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Our Program
Writing can change worlds. That has become an informal mantra for writers 
participating in the SpeakOut writing workshops. Since 2005, the Speak-
Out! program has been sponsored by the Community Literacy Center at 
Colorado State University (CSU) in Fort Collins, CO. Workshops run for 
twelve weeks each spring and fall and culminate with the publication of the 
SpeakOut Journal, a compilation of writings from the six youth and adult 
workshops. Participants include youth and adult writers confined to correc-
tional and rehabilitation centers in northern Colorado, and workshops are 
facilitated by CSU student interns and community volunteers. The SpeakOut 
Writing Workshops aim to create space for creative expression, emotional 
processing and healing, and experimentation with varied forms of writing. 
We also emphasize individual writer’s connections to larger issues of identity 
and justice through publication.

Each workshop session invites up to fifteen participants to spend sixty to 
ninety minutes experimenting with writing exercises, sharing their work, 
and offering feedback to fellow writers. Workshop structures are customized 
for each site, but generally focus on a weekly topic (such as the body, place, 
personal identity, childhood memories) or form of writing (such as memoir, 
haiku, found poetry). Feedback is an integral part of each session and to the 
formation of our community. Writers are encouraged to offer comments on 
content, form, style, as well as suggestions for improvement. As we offer each 
other responses to ideas and writings, we open our minds to new possibili-
ties for communication, creativity, and begin to appreciate the diversity of 
life experiences that convene around the workshop table.

Each May and December, an issue of the SpeakOut! Journal is produced with 
writing from each of our six writing workshops. The workshop and print 
journal are celebrated with a public journal launch and reading held at a 
coffee house for youth and in the jail auditorium with invited outside guests. 
The aim of the event is to both recognize the creative and critical act of writ-
ing and to foster awareness about issues of identity and justice for prisoners. 
The SpeakOut! Journals are distributed throughout our regional community 
and beyond as we challenge public perceptions about people in jail and/or 
struggling with addiction and bring critical attention to the social issues that 
fuel the high rates of incarceration in the United States. 
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Preface
Curating Spaces for Speaking Out

Poetry is a written story to express your spinning world going around and around.
~Mizz Majestie, SpeakOut! Journal, Spring 2010

In the ten years since our first writing workshop with the women at Larimer 
County Community Corrections in 2005, the SpeakOut writing program has 
helped to create and curate space for hundreds of youth and adult writers like 
Mizz Majestie to share ideas through writing and artwork. Master teacher and 
feminist, bell hooks longs for “a place in the world where people can engage in 
one another’s differences in a way that is redemptive, full of hope and possibil-
ity.” Her sentiments capture the mission of the SpeakOut! program well. We 
aim to enable people who have too often been ignored or dismissed by our 
social norms to command space on the page and in our workshop rooms, to 
offer their perspectives and experiences as central to understanding the reality 
of life in the American West in the 21st Century.

Contemporary prison activist Angela Davis offers the following: “Radical 
simply means ‘grasping things at the root.’”; we believe that writing and the act 
of offering people with diverse life experiences space to write is a radical act. 
Through the journal, SpeakOut and the voices it sponsors moves beyond the 
individual and the workshop community to encourage readers to understand 
confined writers beyond the limited vision that society often offers those who 
experience addiction and homelessness or who break the law.

It is with great joy, then, that we offer you this retrospective glimpse into 
the hundreds of hours, the thousands of pages that have been drafted, re-
drafted, discarded, polished, and put lovingly into the hands of readers of 
the SpeakOut Journal. With the help of our current workshop participants, 
we’ve worked to curate a collection of writings and art that capture the spirit 
of SpeakOut! across the past decade. We invite you to hear this diverse set of 
voices and offer up your own stories as part of the dialogue we are building 
together. Here’s to another ten years of speaking out!

Tobi Jacobi
SpeakOut! Writing Workshop Director
Founder & Director of the CSU Community Literacy Center 
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Introduction
“Writing is letting yourself be heard 

when the world is too loud.”
- Alethia

Encouraging writers to experience how the power of storytelling can 
inspire self-discovery as well as social change, the SpeakOut! writing 
workshops began in 2005 with just two female participants.  Now, 
in Fall 2015, six sites involving women, men, and youth in Larimer 
County participate in weekly writing and biannual publishing.  Al-
though ten years have passed, the mission of SpeakOut! remains the 
same: to create alternative literacy opportunities and to advocate 
for increased public awareness about the needs of our diverse com-
munity.  In 2005, writer Terri urged the community to “listen up!” 
in order to hear “the words that are being said.” In 2015, Turning 
Point’s collaborative poem echoes this same call to action: “listen in 
the moments that make you most uncomfortable.”  While the writing 
workshops serve as opportunities to “speak out,” our priority of pub-
lication also insists that others “listen up.”  This journal aims to create 
space for writers to own their own representations so that the pub-
lic does not only hear what they “wanted to hear, or thought [they] 
heard” as Terri defines it.  By republishing representative pieces in 
this anniversary edition of the journal, voices will re-enter the larger 
conversations and will not be forgotten.  Likewise this journal exem-
plifies how the present voices have added and expanded on the issues 
and dreams of the preceding writers.

Martha Banta, professor emeritus of English at the University of 
California, Los Angeles, explains that “the anthology that works must 
be a sum of voices that are talking back and forth with one another to 
some purpose.”  We believe that this celebratory issue of the Speak-
Out! journal creates this dialogue between past and current writers.  
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Our Fall 2015 writers selected each and every piece of writing and 
artwork featured in this anniversary edition from the past ten years.  
While reviewing the previous journals, the writers acknowledged 
that many of the stories resonated with their own lives even if writ-
ten by someone completely different from them in time and experi-
ence.  Other contributions to this retrospective from our writers are 
detailed below.

• The selection process included recommending pieces that had 
strong and clear authorial voices; after selecting a piece, the re-
viewers wrote a description of the writer’s voice. 

• These descriptions from the current writers became illustrated in 
the form of word collages to introduce each year. 

• Accompanying these images include chapter titles that writers 
also collaboratively named—a few examples include: “2005: Sweet 
and Serious,” “2008: Panning for Life,” and “2011: Honest Realiza-
tions and Connection.” 

• Serving as the other half of the 2015 participants, it was impor-
tant that our fall writers were also represented in the retrospec-
tive; each of the community sites collaboratively wrote a poem to 
complete the journal.

This journal captures ten years of stories.  These stories collected 
from the past decade explore the emotions of missing partners, of 
missing children, of missing parents and of missing community; 
these stories relay the experiences of feeling hopeful and feeling 
hopeless.  These stories have been shared aloud, passed around on 
notebook paper, and praised and celebrated.  These stories have been 
breathlessly whispered, declared loudly, rhythmically rapped, and 
even imaginatively illustrated.  These stories represent ten years of 
speaking out and remind us that we are all “blind without words.”





2005
Sweet and Serious
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I am long and complicated
Short and sweet
I’m all over the page
And full of life that’s sweet

When I was younger I 
rode horses and
chased the chickens
I would run through the 
fields and swim to 
the other side.  Life
was simple and everything so grand
I lived on the farm land 
with family and friend
from sun up to sun down

I would hardly frown
there was a glimpse
of the trash that lingered 
in the air 
the hot humid
day made way
for pools and
mudslides
to play

Untitled

Ashley F.
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I’M ONLY WRITING A STORY BECAUSE
I HAVE NOTHING AT ALL TO DO, 
AND THIS STORY I’M TELLING IS ONLY 
HALF TRUE,
LIKE THE WHOLE 
PICTURES I DRAW ARE ONLY HALF OF WHAT I CAN DO.
SO THIS IS MY STORY FROM ME TO YOU, AND IT’S NOTHING LIKE 
THE POEMS OF HOW I LOVE YOU, AND THIS WAS ALL BECAUSE I 
HAD NOTHING TO DO.
   I WILL TELL YOU A STORY 
   THAT IS ONLY HALF TRUE

A Poem Story

Lil’ Deb
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The time that I’ve wasted is my biggest regret
Spent in this place I will never forget
Just sitting and thinking about the things that I’ve done
The crying the laughing the hurt and the fun

Now it’s just me and my hard driven guilt
Behind a wall of emptiness I allowed to be built
I’m trapped in my body just waiting to run
Back to my youth with its laughter and fun

But the chase is over and there’s no place to hide
Everything gone including my pride
With reality suddenly right in my face
I’m scared, alone and stuck in the place

Now memories of the past flash through my head
And the pain is obvious by the tear that I shed
I ask myself why and where I went wrong
I guess I was weak when I should’ve been strong

Loving for the drugs and the wings I had grown
My feelings were lost, afraid to be shown
As I look at my past it’s so easy to see
The fear that I had was afraid to be me

I’d pretend to be rugged so fast and so cool
Fulfilling my dreams for my family 
What my future will hold I really don’t know
But the years that I’ve wasted are starting to show

I just live for the day when I’ll get a new start
At the dream I still hold deep in my heart
I hope I can make it, I at least have to try
Because I’m heading toward death and I don’t want to die.

