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Since September 2016, men and women at the Larimer County Jail, 
Work Release and Community Corrections have spent an hour and 
a half of each week participating in a writing workshop facilitated 
by Sarah, Bree, Harriet, LIzzy, Lily, Savanna, Kathy, Chris, Shelley,  
Shalyn, Emily and Mary Ellen. Adding to this diverse chorus are two 
youth writing groups from Turning Point and Remington House  
facilitated by Dominique, Patricia, Connor, Alina, Megan and  
Acacia. Throughout the semester, creative energy poured 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. Kudos to these writers and our wonderful volunteer 
facilitators. A very special thanks to staff at our community partner 
sites: the Larimer County Jail, Remington House, Larimer County  
Community Corrections and Work Release, and Turning Point. We 
also recognize the CSU English Department for providing staff and 
material support. We would also like to give heartfelt thanks to the AJL 
Foundation annd Bohemian Foundation for their grant support. As 
always, the expertise and speedy printing work of Gorham Publishers 
is gratefully acknowledged as we circulate these writings far and wide.
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 SPEAK AND BE HEARD 

INTRODUCTION: 

“It’s impossible not to love a person if you know their story.” - Fred Rogers

“We people of earth have so much in common, yet a glimpse into some-
one else’s eyes; it seems you wouldn’t know what you look like in the mir-
ror.  One story can touch countless lives, minds, and souls. One story can 
plant a seed of empathy or commonality to one day be a forest of hope.” 
     -          Juicy Jae, SpeakOut! writer

In 1988, Gayatri Spivak wrote an essay titled Can the Subaltern Speak?  
The “subaltern” she refers to are those who are marginalized - pushed to 
the fringes of society.  She does not ask about their ability to speak, but 
about their ability to be heard.  The idea harkens back to the old adage 
“If a tree falls in the woods …”  Through our work at CSU’s Community 
Literacy Center, we have found the answer.  Yes, they can.  And they speak 
beautifully.

This year, more than ever, it has become painfully clear just how many 
voices are unheard in our country.  Whether pushed to the fringes for 
alternative beliefs or gender differences, or because of incarceration, ad-
diction, or mental health, there are far too many dominant voices silenc-
ing the people who need us to hear them the most.  Through SpeakOut! 
programs, incarcerated men and women and youths in group support 
settings are given the opportunity to share their words within a safe com-
munity and disseminate them to the wider world through publication.  

The men and women at Larimer County Jail wrote about everything from 
addiction to professional football.  One woman, Baby D, grappled with 
separation from her family in a series of poetry to her sisters and mom.  
Andrew M. and Beautiful Disaster wrote passionately about struggles with 
addiction.  And, as a community, the women celebrated that season of Fall 
in a piecemeal collaborative.

Next door, our Community Corrections group explored their voices as 
they entered back into the greater world and navigated their transition.  
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Renegade J incorporated the beauty of nature in her poems about struggle 
including “These Hands” and “The Night Stalker.”  Erica C. used both 
words and visual art to highlight her experiences as a loving mother.

At Turning Point, Evlynne expressed a sense of lost self in her untitled 
work.  The group from Remington House saw Elisabeth V. express her 
loneliness in a series of powerful poetry.  Both youth groups worked 
through collaborative poetry about where they’re from. The strength and 
beauty of their work reflects the passion they possess for finding and ex-
pressing their own identities. 

In all of these rooms, week by week, the SpeakOut! Facilitators wrote, 
listened, learned and grew from the words and images produced by these 
previously silenced authors.  There is no greater privilege than to publish 
the beauty and intelligence that so often goes unnoticed.  This issue of the 
SpeakOut! Journal is dedicated to the prospect and purpose of giving a 
platform to those who remain unnoticed and to provide the support for 
them to keep Speaking Out!

We are listening.

attention speakout! writers

You may continue to submit and publish your 
work through the SpeakOut! Online website:
https://speakoutclc.wordpress.com
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A new chapter is beginning in my life. I am scared to face the world
 again with no obligations to anyone but myself. I am my own worst enemy 
and my biggest critic. I have more tools than I had before, more under-
standing of me. One thing I don’t know is how to start fresh after all that 
I’ve been through, it’s like a cloud looming over me but has the worst of the 
storm passed? Or is it the eye of the hurricane waiting for the rest of the 
storm to pass? Or the debris left after a tornado that has ripped through my 
life? Things can be fixed but some things are irreparable. 

Chris L.

UNTITLED

Nick G.

UNTITLED

The first day I met you, you fulfilled my life with beauty. Your gentle eyes 
n-gleaming smile made me feel like you already knew me. The warmth of 
your presence the satisfaction of your touch made me want to love you so 
much more than enough. 1st we were friends then we became lovers, now 
it’s heartbreaking picturing us away from 1 another. So in conclusion to 
this poem my love is what I send so 4 now till 4 ever your very best friend. 
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Renegade J

MY PEOPLE

I love the weirdos. 
I love the strange.
Those with anger. 
Those with pain. 
I love the way they dance. 
I love the way they shine. 
I love the way they think. 
I love the way they hide. 
Those with passion. 
Those with pride. 
Those with truth. 
Those with lies. 
I love the musicians. 
I love the screams. 
I love the poets. 
I love the dreams. 
Those with talent. 
Those with heart. 
Those with excitement.

Those with scars.
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My happy place is 
Up on a  mountain 
My happy place is 
Where the river flows 
My happy place is 
Where the sunrise shows me the entire area 
My happy place is 
Where you feel like the stars are low enough to touch 
My happy place 
Is anywhere my boys and  Jason is.

MY HAPPY PLACE

Cindy143JFC

Image by: Cindy143JFC
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I love the feeling of being surrounded by so many words. 

The smell of old paper 

The quiet that envelopes your soul 

So many different people with so much to say 

An echo of words that lasts a lifetime 

A piece of them, a piece of time, a piece of me.

MY HOLE IN THE WALL BOOKSTORE

Juicy Jae

AJKW

UNTITLED

I am simple, but maybe not. 

On my left calf I have a dot.
 
My right leg has a big scar. 

I can run far. 

I never liked going to the bar.
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As I watch the minutes tick on and traffic  
Sluggishly press forward, 
The start to my work day is quickly approaching.  
A brief survey of my location and I realize I don’t have enough...
I’m taking a test and I know my mind 
Has been constantly wandering, 
The what if ’s, could have’s, should have’s,
Maybe’s and if only’s,
As I snap back to reality a kind of 
Panic sets in when I realize I’m running out of...
I sit and remember your birth and 
Your smile. 
All the daddy’s and I love you’s my 
First and only child, 
Even all the hard times, the testing 
And trials, 
I miss you more than words could begin  
To describe, 
It destroys me to know I’ve wasted 
So much...
No more wasting or wondering, separation and sorrow, 
I’m fixing myself I promise everyone this, 
And I’ll be home soon, maybe tomorrow, 
When exactly...I don’t know, only one thing
will tell...
“Time”

Cale H.

TIME
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WICKED

Bernadette

Wicked with pretty green pages 
Wicked looks like it’s gone through some ages 
Wicked based off the Wizard Of Oz 
Be careful Wicked might ruin the Oz for you all in all 
Definitely want to read it during the fall while watching some Ball...
Wicked is sickened by the moral of the story

Jay Mac

THE COLOR GREEN

The color green, 
The dollar in your pocket, 
The grass on the ground, 
The ball in the handball court, 
Trees in the breeze, 
ATM Machines, 
and sparkling emeralds, 
A granny smith apple, 
A caramel apple sucker, 
A green jolly rancher, 
Envy in a person’s eyes, 
The hop of a frog, 
The winds of the northern lights, 
A force that makes the world vibrant
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Sitting on the warm lake in my canoe, early morning with the birds singing 
and the fish jumping, the sound of the paddle going swoosh through the 
water. Watching the deer take a drink at the shore before wandering off to 
lie down. Casting my line out with a spinner on the end waiting for the right 
bite to catch breakfast, or lunch.

Carl C.

UNTITLED

Carl C.

UNTITLED 2

There he sat beneath all the pine trees, listening to the wind blow, watch-
ing the water ripple with excitement as the little waves crashed against the 
shore! To his surprise, a frog jumped up by his side and said, “Hey, man, 
what be this and what be that, and why do you gotta be like that?” He 
looked at the frog with a surprise; he didn’t think he got that high!
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2 TONEZ

YOU ARE

You are Beautiful 
Not just the word, oh no, you are the 
meaning in full 
In the way you act, always kind along with 
your blinding smile 
That I keep in mind and my times now lack.

You are Loving 
Loving in all the regions of your being 
Loving with your touch, loving oh so much 
Loving resonates down to your breathing.

You are Unbreakable 
Unbreakable in spirit and mind 
Unbreakable you have been through all the 
hard times 
Unbreakable all over, yet so fragile 
But no one seems to wanna discover.

You are Essential to my growth 
Essential to my mistake turned into rights, 
as love provoked 
Essential to all my being
As well as all the individuals you end up 
meeting
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You are blue.
 
I am so sorry you are blue 

I am sorry that you love all 

Yet inside are struggling to love you 

I am sorry that behind closed doors you cry 
and hide 

The feelings that no one brings comfort to 

I am sorry you are blue 

Like the sky but darker blue 

But most of all I am sorry that when it’s rained 

I was never there to cover you 

I am sorry, for you have been such a loving mom 
But I have been a heartless son.
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BEST FRIENDS

Carl C.

Once upon a time, deep in the jungle, there was this little bear. He would 
always wander off from Mama Bear. Well, this one day he wandered a little 
too far, and he ended up by the ocean and met this little raccoon, and they 
became friends. The little raccoon invited him to his den in the big spruce 
tree and that’s where they fell asleep. Except for Mama Raccoon, who was a 
little nervous and stayed up all night watching over them. She wasn’t 
about to give any stranger a chance to eat her baby or herself.
  
