you can’t see without opening your eyes  
to explore the outlooks of your anger’s triggers 
 if never dealt with you will never see happiness and 
 be blinded by life’s positive effects.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



86   SPEAKOUT! JOURNAL / SPRING 2012 

FREE FROM INSIDE A BOX 
 
How would you get out of a box of hatred and disapproval, abandonment and neglect? 
Abuse.  But this box is placed into a bigger box full of doubt, distrust, hate and 
Judgment, hate, and dislike by others.   But never finding the key to either lock . . . to 
either box.   It’s just a never-ending circle of being stuck in a box. That is just like the last 
of any greater threat of never finding the key to opening the first box.  To express and 
explore the next one and the next. But what would you do If your box never had any 
key holes or release mechanisms at all?  
 
What type of release would you think of to help you escape your surrounding of your 
little/big box?   And how do you think your box might hold up to new and exciting 
adventures with some others who say they love you and can be there to help you.  
Find out a better way of thinking outside of this box.  
 
But failure has always been engraved into your name plate of this box of yours. 
How or why would you ever be able to think outside of your box when given this label? 
Before ever given a chance to prove to others that your inner peace always comes from 
what you know and what you have experienced through your time of being enclosed 
inside of a box or so it may put a lot of strain on your walls. 
 
But through your journey you build character and respect. Patience through this, all 
your walls will never be broken by any of your past actions.  Try to remain strong, hold 
on to your box’s outer and inner shells of keeping your box together. By having an open 
imagination and always thinking of how you can keep all of your strong holds close to 
you, your box might be unbreakable. 
 
If never given the chance to show your strengths or weaknesses you might never know 
your true abilities of expanding your imagination in trying to be that original box you 
have been long before ever being placed inside of that other bigger box. 
But lost from being inside of this bigger box.  
 
And now this little box is now forgotten, lost and not though of much more, when 
knowing a lot of others you now have no connections due to the fact of never having 
any type of connection with them before and after being free from that bigger box.  
Well from my experience of being a part of all it’s just being a part of this circle of life 
inside of a box. Closed inside of a bigger box with no keys of hope for any release 
possible.  My best way to be free from inside of this set of boxes is to be at peace with 
all of the past, present, and future choices that I’m faced with during the next few years 
of being a positive role model to myself and doing more positive for myself and for my 
own happiness. 
 
Life is not lived by being negative or positive.  
It’s best lived by making choices good or bad. 
 
But I feel that life is better lived with this: Few things that can always help you keep 
your choices positive. Love and being loved. Acceptance and being accepted. Care and 
Caring. Being open hearted and just. Having an open mind about life and it’s trials. With 
sometimes being an individual. 
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LOVE IS A BATTLE 
 
When love is at its strongest point it might look like it has faded away and that’s when 
we fight to have some kind of reassurance of any type of hope or love left in any 
relationship even if it’s a short term or has been a long term relationship.  
 
Because here in life, we as humans, never want to be alone. Here on Earth we always try 
our hardest to keep a relationship together because we don’t like being alone.  
 
As humans we are there to love one another and to reproduce as humanity has does in 
the past and life has never been harder.  
 
Because a lot of lovers are questionable, but if we are only basing love on not believing 
in one another then when do we stop battling our feeling to overcome themselves and 
just be natural about loving someone with unconditional passion for that one we may 
have hurt for the ones that may have hurt us and trying to through life’s trials to love 
one another it seems like a never ending battle but with enough battling and patience 
this love will be worth it all in the end. 
 
 Because endurance is always part of love one person more than just yourself and a lot 
of people never know what they have unit it’s gone or too late. And no one alive can say 
that life is ever fair but it is a battle that a lot of us would fight. 
 
 Well only if you have experience it firsthand you would life is well spent with someone 
you love is always better than being alone in life. 
 
 But how many people do you see that would battle do be alone? Well if you can find 
anyone who is alone and happy, I must meet them.  
 
It’s because they have given up on the battle of life’s offering of love. It’s a sad, sad 
dilemma to witness anyone that has endured such a battle never fought.  
 
They act very defensive towards any or all of those who try to show any love or affection 
to someone who has never practiced battling to love anyone just to love them just once 
that person will get defensive and put up a wall and take offense to that compliment 
given because it’s been a forgotten thing in that person’s life.  
 