Time Wasted

Rhonda
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I loved all those summer nights sitting on my dad’s back porch.  Out just 
among all those trees and watch the water drip off the leaves, it’s very peace-
ful just listening to the sound of the rainfall.  The smell of the rain, and all 
the smells brought out of the grass and the black topped road.  That smell I 
could always recall.  Then when the rain picked up to a thunderstorm all the 
loud booms excited me.  All the lightning bolts go round then light up the 
sky so you can see everything around.  Then after a few seconds its back to 
the sky of midnight.  Just sitting in my chair noticing all my senses I drift off 
into a wonderful sleep.  Without a fight. 

Untitled

Courtney R.
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I feel as if I am a woman who loves strong but not everyone would say that 
is so.  I think maybe I said I love you instead of showing it so my definition 
wasn’t the same as someone else’s.  And I’ve done a lot of weeping never been 
taught to love or listen or express myself the right way I did what came natu-
rally so to me it was enough maybe only enough for myself.  And I was al-
ways scared of being alone so much I even felt like maybe sometimes I tried 
to love too much that I was only pushing people away.  I am better now at 
realizing my strong needs and loving someone the right way and getting love 
back which I have always gotten just was unable to see.  I have always had a 
wonderful husband who stood by me and for that I am grateful.  That’s what 
love really is.  I can see and feel that it’s as if I’m no longer on the outside 
looking in but on the inside looking out.  Life is what you want it to be and 
we all know it’s not always gonna be easy street but you’ll learn to take the 
highs and lows as they come and in the end you will success knowing that it 
takes a lot of dedication and hard work.  It becomes a joint effort and then 
you can become one together and in learning that, it’s making me stronger.  
Building a foundation is the first step and if that is what has to be done, well, 
that’s what you do.  And being challenged makes everyone stronger.  It’s 
what you do with it that makes you the strongest. 

Angela

“A Strong Woman is...”
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My favorite things... “rain drops on roses and whiskers on kittens. Bright 
copper kettles and warm woolen mittens. Wild geese that fly with the 
moon on their wings, these are a few of my favorite things.” Okay, maybe 
not, but I sure remember that song.  I am however, extremely partial to the 
Denver Broncos. Not just football in general but my team, the Broncos.  If 
stereotyping labels me manly then manly I am. I truly enjoy watching the 
Broncos play. I find watching men run around in extremely tight pants im-
mensely pleasurable, which to me mostly discredits the manly thing.  My 
all time favorite players were the infamous #7, Mr. John Elway, the labeled 
gringo, #80, Mr. Steve Watson, and last but certainly not least #87, Mr. Ed 
McCaffrey. What a statuesque figure Eddie Mac was, all 65, 215 pounds 
of him. I have an insatiable desire to watch the games, win or lose and to 
learn more about the individual players. This hobby has brought out quite 
a competitive streak and an unfortunate but irreconcilable hatred for the 
Oakland raiders. I have always been a true and patriotic Broncos fan, and I 
always will be, so much so you should see my tattoo.

My Favorite Things

Cindy
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Seeing drugs, prisons and violence thru my eyes
Doesn’t even effect me anymore, I’ve already become desensitized
Nothing’s worse than before
My emotions are so numb none of my feelings show anymore
I used to ask why but now I know why, it was me
To go thru this world like this why this is what I had to see
I used to think I had it worse than the rest
Until I experienced what in my life was really the test
There’s always someone who has it worse than the last
There’re people who never lived because their life was taken so fast
So this life’s taught me lessons I would’ve never learned
If I followed the right path instead of deciding to turn
I would’ve kept thinking that I couldn’t do it all
I would’ve kept blaming others when I’m the one who took the falls
Sometimes I wonder if everything I’ve seen is real or just reality
But each day I wake up it’s the same scenery
A new murder, death, rape or same thing the news showed yesterday
But new victims and people who didn’t know the right words to say
Being a witness to the demons in this world desensitized my mind
Reality isn’t just a dream anymore, I’ve just become blind.

DesensitizeD

Valencia M.
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I find myself questioning life a lot more now than I have in a long time and I 
wonder why things are the way they are-like sadness, joy, sorrow, happiness.  
Who made all these different emotions and for what reason?  Why can’t 
things be simple, not so complicated?  I guess understanding would be jus-
tifiable, but that would be too easy.  God doesn’t give you too much that you 
can’t handle.  So I have to remind myself of that.  Giving up would just be so 
much easier than fighting your whole life and feeling like it was all for noth-
ing but everything you do is for something like just being a friend, daughter, 
mother.  And in the end being something of some importance you’ll expect 
to have detours in your life like an obstacle course, but you somehow make it 
through.  You wake up everyday wondering why you were brought into this 
world and have to be put through hell and still have so much love and always 
questioning if anything you do will be good enough.  But always knowing 
the next day has to be better and you’re worth everything and more by giv-
ing all you have.  So keep fighting and you’ll succeed.  You’ll make it through.  
Just believe.

I Wonder Why

Angela
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I always found it very hard to listen to you 
because you never listened to me in the first place.

You always asked what was wrong.
You only heard what you wanted to hear,
or thought you heard.

Listen up!
That’s not what I had said.

Listen up!
To the words that are being said.

Listen up!
Because you’re changing my words

Listen Up!

Terri



2006
Warm Words



SpeakOut! A Retrospective12

The glass is foggy, not from moisture, 
but dirt and old rain, 
I’m not sure why but I feel terribly sad. 

I want to run away with the horses. 
Mom said I can’t go past the fence 
where they live…Perhaps that’s why I want to go instead 
of pouting up here by the attic. 
As I gaze amongst them 
if for only a moment, I swear I saw a lion.

My adventure to go find him came 
many days passed. I swear I saw a lion. 
My little feet treading in the mud… 

Oh shit I hear mom whistling, she sees 
me out here, frantically I run towards her. 
Plop, face down in the mud. As the horses 
trample past, it’s a miracle I wasn’t squished, 
that’s ok…I had the courage of a lion.

Childhood Memory

Caleena Rose
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Waves washing away
 
innocence wishing wondering 
Waverly warm wind weather.
 
Young sailors tug boats 
are grown men’s ships 
that sail at sea with the 
sunset until the morning 
light shines down with such 
a delight, doomsday is done dear.
 
Today is a day of peace 
and love for the world from 
sea to shining sea. 

Some seagulls sail, soaring 
seashells shift in the sand 
savoring our young and 
guiding the world to peace 
and love forever more. 

Wish you were here to see 
the waves washing the sand 
over and over again. 

The sun shines on your golden 
skin and the dolphins sing 
with for the innocence.

Atlantic Ocean

Cree
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DebNDeb
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Oh squiggle juice
You are a powerful thing
A few shots of you, and you’re sure to
find its sting.
Some prefer you straight
While others prefer a mix
However you decide to take it
You’ll surely get your fix.
It started down at scheppelard land
and made its way up here.
Me the goofer gamhup myself
like it with lime and salt,
and chase it down with beer
So however you like, beware of its kick
Just don’t drive afterwards, cause
the heeby-jeeby can be a prick.

Squiggle Juice

Kat

Believe that words matter, I’ll tell you it’s true.
To believe that words matter is what you should do.
Words can comfort; words can harm.
Words can do anything; words can even charm.
So take heed in this when I say with a flatter,
to remember this, that words matter.

Words

Kathy B.
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Melissa

We are spirits having a human experience.  Not humans having a spiritual 
experience.
 -Love, Sharon C.

Remember My Friends:
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It’s early I know 
But thoughts of you never cease to flow 
So, Good morning my love 
You’re so beautiful lying there in peace 
Dreaming of angels 
Like I prayed you would be 
Watching your body 
Like it was the first time 
Observing the calmness 
The curves of every muscle 
I hear you breathe 
Sounds like a serenade 
So precious 
The soft air glides in and out
Filling your lungs 
Filling my heart 
A sweet melody of the rest of my life

Sweet Dreams

Marcy R.

First time I had the awesome 
power of that V-twin between 
my thighs—with its deep penetrating 
vibration of pure power, I 
felt so alive and in awe. Many 
a motorcycle I’d straddled, many 
a miles I’d traveled, but 
nothing has ever compared to 
that first ride, that first mile, 
my first Harley—rolling thunder, 
grace and power—freedom at last. 
No one can ever take away 
my first, my virgin ride.

First Time

Mary L.
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The meaning of freedom that I think to be true,
keeps me feeling sane, instead of so blue, 
To be faithful and loving is what I’d like to do
If only “god” could give me the tiniest clue.

The meaning of freedom is hard to see,
behind these four walls are you and me.
I can’t understand why they won’t let us be
out of these gates,
untormented and free.

The meaning of freedom I can’t really explain
but to be out on the ocean or a wide open plain!

The Meaning of Freedom

Doris

I feel so alive when I look at their pictures and see their precious lil’ face.
It hurts so bad that they’re not with me but I know they’re in a good place.
I feel so alive ‘cuz I know that I made the best decision I could for them.
And that is why every night before I go to sleep I close my eyes and pray 
that one day,
the four of us will walk hand in hand.