The night went okay, and when they woke up, Mama Raccoon was so re-
lieved, and she gave Baby Raccoon permission to travel with Baby Bear to 
go stay the night at his house, as long as Papa Bear and Mama Bear would 
not eat Baby Raccoon. Once they got back to the bear den, Mama Bear was 
furious and scared Baby Raccoon, but Baby Bear had to calm down Mama 
Bear and then everything was alright. After, they became best friends.

The end.
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THESE HANDS

Renegade J

These hands are useful and strong 
They have worked the earth 
Brought water from the well.

They held my infant daughter 
Wiped away her tears 
They have soothed many children 
Throughout these long years.

They have gotten angry 
Threw a few things 
Raised up in anger 
With all that that brings. 

They have been good 
They have been bad 
They help my husband 
As I realized what I had had.

Now they hold my grandchildren 
With love and care 
I look at them now 
And miss you there.
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LIST POEM

iFFy

Prism, paint 
Kaleidoscope ink 
Iridescent discs 
A stereo that rotates 
Black and white film 
and a chime hung on a windowsill 
Shirts from my favorite bands
Memories from the past 
Pasted in a photo album 

Brian B.

FLOWER OF LIFE

Flower of life, your light shines bright. 
Please, guide us home tonight.
 
Flower of life, where are you now? 
In the sky? In the stars? In the air? 
Why does it seem to me that you’re never there? 

Flower of life, our dreams are yet to be made. 
There can be hope to keep our futures afloat, 
If only you’d jump on the boat.
 
Take us away, to that special place, 
Where our minds are at ease 
And the land is made of cheese.
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HALF THE MAN

Jason C.

A great man once said: 
There are a few simple rules in which to live! 
Honor yourself. 
Keep your family close. 
Strive for perfection, settle for nothing. 
The harder the problem, the more you will learn. 

That same great man knew: 
Time is best spent with his wife on the hog.
Life is only a test, for the life yet to come. 
Hard work always paid off. 
I want you to know it’s a mighty big task. 
I am hope, striving and working 
to be JUST half the man you’ve taught me to be.

P.S. If you hear the phone ringing, 
please answer, it’s probably me. 
PRD’s forever.
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IN TERMS EXPRESSED

Erica C.

The art of expression demonstrated through feeling, an inner submission.

An ideally sculptured masterpiece, of a freely given image not to cease, 

Undertaking the challenge, in oneself extremes, 

acknowledging unknown dreams. Escaping the sanity 

revealed in clarity. 

Shown in inner emotions. 

To have been created with such commotions. 

Let’s paint the big picture. 

Our details in motion, 

Seen, in one’s notion. 

Liberty of one’s free will.
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Jason C.

UNTITLED

I’m livin’ my life on this side of the law. 
A choice I’ve made at age 41. 
As I look back I’ve known for a while 
who I wanted to be. 
Brought up with good morals, 
thank you Mom and Dad. 
These standards I love are also my peckerwood ways. 
I hope someday to change a few views 
and spread the good word. 
Standing up tall, no rat in my blood. 
It’s a catchy little phrase, and if we’ve
crossed paths we’ll say it in tune. 
It’s OK to say nothing, 
it’ll save you a finger if you don’t point that way. 
All I am saying is please spread the word, create a new standard,
hold one another accountable. 
Think of the consequences so you’re
not looking for a way out! 
So from this side much love, loyalty 
and respect if you know what I’m sayin’. 
I apologize if you don’t understand, 
but I’m the same person wherever I am.
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Gabriel S.

ON THE WALL

         Like brothers identical. Who left who? 
In theory, hypothetical. 
         One practical, the other accidental.  
Birds of a feather, hardly. Rational versus radical. 
        Good versus evil, always combatable.  
Same sign, incompatible. Life in shambles, uninhabitable.  
         Civil War, War of the Roses, roses on your birthday 
death bed... the man in the mirror wants me dead.  
         Can we come back ever? Banished to the land of never.  
Who’s to blame? Cutting ties, sever! 
         Lovingly vowing to wait for one another, always and forever. 
             Grew to be quite different, a distant brother.  
One a man, one a monster.  
         Love to hate, hate to love...why bother.  
         Standing toe to toe, staring into empty eyes.  
Considering the cost, the possibility of both our demise.  
         Is this the end, no future in sight? 
Took too many lefts to ever go right.  
         With regret, both of our heads hang low,  
fault of my own, we’re trapped with only two ways to go.  
         Consciously cautious, we smile, regardless what we’re going through.  
Rhythmically thinking, my god, if you only knew what lies in wait for you.  
         Staring into my eyes, windows of the soul, 
in unison, one stops holding on, while the other... lets go.  
 MIRROR MIRROR
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J Rotten

CLARK KENT

I stole a princess back from a king while he slept. I burned down the cities 
around me. I havespent the night in Hateland and left with my sanity and 
my life. I was expelled from my Universityyounger than most are allowed 
in. I tread streets at night that most won’t speak of by day. I have talked to 
god, loved women and spoke songs that made a minister weep.
 Maybe, just maybe.
 You’ve heard of me.

J Rotten

HATELANDER

Some think us criminal,
left to be hung by dirty rope,
Noose.

Some think us demon,
Left burning at a lonely stake.

Some think us hated.
For themselves are not self-made. Lips,
Loose.

Some look up to us.
Think us children of gods, that won’t break.

But all, know us.
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Renegade J

THE NIGHTSTALKER

A bird that stalks 

Down its prey in the night 

Is a clever bird 

One without flight 

He waits patiently for the sky to fall 

No one notices him, no one at all. 

He walks freely through the hazy air 

All with the pace of an insane nightmare. 

He slips in behind you and takes you by surprise. 

If you escape his grip – you are lucky to be alive. 

Bathed in the pale moonlight he devours his catch, 

Licks the blood from his wings, best meal since he’s hatched.
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LOST AND FOUND

Cale H. 

              In a world that seems fallen...

People killing people, nation against  

nation, family against family, man 

against man... The end seems nowhere in sight.

             A slim few

 pursue a different path...

Peace, love, hope and passion 

For others, our fellow man. 

             As one stands it makes possible for others 
To do the same.  

“One star at a time.” To stand for 

Good and no longer evil in our 

Life is one of the most liberating  

Feelings you could imagine.

             In a world all but lost, 

I found myself... Thanks to

Those “few”



SpeakOut! Fall 201620

AUTUMN

Caleb

Alone in my cell, I can’t help but ponder, 
where she may be, or if she’s even my wife any longer. 
I try to let go and give the keys to the man above, 
This loss and loneness has broken me, I no longer feel loved.
One day you’ll sober up and I pray the feelings won’t be too much to bear, 
I hope your heart still has some depth and it’ll allow you to care. 
No longer for me, I’m speaking for the new one getting quality time, 
Thank you for the true colors showing you with another, you were never 
mine. 
Don’t get it twisted, there are no mistakes and only lessons to be 
learned, 
This is what I get for what I’ve done, I first only cared about my pipe get-
ting burned. 
Unfortunately it’s only left my heart burning over our marriage being an-
other statistic, 
Get right or get left I’m a soldier that’ll be back bigger and better, I’m real-
istic. 
But if you should ever find yourself lost or alone in any of life’s many unlit 
hallways, 
I hope you remember my vows are true and I still love you for
ever and always.
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Heidi K. 

WREAKAGE

I am taken by my failures, astounded  
by my fears 
I hide under the wreakage of my 
life and tears 
my heart is broken into pieces of pain 
for my mouth is full of whispers and screams 
I keep running in place, with no where to go 
finally a crack of light within my soul 
I’m starting over, here I go

Tonantzin A. 

UNTITLED

War and peace 
A battle inside of me 
As tears flow down my face 
My broken heart deviates 
My calming self eradicates 
My loving soul suffocates 
My reason for being deteriorates
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THE DYING MAN INSIDE

Andrew M. 

This is the story of a troubled 
soul 
He had a heart of gold 
But his veins ran cold 
Most who thought they knew 
him 
Couldn’t even tell 
On the outside he was happy 
But inside he wasn’t well 
You see he lived in constant 
darkness 
But he walked amongst the light 
He tried to hide the pain 
But he was slowly losing the 
fight 
Then one day someone came to 
him 
He said he had a cure 
You can numb the pain 
Just strike this vein 
But be careful this stuff is pure 
The next thing he knew 
He had this feeling 
Better than any sex he’d ever 
known 
He couldn’t believe how lucky 
he could be
For this cure that he was shown 
As quick as the feeling came 
Even quicker did it go 
But that didn’t bother him 
Because he knew just where to 
go
The man was already waiting
Knowing he’d planted the devil’s
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seed
He pretended to be a friend 
But he was only serving a feign 
in need
Each time that he went 
It only left him wanting more 
One trip turned to two 
And two trips turned to four 
When the day finally came 
He had no money to spend 
He said to himself 
That’s OK I’ve reached the end 
Little did he know 
What his future had in store 
Within a couple hours 
He was laying on the floor 
Something wasn’t right
He could barely even breathe 
He was violently shaking 
His body was aching 
All he could do was choke and 
heave 
He didn’t know what was 
happening 
And he didn’t know what to do 
All he knew was that the pain 
Was worse than any pain he 
ever knew
He tried to call his friend 
But his friend wasn’t there 
He knew he had no money
And without money he didn’t 
care
It was then he made a decision
He never thought he would
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make
He went to his parents’ house 
Grabbing anything that he could 
take 
When he finally had some 
money 
His friend still wasn’t around 
So he set out on the street
Asking for the first person that 
he found 
This man was even more 
sinister 
Than the man that got him 
hooked 
He had the cure but it wasn’t 
pure 
Because he himself had been 
the cook
He couldn’t tell the difference 
All he could think was ending 
the pain 
But when the needle struck the 
vein 
Nothing was the same 
He had found a hidden spot 
To do his dirty deed 
But when he tried to stand 
He fell right to his knees
His world started spinning 
His vision turned to smoke 
He decided to lie down 
But then began to choke
He tried to yell for help
But he couldn’t even scream
He felt like he was dying
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But he hoped it was a dream 
He laid there in that alley 
With an empty needle in his 
hand 
He wished that he could live 
But God had a different plan 
He died there in that alley 
With nobody by his side 
I guess people should have 
noticed 
The dying man inside

Image by: Squirrel for Danielle
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Emoking

UNTITLED

From being in diapers to behind bars 
You have been with me my own group of stars 

Always helping in more than one way 
I want to tell you I’m starting to pray 
Your love for me is without challenge 

Even when I mess up and start to unhinge 
You light my way always and forever 

With you by my side I never say never 
Thank you for being there – sticking by my side 

Your love for me is unending and I want to confide 
I am so sorry for what I’ve done to you 
I am sorry that I always make you blue 

I am sorry for fighting and letting you down 
I am sorry for acting like a clown 

I can’t say I’ll never do it again, no one predicts the future 
But remember I’m sorry, I hope it gives you some closure
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Zach M.