Love is always worth battling for because being alone is never a battle you’re going to 
win. Until you find yourself and love yourself you will never battle for loving anyone. But 
is life worth battling alone. Battling to love someone is an eggshell. An eggshell that will 
be unbreakable for years to come.  
 
What is your choice of action? 
 
 If you have to battle would you do it to be a part of someone life? 
 Or would you battle to be alone in this world?  
This is not a decision for me to make for you, it’s a self decision.  
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NOSOTROS 
 
Nosotros quisieramos sel aves y volar 
a ver a nuestras familias y decirles que 
todo esta bien. 
 
Nosotros quisieramos regresar el tiempo y 
empezar de nuevo para evitar errores 
y no arrepentienos despues. 
 
Nosotros quisieramos ser ninos de nurvo 
para sentirnos protegirlos por nuestros 
padres. 
 
 
 
RESETA PARA ASER UNYO MISMO 
 
5 Cucharadas de Tristeza por la perdida 
de una hija que murio ace 6 anos 
 
5 Cucharadas de valor para salir de 
mis adicciones del alcohol y drogas. 
 
5 Cucharadas de culpa por los errores 
cometidos en el pasado que ahora estoy 
pagando 
 
5 cucharadas de Tristeza y coraje por 
estar lejos de mi esposa y mi hija 
de cuatro anos que dios me dio en 
pago por la que el me quito. 
 
 
5 cucharadas de sobriedad y limpieza  
corporal y de vida nueva despues de 
5 anos sin el uso de drogas y alcohol. 
 
 
5 cucharadas de esperanza de salir pronto 
de este ensierro para poder volver con 
mi familia. 
 
Y el condimento principal es la fe 
en dios que todo lo puede y me 
mantiene con animos de seguir adelante. 

WE 
 
We desire to be birds and fly  
to see our families and tell them 
all is well. 
 
We desire to turn back time 
and start over avoiding our errors 
and not regretting them later. 
 
We desire to be kids again 
to feel once again protected by our 
parents. 
 
 
 
RECIPE FOR CREATING MYSELF 
 
5 spoonfuls of sorrow lamenting the death 
of a daughter who died 6 years ago. 
 
5 spoonfuls of courage to free myself 
from my addictions to alcohol and drugs. 
 
5 spoonfuls of guilt for the errors 
committed in the past which I now 
 repay. 
 
5 spoonfuls of sadness and courage  
for being far from my wife and 4 year-old 
daughter 
which G-d gave me in payment  
for a daughter he once took from me. 
 
5 spoonfuls of sobriety and clean body and 
mind 
of a new life after 5 years without  
the use of drugs and alcohol. 
 
5 spoonfuls of hope of leaving soon 
from this imprisonment and return to my 
family.  
 
And the primary ingredient is faith  
in my G-d in whom all is possible and with 
whom I desire to keep moving forward.  
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MI SOMBRA 
 
Mi sombra es como un nino perdido que 
de la mano de su madre se solto y no 
la puede encontrar entre un monton de 
gente desconocida. 
 
Mi sombra confundida por que no sabe 
 donde esta, porque yo mismo no he sabido 
guiarla atravez de mi vida. 
 
Pobre de mi sombra desconsolada por lo 
dificil que a sido ubicarse en este 
dificil camino que yo mismo la he puesto 
por mis propios errores. 
 
Pobre de mi sombra pero conla ayuda 
de dios pronto se ubicara en su 
andar perdido 
 
 
 
CONSEQUENCES 
 
Women are the consequence of love 
Love is the consequence of marriage 
Marriage is the consequence of get uspet 
Upset is the consequence of get drunk  
Drunk is the consequence of go to jail 
 
 
 
YESTERDAY 
 
My life was always with errors 
My life was always with disgrace 
My life was a bunch of lies and bad decisions 
That took me to wrong ways 
 
When I felt that I was secure that everything was ok 
And I had left behind what happened yesterday 
 
I’m here between these walls paying the consequences for yesterday.  
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LIESURE WEAR 
(WHERE?) 
 
Cuttison Cutts McGuilicutty hit the street junk-sick and broke. No wait, that was Danny 
the Car-Wiper. (William Bouroughs) But anyways the surf was up and the freshies on the 
hill were deep and light and champagne powdered blue bird. His collar-bone had healed, 
krooked as it was, but plenty well enough to full on lay back into liquefied frozen H2O 
molecules, or the krusted ground up chippy cement of the local pool coping.  
 