What Makes Me Feel Alive

Emily P.
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WE BELIEVE 

Collaborative Poem

I believe I can change the way I feel. I believe I can change the way I feel about 
things. I believe I can change the way I feel about things people do. 
I believe in kindness, trust, loyalty…a true friend. I believe in 
myself, the strength and courage to make it through. I believe 
that dreams can come true. 
We should fall in love at least twice in our life 
so that we can 
determine which one we want. 
You can judge someone’s IQ based on their reaction to people who use leaf blowers. 
Knowledge is a product of life experience. 
I believe in first believing in yourself then you open the doors to all sorts of 
possibilities. 
I believe in wishes made upon shooting stars. 
The arts are a powerful way to change the world. 
I believe in fairytales. 
I believe that my chrysalis-thing-cocoon will 
re-birth me again and again. 
Love and forgiveness are the keys to happiness and 
wrinkles come from frowns.
I believe that you are your own best 
friend and your own worst enemy. 
I believe that everyone should have a God. 
I believe in change, for without it we withhold 
what else we can become. 
I possess the strength to change. 
I believe freedom is priceless. 
I believe in myself. 
Celine Dion is the greatest singer in the world. 
Everything happens for a reason. 
We must have hope to go on, 
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this applies to everyone. 
I believe in trying. 
I believe in gratitude, especially the people kind. 
I believe in the 60's-Make love not war 
I believe in the power of voting. Sometimes. 
Every woman has her sacred self.



2007
The Power of

 Loving Yourself
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Waiting seems like forever, something
that I don’t want to do, waiting
is never fun, but it is something that
I’ve gotten used to.  Always thinking 
about the next time I get to hear your
voice, or see your face.

Waiting seems like forever, something
that I don’t want to do, waiting is
never fun, but it is always going to be 
a part of living, not knowing
what’s gonna happen, or where your
life is going.

Waiting seems like forever, something
that I don’t want to do, waiting is
never fun, but always has a 
purpose, always has an ending, whether
good or bad.

Waiting seems like forever, something
I don’t want to do, waiting is never fun,
But has its own way of taking place
And just remember… It won’t ever be
forever… waiting will pass, one way or 
another…

W…a…i…t…i…n…g

Nomy
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I f**king hate it.
I hate it. I have no one to talk to.
I hate that I have no one to call.
I hate that I have no one to hold my hand,
hug me, & to tell me everything will
be alright.
I hate how I have no one to share
my hopes & my dreams with.
I hate that I no longer have any
hopes or dreams.
I hate that I have no one to tell me
to hold on, that I can find them again.
I hate that when I scream, &
I scream bloody murder, that
I am screaming into emptiness.
I hate that there is no one to
hear my screams & that there
is no one to help me learn how
to stop screaming.
I hate that I have turned into,
my loneliness lives in a pipe or bottle
I hate that what I have turned
to in my loneliness is killing me,
has already killed me
or will soon kill me.
I hate how I will die alone.
I will die alone in my horror.

a.j. fiedler

I Hate



SpeakOut! A Retrospective24

My biggest fear is being alone
 
Never having anyone to hold 
But even when I find someone
special 
I push them away 
So many relationships have 
been ruined 
Not completely all my own 
fault 
But I have to take the blame 
for my share 
I found out three words 
cannot make a 
relationship stay together 
And if you don’t feel it in your 
heart 
then why try to fix it 
There is many people who I 
have in my life 
And I don’t want to lose them 
But if I keep pushing them 
away 
My biggest fear will come true 
And I will die alone 

Cassandra S.

My Biggest Fear
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A strong woman loves strongly, 
has strong needs. 
 Sigmund Freud once said, “that a craving we all have 
is that to be appreciated. The feeling and need to be important,” 
how strong is that! 
 Comfort is others loving her for her strength and 
weakness, when that is found is when she is compelled to love 
strongly back.

Angel V.

A Strong Woman

My very first kiss, I couldn’t really explain it, just for the fact that I was so 
young.  On the other hand, the very first kiss that ever meant anything to me 
was the first kiss I gave to each one of my kids when they were born.  People 
might think it’s strange, but to me, my children are my only true love, and 
on Valentine’s Day there wouldn’t be any other person I’d rather spend my 
day with.

Anita V.

First Kiss

No one will ever love you back he screamed as he pummeled me with fists 
of iron and stone. You’re ugly no one will ever want you but me, but there 
are many Dzmedzs, men like you have existed down through the ages. You 
get your strength from making me weak, no not physically weak, but weak 
of mind and weak of heart. I too could have fists of iron and fists of stone 
but what I really ended up with was with a mind of iron and a heart of 
stone.  Instead of making me weak you made me strong.

Barbara G.G.

No One Will Ever Love You Back
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I love you so much, I honestly do, I’d take
a bullet,  I’d die for you. If you couldn’t breathe
I’d give you my air, what can I do to show
you I care. If you were in pain I’d give
you my health, you mean more to me
than money and wealth. I will make you
smile when times are rough, if you
needed support I’d give you more than
enough. If you were cold I’d make sure
you were warm, I’d give you my coat.
If you needed advice I’d listen to you, I’m
telling you now that my love is true.
If you were lonely and need some love
I’d fill you will kisses and thousands of
hugs.  If you needed some shelter you could 
live with me, we could even have a little
family. My love for you will always
stay strong. I’m not perfect but I’ll
never do you wrong and as a woman
I’m sure to make mistakes, but to
make you happy I’ll do whatever it 
takes. You’re better than diamonds,
way better than a king, you are my
fantasy, I see you in my dreams. The 
love I have for you is unexplainable
but will this poem explain to you 
how I feel?

Unexplainable

Lachae Marie
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I am smart, strong, and sensitive. I am surrounded by concrete walls and 
locked doors. I am just trying to get through another day. I am sad and 
lonely sometimes here. I am also occasionally carefree and happy. I am hu-
man. I am a woman. I am a child on the inside. I am anxious to get out of 
LCDC. I am an intellectual. I am a dreamer.

I Am...

Christina S.

A strong woman is a woman 
who loves unconditionally, a woman
who has been beat down by life
but rises again and again.
A strong woman is a woman
who refuses to quit, knowing the cesspool 
of life will never be clean.
A strong woman loves you not only 
for what you do, but no matter what
you do…I am a strong woman!!!

Unconditional

Dawn B.
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A strong woman is a woman who
loves strongly and weeps strongly
and is strongly terrified
and has strong needs…

A strong woman needs a strong man
with strong hands
and a strong heart.

So he can hold her close…
She’ll break like glass
if not handled with care
already dropped one too many times
and glued back together…
missing a piece here and there
The Strong Woman

Yet, her beauty is a whirling dizziness 
 of brilliance
her soul is an intricate puzzle
woven together eternally
The light of Venus shining in her eyes.
The Goddess 
The Mother
The Strong Woman.

Goddess

Sarah H.



2008
Panning for Life, 

The Struggle, 
and The Rejuvenation
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In front of me
the river is flowing,

moving swiftly
erupting, rushing
endlessly growing.

I can stand and watch
or jump in,

jump in and surround
myself

engulf myself
In 

soul and heart
voice and mind

entropic thoughts
unreal and surreal

memory,
Feel it rush

around
me

flowing free
and

moving oh so swiftly.
Poetry

A River of Poetry

Thumper
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I was Juan Jose Gonzales
I remember growing up without a father
I hear my father and I had the same name
I saw a picture of him and we looked alike
I worried if not having a father would make me a bad person
I thought I was headed into a never ending black hole
But, I want to change.
I am JJ Armas a.k.a. Mr. King Emort
I think I will be someone of importance in this crazy world
I need to acquire knowledge and wisdom
I try to better myself and listen to others
I feel hopeful and optimistic
I forgive my father for lack of guidance
Now I can change.
I will be successful and compassionate
I choose to follow a path less taken
I dream that the sky is the limit
I hope for better days
I predict that I will change my environment
I know I will be the man that my father never was
I will change.

EMORT

Change
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I have a dream… that one day my memories
will be published and I’ll have a book written about
me because I inspired maybe a person or two
I have a dream that some day my children will
tell their friends that I’m their hero like my
mother is mine and I dream that they confide in me
and love me unconditionally as I do my family
I have a dream that my mistakes will not label me as 
a delinquent a jail bird no good
I have a dream to one day move my parents into a 
house to spend eternity, where they can learn to trust 
me and believe someday that life will be okay
I have a dream to one day make history by becoming
the best person I can be and helping save the lives of
people trapped by a drug for which it seems
you can never break free.
I have a dream
I have a dream
help me 
dream 
 me…

Jessie B.