RISK

They say life is a risk, of many opportunities missed.

I’d like to take the risk of being responsible, of doing the impossible, 

Even when doubts and fears seem probable. 

To be successful and not regretful. 

Not to be defined of past decisions. 

From being homeless to ending up in prison. 

I’ve been a failure, I’ve been doubted, 

But now it’s time to rise above and be about it. 

Through means of faith and resilience, 

To overcome the shadow of my own insignificance. 

It is what it is and what I made it, 

Always being underestimated is just a simple understatement.
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Heidi K. 

COME TOGETHER AGAIN

Her hands are empty without Mom and Dad 
Her hands join together and pray 
Her hands have wiped my tears and hers 
Her hands have clapped for being brave 
Her hands can’t wait until the day 
Our hands come together, embraced forever

Garcia

LIKE A BUTTERFLY

Like a butterfly 
Fluttering through the night 
I watch her soar to such a great height 
Like a butterfly 
Her spirit is so free 
and to such a great degree 
Like a butterfly 
I love her so much 
I miss the feel of her soft, little touch 
Like a butterfly 
She flies so high 
I’ll never stop watching her up in the sky 
Katarina is her name 
the butterfly within 
let your soul be free 
and never give in
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THE ONES I LOVE THE MOST

J Lo

My kids, my family, my friends, my dogs, my turtle and my lizard! 
They are my living, breathing ones. I  miss and love the most. I want to go 
home and no longer feel like a ghost. I let them all down a lost 
soul without hope, ready to return in the flesh, charged for the best. 
To the living breathing ones I miss and love the most.

MyShell L.

K & M FOREVER LOVE

Love is an adventure, 
              found in the meeting 
              of two wide-eyed 
              hearts 
Love is a discovery; 
              coming home to a 
              place you’ve never 
              been before. 
Love is what we share 
I love that you’re...
              my partner 
              my best friend 
              my soul mate 
I love to hear your voice 
I love to see your smile 
I love to feel your touch...
I love thinking about our history. 
I love dreaming about our future. 
I love everything about right now 
              And I love you.
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Na$hville

THE ARROW

Many times she twirled about; confused as to which way to continue, she 
resorted to her compass. 

“Damn it!” she exclaimed. However, cursing at the crudely designed com-
pass did nothing, and she knew this.  

The air smelled like pine and oxygen. She resorted to her soul for comfort 
and she found nothing there either.
 
Now what? 

Blessed be is to be lost. 

The beauty of the search. 

The carnal, visceral beauty of it.

Image by: Cindy143JFC
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UNTITLED

Tonantzin A.

The darkness in my heart dwelled  
Deep inside my bitter soul.
 
You tormented my mind with  
Your evil serpent tongue that you  
Lashed out at me. 

You ravished my being with your 
Brutal and ugly beatings. 

Yet I rise above...

I am amazed at myself, my love, my beauty 
I can live with myself, and I am amazed  
At myself, my love, my beauty 

You did not destroy me 
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I AM

Chelsea H. 

Just because I’m a mother 
Doesn’t mean I’m perfect 
Doesn’t mean I don’t cry when I get it wrong 
And doesn’t mean I don’t still make mistakes 

Just because I’m young 
Doesn’t mean I’m inexperienced 
Doesn’t mean I’m stupid 
Doesn’t mean I can’t do it 

Just because I’m scared 
Doesn’t mean I’ll give up 
Doesn’t mean I won’t succeed 
Doesn’t mean I won’t move on 

Just because I’m strange 
Does that mean I want to change? 
Does that mean I care about the judging looks? 
Does that mean I want your opinion of me? 
I am a mother and I am young and I am scared, but I am strong and 
amazing and I will never change.
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FOR MY BEST FRIEND...

Baby D Montoya

I sit here eyes full of tears...
Pickin up the pieces of these past couple of years...
knowin that it was time to put the bottle down, 
Because you knew in the end I was gonna look like a clown...
I miss you and love you so much...
Just know you’re all I’m thinkin of...
My mom, my life, my best friend...
In all reality you and the girls are the ones I need till the end...
You stand by my side no matter what, wrong or right...
You’re the one I need the most in my life...
You’re the one that means the most to me...
I don’t know why I let these fools get the best of me...
I love you and miss you so much...
Why I never listened to you I don’t know...
Probably because I wanted to act hard and put on a show... 
I promise I’m gonna do my best...
And stop letting so called homies put me to a test... 
I say my prayers every night...
So I could live a better life...
I promise to change my horrible ways... 
So I can give you and the girls brighter days... 
So I just want you to know I love you and miss you so much and your 
motherly touch...
Thank you for loving me my mom you will always be...
I couldn’t have asked for anyone better...
You will always be my best friend and the best mom ever!!!
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LOVE, HAPPINESS, AND HOPE

Bernadette

I wanna be loved, like I love  
Unconditional and loyal  
I want people to feel true happiness 
Laugh off the worries,  
And smile at your cares  
No this ain’t sadness so please bare  
I got hope for no more dope,  
Hope for loved ones,  
Hope for my ability to stay strong  
And move along <3 
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Carl C.

LOOKING

Here I bow down on my knees,

looking at you my beautiful. 

There’s nothing I’d rather see, 

I know we’ve been through a lot these years. 

That’s why I’m down on one knee, 

looking at you, beautiful, 

through these eyes, through these tears. 

There’s nothing I’d rather see, 

than you, my beautiful,
 
by my side looking at me. 

Hand in hand and feeling free. 

Just you wait and see, 

here’s looking at you looking at me, 

waiting for our souls to meet.
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GUITAR

Carl C.

If I were an instrument I would be an electric guitar. Once I get 
plugged in and the amps go through my body, all the up through my neck 
and my hair gets tightened by my ears. I could make beautiful sounds and 
evil sounds, depending on who I would want to play me or not play with 
me all day long.

Hutch D.

UNTITLED

Knowing Music either makes or breaks human beans 
Music can condemn or condone mere human beans 
Music frees the soul or tortures the mind.
 
Frees the soul or tortures the mind 
Amplified multiple times, echoing  
Through the hollows of thy soul and mind for 
All of time, long after the words 
Spoke into the mic foolish concepts are gone. 

Can condemn or condone mere human beans 
Error on the side of caution what we as 
MC put out there for publicity display. 

Makes or breaks communities  
Being mindful what you say on the mic 
For your words can send that child 
To hell for lack of light at night.
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WHAT MUSIC MEANS TO ME

Carl C. 

Music is an expression of the inner-most feelings of loved ones, oneself, 
and what one feels of the world and the society within its ecosystem. 

J Lo

HEARTBEAT OF FATHER TIME

My dad’s grandfather clock, the loving memory of him! It bangs, It chimes 
to tell us of the time. Oh how I miss the sounds of the times.  The memo-
ries, the minutes, the hours, the days, the years, all gone by the song of the 
chimes. Will forever and always be mine!

Image by: Erica C.
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TILL THE END

Baby D Montoya

I remember the day you were born 
I remember the 1st time you opened your eyes 
I remember when you took your first steps 
I remember holding you in my arms just me and you 
I remember being told you’re grandpa’s angel...
I smiled and you promised to never leave his side. 
I remember the times we both sat and cried 
I remember how your heart is still so big with 
All the hurt and pain you been through 
Most of all I remember no matter what has happened 
In your life you never gave up . . . 
Now It’s my turn to tell you to always remember, 
I love you, I love the person you have come 
Out to be, I will always be your sister till the 
end and I’m so proud of you Miranda 
Always remember sisters till the end!!!
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Caleb P.

UNSPOKEN

Things left unspoken sends a chill up my spine, getting sober I hated my
self because this life has no 
rewind. There’s no way to go back and fix any of the foolish actions or 
wrong that I’ve said, with no word from you I can only pray that the world 
I know doesn’t show and leave you for dead. I can’t take back all the harm 
that I’ve done, but I’ll gladly give my life so you can have a painless one. 
Things left unspoken the thought still breaks my heart. After you hear 
this, I hope you will also pray that someday Autumn and I will have a new 
start. For my wife is to me what water is to a rose, without her love nothing 
inside of me grows

Image by: J Rotten
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ODE TO BLACK

Brian B.

Here’s to you, object in black. Fort his time, we raise our glass and toast o
ur drinks to the one color that brings em all together. Black: red, orange, 
yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet all at once. Right in our 
face but always thought of last. Fighting with shadows and following the 
sun. So here’s to you, object in black. Never forget you’re one of the best.