And for this Cutty was downright grateful.  Dedicated to new life, true trips, loose lips 
sink ships and all that, don’t flip slope slips, slicker than whale j***, treater tricks, and 
forgive me for my poetic license. Deja-vous three fold two times over and I think I’d 
better refill my coffee now blues. So where am I? Minor Threat, Gray Matter, Loony 
Tunes, Sittin’ in the waiting room, Punk Rock Tunes. But for who? DC SHOES. YOU. 
 
Ah, such muchos juvenile dribble rambling out of an old man’s mouth. Bea-u-ti-ful! Well, 
that was it. The straw that broke the camel straits Hunch Back. Cutts was officially 
retired. He’d been claimin’ it for years now, but could never consistently follow through 
with the plan. More and more over the past few year, though, it had become 
abundantly clear, that his life as a career kimnitist, and part time crack head, part time 
speed freak, part time heroin junky, booze hound, spray paint huffing, whore chasing, 
literary monkey, were near to monkey, I mean over. Especially during the past eight 
months or so since he’d parted ways with his long time lover, and partner in crime, her, 
Porn Star-Bonnie, to his Long D**g Clyde. They’d been doin’ time in the Crystal City for 
so long now, funny, ‘bout eight years or so, maybe nine, there’s really no sense in 
counting the time.  
 
They were soul mates. Together or split. Infiniti has no number.  
 
They’d be together again, and again, and again, if never else, then the Big Sleep, that 
Grande Finale, Final Slumber.  
 
He and Felicia’s, bait and hooked, and she was his, there to be took, and Dammit, they 
were looking good.  
 
Who, Ho, Big Easy there Cuttison. This is already starting to sound like an, “I’m coming 
out of retirement plan”.  
 
And, well, maybe that’s just it. Maybe turnin’ it down a notch just wasn’t in Cutty’s 
Cards. He was all lazy in the early years, couched out on good weed and movies, but 
those dayze were so long gonners, and for years now he’d been on a speed-fueled-
cocaine-cooled, even the heroin was pick-me-up-a-go-go-gooed, and God, Sober, he was 
just Gringo-LoCo, off the charts. Could there possibly be a Skate-N**s Related Chemicle 
Imbalance here?  
 
Ya Think? 
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EGOTISTICAL ENLIGHTENMENT 
 
If you look at any self-help book or New Age consciousness doctrine, you will notice a 
common theme. We are all messed up. Yes that is correct… messed up bad. If we 
weren’t messed up these books wouldn’t sell.  
 
Two general categories of self-help: production and enlightenment. You can discipline 
yourself to immense productivity and wealth way beyond what you believed possible. 
Or you can discipline yourself against egotistical existence for a higher level of 
consciousness. These categories seem to be polar opposites and yet they appeal to the 
masses. After much research and vigorous thinking, I would like to introduce a third 
category, egotistical enlightenment.  
 
I have had experience with both extremes of productivity and enlightenment. I have 
been so productive that my time management left no room for planning. Every minute 
of every day was blocked for tis specific purpose. My schedule was so tight that 
bathroom breaks were planned in advance, usually after coffee.  
 
While I was busy accomplishing so much, I had a random thought. This was frustrating 
because I hadn’t scheduled time for thinking. My random thought was “what if I don’t 
want to be the top producer?” Wow where did that come from. I chalked it up to lack of 
focus. However I realized that I had become so uptight that people were avoiding me! It 
is hard to believe, but it was true. I felt I needed some spirituality to prove to everyone 
that I was much deeper than my daily planner.  
 
I found a spiritual guru named Samadh Smarti trousers. He was from India or Hoboken, 
it doesn’t matter. He did have a very cool turban. I learned that my ego was the 
problem. He told me ego is evil. It is not good for me for me to be identified with my 
ego.  
 
I sat down cross legged and blissed out on breathing. In and out all day long, I was 
breathing, Yah! Breathing that is what I was doing. It was a good thing to because it 
kept me alive. There goes my ego again, it’s always about me isn’t it? Do I really think 
that I am breathing just for me? My ego is enormous.  
 