I Have a Dream
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S.K.F.T.H.
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My spirit has been broken and my 
heart shattered.
My fragile body feels paralyzed from the pain and stress
this life has caused.
Am I meant to live
so I could play the game and forever 
be bound by these dreadful chains?
Never will I see the
beauty of true freedom.
For not only am I locked behind closed doors
but I’m imprisoned in my own flesh.
I will always be banished from my innocence
until I lay my head to rest.
This feeling is of a living death.
As each day passes,
I grow older and closer
to the day I’ll live in peace.
I’ll no longer be on my bloody knees begging, 
“My God, please.”
I will no longer suffer the pain
of my living death.

a.j. fiedler

Living Death
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Faith is the reason I can stand to be here in this situation and remain calm.  
Faith keeps me from getting overly anxious about my current situation 
sparing me fights, arguments, etcetera that my lack of hope in the past 
would have led to.  Today I definitely pray for God’s will in my life everday 
because when I let my will loose I always get my way, my way back in jail, 
my way to the dealer’s house, my way straight to hell.  Faith allows me to 
keep in mind that I will succeed at the end of this trial no matter how bleak 
today could appear!

Helena Renee

Faith
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From age 13 banging and slanging
is all I know
Without a damn thing to 
show
smoking meth and slanging dope
is the only way I knew how to cope
Representing the 1-3 that’s who
I thought was me
Not working a normal 9-5
Slanging dope is the only way I 
knew how to survive

Some people say,
“Life—you make it how you want.” 
It’s so easy to say, but not to do.
So I wonder if what they say is 
even true.
This is not the way I wanted
life to be
It all happened because of the
choices I have made
and now look at the price I have
paid.

Mi Vida

OnnaMission
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We have been chosen.
Chosen not only to change ourselves 
but to change those around us.
We can be leaders.
This is our time to shine,
working on the problems that we have.
Changing ourselves for the better,
making ourselves stronger, 
keeping the promises that we have,
promises to ourselves, 
making our families proud.
Showing others that we can make it through 
these hard times.
This is our chance.
This is our time.
This is the place where we become men

Bullet

Chosen #1
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Chosen #2

Chosen for the world, we have become
leaders.
We have had our time to shine and we
have taken what was given to us.
We have made our families proud,
given help to the ones 
that needed it the most,
taken chances that we were given
and used them wisely.
And now that we have passes on 
we have passed on the gift to others.

Bullet
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Today’s society is changing
countries’ iron fists raging
destroying life with brutality
taking away our self warmth
and this generation sits and watches 
Watching brothers go to war
and yet the crow is on their mind 
more worried about
the girl down the street
which freak has the heat
where can I get a bit of white widow
or who will get me a 40
It just ain’t right
it’s a monkey in the zoo
who will fight its fellow jailed 
but won’t fight for freedom
look outside your cage
and see the real problem
that’s fate knocking at your door
will you answer it
or look away and stray
You’re not tough unless you
are willing to fight the iron
The iron fist is knocking at your door
will you go out and fight genocide
will you stand and form your
own iron fist?

Iron Fist

Travis B.



SpeakOut! A Retrospective40

My hands and arms are shaky,
my blood’s rushing through my body
my heart beats faster
I feel uncontrolled heated beyond measure
lost in a black haze
wanting so badly to put this fool in a daze
its making me sick.  Deep
breaths from anger, frustration and rage,
I thought I’d changed.
I’m still the same.
Don’t let me be lost
because there’s always a new chance
to rearrange.
Tell me I’m fake, 
you don’t know me, 
you try to tell who I am, 
you’ve never seen me.
Loyal hearted and departed.
Torn between the city and reality.
I’m not living in a fantasy.

a.j. fiedler

This is what I feel



2009
Lessons Learned
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It’s this window I look through
Makes me feel that my freedom is a virtue.
I see the snow falling slowly from the sky
I stare enough to make me feel just as high
I look into the pod across the way
I think I could be here until next May
It’s the gray sky
Which makes my mind go into the rye
I’m wishing I could be a bird on the roof
And fly away and get on the move
It’s hard to think that there’s a foot between me and 
outside
But I know I don’t have to be the moon to change the tide.

This Window

J.D.

Everybody says “it’s not my fault.” Everybody’s trying to find fault.  No one 
wants to be at fault.  Whose fault is it?  Why do we always seem to look at 
others’ faults?  Nobody wants to admit that it’s their own fault.  Wouldn’t the 
world be a nicer place if nobody pointed out another’s faults without being 
ready to help them overcome them?

Fault

K8
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A person’s perception,
is their reality.

But isn’t always how things are.
They could seem so close,

but be so far.
It could seem to be love,

but end up being lust.
You may think you can trust

but end up getting F***ed over.
Life isn’t always like finding

a four-leaf clover.
You may think you will always fit,

with that one clique,
until you don’t want to be a trick!

But there will always be haterz,
it’s like craterz,

landing on your face.
But you don’t want to change,

cuz everyone cravez acceptance,
until you get locked up.
And now it’s not a front,

Somethings gotta change,
but it’s easier to want new friends,

then telling your “homies” you don’t want
to kik it.

It’s easier to tell your family things will be different
Then actually makin’ it happen!

Misperception

Sweet Killa
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I don’t know why I chose to drink.
Headache and pain, it hurt to think.

Thoughts and memories of my haunted past,
My depression so high, nothing could last.

Then I found you, when I least expected,
Feeling for once my heart was protected.

I fell in love quite immediately.

What is my problem, I must know.
It was way too soon for me to go.

But I know this much to be true…
I’d be much worse if I hadn’t met you.

Thank you!

I Know This Much to Be True . . .

Miss KA
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Hey little homie, listen to what I say not what I do
I know you got heart, that you wanna prove
Your boys will understand your changes, if they’re a real crew
I been there done that, witnessed murder and crack
Flooding my block and had my best friend stab me in the back
I was a misfit on a mission just jackin’ sacks
I quit trusting cuz everybody’s gotta watch their own back
And gang life brings nothing but misery and strife
I know you a cool cat but you ain’t got nine lives
I went from crimes, nine, and cocaine lines
To rap and rhythm and rhymes
So where’s the love, spread that instead of drugs
Just think about the consequences of being a thug
You know Tupac, Pimp C, and Tookie Williams
All struggled and hustled to make their millions
They got luck cuz 99% of criminals and trappers 
End up in jail or dead and don’t become rappers
I was a smart kid makin’ honor roll
Five years later I’m on parole, a habitual criminal
A convicted felon, my fates probably hellish
But if I could save one kid from going through what I have
And help him find a life that ain’t half-bad
Then that just might be the best feeling I ever had

Little Homies

AK
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How would we have ever known,
That our love would have grown

To be what it is today?
By your side is where I want to stay
This time, apart is only temporary
Our day together will soon be here

I am such a lucky lady
To have you as my man my dear

Lucky Lady

Linda G.
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My childhood wasn’t fabulous,
but I do know this, 
I wouldn’t change it for anyone else’s,
ya there was a lot of f***ed up s***,
people in and out,
sometimes you couldn’t even count,
in one night,
my mom raped, my dad almost killed,
and me…kidnapped by my crackhead babysitter.
But even though most people would hate their parents,
I always looked at the good,
that was the first time my dad called me his, 
then my dad got locked up,
my mom became a slut,
my brother was charged as an s.o. at age 14, 
me in and out of juvies and treatments across the state.
Doing drugs thinking it was fresh.
My dad was who I wanted to be,
now look at me,
not knowing when I’ll be free.
So ya my life wasn’t all that great.
But now it’s time to change, 
and pray for others,
and let them know I’m here until the end!

Reality

Sweet Killa
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Hi baby boy.
You’re nine today.

I’m sorry I couldn’t be there
for your special day.

Mommy is sitting here in county behind bars.
I messed up bad and now feel so far.

But, I promise you this, I will be home soon
and you won’t have to spend another birthday feeling blue.

When this nightmare is over,
I will be there to hold you tight

And tell you I love you,
for I have won this fight.

I love you, Matthew.  Happy Birthday.

Untitled

BabyGirlM

Sweet innocent, educated, white girl
…bad ass drug dealer with no limits

You make the call
…the chameleon of the streets

Blending in, going unnoticed
…between two worlds she resides

Who is she?

Chestnut



2010
Everyone’s a Hero
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Remember me when I’m gone away, 
Gone far away into the silent land. 
When you can no longer hold me by the hand or a halfway turn to make 
me stay. 
Remember me when there’s no more day by day. 
You tell me of your future that you have planned. 
If only you remember me, you’ll truly understand. 
-Cause- 
It will be too late to console, then left only is to pray. 
Yet if you should forget me for awhile anyway, 
Afterwards remember me. 
Do not grieve. 
For in the darkness, only will corruption leave. 
A glimpse of the thoughts, which I once had. 
But by far in time, you should forget and smile, and not be sad.

Diamond Marie

Remember Me
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Every morning I wake up with one thing on my mind. 
As they call names I wonder… 
Will they call mine this time? 
A simple “I miss you” is all that I crave. 
Pain and disappointment is how I start each day. 
Don’t you realize this is all we have to look forward to in jail? 
F*** it! 
I’m going back to bed. 
I didn’t get no f***ing mail.