Jay Mac

ODE TO WHITE

Ode to white, 
Purity by perception or 
fluffy by texture, 
Whether absent or present, 
a shade of everyone or everything in sight 
and mind, 
Calming cool and collected by nature and 
spazmatic as a T-shirt on a clothesline, 
Purity in form, The color of peace.
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UNTITLED

Zach M.

Life...
Contradictions and circumstances, 
due to addictions and penitentiary chances. 
Fatal flaws and attractions, 
I would have to say sh** happens. 
Life...
Ecstasy compromised out of bliss. 
Agony disguised in the midst.  
Tragedy in the form of a kiss, 
Relationships lost to reminisce. 
Life...
Love floating away on the wings of forever. 
Memories are in the past for those that remember. 
Life, happy forever or happy lost in the land of never. 



SpeakOut! Fall 201642

2 TONEZ

OH MOMMA OH MOMMA

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Why do you cry so much
 
Do you still feel the pain 

Is it because Daddy drives you nuts 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Why does Daddy hate us all 

Have I ever been enough

He says it’s all my fault 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Please don’t cry no more

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Why do you cry so much 

Do you still feel the pain 

Is it because Daddy drives you nuts 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Why does Daddy hate us all 

Have I ever been enough

He says it’s all my fault 
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Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Please don’t cry no more

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

We love you tons 

My lil sister too

For us you’re more than enough 

There is no one quite like you 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

Someone’s knocking at the door 

Mamma please don’t worry 

He won’t hit you anymore 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma

It’s the same people as last night 

I can see their fancy cars 

See there, they’re searching with their 
flashlights
 
Searching near and far

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma
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Please go back to sleep. 

See he’s gone, now it 

Was only just a dream 

Oh Mamma, oh Mamma 

We won’t see him anymore 

My brother’s keeping watch
 
My sissy won’t wake up 

N before I fall asleep, the door 

I’ll surely lock.
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Erica C.

FREEDOM IS LOVE

Freedom
 
What is Freedom? 

An opportunity in life to shine. 

Learning to have knowledge. 

Understanding to gain wisdom. 

Leaving aside all pride. 

The world the versatile view. 

Left, right everyone chooses, 

Everyone creating paths of places unknown.
 
Some good some bad. 

Exploited in the feelings of being sad or overwhelmed with feelings of joy.

The world at war. 

Everyone for their own, closing their doors. 

Addictions dividing loved ones homes. 

Reality is we are all different. 

Yet we all long for love the only indifferent of the world. 

Blinded by our weaknesses. 

Broken by our fears, overcoming dreams, mourning loss, overtaken by
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anger, seduced by lust, lost with

no cause, alone drowning in silence. 

So what is freedom only choice? 

Free never. 

Life’s always a test.

Image by: Erica C.
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Heidi K. 

IN TIME

In the midst of destruction and chaos comes the depth of unanswered 
whys 
the false truth that is spoken to me, to you 
the hopeful lies that I’ve always been told 
the broken pieces of disappointment 
the unattached tears, so quick to wipe away  
the screams deep down that no one can hear 
my heart that fights the right and wrongs 
my beautiful soul roars, the time is now 
my eyes burst with loss and acceptance 
staring down my path of uncertain success (and failures) 
along with promising good byes 
and beloved hellos.

B. Smiles

I’m thinking of you when the sun comes up
All the way ‘till the stars and moon are shining down
Upon the dream I’m having of our love that ignites
this everlasting spark that stays lit for decades cause
our love is forever baby . . . Call it what you
wanna call it, this is B-Gangsta-Boo
Always & Forever

UNTITLED
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Gabriel S.

TOMORROW

It’s hard to grasp on to reality when reality is such as this,  
a lost boy forever lost, wandering out into the abyss.  
Sinful was my self-perfidy,  
appalled on how I’ve ruined my life so perfectly.  
Trampled by my own turmoil, troubles too much to bare,  
seduced by sin longing for life, so little to share.  
As if I’m to forever sleep never awaken,  
my life’s been looted and everything’s for the taken, 
Am I to be Gabriel FALLEN, forever to be forsaken?
A barren man banished to a barren land,  
as I watched in horror my life slip like hourglass sand.  
In life I have taken far too many lefts,  
wondering how many rights I could have possibly missed.  
I’ve always chased nightmares instead of chasing dreams,  
my life’s failures feed these demons, all I hear is internal screams.
Questioning my own sanity, thanking god for these voices that tell me I’m 
sane.  
Wondering if I should’ve just bit that bullet instead of being locked up in 
these chains.  
Round and round I go, same thoughts, same actions,  
to no surprise same outcome, minus the satisfactions.  
I’m trying to make things right, so I no longer look to the left,  
as I stand here amongst the rubble, this is my life... or at least what’s left.  
Whatever life is left is left in ruin,
f mischief and sorrow were a language I’d be fluent.  
But not everything is as it appears, 
having hopes and dreams but only speak on my fears.  
Hoping that one day habit can overcome habit, 
begging myself to behold the beauty then reach out and grab it.  
I’m thankful for the CUP that was passed down to me, 
finally recognizing the blessing in my life lived so recklessly.  
I pray for redemption for my life of sin...
But for a new life to start... the old one has to end. 
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Zach M.

A THUG’S PRAYER

This is a thug’s prayer, asking Jehovah to save me from the devil’s snare. 
From amphetamines to out from the dragon’s mouth, 

to overcome the shadow of my own doubt. 

Coming from a dark place, my heart you’ve embraced, 

Through every obstacle to have faced. 

Your son you gave as a ransom. 

This deep love to feel to the maximum, 

and understanding I can’t fathom. 

I just want to know you, loyalty I will show you, 

No matter what I go through. 

Jehovah, your love is so true.
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Carey R.

HAIKU

Married to anger 
Blackout from reality 
A victim no more

Toxic

WORD MEMOIR

My insanity 
Compliments 
His madness

Toxic

HAIKU

Don’t be a weirdo 
Insanity ‘n Madness 
Controlling myself
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MY MIND

Beautiful Disaster

If these walls could talk 
they would have so much to say. 
Like why do you hate me? 
Why do you love me? 
Why can’t I be free? 
Why am I broken? 
Can I be fixed? 
What is love? 
What is hate? 
I feel hate cuz I do drugs, 
I do drugs so I don’t have to feel. 
I don’t feel cuz I do drugs 
I do drugs cuz I hate.

Garcia

OWL WITH YOUNG

Sonrisa Watchful Eyes like Onions
Sit in a fur circle that seems to be halo
Around Sonrisa Face
Four smooth Tail Feathers
Ride behind Sonrisa like propeller blades
Sonrisa, always on the run
The little owls surround Sonrisa
A plum one, soft as a duck,
Steps on Sonrisa Brother whooing head
The baby girl owl seems to be reading
Sonrisa mother & father face is his claim as the sun.
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Wispers Califas

FORGOTTEN... OR AM I?

Here’s the story… You tell me… Father of four… Married no more… She 
left when they slammed the door… It all began five years ago in Riverside, 
California. New Year’s Eve. The worst day of my life… The day my world 
was turned upside down. I’m enjoying my family, watching proud as can 
be, or as any father should be… As my three girls ask if they can take 
plates of food to the elderly neighbors that stayed in their homes for the 
night… The night wears on and the kids are getting excited as the new year 
is rapidly approaching… My tradition since I was a young boy has always 
been to fire off a handgun. Stupid, I know, but still a tradition. It’s about 15 
till midnight. I ask my wife to retrieve my handgun. As she hands it to me 
I hear my kids yelling and screaming for “people to stop it!!!” I bolt out of 
my apartment with handgun in hand (like I said, stupid tradition) because 
I recognize my daughter’s voice as I come up to the commotion that’s tak-
ing place. One of the four guys I don’t recognize and was not invited to the 
party goes reaching into his waistband… Being robbed and pistol whipped 
before myself, I react. I swing my arm to punch the guy in the head… 
Forgetting about the firearm in my own hand… It all just happened so 
fast. Next thing I know I’m being arrested for murder!!! I went from hav-
ing a good/great New Years enjoying my family, watching the smiles on 
my children’s faces (which I haven’t seen since that day) to 40 years to life 
for protecting my family and friends, my community… An accident, gone 
tragedy, and a father of four no more so it seems... What has our world 
become? Will no one see my side? or will I stay forgotten??? MPR



SpeakOut! Fall 2016 53

Janay

DARE YOU TO MOVE

Lost souls wandering around
No desire to be found
Consumed in our own pity
What’s become of our city?
Alcohol, heroine, dope
Where is God, Where is the hope?
People and time, both being wasted
Evil is winning while we’re getting faded
What’s happened to the dreams
What’s happened to our drive
 Nobody’s moving!
 Too busy getting high!
The world outside ours, so much worse
I think it’s a – It’s a curse
Terrorism, Racism, Hate crimes
Cops being shot for drawing the line
AA, NA, Al-Anon
The list goes on
What’s it gonna take
Not just our lives at stake
Dare you to move
Out of the prison of yourself
Your children, your family, your community count on you
Dare you to move!
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Garcia

DEAR KIDS

Kids:
This is a letter from me to you. First of all, I just want you to know, I would 
never change anything and have no regrets. The first time I got to hold you 
and see your wonderful smile it melted my heart and soul. And the love 
I fest for you was so amazing. I can’t tell you enough or show you, but I 
can tell you that I love all of you unconditionally.  You all have made my 
life more filled with hope, love, and strength, wisdom and courage, and all 
above.  I can’t tell you how much you made me the happiest mother alive 
and I wouldn’t go back for anything. I love you!!