Just when I was about to reach enlightenment, which shows up with a cool locking glow 
surrounding the body, I had another thought. Yes, it happened again. This is what I 
thought, “wasn’t I breathing before when I was so disciplined and productive? I had to 
have been. My mind works like a super computer. It was obvious, I had been breathing 
the whole time! I was already spiritual, even when my ego was working overtime.  
I had become enlightened! (If you look close enough you can see the cool glow.) Being 
enlightened is no big deal. Yes I am still identified with my ego. Its large and I am proud 
of it. Hey I am still breathing and that works for me. If I can do I, you can too. Relax, 
breathe and plan your day. Soon you will be glowing too.  
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WE ARE 
 
We are wise wonderful free spirits  
Taking flight and free falling in our own minds.  
  
Love invokes every exciting breath we take 
 and every little lumen of light lingering  
Through the lenses to our souls.  
  
The vises we hold vex us in sporadic  
Moments in that paradox we call time.  
  
World wild with vibrations and temptations  
To live out our emanation with backs  
Turned to Limitations 
  
Form is a fact of our physiology,  
Desires for comforts of Technology.  
And our egos controlling large fractions of  
Our reaction can send us down often not 
So nice roads  
  
Being bounces us back to spirits in  
The universe we traverse the duration of our lives. 
 
 
 

METAPHOR FOR LOVE 
 
Love is like 
Awakening within 
a  lucid 
dream 

 
 
 
VICTORY 
 
The emotion you feel throughout your entire body and mind. 
A kind commotion twangs your ego 
It puts a flame to your being.  
The emotion feels like a rush of pins and needles pleasantly pricking all over the body, 
Flowing up the spinal column 
It makes the hairs on the back of your neck stand up with a buzz of adrenaline.  
A release of nor epinephrine causes neurological pathways to fire up 
 Shooting sparks between billions of synapses.  
The left and right brain share their production of dopamine across the corpus callosum.  
How does it feel? 
Dude it feels totally awesome!  
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COOKIES FOR COLESLAW 
 
Sloppy slimy outmeat 
crusty crumby cake 
this weaksauce breakfast 
punishment for my mistake 
 
one rough ragged razor 
cuts off half my face 
I’ll just grow a beard 
while I’m stuck here waiting 
in this place 
 
Bleak bland cabbagey coleslaw 
I’ll trade you for a crunchy cookie? 
Quick hurry!  Fast ‘n’ on the fly 
Look! up above cameras in a big 
black bubble we call the eye in the 
sky. 
 
Not so tasty turkey ground into  
bogus bologna, you get no ketchup 
just mustard! 
Don’t you trade away that coleslaw 
you might get busted 
 
Ready to devour the days last 
meal.  A quick look to the heavens 
pray for a decent deal.  
 
What’s on the trays? 
Do we have a winner? 
So sorry to inform you but 
It’s coleslaw again for dinner. 
 
Dinner time no cookies just cake. 
Any trade involving coleslaw nobody will make. 
 
Screw it just take it, take it for free. 
This stuff reeks, I hate coleslaw! 
Get it away from ME. 
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ONLY GOD CAN SAVE MY SOUL 
 
Police evasions from high speed car chases 
Beautiful hotel suites with all pretty faces 
F*** the no-knock raids while I hold 
my grip of ACEs 
 
Police take me down at gun point 
But remind me what the hell my point 
Do I need a savior to rescue me... nah 
If I could collect my ends and stack my grip right. 
Damn I guess I don’t sleep again tonight 
 
I know the end is near, they got me 
lying on the pavement f***ing up my gear. 
Is it the flashing lights causing me fear, 
or the guns they got shoved in my ear 
 
Four mark cars this time plus one detective 
Damn I guess I really lost perspective 
I said . . . F*** the police they can’t keep me down 
I’ll find a loophole in the reports of 
one of those clowns. 
 
Fourteen arrests and they can’t 
Keep a legit hustler down. 
This tour I’m still felony free, 
you wanna be me but you can’t 
no one lives a life always pimping, 
Set trippin’ fast livin’ 
Higher than a butterfly or so I claim 
I did it all to avoid the pain 
No more guns to draw, no bag of dope 
Just God and Christian crank to help me cope 
Was it the dope or was it the pain? 
Or simply that I did it all in vain? 
 