Roo ~NM~ 

No Mail
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My new life will be a vision to behold 
I’ll be ready for a fresh start; Ambition that will… 
Devour anything that comes my way 
My form will be re-sculpted, my attitude rebuilt 
I’ll have a perception that shall position me in a place where 
No matter what happens, I never lose 
The mounds at life’s coal shall be made into diamonds 
By the sheer pressure of my desire 
The world will be an ocean where 
I harvest pearls on a daily basis 
I’ll look back fondly, 
Feeling satisfied by the structure, 
Allowing my days to be filled with… 
More productivity than ever before 
I’ll peer into the vast future, 
Having no fear or doubt 
For I shall traverse the chasms and mountains with stealth 
In my hands, I’ll hold what I’ve always wanted… 
A nice life tinted green 
Enriched by my amazing son and my spirit

A New Life 

Chris G.
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Every day that I’m waken 
Constantly waitin’ 
I ain’t got no f***n’ patience 
Feel like I’m ‘bout to kick everybody’s face in, 
but still anticipatin’ 
for the day that I get out of this mental cage 
that got me thinkin’ thoughts that are equal to Satan. 
Days in and days out, got me killa crazed-out. 
My anxiety got me ‘bout to scratch my brains out. 
But now you entered the crazed house, 
let me train your tainted mouth, 
and open your ears for a change, 
rearrange the way that you think and don’t be quick to blink, 
‘cause the next thought that you think 
might be horrible. 
Comin’ up on you quick, it’s adorable, 
I’m right behind you, never mind you, 
I bet you didn’t know I’m right beside you. 
My name is Grumpsta and I’m gonna fight through.

The Other Side of My Brain

Grumpsta/R.I.P Brandy
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A real woman is strong 
A real woman is herself, but by all means she is not perfect. 
She speaks her mind because she is confident, charismatic, and full of char-
acter! 
A real woman has flaws, but she’s beautiful just the way she is. 
She knows the meaning of “beauty is only skin deep”. 
A real woman doesn’t need to have her neck elongated plus her boobs actu-
ally 
bounce! 
A real woman fears no man because she loves herself and everybody. 
She buys jeans that fit so she eats what she wants. 
A real woman thinks of herself as a queen so she doesn’t mind living her 
life to its 
fullest. 
A real woman loves people for their inner beauty so she turns her back on 
fashionista 
magazines. 
She believes in herself so when she steps out of bed she shines like a star. 
A real woman is a beautiful mother, wife, sister, or friend. 
A real woman is a person, and she’s sitting right here in this room.

A Real Woman

Women’s Collaboration
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Deceit 
By Samsara 

I hear that beat 
My head nods 
And my toes tap, but 
When the words 
Start flowing 
Uh oh makes me 
Wanna smash your face 
With my fist 
Watch you bleed out 
All the lies 
You speak and infect 
Others with your deceit. 
Want something to laugh about 
How about you laugh 
At your f***ing face 
In the mirror while you 
Watch it melt with the 
Hatred you spew 
I will laugh 
While you’re screaming 
Just like you laughed 
When I cried 
How dare you judge 
When you wear 

Orange too 
So f*** you and 
Your apologies I 
Don’t need ‘em 
Cuz I’m stronger 
Than you think. 

Deceit

Samsara
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You are nothing to me, so 
Throw your sticks, 
Chuck your rocks, 
But your words 
I won’t allow to hurt me. 
You are hateful cuz you 
Hate yourself, tell me 
What do you see in the 
Mirror? 
I hope you see what I see, 
Black, a dark void in 
Humanity, a waste of space. 
I hope you see something 
Foreign and strange. 
A vessel of hatred, 
You don’t even know who 
You really are.
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I look into a mirror 
 Find myself changin’ 
Look at the world, find 
 something strange in it 
 Stand by on my face 
 see the old 
me hangin’, I see the anger 
 in me bangin’, 
 Drug personality slangin’, 
  All lookin’ at me 
 Like why did I change 
 Why do I act strange 
I keep my range, 
 I find myself walkin’ 
Talkin’ away from old me, 
 What do I see? 

A new world; not black and white 
But with color, never got along 
 with famz 
Now I’m walkin’ with my brothers 
 Smile on mother 
I find so much s*** in my life 
I can’t find another, life is so hard 
Emotion’s got scarred 
The drug life in me is gone 
Behind bars so I stand 
Tall, shine like a star, 
My dreamz are all in my hands, 
I won’t let go till 
I find the honorable man.

The New Me! 

Dreamz



SpeakOut! A Retrospective58

Mother you were so strong. 
Too strong for your own good. 
I love you dearly, 
Too much for my own good. 

I ask myself, “Is that possible, 
To love your mother too much?” 
And yes, yes it is. 

You were destroying yourself, 
Day by day, and night by night 
I watched you suffer. 
You thought you were saving yourself, 
But you were only slowly killing 
 your soul and body. 

I saw you slowly dying, 
Alone, stubborn and afraid. 
So I left to destroy myself to save you. 

I thought I was being strong, 
But in the end I was only killing myself 
Just as you were; slowly, very slowly. 
Painfully and alone. 

Then I saved myself as you saved yourself 
Now together we can grow and prosper 
In our lives together. 

Mother and daughter together forever.

A Strong Woman Is a Woman Bleeding Inside

LaKaiya
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This chump told me he wanted to go on a wilderness 
Vacation to see the animals up close rather than on stage 
Or in cages. He wanted to see them eye to eye, he 
Said to catch the scent when they pace by
 
I respond to him: I know a place where the clouds 
Look gray, and the cats are diurnal but at night they 
Lick their face Where you hear the wind talking but 
For crying out loud, where the birds of prey 
Are in search of what compels them the smell of decay 
Where the coyotes hunt for something 
Where the wolves hunt down something they put in the ground
 
This place you will see bears roaming free I’m talking 
About Grizzly, Kodiak, and Black 
They hang out next to the mountain bridges, lakes, creeks 
And even the outback; in the summer months they seem 
Tame cause out here in the winter they don’t sleep 
Looking for something to grab hold of so they can pick their 
Teeth Don’t be mad at me this chump wanted to 
See so I told him the place to be
 
This place has many snakes hiding high in the trees, curled 
Underneath the rocks, and in between the weeds you won’t see 
Them at first light, but they watch you at your camp light so 
Keep your tent zipped up or I will find you hemmed up. 
This place Is more wild than the zoo. 
So! Some say this place is a tourist attraction, but in fact 
Tourist is the attraction dying to see the wilderness up close and 
In action So go prepared to see the cats, wolves, and bears just 
Remember I told you this place was already there.

Where I’m From? 

Jahmall 
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I hear that beat 
My head nods 
And my toes tap, but 
When the words 
Start flowing 
Uh oh makes me 
Wanna smash your face 
With my fist 
Watch you bleed out 
All the lies 
You speak and infect 
Others with your deceit. 
Want something to laugh about 
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Here the monsters are real 
And they don’t hide in shadows 
They sit across from you at dinner 
Look back at you in mirrors 
Blackness spews from their mouths 
Their words wrap tight around 
The throats of my thoughts. 
Choking the life out of my mind 
Slobbering, slack-jawed zombies 
Gnashing, razor-toothed, vampires 
Egomanical laughter, precedes 
Psychopathic swagger. 
A tempest of posturing lives 
Deviants, corruptions, users, abusers, killers 
Night comes, doors slam, lights flicker and 
 are gone. 
Locked in this cell, I am safe at last.

WBB

Lisa E.
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Seize the day when I shall see 
world peace 
Seize the day when I shall see 
bullies become loving 
Seize the day when my loving 
mother shall pass 
Seize the day when my alcoholic 
father shall never beat me again 
Seize the day when I find love 
within who I am 
Seize the day when I shall 
be set free 

Seize the day!

Seize the Day

Pink Panther
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Silva
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Evil thoughts 
Deadly plots 
All things that make you scream. 
Running scared 
Filled with terror 
Afraid to go to sleep. 
Big sharp blades 
With bloody maids 
Running through the streets, 
Now shut your doors extra tight 
And lock them up just right 
Cuz if you don’t 
This is no joke 
They’ll get you in the night

Ali B.

Running Scared

In your eyes I see the cosmos 
the reflection of everything 
 there is, was, 
 and will come to be. 
In your voice I hear the earth, 
the vibration of life, 
of flowers 
 breaking through the soil. 
In your heart, I know love, 
the beating of prosperity. 
In your hand, I feel mine, 
connecting us with all eternity.

Claire L.

Eternity
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Leon
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It was enough to finally see you at last 
I did not even notice I was still behind glass 
Until I realized how stupid you looked 
My smile and happiness you instantly took 
The nervousness I felt quickly turned to hate 
Making it clear to see this is not my fate 
Done trying to keep the both of us on track 
I am content without you and all that you lack 
No longer will I be ashamed of your ways 
I look forward to my future; brighter days.

Eden B.

Love Drug (GED)

I feel lost, scared and confused 
a little washed out, beat up and bruised 
somewhat torn up, taken advantage of and used 
a little sad and lonely too. 
I hate not knowing what to do 
the hours get longer every day 
inside my head is not okay 
so many feelings I have never felt 
what to do with this hand I was dealt. 
How did I go from there to here? 
I was on top of the world, 
now not so clear. 
Exactly where do I go from here?