Thank you,
Ma

iFFy

UNTITLED
In the dark sky
you shine,
bringing glitter to life
twinkling and winking
Although I don’t know if you’re alive
Invisible, your light shines
Through years and space that separate
Us from then, now, you’re gone
but my heart and my eyes won’t accept it
And the fire from your soul
Lights up the night
The darkness shattered 
By your ghost
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Juicy J.

REPRESENT VS RE-PRESENT

I suppose these words differ depending on whose shoes you’re wearing.
The way some would represent me couldn’t be farther from the truth.
I am whatever you say I am I suppose
To put it in other terms, to define one’s self or to be defined
I am so much more unique than anyone’s words could ever describe … just 
like everyone else is.
Create your own brand
Write your own story and never stop reppin’ yo self
Re-present speaks regret
If you have no regret, you’ll never have to re-present yourself.

Lynsie G.

DEAR ADDICTS

Dear Addicts:
 As you read who this letter is to, you say in your head “This isn’t 
for me.”  Think again.  It is.  I am writing this to you! Whether you are the 
drunk, the gambler, the meth-head, the shopper, or just the “normal” coffee 
drinking, I am writing this to you.  We are all the same.  Each and every 
person has an addiction.  I am an addict too.   Whether you are recovering, 
actively using, sober, in jail or prison – we all bleed red.  Blood is another 
addiction.  As I watch the blood drip from the razor slices, I feel relief and 
alive again.  The feeling in my gut as I see the black-Rose of blood begin-
ning to swirl into the needle an addiction. The rush of the burning sensa-
tion through my neck and up through my face – an addiction.  The lump 
in my throat right before the cough – and addiction. Pleasure of the high 
I get off addictions – not one but all of them.  No matter what the label of 
addiction may be, know that we all have one.  Come and join to move past 
the unhealthy addictions and enjoy healthy addictions. Get high off your 
brain releasing endorphins by little things in life  There is hope for each 
and every one of us. Not one or another is worse or better than the other.
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Baby D.

A BUMP IN THE ROAD
Walking home with a bad ticket in my head
Thought it was the end of the world tryin’ my best
To come up with an explanation and a plan
Worst feeling in my heart seeing disappointment in their eyes
But let me tell you one thing, I know who I run to that Will always be right 
by my side
He sits me down, pulls out his pen from his work shirt with a legal pad
Draws a straight line then makes a bump in the road
Looks up at me and says it’s a bump, everyone makes mistakes
Not even knowing I would end up in this place
I thought the road I was on was gonna stay straight
The smartest man I know didn’t show me this road
All he speaks is wisdom and truth and never tells lies
But trust me he always has my Grandma right by his side
Before she thumps me upside the head and sends me off to bed
I take in her words with no response trying my best not to cry
I hated disappointing them deep down inside
The best teaching I have had in my life
I find myself still lost on that bumpy road
Broke down with nowhere to go
You truly are a blessing
Everything you have taught me has been an amazing life-long lesson
I promise I won’t give up 
I will get the car started
I Will find the right parts
And rebuild my engine
Lower my car, and cruise slow, and get everyone’s attention
So please forgive me for all the false starts
I love you with all of my heart
Without you I’m like a car without an engine
You keep our family going
You’re a perfect classic car with nothing but good intentions
I’m gonna fix my car with all your great life lessons
You’re the best thing I have in my life and I want you to know
So be looking out and be ready I’m comin’ cruisin’ slow
I promise grandpa we’re gonna make another car show!
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Baby D.

MY REFLECTION
I look in the mirror
I don’t like what I see
Growing up was hard for me
Deep down inside, full of hurt and anger
All I ever did was put my life in danger
All this time can never be replaced
So I ask myself why do I keep coming back to this place
Maybe because I’m too weak to break the pattern
How did I get this deep . . .or does it really even matter
I fake my smiles to get through the day
Maybe because I don’t know how to live a different way
I wish I can turn back the hands of time
But even then, would I have changed my mind?
Let go let God is what I need to do
But Imma keep that between me and you
Until it’s time for me to rest in peace
I know the gang life will always have the best of me
Life ain’t always what it seems
Sh** all you chaps are my enemies
I’m tired of being hurt and played
Imma catch you slippin and make you feel the same way
I’d rather be locked up and alone than livin a lie
I don’t need anyone by my side
I can’t even trust the ones I love the most
So I’m letting you know I’m lettin’ go
Imma turn my back, now let’s see how you react
Cause Imma shuffle my deck and see who I got left
Hate if you want I’m just bein honest
So how bout you foos keep it movin’ cause tomorrow’s never promised.
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Curtis D.W.

WHAT I’VE ALWAYS WANTED

I know this sounds weird,  
but all I have ever wanted,  
was to be loved, 
by someone who cared. 

Curtis D.W.

ALL I HAVE LEFT IS THIS PHOTO

I have only one picture left, it is very hard to look at and I know it reminds 
me of all the hard times I have been through, but I am still here, even after 
my handful of attempts of taking my own life. I am still here, because I 
have two girls waiting for their daddy to be home. But I will always love my 
Emily, Rest in Peace, and my family secret I have about me, Rest in Peace. 
But I have that one picture, of Jorianna and Charlottie and Amanda, I will 
always cherish, so I can lay back and rest in peace. Love you JoJo, Lottie, 
and Mommy Amanda. 

Lynsie G.

IDENTITY ISSUES

Smiles exchange when looking eye to eye
Whispers occur after saying goodbye
Laughs and giggles when face to face
Criminal impersonation is a charge in this place
Courts can change your name
And give you a false reporting deal in this game
Identity issues -  what a shame!
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Curtis D.W

THE LAST TIME I SAW HER

The last time I saw her was when she was 10 months old. Holding her in 
my arms, smiling away, making funny faces, and giggling away. The most 
precious gift anyone could have you, but then I went away, for over 2 years. 
Then, I came back. Baby momma told me to stay away, even though we 
talked everyday. She even picked me up from prison to come home, but she 
told me I wasn’t a priority in her life and to stay away. Now I am back here, 
cause I couldn’t stay away from drugs, everything was hurting, so I melted 
my brain away. I am sorry Jorianna, that I couldn’t stay away, but don’t ever 
think daddy never cared. Daddy loves you, and would do anything for you. 
But I wanted you to know, I asked for help, from everyone. Mommy told 
me she was done, I was asking for help and the one I loved, turned away 
when I needed her most. I was lost, and made a deeper hole for myself. 
Now I am here, cause this is their idea of help. I am sorry to say, Daddy 
messed up, but I asked for help, along the way, but no one cared. So I lost 
myself, I told myself and now I am going away. Cause no one cared about 
me, even when I was asking for help. I don’t even know if I was cared about 
in the first place. But I do know this, you cared Jojo, for you my angel al-
ways will, for I will never not care for you. I promise you this, my old ways 
are no more, I have found the path, to the Lord, the Kingdom of Heaven, 
Christ Himself told me “Ask and you will receive, so that your joy may be 
complete” (John 16:24). My joy is you, Jorianna, for I will do anything to 
prove to you that I love you and we will soon be together, so your joy is also 
complete. That Daddy really did try for you, and loves you, and mommy 
too! 

              Love Daddy and Curtis, your husband. Amanda for this will 
always be true,  

I love you.  
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THE ONE YOU’VE PICKED FOR ME

Carey R.

I know not who you are 
I know not where you’ll be 
But I know this time around 
You’ll be the one God picked for me 

My picker has never worked right 
Or at least that’s what my friends say 
I should have sought your guidance 
Instead of getting in my own way 

I keep jumping the gun 
Thinking that I know best 
Yet I always seem to end up 
With everything I detest

A pretty face, a wicked wit 
Maybe even a smoking hot bod 
A sexual dynamo, six figure income 
I always find the ones more flawed 

A recipient of anger and hurt 
Emotional and verbal abuse 
Beaten down, broken, barely alive 
And covering with a ready excuse

All things of the world, all things material 
Are what I have always sought 
But Lord you know what’s best for me 
Those things that cannot be bought

I’ll know him when I see him 
No matter where the place 
Even in all the crowd 
He’ll be shining with your grace
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The joy of him will radiate 
And brighten the darkest night 
The one I know you’ve picked for me 
Will be walking in your light 

And when you reveal him to me 
I think we’ll both rejoice 
I’ll listen this time around 
Because I trust your choice 

We’ll travel the path you’ve given 
And be bathed in your love 
Because we know the love we have 
Was mandated from above 

I’ll be the Proverbs woman 
As your word tells me I should be 
And I’ll love, honor, and cherish 
The one you’ve picked for me.
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Gabriel S.

BULLET FOR TWO

This was meant to be found, with only your game to be lost,
maybe an occasional life, too high was the cost. 
Here’s a game for two, one for me, one for you…
Never greedy, so why the fussin’?
I’ll pull for the both of us, so stop your rushin.’ 
Time to prove it; now pull it, ever heard of roulette?
What made you laugh, will now make you cry,
I couldn’t share your laugh; I’ll be damned to share your cry. 
Read between the lines, now riddle me this…
To love you, was to hate myself, a disillusioned bliss. 
To attain the unattainable. To forgive the unforgivable. 
To seek God in a cowardice act. Life without love. A truth-less fact. 
To calm my life storm, as it storms unto others. 
Intrusive. 
I don’t want to know the meaning of life, never minding others’. 
You made my life confusing, most confusing thus far. 
Mind games, never ending!
Lesser of two evils, trapped in the free world, or life behind wall and bar. 
Read between the lines, now riddle me that…
In pursuit of you, I lost me, derailed, completely off track. 
This has everything to do with you, so you’re coming with me. 
Enslaved to darkness, blinded by rage, just wait, you’ll see. 
No longer wanting to dream, I just want to go home. 
Suicidal dreams, pistol to my head, all I taste is chrome!
Nickel plated thoughts, as my thoughts go left, pushing my mind right. 
All the would a, could a, should a, ahh, the beauty of hindsight. 
As I sit here and smile, contemplating, if I should fight for what’s left…
Nah, ill just sit here and smile, saying f*** yours and my last breath. 
      Dear Diary
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Greg W.