Rewind my life I’m such a fool 
I hate it here, no sign of children 
no swimming pools 
No where to run and no where 
to go 
Only God can save my soul. 
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A FOOL’S LIFE 
 
When only 2% truth is spoken 
Self-centered pride is the only 
thing not broken. 
Pride is the only barring structure, 
but we are called to Love on another 
 
No sign of grace or mercy on their face 
Just a life that reflects a hollow case 
Guess I should have seen it on their face 
This person really needs some grace 
Somewhere they can rest their face 
Calm their jaw before it’s broken 
but it’s their identity that always  
needs strokin’ 
 
Seeking everyone’s approval 
Maybe they should learn the “Golden Rule” 
Surrounded by insecurity 
It’s their life, I’ll let them be 
..... the fool. 
 

REMEMBER WHEN? 
 
Remember when? Remember when life was so innocent, it was so fun. Without the 
temptation of the world as a distraction to get you caught up to make you lose your 
way to make someone else’s payday. To do time for some one else’s idea so you have 
the time to think of your won idea’s of were you left of what you wanted to be without 
the corruption of the man with all the money who bought the world with his greed. So 
he could stack his cash to make us waste gas that pollutes this place we live on all 
because of his greed to rule this place like he’s god. Go d didn’t make this place that’s 
just greedy to take the credit of this place that gave us space to live this life. That’s how 
the idea of how one man could own this world or would want to. When there too much 
time to live this life and enjoy this life on this place so called earth. Too much 
temptation too much to live too much to do. Remember when you made your plan of 
what you wanted to do how to live when it was fun remember the lessons and make 
the right choices between the temptations of the bad or the good always the battle of 
good or bad. But make the decision right. Remember when? Don’t fall into the 
temptation.  
 
Temptation is great make the decision.  
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MOMMY’S LITTLE MONSTER 

 

“Case number JD***** the people vs Oneyda T.” 

is what the judge said as I walk up to the podium, 

all eyes are on me, 

in my green scrubs, 

shackles around my ankles 

the belt around my waist and 

handcuffs around my wrists. 

The plaintiff pulls out my chair. 

My mom sits right next to me holding my hand in a death grip. 

Her touch makes me cry 

I miss her so much. 

We sit there together praying to god to let me go home. 

Finally he says, “12-18 months commitment.” 

My mom begins to cry harder than I ever seen 

and says don’t take my baby. 

We hug like never before. 

She gives me a kiss goodbye as I walk away to start my time 

all you hear in the courtroom is . . . 

“case closed.” 

 

 

STRONGER THAN EVER 

 

She was young, livin with her mom, but it seems like she’s alone.  

Growing up on the streets, learning the ways of the game,  

out there on the grind trying to earn a dime.  

She joins a “B Family” they show her amor.  

She’s been hurt once, twice, maybe more.  

She learned to read real to the fake.  

If you disrespect her, you better put up your dukes  

cause there’s about to be a brawl.  

She’s been locked up plenty of times  

growing up behind bars  

but never forgetting who she truly is . . .  

Now she’s doing it for herself,  

she’s stronger than ever before,  

she’s not giving into her pain for the drugs,  

instead she’s going to school to make her mama proud.  

Sober living is her thing now,  

but don’t think she went soft,  

cause she will still put up a fight.  
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WHEN I FELL 

 

You took the most important thing from a girl on my 15th birthday, that’s when I fell 
hard. It didn’t stop there, we had a few more times, but things didn’t seem to go far, but 
still my hopes were high, that you will realize you felt the same. Halloween 2010 I’m 
thinking that tonight will be the night; you realize I’m the one. Hours pass and still no 
luck. I’m getting drunker, my vision starts to blur, but in the corner of my eye I see you 
kissing a fat-a** bumblebee. My heart stops. My dreams crushed by an insect you don’t 
even know. I feel the liquor start to come up. Then that was the end of my night. The 
next morning, hoping it was all a dream. I walk upstairs to the kitchen and what do I see. 
Big’ol hickeys from that nasty a** bumblebee. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SILENCE 
 
Silence can be good, silence can be bad. 
But I wish for the great things that I once had. 
Look at me, silent as I can be, 
Hopefully you would see,  
That it can cause violence too, with lots of silence. 
 
 
M.V. 
 