Laney

Used and Abused
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Don’t forget to fly 
When the world pulls you down 
And you feel overwhelmed and broken 
When nothing in life seems to be going right… 
When you fall and feel that you can’t get back up… 
Find it within yourself and fight 
Get back up— 
Show the world you can— 
Hold your head high and show those haters you can fly… 
You can fly by and leave them in the dust… 
F*** what people think about you— 
Cuz deep down who are they to you— 
Just somebody that wishes they could fly too.

Fly

Sabrina B.

Don’t let it take you; it’s only a fee 
Can’t take my spirit 
I shine bright as can be 
Shake it all off 
Like leaves on a tree 
Can’t take my spirit 
I shine bright as can be 
Love her like crazy 
Can she believe 
Can’t take my spirit 
I shine bright as can be 
If I could only find a note 
maybe you would see 
That my light shines bright 
because of you baybee!

Shine

Youngin
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Heart swings low this day… 
Low as six feet under… 
Romance and intimacy—Regret… 
Happiness and Splendor—Fondness... 
Heart a vortex empty of a thousand 
beautiful Oblivions… 
Mind a steel trap moreover, 
Jaded lucidness… 
Mind’s keen clutch to good sense, 
Choking the heart out in its attempt… 
Heart’s visceral experience of life, 
Overruling cognizance exempt… 
Ever the chaos of quarrel 
between head and chest… 
Cerebral rationings, 
Heartened Sentiments, 
Eternal Struggle, 
Life’s test… Suave heart, Mind Shrewd, 
Grasp of realization artfully subdued… 
Treacherous is the heart in dark blunder…. 
Betrayal in the mind’s blight of a 
heart asunder… 
Mind’s watchful scowl as the heart 
springs bloom… 
Lovely essence of life, 
Matters of the heart and 
wisdoms too… 
I baste and smile in the delight 
of knowing I am unbeknownst of 
what I am To do…

1Majr

The Struggle
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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.

Shadow Man

Olie E.

Silva
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You were always there for me,
I did nothing but hurt you.
I would always say “sorry” but
never made amends.
I look in the back of the court
room, you’re there.
I look in the visitation room
when I was in jail, and
you were there
You were and are always here.
I owe you the world and
many more.
My momma, my bestie, the one I 
trust.  You are appreciated
My focus is making things better,
not just for me.  But for us.
Always thinking of myself before 
anyone else.  Especially you.
I know one day you won’t be
here, not by your choice or mine.
So I wanna make it up to you the best that I can.

You will always be one of the many pieces to my heart. They say “you can’t 
love anyone until you love yourself ”.  But I despise the person I am and 
have become, but yet love you more than life itself. 

You are appreciated. 

Momma, You’re Appreciated

Bitesize Barbie
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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.

Freedom

Shuffles

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.

Move On
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We can do what we want, be what we want.  Whether it be the President of 
our country, a singer or movie star to entertain, or a doctor to help mend 
the sick.  Dreams, we all have them, but honestly it is up to our own selves 
to achieve those goals and dreams.
 Nothing is impossible, yet may seem difficult.
 Continue to push and push yourself and soon enough you’ll fly!
 Live your life your own way, spread your wings and soar.
 Every time you blow out the candles on your birthday cake, trust   
 and believe, 
your wishes will come true.
 It’s like Biggie said, “you can go from ashy to classy.” 
 It all starts with yourself!

The Sky is the Limit

Dark Angel
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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 exis-
tence for a higher level of consciousness. These categories seem to be polar 
opposites and yet they appeal to the masses. After much research and vigor-
ous thinking, I would like to introduce a third category, egotistical enlight-
enment. 

I have had experience with both extremes of productivity and enlighten-
ment. 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. 

Dicky Bill W.

Egotistical Enlightenment
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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 exis-
tence for a higher level of consciousness. These categories seem to be polar 
opposites and yet they appeal to the masses. After much research and vigor-
ous thinking, I would like to introduce a third category, egotistical enlight-
enment. 

Lombardo
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Hello old friend
how long has it been
we were never close
but were more than friends
You left unexpected
You came and you went
I miss you while you’re gone
When will you come back
I hope I see you again
Please don’t stay gone
For longer than needed
When you left me
my heart went Frail
I feel incomplete
Now that you’re gone
it’s too dark at night
it’s constantly cold
and nothing seems right
Now that you’re gone
I can’t help but yearn
for the love we had
And the day you’ll return. 

Now You’re Gone

Desiree M.
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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.

What If

Shuffles
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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

Untitled

JQ
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Looking at the sun
shining through the cracks in
this room.
The only air I get
not enclosed and recycled.

When I leave
it will be cold.
It will be gray.
It will be winter.

I hope I still have my sun
Its rays on my face
Even though it will be cold.
Gray.
Winter.

I long to see its entirety.
not just through slits in this
room, 
stripes of light
through concrete walls.

Chasing in around the clock
until it disappears too early,
I want to see the clouds 
dance around its 
rays piercing through them.

I want it to burn orange
through my eyes
so when I close them
it lingers there for a few moments.

I miss my sun.
On my skin, in my eyes,
looking for what is always 
there, 
but right now, hard to reach.

Stephanie C.

I Miss My Sun
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My name will it be remembered?  It doesn’t matter,
or does it? I think my name was 
divinely inspired and chosen before the earth
was formed. I want my name to link
to lead to direct to provide passage
to the existence of the Name that is above every
other name the
name that cannot be forgotten the
name that grabs my heart and tugs
with a gentle yet firm grasp that
can never be let go.  I may try 
to let go I may try to find
another name I may try to
create a different me but as Yoda
says “there is no try, only do” So 
I will be me and you will be 
you

Sarah G.

My Name

Ricky B.
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It’s up at six and down at ten,
Do this, don’t do that, time and time again.
I look out my window and see time go by,
Wishing that this jail bird could fly.
I count the years or days to go,
I’m in the system and I go with the flow.
I write my letters and send them home,
Knowing that I am doing this all on my own.
I have split some heads and lost some fights,
They hold their hearings but I know my rights.
I have done some things I just can’t tell,
They would give me life in this place I call hell.
It’s four stone walls and a metal bed,
I should have listened to what my mother said.
I have been doing time since before I was ten,
Now it’s back in jail once again.
I write these words so you may see,
This kind of life that has its hold on me.

This Life

Scotty2Body
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White Knight
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As I sit. I Dream of you 
Everyday of love so true
You have the gift and my heart
Forever and ever we shall not part
Through the cold lonely nights I sit and stare
With pure thoughts and dreams of you near
For I wish a wish so sweet and true
Don’t worry it won’t be long til I’m with you

As I Sit

Ant

I know what I can do and can’t do.  I’m not on this planet to prove 
anything to anyone but ME.  By watching everyone, I learn more about 
me.  I know I stay quiet because what I have to say isn’t nice. 
I have learned to be happy with what I have rather than wish for 
something I don’t.
I know I’m ready for the future, but my future is a minute away.
I know most of the time being alone is something I prefer.
I know that I have a good heart.
I know a year in jail is something I can survive.
I know that I was only trying to help.
I know that this can only make me stronger.
I refuse to let this break me.
I know family is everything to me.

I know a lot about ME.

I Know a Lot About Me

BS
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Shadows cast upon my soul
Fear and Anguish take their toll
Digging a deep and dark hole
Filling it with a twisted cold

Abiding my time in the void
Life that's been locked away
Emotions played with and toyed
Ever hoping for that lost day.

Longing for a release to my freedom
To savor all that I lost
No more tears to shed for some
No more mourning for freedom's cost

To hold all that I love
I would slay the world
Or tackle the gates above
To see her hearts wings unfurl

And treasure every precious touch
Every whispered breath
Never enough and all too much 
Worth my life or very death

Sunlight cast upon my soul
Love and joy take their toll
Filling the deep and dark hole
Overflowing as it becomes full.

                I Love You.

Released

Black Cat
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     The art on these pages is inspired by the PostSecret Project, an ongoing in-
ternational community art project which began in 2005. Frank Warren, the 
founder of the art project, began by asking people from around the world 
to submit anonymous post cards with self-constructed decorations that 
revealed a secret that they had never previously revealed. During the first 
collection process, Warren recieved over 2,500 pieces of original art from 
people around the world. 
     The project gained international reknown, and developed into a blog 
which still exists today. To date, Warren has published five books contain-
ing Post-Secret submissions. In the vein of the traditional PostSecret sub-
missions, the artists who’ve cre-ated the work on these pages will remain 
anonymous.

 -Lauren Matheny, Publication Editor

POSTSECRET
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Just because I am an outlaw
Doesn’t mean I live within the law
Doesn’t mean I won’t respect you
Doesn’t mean I’m out to get you
Doesn’t mean I’m not true
Doesn’t mean I am a lesser man
I choose this path, an outlaw I will walk

Just because I am rough around the edges
Doesn’t mean I’m rough inside
Doesn’t mean I will never change
Doesn’t mean I will never see your side
Doesn’t mean I will run from you
Doesn’t mean I don’t like fun too
I am human I can change, and this I will do.