LEFT BEHIND BY SUICIDE

My beautiful lovely wife
You are my whole world
You are my whole life
I want to express to you
That my feelings are still so deep
And still so very true
I know at times I didn’t really show it
But I swear that I am still madly falling 
And my love for you will never quit
I failed you as a lover and as a man
And I wasn’t giving you all of my heart
Because of my greed and selfishness
Your heart has been.
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Gabriel S.

ORLANDO

Innocence sideswiped by ignorance, hate is not contagious, love’s never 
belligerent, never seek reason in an act so ignorant. 
Blessed are those who find love in acts so senseless, precious are loved ones 
memories, never breathless, light shines through darkness, love is death-
less. 
Reverberating rings reach emptiness left in the mourner’s soul, such sense-
less death, oh Lord, please receive the lost soul. Across the nation, the 
world, 49 times the bells toll. 
Candle light vigils cast dreary shadows, sorrow flickers, reflecting teary 
eyes. Balloons soar high on Cheribum wings through sunny, sullen prayer 
filled skies. 
A tyrants impetuous attempt to spread hate in a cowardice act, causing 
senseless death. Only, hate died with the tyrant! Leaving unity, love, vic-
tims’ memories forever living life after death. 
May the Lord receive your souls and comfort the hearts who mourn those 
who’ve passed. May you find solace in knowing, hard times have not come 
to stay, rather, come to pass. 
Never seek reason in an act so ignorant, hate is not contagious, love’s never 
belligerent, innocence sideswiped by ignorance. 
When tragedy strikes united we stand under a flag not of our own, world 
wide, mourning, for loved ones not of our own.  
Perpetual is love, memories, never let go, 49 times the bells toll… Orlando. 
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Sean Artisan@

DON’T TAKE THAT DEAL

I have been trusting my leaders since NAFTA 1997. My leaders have been 
in bed with this billion dollar prostitution, supposedly making good deals. 
Seems to me the only lives that matter anymore are black and blue. What 
about the red stripes and white stars? Who pledges allegiance to our flag? 
I’m speaking out! When I wake up January 20th, 2017 I will have my voice 
back.

Austin S.

FOREVER LOST IN THE STARS

Sleep all day
Up all night
Restless mind
Doing time
Forever lost in the stars
A life of sin
Failure again
Sick of this life
Going too win this fight
Forever lost in the stars
Pick a star watch me shoot for it
No more pain
No more shame
Took it and grew from it
Forever lost in the stars
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Patrick G.

WORD VOMIT DELUSIONS OF GRANDEUR

Fear and desire are the most powerful forces in the known universe. All 
action is driven from one or both of these two motivations. Innocence is a 
delusion created from fear and ignorance, perpetuated by the dull stimuli 
of the masses. Primarily fueled by the fear of retribution or discovery. Its 
set parameters defined loosely due to an ill-conceived notion of morality. 
An illogical perception derived from the misconception of righteousness. 
Good and evil. Newton’s theory of relativity states that every action has 
an equal and opposite reaction. Positive, negative, by this basic right and 
wrong are defined by actions and results motivation deemed irrelevant. 
I disagree. Intention is the only element worthy of judgment. Perceived 
justice is the greatest tragic comedy, metaphorical shackles, of so called 
advanced society. Passion, cleverness, originality, and success punished 
indiscriminately under the guise of purging the wicked from the pure. 
Genocide of brilliance carving a wide path for ignorance, insolence, and 
submissiveness to flourish. Persecution of passion. Abstinence of emo-
tion. Encouragement for idiocracy. Suffocating innovation and silencing 
truth. Fear of prosecution from the American Justice System sterilizing 
the masses into docile subservience. Desire for change snuffed out like a 
candles trembling flame in the wake of the biblical flood. Life’s greatest 
conundrum is not why we are here, it is will we survive? The answer is an 
ominous and resounding NO. Humankind is on a path to eminent de-
struction. In an effort to preserve the majority by stifling a few, we inevi-
tably destroy all. I believe destroying the majority and preserving a few is 
the only path to save all. At present this ideology labels me the villain. A 
sadistic, masochistic, anarchist. The misconstrued ramblings of a mad aris-
tocrat perhaps? Though genius and madness weave a breathtaking dance 
of beauty. Sociopathic tendencies and dizzying logic, proven by ruthless 
yet irrefutable sound intellect. But I disagree. Mad, perhaps. Delusions of 
grandeur, undoubtedly. Villain? I think not. I prefer visionary opportun-
ist with an inclination to the obscene. However, the mad cannot recognize 
their insanity. The righteous, their heroism. The wicked, their treachery. 
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This is fundamentally implausible. To society I have a label. To myself I’m 
an enigma. I believe in passion and fear, as well as intellect and ignorance. 
Salvation through calculated absolution. I believe in a higher power though 
have no delusion in which theory if any are correct. So I leave judgment to 
the audience. Hero or villain? Righteous or wicked? Brilliance? Or are these 
simply the ramblings of a mad man.

Birdman Chris

FORK IN THE ROAD

When you’re going at full speed
It’s hard too choose your road.
Than looking back for the finish line,
You have no clue which way to go. 
But with the sun at the right angle,
Your shadow seems to know.
But now there is not light in sight,
You’ve dug yourself a hole. 
Hmm, which way did he go George?
Which way did he go?
How many licks to the center of a tootsie pop?
The world may never know. 
Your thoughts and actions meaningless,
It’s time to slow your roll. 
If you’d have taken your time long ago,
This race could simply be a stroll. 
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Angel Baby

GLASS

Running down cement stairs crying,
Holding onto only what I can carry. 
I stopped to catch my breath. I’m shaking.
I’ve never been through a moment so scary.
I had gotten away with only grass insight.
Until all of a sudden I see a black uniform coming my way. 
Before I can run, I’m gone without a fight.
I can feel the cold metal rubbing into my wrists,
And the bag of glass next to my thumping heart. 
I feel the blood running down my fists,
But I begin to feel empty 
With the thought of the glass so far apart. 
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Joseph D.

THE PROMISE

A promise was made but has it been kept? For 
Be it form me to say the one who wept, hasn’t don’t 
So I don’t think this generation can fathom its strength 
To remember for it was so long ago. You see
This bewilders me, for my progenitor staked aim.
It is now 63 generation hence, and mines now to claim!
A promise made to Abraham for the stars 
to see, along with the sands of the shore too, thus
It was passed to King David: Son of Jesse; then
To a nameless King: Song of Joseph and Mary!
How we’ve forgotten a nation, a kingdom and 
Not a ‘state’hood, those who would deny its 
Authority,, are like vipers that brood. They’ve 
Denied this truth and the power of his name 
For in it is the right of Israel’s autonomy, and not the
Vatican’s to claim! This promise that my forefather 
Would never cease to have a successor to his throne.
A promise kept in blood and not just in hope
Nor is it my claim alone, for it is such a thing,
If it has been kept, where is the King?
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Trevor I.

UNTITLED

This is for ambitious people who want to get ahead. A person of average 
intelligence with clear goals will run circles around a genius who is not sure 
what he or she really wants. Write down your goals, make plans to achieve 
them, and work on your plan every single day. A goal is distinctly differ-
ent from a wish. It is clear, written and specific. It can be quickly and easily 
described to another person. You can measure it, and you know when you 
have achieved it. Without setting goals, people possible for them. If you 
fear failure, keep your goals confidential until you build on your confidence 
through goal achievement. It is not enough to simply figure things out as 
we go, wishing and hoping things get better. “Happiness is the progressive 
realization of a worthy ideal, or goal” -> early nightingale. You feel truly 
happy only when you are making progress step by step, toward something 
that is important to you. One of the greatest needs of human being is for 
a sense of meaning and purpose in life. Goals give you a sense of meaning 
and purpose. Goals give you a sense of direction. Progress toward goals 
makes you feel happier, stronger, energized and effective. You feel more 
competent and condiment in yourself and your abilities. Every step you 
take toward your goals increases your belief that you can set/achieve big-
ger goals change is inevitable. Control the direction of change in your life. 
Make sure a change is extraordinary. You have within you right now the 
ability to achieve almost any goal that you can set for yourself. Your great-
est responsibility to yourself if to invest whatever time necessary to become 
absolutely clear about exactly what you want and how you can best achieve 
it. The more clarity you have regarding your goals, the more potential you 
will unleash. Develop a burning desire, obstacles and challenges will arise, 
overcome them. Energy and drive comes from intense desire. Become 
devoted to your goals, energy, effort, and time. “The elevator to success 
is out of service. But the stairs are always open”. Goal setting is so power-
ful that the very act of thinking about your goals makes you happy, even 
before you’ve taken the first step toward them. Develop a laser-like focus 
so that you are always thinking and talking about what you want. “A man, 
as a general rule, owes very little to what he is born with- a man is what he 
makes of himself ” – Alexander Graham Bell
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Austin S.

TAYLOR

Hope you know I miss you very much
Sorry for all the tears on my behalf
Never will you know how much I miss your laugh
All the good times we’ve had, run though my head at night
Will I ever win this fight?
Admit my problems then I might
Struggle hard to find the light
Darkness wears no end in sight
Feeling something would be better than nothing but I know one thing
I miss you girl
If I could change one thing you would be the one babe
My whole world
Its too late now
I dipped
Was better for a little bit then lost my s***
I wont get into it you know the gist of it
Messed up bad lookin at another 2 to 6
Feeling something would be better than nothing but I know one thing 
I miss you girl
If I could change one thing you would be the one babe
My whole world.
Whatever happens know my love for you will never change
I’m numb to all the pain and grief and at least i’ll always have our memories
It’s so messed up to know that we may never be
Will time heal my wounds, guess we will see. 
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Amy C.