Child of God 
Who loves her family 
Who hates spiders 
Who wants to go travel around the world 
Who wishes she could have met her biological dad 
Who is scared of the darky dark. 
Who dreams of growing up to have a better life.  
Who is determined to change 
Who values lots of love and her loved ones 
Who graduated from shy to outgoing 
Who lives beautiful and strong 
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BIG LITTLE WORDS 
 

HATE 
Hate is when you look in the mirror and you see something wrong with yourself, so you 
stop eating to lose that extra pound.  Hate is when you judge someone for their skin 
color cuz you really don’t like how it reminds you of yourself.  Hate is when you secretly 
wish you could love it.  Hate is easier to feel when someone betrays you. Hate is when 
you’re scared of getting hurt. Hate is the opposite yet the same as love.  Hate is looking 
in the mirror and still trying to find a reason not to be happy.  Hate is like being sad and 
not being allowed to feel that way.  Hate is when you want to cry but you have to be 
strong.  Hate is what our nation wants us to feel when deep down we don’t want to.  
 
LIES  
Lies is when you allow the world to tell you how to feel.  Lies is when you promise 
yourself just one more time.  Lies is when you use the words always and never.  Lies is 
what you tell yourself when you don’t feel pretty. Lies is when you allow someone to 
tell you that you don’t deserve better.  Lies is what we tell others when they ask if we 
have talked badly about them behind their back.  Lies can be big, but are more powerful 
when they are small.  Lies is when you don’t say something cuz they didn’t ask you 
directly for the truth.  Lies is what we tell each other, but more importantly how we’re 
controlled to the ones we tell ourselves.  
 
PAIN 
Pain is what you feel when the person you love doesn’t love you back.  Pain is what you 
put others through that you really love.  Pain is what you put yourself through to avoid 
the other pain you are feeling.  Pain goes beneath the bruises.  Pain goes directly to the 
heart.  Pain is what we think we deserve.  Pain is like when you make a promise you 
didn’t mean to break.  Pain is what either kills us or makes us stronger. Pain is what you 
cause when you put someone’s name in your mouth.  Pain is having to deal with today’s 
harshness ten years from now. Pain is normal to most and most often ruled by a few.   
 

*** 
 
Life is hard. Life isn’t fair. Life is what you make of it.  Wow, life. It’s such a simple four 
letter word but it has so much to offer someone. The little word doesn’t give off as 
much importance as it actually has.  Life is what’s important to me and should be to 
others, but they never really know how important their life should be to them until they 
don’t have much say in the their life.  Life has ups. Life has downs. Life isn’t easy.  Life 
isn’t fair. Wow, isn’t that a true statement - life isn’t fair.  Another four letter word with 
so much importance and such a huge meaning.  Well, let me tell you about fair and life...  
 
Life was hard for me. Just like life is hard for everyone else. Life is hard for the girl down 
the street trying to sell herself to make an extra dollar.  Life is hard for the boy getting 
jumped into a gang, so that he finally has a family and a feeling of belonging. Life is hard 
for the mother that has to adopt or foster children because she can’t have her own 
children.  Life is hard for the father that is raising a teenage daughter by himself and his 
daughter refuses to talk to him about the boy she secretly likes at school.  Life is hard 
for the youngest child in the family of ten that is getting forgotten because his mother 
has been spread out too thin to give her attention to all her children.  Life is hard.  
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Fair...Fair is like when you work you’re a** off at work for twenty years and the 
economy suddenly falls causing you to lose your job and the new younger guy that just 
got out of college got to keep his job.  Fair is when a girl goes to a party with her 
girlfriends and guys slip something in her drink so they can take advantage of her now.   
 
Fair is when the boy goes to school every day and gets bullied so he decides after ten 
years of pain and feeling lonely to take his own life so that he doesn’t have to face that 
anymore.  Fair is when you love a man for years and one day he comes home just to tell 
you he moved on to another girl or maybe he doesn’t give you a reason in the first 
place.  Fair is when you work your a** off to provide for your children and the welfare 
office won’t help you out because you literally only make ten dollars over the limit, and 
its still not enough to pay all the bills so now you have to go without eating.  Fair is 
when you fight a war to give our country its freedom and find yourself disabled thirty 
years later, and yet all people can do is laugh and make fun of you when you ask for help 
on the side of the road.  Isn’t this all fair.. Isn’t (this like) life... Life isn’t fair.. but f*** not 
many things in life are fair and fair really doesn’t exist.  
 
Love...Another four letter word with so much meaning and yet not big enough to show 
the true importance of the word. Or better yet, how many people can actually say they 
know what the word means...or know what it means to feel that word.  We all know the 
definitions of what it means to be fair and what it means to love.. or better yet, what it 
means to feel love back.  We all base our own definitions on love and life and the 
fairness it has been on us.  If you were dealt a bad hand you know only that bad hand.  If 
you don’t grow up in a loving and supportive family than you don’t know what love 
should look like and what it should feel.   
 