Just Because

Jeremy B.

I believe in the power of the human spirit.  That ungoverned and often 
untapped source of unbridled beauty or destruction.  Of course taking into 
consideration the multifaceted possibilities with which human beings ei-
ther as individuals or as a group can bring death or give life, one must also 
take into account the will of those people.

The will of man has historically proved that depending on one’s train of 
thought, may manifest unimaginable terror or as yet untold freedoms for 
his fellow man.  For everything in this world is bound by consequence—ei-
ther by the creation or destruction of man or by the slow decay of time.

Choose what you will.  I believe in love.

I Believe

Renevatio
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Scotty2Body



SpeakOut! A Retrospective92

I need to claim the events of my life to make myself right.  When I truly 
process all that I have been through it may take some time.  I am fierce with 
my reality.

I have no more time for regrets.  Every morning when I awake I ask my soul 
this question: If I die tonight what would I regret not having done today? All 
I need to know is that searching for something more is settling for nothing 
less than I deserve.  And admitting that I want something more in my life is 
the first step in starting over.

I need time and space to grow into my authenticity and to accept myself, not 
for what is wrong, but for what is gloriously right.  I need to become strong, 
only the strong will survive.  I have ran away from my life.  But unconscious-
ly my better half, my authentic self knew that the day would come when I 
would have to face my strongest weakness and wrestle my demons down on 
the page in order to save my soul.  I gave my soul to God and his beloving 
son Jesus Christ.  Only the Lord will hold my future.

Sometimes I have been awakened in the dead of night after a dream by the 
insistent voice of a superior.  I did what I was told.  Every time I pray it’s like 
he is next to me standing by me, watching over me.  What a good feeling to 
become one of God’s sons and to become one of his sheep.  I know he is True 
and Pure.  He is my best friend and my love of a lifetime.

No Time for Regrets

Anthony E. 
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How much more wrong can I do
when my life is screwed.
Spi-rolled, out of control
and now I’m soaked in the brew.
King Cobra, red wine is my Red Rum demon. 
Inside I’ve been screamin’
and my heart is still fiendin.’
For the love of the world to acknowledge
I’m here. 
To walk paths with the angels and to have
no fear.
For what’s near.
Is it life or the death of addiction.
I’m imprisoned by the bottle and it’s
Blurring my vision.
I’m tryin’ to maintain, 
but the pain I can’t bear.
I’m in a critical condition,
in a state of despair.
…and slowly slippin’…

Shawn B.

Addiction



SpeakOut! A Retrospective94

I’m always trippin and fallin down,
It’s a constant circle, round and round,
I keep lookin for a way out of here
But, I always slip and fall when I get near.
Very few highs but so many lows,
If it’s good it’s hard to keep and fast to go,
Nothing good in my life ever seems to last,
It’s ripped away quick and fast.
There are no rainbows or pots of gold, 
No, not here it’s always miserable and cold.
Something has got to happen something has got to give,
A life like this gets hard to live,
I can’t keep going on this way
Not living like this day after day
I’ve changed the places I go
Even got rid of all the people I know,
I quit the drugs and the drinkin,
Even my old ways of thinkin.
I’ve given away everything I ever had,
Life has got to get better, it can’t always be this bad.
I close my eyes and think about all this
If I could have only one wish
I’d go back and take the advice that my loved ones gave me,
They said nothing in life is free it’s not a game, one day you’ll see.
Remembering those words is where I’ve got to start,
Got to keep those words close and lock them away in my heart.
Knowing now what I should’ve listened to them,
I got to stop tryin and start doin.
So…No more trippin and fallin down,
No more circles of going round and round
I will find my way out of here
And I won’t slip and fall when I get near.

Lost But Not Gone

White Knight
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How do you mourn the living? 
        there I go getting stuck again. 
The who & why behind her mystery. 
Merely an Image—The Illusionist 

The lies behind the eyez that make it look so easy 
        It’s the haze that covers my pain— 
        Starving to keep a Smile, But it hurts just the same 
But I got to remember that Beauty is pain 
Despite the envy of some that live so freely— 
But never jealous, I wouldn’t wish these walls on my worst enemy
 
Broken. Lost. Sometimes lonely, yearning for a simple HUG—feeling so 
sad;  
as I continue to try and mourn the living. 
        Struggling to maintain the flooded memories  
        I carry along treading the water as I  
        Try to save the Image of them at home. 

My two biggest Disappointments were two  
Different days—that sounded all too much the same: 
Live with parole & Life without parole. 

So even though my Greatest Love’s that 
I have lost are still living! 
I despise the trying to continue Mourning the living.... finding 
the positive in these negative feelings 

For they may have helped me find my Purpose 
In return became one of their purposes to  
fight to become a Love Living instead of  
Living in the lost that people keep on seeking— 
        So I tell you gratefully: 
        when my world was dark & blue 

Green Eyez

A Flood of Lost Love
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How do you mourn the living? 
        there I go getting stuck again. 
The who & why behind her mystery. 
Merely an Image—The Illusionist 

The lies behind the eyez that make it look so easy 
        It’s the haze that covers my pain— 
        Starving to keep a Smile, But it hurts just the same 
But I got to remember that Beauty is pain 
Despite the envy of some that live so freely— 
But never jealous, I wouldn’t wish these walls on my worst enemy
 
Broken. Lost. Sometimes lonely, yearning for a simple HUG—feeling so 

I know my heart has lied before
but now it speaks honesty
of an invisible bond of friendship
that was formed in secrecy
coming from me this may seem hard
but on everything I swear it’s the truth
we are friends for eternity 
and forever I’ll always love you

J. Boo

Smoke
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I don’t know if I will ever be able to Love again.
I’ve gotten my heart broken way too many times. 

I let people come into my life
Just to let them bring me down. 

Too many losses, and too many hard times. 
I gotta keep my head up high to survive.

I’m scared to leave the ones that care and love. 
I gotta go to get better
And get back on my feet
to show those ones that I’m not weak. 

Heart Broken

Alex
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Body without a soul, a mind with no way to grow. 
My mind needs to be stimulated by you. 
My body craves your heat. 
Oh, how I love your fire. 
To have your body pressed against mine, 
it’s my most lustful desire. 
My lips are dry and chapped. 
I need your heart-shaped lips to replenish me. 
My tongue hungers for the taste of you. 
My eyes, blinded, you’re out of sight. 
Fingertips cold, tracing, I’m trying to feel you. 
My arms hang low, abandoned, 
no “you” to extend them to. 
My feet are chilled, toss and turn 
under this thin sheet, seeking their mates. 
My ears wait in silence, deaf, 
no sound of your voice. 
My legs limp, cramped, 
no “you” to wrap them around. 
My nose odorless, without your hypnotizing scent 
that permeates my body, my soul! 
My soul lies motionless from neglect. 
My brain is thoughtless, dreamless
in the absence of you.

The Absence of You

Brandee Sue 
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In Genesis I God created 
heaven n hell life on earth n 
woman and man until the day 
his plan with one deliberate act 
spoiled—so see we all now fall 
short of the glory of God for we 
all do sin and all you gotta do is 
let God be your teacher n with him 
take a stand. For in life he has a plan 
For every child woman n man 
What don’t you unbelievers not 
understand or comprehend it 
takes a lot but not enough to get on 
your knees and repent— 
So I’m askin you to give your head to me 
come take a walk with me 
what’s meant to be will be 
It’s called your destiny— 
LORD Jesus help me save em please 
If I put my hand on you I will pray 
like your warrior n friend if you 
allow me I’m here to stay— 
Just makin sure you read your 1 
proverb a day— 
I look at some people and God I 
don’t understand their path but all I 
could do is read the word alas— 
I’m tryin to be no deacon while a 
demon enters your spirit 
I’m preachin nothin but what I know 
It’s God’s power workin in me so 
Sorry but I’m not if you don’t wanna 
hear it—the seven year tribulation is here 
So prepare to live it I’m telling you these 

Mechell F. 

Untitled
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words and when I spill it you’ll feel it, 
What a beautiful blessin to be 
with the holy spirit. Check it. 

Twisting and turning
Not having a reason
Only knowing its all treason
Melting the poison
Its all the amazing taste
Which glides across my taste buds
That white cloud that blows out of my mouth
All from a “B****”
Using my lips like a steering wheel
The pipe caresses them so nicely
What a pain
But I cant complain
There’s no gain
Only knowing that sweet voice 
shouting ten and two. 

Lexx

Dope
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I only want you to see my favorite part of me 
and not my ugly side. 
When my demon crept out, stormed my pride, 
it came to me with a northern degree 
that dove deep inside of me, 
blinding me, impossible to see. 
I’m only now recovering. I haven’t been the same. 
So certain that the story of my life wouldn’t change. 
Stumbling, rinsing out soap in my eyes 
from salty lathered tears in such dismay. 
I’ll NEVER be the same. 
No winners, defeated in my game of shame, 
Standing proud, I rise from it all. 
A fresh start, out of darkness, I rise to seek 
I bend on both knees, sorrow swept away 
like petals in the breeze. LORD 
I’m leaving my past in the past. 
Time to lace up a new pair of shoe strings 
My past in the past, yet still burns and stings. 
I only want you to see my favorite part of me. 
Bidding farewell to my ugly side, 
difficult to breathe, hard to flee. 
But with you and strength from our LORD 
I’ll rise proud, raising hands of victory 
taking “my WILL and my life,” 
holding back tears, Lord help me see the world. 
Through the Baby Blue eyes of mine 
one more chance and supportive try, 
through committed faith in you 
I’ll never die.