SHATTERED

These words they come and fill my head, 
too many things I left unsaid. 
My heart you said you’d never hurt, 
now it lay stomped and shattered in the dirt. 
What happened to the man I adore, 
the man that had sensitivity love and more. 
As silent tears streak down my face 
from my mind I leave this place. 
Once again as you see, 
numbness and emptiness is all of me.
All these things boil up inside 
makes my mind go run and hide 
Once again my heart lays shattered, 
as I pick up the pieces and pretend it don’t matter 
I’ve got nothing left inside you’ll see 
just look in my eyes and emptiness is me.
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Amy C.

DARKNESS

These walls they’re closing in 
In this lonely cell of mine
The time id drawing near 
For my last and final time 
My heart is shattered into tiny shards 
Just like ones I slam in my arm 
I wish there was another way 
To make this pain be no more 
Unfortunately for me I’m out of luck 
Here pretty soon will be my last score 
I’ve got a plan inside my heard 
So to the darkness I am led 
So as I take my last breath inside 
To you all I say I love you and goodbye 



SpeakOut! Fall 201674

At the fingertips of life a cloud of hope came forth
Trying to pull it close
I desperately grabbed at it, but my 
Attempt only made it vanish.
Like touching a smoke ring contact only 
Makes it dissipate. 
Dismay took me wholly. 
Next time I vow to inhale that hope. 
Or to simply let it float those few moments longer.
Anything for some kind of conception of control. 
Of a hold. A grasp of what this could all mean. 
But alas its futile.
I can no more decide my fate than
Deciding to lay on water when lost at sea. 
And lost I am. In life. 
Drowning. Completely at her mercy
But I don’t think she has a shred of it. 

AT LIFE’S FINGERTIPS

June
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iFFy

UNTITLED

The only way to outer space
is this blue door
The floor is the essence of the ceiling 
grey, like my mood and feeling
Where the lights only fade enough to keep
the whitewashed darkness hanging
heavily – think with fog,
Preventing me from seeing the (coming) light of day
and at night, I count worry and regret like sheep, which
instead of floating by like dreams,
They cloud my thoughts and stack like bricks
Building a prison of perpetual anxiety
Of which I fear I’ll never break free
I wish I could shake off the shackles of fear and judgement
That disguise us all in a similitude of sin
Dressed in an ugly uniform of color, with faces that
constantly change, but share the same suffering;
separated only by numbers, times, and dates
Named Jesus, His forgiveness and peace
Waiting patiently to free us
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Seth B.

PICTURE PERFECT

I live a perfect picture life, yeah right, I need a new picture. 
Show me a photograph worthwhile and I’ll claim it as a winner. 
I’ll put every pixel together and live life not as a sinner. 
But as a photogenic patron filtering society’s liver. 

If a picture speaks a thousand words, how much does each word pay? 
Would a picture of a false prophet profit at the end of the day? 
Would a photograph of Jesus keep all the demons at bay? 
Does the devil keep a picture of me so I stay? 

I want to lay somewhere picture perfect portrait.  
A picture within a picture of somewhere that’s worth it.  
A photograph so beautiful that all others forfeit. 
A picture of a wave so vivid I could surf it. 
 
Reality just set in I see a beautiful panorama  
This one I have to capture, where is my camera...
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Zach M.

FADING MEMORY

Deception and lies, to my own demise. 

Being broken and lonely, only to see the work of my own folly. 

Resentment contradicted out of pain that I never inflicted. 

Something that was meant to be, crumbling down by acts of treachery. 

When you feel so abandoned asking yourself what happened, 

Trying to deal with the loss, 

Was it something worth losing I find myself asking! 

But what was it I really lost? 

Some form of bitterness lost in your own emptiness. 

Hurt feelings of being alone or just having someone to call your own. 

Dealing with a heart that’s already shattered. 

Now that I think about it, it never even mattered. 

I should have never even tried, 

When I used to say that I loved you, just know it was a lie.

In my heart you’re just a fading memory 

Of a love that never used to be.
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ASPIRATION

AZFACT

Never scared to work, always been bout the bizness. It’s like that feelin’ 
from your gut that pulls you back in those trenches. It’s like being on that 
last lap, tired and winded until you find that second breath that pulls you 
right to that finish. Learned to keep my guard up, a couple hits got through 
but that ain’t stoppin’ him. Still movin’ on my own, two now they watch-
ing him. Might as well make allies with my thoughts while I’m in this box 
with em. They threatenin’ to take the roof off if don’t stay on top of em. Can 
probably make a penny off a few if I auction them. Never been an easy walk 
as I trek through life, it’s like bare feet on broken glass or running along the 
edge of a knife. More than once faced my own death and I survived twice. 
You can take that at face value or twist em up and make whatever you like. 
So whatever you think that means it’s what I said I guess. Served a life term 
on those streets and here is where my sentence ends. I keep a few enemies 
close but far from in the bed with them. It’s just so I don’t have to travel far 
to say I win again. I’m just making up for all the years that my rights were 
denied to me and for all the times I let my dreams die inside me. Thankful 
I finally saw the light, I guess you can say in spite of me. And here I stand 
inspired to die for all I aspire to be.
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Tonantzin A.

THESE HANDS

These hands have held my baby’s hands  
And tried to lead the way. 
These hands have touched their little hands  
And instilled truths into their brains. 
These hands have worked til  
The callouses were strong to keep a roof and food  
And keep them safe and warm.  
These hands have held books  
That put imagination in their minds. 
These hands have comforted them  
And held them close when they were scared and crying. 
These hands have disciplined  
And wiped away the tears. 
These hands have protected  
And hid them from the monsters and the fears. 
These hands have loved my baby’s so much through so many wonderful 
years. 
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Beautiful Disaster

DEEP INSIDE THE DEPTHS OF SELF

Deep Inside The Depths of Self,
Repeating Your Own Name. You 
Finally Find The Answer, Which 
Never Left Or Came. It Echoed 
Under Silence, And Bounced Around 
Your Brain. “The Body Makes You  
Crazy; Your Spirit Makes You Sane.”
The Taste Of Touch Is On Your Tongue, 
But Only In Your Mind. A Flood Of 
Wild Senses: A Soul Both Cruel  
And Kind. You Figure Out The Recipe, 
The Sweetest Sour Spice. A Thousand 
Lives In Solitude, To Pay The Spirits Price, 
Remembering The World Wide Womb, A 
Sexless, Timeless God. Without The 
Fake Reality, Without The Shadows 
Fraud. In Dreams We feel The  
Essence: Awake We Feel The Flesh. 
In Dreams We Drop The Middle Man,  
And Senses Inter-mesh. The Truth Is  
All Around You; It’s Not In Words 
Or Script. It’s In A Pool Of Essence; 
Come Join Me For A Dip....
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CHRISTIANITY

2 TONEZ

Got so many feelings that I’m feeling as if 
they have never been used. 
Have had so many profound excuses I can barely excuse their use.
I’ve gone so long without a single tear 
that now I fear I shall not be able to hold these 
back. 
It’s crazy how weak I am compared to these feelings 
increasing attacks. 
I had been so numb, dumb to the fact of emotions. 
To me they were fantasies, wishes, fake potions, 
but really they became fear now more than ever, 
More potent, persistent and progressively clever. 
Oh yes, now more than ever. 
For each one within me has created a tremor, 
sorrow, stress, anger, fear, all anxious and bitter. 
All fighting for control over me when in reality 
it is I who should control thee. 
They are my biggest enemy: rigid, vivid, not so timid 
indeed. 
As they all pull at me from all different sides 
dug in knee deep, hungrily feeding off of me to 
fill their desires which horribly are also mine. 
Fighting to become a force that shall reside  
in my mind’s darkened insides. 
Each against the other with determination, persistence as well 
as motivation trying to be that emotion that rules. 
Their indulgences that almost drives me to a strangulating consequence.
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NOTHING LASTS FOREVER...

Baby D Montoya

At the beginning it’s always fun and laughter...
Falling more and more in love with you...
I just wanted it to be only me and you...
Never thought we would make it this far...
Until I started to pull your cards...
But nobody said loving you would be easy...
All that mattered most was having you so close...
Your smile, your touch, with you in my arms...
Didn’t think you could do this much harm...
Never thought I could love you this much...
Even though you hurt me so much...
How can you sit there and still tell them lame a** lies...
And for me to still want you by my side...
My heart hurts for you and still I cry ...
I don’t know how much more I can take...
Before I put you on blast and show you you’re fake...
This love we had for each other I thought was legit...
Until you proved to me that I don’t mean sh**!!! 
Just know I found your cheating codes to your game...
And ahh they’re all lame...
Don’t you know there’s levels to this sh**...
And I’ve already won...
Cause I’m the one you won’t ever forget...
So remember when I tell you nothing lasts forever...
Cause in all reality you shoulda known better!
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UNTITLED

2 TONEZ

Lord I pray to you for change, 
As my days are filled with pain, 
As the nights come down in my darkest trials, 
And my smile cannot remain. 
For I’ve made such large mistakes, 
So I turn to you because in truth I need your graceful strength. 
I’ve been locked up in this cage, days deteriorate,   
Hope is turned to hate, but you relate  
so I’m afraid, to you I can’t complain. 
My story will go on, my loved ones shall live on, 
if not in life in memory, I’ll let them be, 
On every night remembering the happy times of each bright entity. 
I live to please and I’m pleased to live, bound to change, 
but as of now I’m found restrained, 
bound by boundless chains. 
Depressed distress due to demons feeding off my mess, 
Still I keep faith even in the darkest shade. 
As even in your active absence you’ve become an artist 
n paint a masterpiece of marvelousness and mastery 
n so my life’s your canvas and your will shall fill my soul 
So you may paint a perfect picture for us all.
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June