I bet most of the people in our world don’t even know how to love people and how to 
feel love from someone else.   We get scared to be loved.  We don’t think we deserve 
love.  How can he like me... I am too ugly for him to love me.  Why does she love me? I 
could hurt her to not love others.  We are so quick to put up a wall that we don’t take 
down the wall long enough to know if we might have missed something along the 
way.  But yet, while we spend our whole life looking for the next big and better thing to 
come along to maybe love us... we miss out on so much other love and care that we 
could have experienced.  Love isn’t about what is on the outside.   
 
It’s not about what someone can do for you materialistically.  It’s not about how pretty 
a person is on the outside.  It’s not about the most expensive car you have. Love is 
about what’s on the inside.  It’s about what you can do about yourself.  It’s about loving 
yourself first and finding who you are on the inside.  It’s about loving others regardless 
of their mistakes and being willing to take that person for all the mistakes that they 
have made.  It’s about so much more than we can ever imagine, and simply it’s because 
we are all still looking for love that we miss all the other love in the world around us.  
 
April 4, 2012 
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I LISTEN 
 
I listen to the way you laugh about her behind her back.  
I listen to the way you mock her. 
I listen to the way you plan to play her.  
I listen to the selfishness in your voice. 
I listen to the heartlessness in your eyes. 
I listen to your lies.  
I listen to the broken promises you don’t care to keep.  
I listen to you.  
I listen to her.  
I listen to the love she spills out of her heart. 
I listen to the hopefulness in her letters.  
I listen to the amends she’s trying to make.  
I listen to the consistent apologies she says. 
I listen to the pleads of honesty she yearns for. 
I listen to the pain in her eyes. 
I listen to her heart breaking when she learned the truth. 
I listen to the tears shed at night when she thinks she’s alone. 
I listen to the begs of “Whys” she screams in the shower 
 trying to understand all the pain she’s still going through.  
I listen to the unspoken words she wishes she knew how to speak.  
I listen to her and yet she doesn’t even know me or realize 
 who I am... 

Dedicated to Dawgwood with love and respect.   
 
 
 
MY LOVE FOR YOU NEVER ENDS  
 
When my eyes meet yours, my heart skips a beat. 
Thank you, God, for the way we got to meet. 
It wasn’t supposed to happen, you know,  
But when there’s love we responded with “so.”  
 
It wasn’t easy with tons of ups and downs 
Like a rocky road - not just smiles, but frowns. 
But with every hurdle jumped, my love grew 
Like the grass in the morning showing its dew.  
 
I was scared to admit how I felt 
But each day my heart just could melt  
“I think, I think I’m falling in love...”  
You told me perfectly like a dove.  
 
Even when people around us tried to tear  
the bond we have, the love grew strong to bear.  
Windshields cracked, pipes busted, words hurt,  
but our bond grew stronger and the bad we put under dirt. 
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POWER 
 
POWER is going forward when you want to quit 
POWER is saying “no” when they ask if you want a hit 
POWER is loving your neighbor after all the pain 
POWER is keeping things together and staying sane  
 
POWER is not allowing others to bring you down  
POWER is fighting that smile through your frown 
POWER is going through that struggle 
POWER is what you have to walk in the jungle 
 
POWER is letting go of the control  
POWER is what takes over when smoking that bowl 
POWER is forgiving others for their wrongs 
POWER is the music you hear in the songs  
 
POWER is not all about money and greed 
POWER isn’t about the car with the top speed 
POWER is not the strength it takes to turn that tool 
POWER is not following others in the pool 
 
POWER is way more than having some leadership  
POWER is not the hold you carry in the relationship 
POWER is not the feeling you get from a gang 
POWER is not the new words you now can slang  
 
POWER is not only that first impression  
POWER is not falling into “Great Depression”  
POWER is not only the knowledge you’ll get  
POWER is not always winning every bet  
 
POWER is more than being a fighter  
POWER is having control of that lighter  
POWER is not always being strong 
POWER is knowing to say we’re wrong  
 
POWER is in the words we speak  
POWER is being ok to be a geek  
POWER is having control over your emotions 
POWER is not losing yourself through the commotion  
 
POWER is not about rules we have to follow 
POWER is not always being the top baller  
POWER is not losing yourself because of boredom  
POWER is appreciating your little bit of freedom   
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I'M SORRY 
 