Ugly Side

Brandee Sue 
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What secrets do we have in our life that we so hide in our lives.
We all have good secrets and most of us in life hide bad, evil ones.
Many secrets we hold could end up going the right way in life,
Or down a bumpy road to a path of hell.
We all hold a secret in our lives to ourselves we don't ever want to share.

Secrets

Trinity
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When you're locked away
You wonder what others will say
You are constantly stressed
You are put to the test.
You're trapped in
A suffocation pin
Your bells will ring
You'll miss the greatest things
You'll write letters
To try and make things better
You'll read books
You might receive dirty looks
You'll try to sleep
But your thoughts will creep.

Jail

Miss Jess



2015
Standing Out
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Untitled

Sissy Paycheck

Hot water vibrates the gentle persuasion
As giants touch the water with big toes
Out of human control
Ego labels to identify the now
In a past abrasion
Damage is done
Has been broken
To fix is waiting for why words to be spoken
Eyes and arms
Hearts and hands
Willing now more than ever
With shock felt adrenaline fades
As an organ called a brain uses mental anguish
To answer useless static manipulation. 
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Filling holes in me with wholeness.

Six Word Story

Alex Murray

The thrill the chill the pain.
From better until worse, I feel coarsed.
You stole my fight and you had no right
I turned around to find you nowhere in sight.
Where will I go when I’m stuck outside?
With you in my life, I’m surprised I haven’t died.
You see you gave me strength you gave me power
but you took all I had to offer.
Where will I go when you’re on my mind?
Will I rewind to the person backtime?
Or will I fast forward to where I’ll be in-line?
You held me when no one else could
but your lust for me was broken with no
trust. Your taste so bitter.
Chalky like a bunch of cat litter.
When will I ever let go you evil thing I cannot throw.
It was a waste of time but I’m glad it wasn’t paid with my dime.
Goodbye for now my old friend
I think I’m done
I really don’t think I’ll ever see you again.

Addicted

Marissa W.
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Megan M.
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If the grace of God had an odor it would be

Of that of my children playing in mud 
Coming through the house as I 
Chase them to throw them in the tub.
My mother’s love touch and wisdom 
The birth of my children being born.
The first smile my sons gave
me after being wrapped so tight
and handed to me.
The sound of them calling out to me
Saying “mommy!”

The morning dew after a warm summer
night.
Coffee early in the morning at mama’s
house.
Sunday morning breakfast at Grandma’s
with all the grandchildren & us kids.

My mother’s scent when she held me
when I said goodbye to my son
and her saying it’s okay Dee I’m here.

Untitled

Sandra
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Living dead girl deafens the world around me, flag hanging, drooping-
limp. Garden tools left abandoned, bricks out of place used as barbells and 
weights. Is that a silhouette in the window? The sun plays tricks on my 
eyes... Hmmm… The grass looks much greener over there. Upon further 
inspection I see it just fresh duck sh*t. Carcasses of broken bikes, not a bed 
open in this place... Just goes to show that falling is easy, it's getting back up 
that becomes the problem! 

Disturbed, prayer, you must believe. Sun warms, tans my skin… I think? I 
can't see the change of my skin tone, beautifully executed scars colored in 
and shaded. Joyously free spirit? Clown mask. Jaded. Taking in every emo-
tion, every feeling. 

No longer my desire to be faded. Doors to the world closed, to my un-wise 
mind open. Now doors to the world open. Rational mind, choose wisely. 
Repeated echo... Make good choices. Betrayal, heartbreak, sheer disap-
pointment, not broken, nor loss in faith or trust in humanity. Walls up? 
Surprisingly, no. Cautious, walk softly, listen more, talk less. Risking the 
tragedy of love, embracing the pain of truth. No longer shielding the fire-
balls thrown at me, walking swiftly towards them, ducking, tossing water, 
breaking down, touch them, gently set them down.

Brandee Frickin Süe

Fireballs
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Tell me, what is it you plan to do 
with your one wild and precious life? 
-Mary Oliver

I can’t plan to shake the world but I’m gonna.
I will walk in the mud. I will do it differently.
I will laugh until I cry. I will live life to the fullest until the day I die.
Watch the rain while the tears fall from my eyes.
I voice my own opinions and I’ll never really like onions.
Your mom’s getting her shit together for your brother and sister.
I want to be seen to live in their minds to be recognized 
by those little eyes.
A full circle of experience 
as a human being has no end of possibility.
Be a legendary hero, or settle for something less.
Dazed and confused. I love the feeling of every full spectrum.
Fight the pain that was made in vain.
Write the pain that was made in vain.
I will be forever thankful. I will probably never be graceful.
I’ll take it. Shake me, I’ll shake it. That’s my plan.

Community Corrections Collaboration

Wild and Precious Life

COLLABORATIONS
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I want to be famous for not being famous.
I want to be famous as the one who always cared.
I want to be famous to that person who needed me,
 because I never gave up on them .
I want to be famous like the favorite teacher from grade school.
I want to be famous like a mother koala carrying her child.
I want to be famous like the music is to the ears,
I want to be famous like the stage is to the band.
I want to be famous the way laughter is to babies.
I want to be famous the way freckles are to my face.
I want to be famous like a cup of tea,
 a gentle reminder of the soothing things in life. 
I want to be famous to someone else’s thoughts.
I want to be famous to see,
I want to be famous for me.

Famous

Remington House Collaboration
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Cool breeze blazing, the sun rays blister
At any moment, my world can change
Looking out from within at the seasons 
as I miss them inspires me to change
From the birds to the clouds, even the spider on my window is in 
constant motion
I do know how to fall down, and 
I’m sure I nearly perfected
Drowning
But what other way do you learn to
Pick yourself up
Or to keep hiking
Falling down is easy, even fun, when
You know you can get back up again
But even when we get back up, they knock us back down-
-the cycle continues…
The pain the fall the scab…The experience
The character developed through trials, tribulations, 
Failures and success
Give yourself a pat on the back
Live tomorrow to keep on track
The thoughts in my mind surly will go blind
As I lost my sight
My senses grew sharp as the blade
Cutting through the silence like a
Diamond sharpened blade
I am the blade-she is the whetstone who sharpens me
Even the scars on her shins are a flawless feat

Larimer County Jail Men’s Collaboration

Untitled Collaboration
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Keep it simple silly, be famous for a kiss.
All glitter, Big Hoop earrings and Party lights. 
I don’t want 2 be famous I want 2 be infamous
Not a legend or a hero I’d settle for something less
I want to be famous to mommy’s little girls 
like they run my emotions with one ballerina twirl.
I want to be famous for my smile.
I want to be remembered as Juicy Jae…
I want to never take the precious little things for granted 
I want to be famous to myself for appreciating them,
Famous with these humble and grateful wise 
and brave to know what’s right, 
to be these things to my children and other people
I never want to be Famous it would take away who I am.
I do not wish to be famous, 
I’m already recognized in the public eye.
Famous isn’t famous unless there’s a fan or 2
A mom who will never let her son down
I want to be famous for my grandchildren’s love changing my world
I want to be Famous for my love to my Family as a seed is to soil
for getting back up and shaking of the dirt
for my feet that have walked so many dark streets.

Famous

Larimer County Jail Women’s Collaboration
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Affection.
Because I needed love.
Called on.
Dedication.
Why do you judge me on what you do not know, 
Open up your eyes and see me for me.
You will one day realize I am beautiful,
I’m like no one else I am unique.
I need them to hear my feelings.
To hear what I’m getting at.
Know what I mean.
To see how I am.
I am chill, calm, collected
Because you wouldn’t listen if I was uptight
My intelligence flows into truth and
You better know I stand up for myself.
The past doesn’t always establish the future
Life may be a bitch but because you abuse her.
Hear me in the moments when I say nothing at all
Instead of doing your own guesswork 
to fit me into the frame of your choosing.
I am fiercely independent but still need help sometimes—
I just can’t ask for it
So listen in the moments that make you most uncomfortable.
I want people to listen to the things I’m passionate about.
Why do they ignore my very words and turn to their prejudices, instead?
But in the end, just hear how my day went.
It’s the least I can ask for, listen to my stories.
Hear my cries! My silent screams.
I need you here, not out there.
You don’t listen when I need your help.
Please help me, Doctor, through these rough times.
Gratitude for my years in 
High school. That
I’m honored
Just to have had the privilege.

Listen Up!

Turning Point Collaboration





You have to act as if it were possible 
to radically transform the world.  

And you have to do it all the time.

-Angela Davis
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