I’m sorry I wasn’t ready 
I’m sorry life’s not steady  
I’m sorry I hurt you  
I’m sorry and I’m true  
 
I’m sorry for all the promises I didn’t keep  
I’m sorry for all those nights you still weep 
I’m sorry Mommy hasn’t always been there  
I’m sorry I tried to repay you with a bear  
 
I’m sorry for being away  
I’m sorry I missed another day 
I’m sorry I went to jail  
I’m sorry all I did was bail  
 
I’m sorry I wasn’t better for you 
I’m sorry I made you so blue 
I’m sorry for all the tears you’ve cried 
I’m sorry for all the days I wished I died  
 
I’m sorry you had to suffer cuz of my fun  
I’m sorry I hated to be around during the sun  
I’m sorry Mommy messed up  
And all your tears could fill a cup 
 
So I’m not just going to expect forgiveness  
I can only show you through my hopefulness 
Mommy will be better just wait  
I can only hope it’s not too late 
 
I love you babies so very much 
I’m going to go up like a crunch 
Babies just know I’m going to come back  
and never turn around to that sack 
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SENDS ME DOWN 
 
T.P. is so corrupt 
they tell us never to give up 
but they won’t shut up. 
Sometimes this place can be so  
whack, It’s like the place is on 
crack. See I wanna do good 
but that crack got me still coming back. 
It gets me up but then sends 
me down, like me trying to pour 
out the bottle of crown, they say 
not to screw around, or best 
believe I will then again be found 
sittin in Platte Valley glancing 
out the window looking around. 
I use the skills I have learned 
in here, but it never erases the 
thought of the fear of pills. I understand 
they’re trying to help but I need to 
do some of this s*** by 
myself. 
I guess I just have to put 
this as well on the shelf. Come back 
to it later and try to figure this crap out! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
REPLAYS ITSELF 
 
History is almost always a mystery, that 
is even sometimes based on conspiracy. 
It goes back even farther than Adam 
and Eve, everybody that has lived has gotten 
to see the time in life fly by like a 
string cut from a kite. 
If the kite will not stop to fly it would circle earth 
over and over again for days, because time 
and history always replays. 

Samsara 
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Dudley 
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SONG 
 
First of all, I’d like to share with you the lyrics of this beautiful song that changed 
and helped my life in so many positive ways…it’s called “Shout To the Lord.” 
 My Jesus, My Savior 
Lord there is none like you  
All of my days, I want to praise 
The wonders of your mighty love 
 My comfort, My shelter 
Tower of refuge and strength 
Let every breath, all that I am 
Never cease to worship you 
 Shout to the Lord, all the earth let us sing 
Power and majesty praise to the king 
Mountains bow down and the seas will roar 
At the sound of your name 
I sing for joy at the works of your hands 
Forever I’ll love you, forever I’ll stand 
Nothing compares to the promise I have in you 
 
SHOUT TO THE LORD impacted my life in so many ways! When my parents 
divorced, at the age of 13, I remember like it was yesterday. My mom was at work in 
a conference room in a corner by herself. I had walked into the room to ask her a 
question and found that she was sobbing singing, “Shout To the Lord.” I knelt 
down on my knees next to her and sang the song with her. 
Since then, every time I go through a hard time, especially when no one is looking 
and can hear me, I’ll sing it and feel such a peace knowing that He is my comfort 
and shelter. 
When the song mentions, “I sing for joy at the works of your hands,” it’s almost like 
I’ll be singing my struggles and as I sing He’s molding me stronger with His hands 
into a beautiful piece of art. 

For artwork and collages from the Turning Point Girl’s Group, led 
by Stephanie Becker, Please check out the Girl’s House SpeakOut! 
Zine (2012) located online at: 
 

speakoutclc.wordpress.com/2012/03/29/speakout-zine/  

Z
I
N
E
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YOUR PROMPT - I am From . . . 
 
Now it’s your turn.  If you find this book on a table, in a library, in a coffee house, in an 
office, at a friend’s house, at school, at work, try your own hand at writing. The space 
below is for you.   If you want to share your work, mail the entire book (or tear the page 
out) to the address on the back cover, or, email us what you’ve written and we’ll share it 
on the SpeakOut! 2.0 website! 

I am from fallen grace. 

I am from a repeating cycle that I'm determined to break...... 