BLAIZE

Star light star bright
I’ve been up all night.
Wishing upon you on the Horizon
Hoping that when one falls, 
I will find it.
I’ve looked in all the lands
Traveled far & wide
Until my search led me
Across the sky.
Forgive me when my mind runs slow
This wouldn’t have gotten ahead of me. 
Because I should’ve known
To look up
If I want something heavenly. 
And so I’m grateful I looked up the night
You sailed into the open 
Because only a wish can grant you someone 
Who accepts you at your lowest
So to my star light Miss star bright
I’m all packed for this trail of faith
And I’ve wished my wish
With all a wish Can might, for us
To sail away 
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Fly from the Inside

BROKEN TOGETHER

Do you think we were doomed
right from the start?
Or did they consume
too much of our heart?
Do you think it was too early 
to try love again?
Did enough time pass,
to heal the pain we were in?
Were we looking for love
just in the wrong places?
Was it the town we were in
or the people with two faces?
Why did we allow them
to cause us such a fuss?
When they would do anything 
just to be us. 
Will being only friends
become our forever?
Or is there a way
to be broken together?
I will forever miss
and never forget
all the nights that I held you
or the day we first met.
If it wasn’t for rumors
we just couldn’t weather,
could we have found a way
to be broken together?
The way to love each other
if only we knew.
But relationships being lessons, 
only learned when they’re through. 
I would do it all over
and make sure that you knew,

that we weren’t a mistake
and that I truly love you.
Could we ever learn
to forgive and forget,
or go back in time
to when we first met.
Is it just too late
to return to the start?
Has too much time passed
with us away or apart?
Or was I simply dreaming
in thinking I knew
I was with my forever
when I was with you. 
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MY HANDSOME SON BEAU

Beautiful Disaster

 love you so much, 
I really miss your touch,  
I’m filled with Grief because 
Your time was so Brief. 
I’m so sorry Drugs took your life 
Your time here was full of strife. 
I know your with the angels above  
I miss you son and sending my love 

Your laugh, a hug a kiss 
These things I too miss!

Beautiful Disaster

LOVE DRUGS/HATE DRUGS

I hate drugs but love drugs 
it’s a love-hate relationship 
no matter how fu**ed up drugs 
treat me, I always go back. 
No matter how much they break  
My heart and crush my soul 
I still love them. They 
Have taken everything that I  
Love even my son Beau (RIP) 
This time I’m through, 
Fu**ing with you, 
I hate you!
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DRUGS

 Beautiful Disaster

They give me pain,  
so I live with pain. 
They give me hate,  
so I live with hate. 
They have changed me, 
so I’m not the same.  
After the wreckage of my life,  
I’ve found parts of myself  
I’ve never dreamed of.  
I’m following these signs, 
I have new eyes to see 
through these walls. 

Who understands me when  
I say this is beautiful.

Curtis D. W.

A LETTER

Dear Jorianna,
The best sound I have ever heard was to hear my daughter Jorianna cry and 
yell. There is nothing that can out-do this sound. For I lost one daughter, 
Emily, still birth, to no sound. But hearing 5 years later my baby girl cry 
and yell, was one of the most, is the most precious sound I have heard to 
come. Being at the birth of my Jorianna. Is not just the best sound I have 
heard, but it is also the best moment in my life. Besides when she grabbed 
my hand, I melted away knowing, I will treasure this moment to this world 
and the next. For Jorianna, Daddy loves you and we will soon be together 
sooner than later to come.
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Trevor I.

GOALS

My goal is to earn at least $1,000 daily selling ****. My goal is to own 
and operate a tattoo shop and multiple food carts/trucks. “A journey of 
thousand leagues begins with a single step” –Confucius. From poverty to 
prosperity, from frustration to fulfillment, from underachievement to suc-
cess. Any plan is better than no plan at all. What others have done – you 
can do as well if you just learn how. There are no limits to what you can 
accomplish except for the limits you place on your own imagination. The 
potential of the average person is like a huge ocean un-sailed, a new conti-
nent unexplored, a world of possibilities waiting to be released and chan-
neled toward some great good. Success is goals and all else is commentary. 
All successful people are intensely goal oriented. They know what they 
want and they are focused single mindedly on achieving it, every single 
day. Your ability to set goals is the master key to success. Goals unlock your 
positive mind and release ideas and energy for goal attainment. Without 
goals, you simply drift and flow on the currents of life. Goals help you fly 
like an arrow with direction to a specific target. Clear goals increase your 
confidence, develop your competence, and boost your level of motivation. 
All thought is creative. They form and shape your world and everything 
that happens to you. The great summary statement of all religions, all phi-
losophies, metaphysics, psychology, and success is this: you become what 
you think about most of the time. Your outer world ultimately becomes 
a reflection of your inner world, and mirrors back at you what you think. 
Whatever you think about continuously emerges in your reality. Many 
successful people have been asked what they think about most of the time, 
they think about what they want and how to get it. Keep your thoughts and 
conversations on the topics f your most intensely desired goals. Think/talk 
about what you want. Set goals. Focus and channel your energies and abili-
ties. When you are absolutely clear about your goal, you do not even have 
to know where it is or how to achieve it. By simply deciding exactly what 
you what, you will begin to move unerringly toward your goal, and your 
goal will start to move unerringly toward you. My goal is to create a won-
derful life, full of health, happiness and prosperity.
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John H.

IF I, WOULD YOU?

If I went to a movie
Would you come too?
If I felt alone,
Would you be there when I’m blue?
If I was in jail,
Would you write me a letter?
If I got sick, 
Would you help make me better?
If I wrote you a poem
Would you read it at night?
If I was in the wind,
Would you help fly my kite?
If I fell in love,
Would you love me too?
If I covered your eyes, 
Would you guess who?
If I cared for you,
Would you care as well?
If I spoke the truth, 
On my words would you dwell?
If I saw you cold,
Would you take my heat?
If I cooked you food,
Would you happily eat?
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James B.

UNTITLED

Lost in new spaces
Feeling used in most places
Living it all again
Wondering where I’ve been
Loosing grip on my reality
Feeling bruised from all the brutality
Closing my eyes, trying to find the truths
Missing all my chances to be uncouth 
Finding myself will finally happen
I’ll stop and put myself on spin

Thank you for everything that you did wrong. Being used was the turning 
point in my life that opened my eyes to reality. I no longer feel tense all the 
time or worried what I’ll find. I now have trust issues that are evaporating 
as your friends help and embrace me. You changed me permanently and 
I now love the real me. You gave me a beautiful daughter. My life changes 
when you left me and I feel so much better now, thank you! 

Jealously protective
Auspicious
Mercifully forgiving
Erratic
Safe
Tense
Yearning for love
Loving in nature
Entrancing
Restful
Bashfully misunderstood
Understanding
Considerate for life
Kindly 

Solar panels rising, steam black tar, houses, shopping centers, grass flut-
tering, birds and insects flying around, sidewalks, fences, clouds, another 
two-story building, rows of windows, or a least that’s what I am told. To me 
it’s all a blur. 
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James S.

KINGS KIDS

There’s a place that passes all understanding,
The one reality which harbors the heart,
No need to suffer or languish alone. 
We all have the freedom to truly let go. 
So if you’re a seeker of truths repose,
You may discover this peace that belongs, 
to all of the children he calls his own,
His Kings Kids.

Jason W.

YESTERDAYS

It seems like only yesterday, 
When I was rapt in your arms of love.
Breathing in the fragrance of your beautiful scent
And staring in the eyes of a dove

Yesterday’s kisses are still on my lips,
And the taste of you will never leave.
I still feel the heat from your beautiful cheeks
Making me weak in the knees

It seems like only yesterday 
When I would awake with you by my side
Telling you that I’m in love with you
Asking you to be my bride

Yesterday’s passion is still on my body
And the heat of you will never leave
Every second, every minute of every day, 
I look to be next to my destiny 
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Wispers Califas

I LOVE YOU THIS MUCH

I love you 
This Much.

 
You are my love,
My world, my life.
The very reason my
Heart Beats, you are
My rib.

I love you 
This Much
 

Why?

Because nothing or
no one can or will
Ever come between us.

I love you This Much.
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Married life
Dope Pipe
Only Strife

Babe all I want to do is get high,
But you’re allergic, my love, and you’ll break out the lies. 
It won’t happen to me, if I only do it one time,
I said the same thing and found myself in county without a dime. 
I won’t go to jail, it won’t happen to me,
You’re lying to yourself… get high and see.

All alone
Rebuilding dome
Heading home

Caleb 

UNTITLED



SpeakOut! Fall 201694

EVERYTHING ILLUMINATED

AZFACT

Still alive and proof ’s the air my lungs breathed in still dream to be the 
best. The top slot on this medium. No longer struggling with my demons 
still fightin’ but beatin’ ‘em regrets no longer eatin’ him guess they skeletons 
now the stopped feedin’ ‘em. Done with that drama that for so long com-
pleted him when in actuality that negativity depleted him guess it’s time 
to join that race the rest of y’all humans competing in. For so long been 
misguided and so wrong but there’s comfort in the dark when the lights is 
unknown. But not much grows from the streets I once called home. But 
I’m not my surroundings and not stuck in my past I’m advanced maybe I 
set fire to those old bridges to further work on my plans maybe I wasn’t hi-
din’ from y’all just trying to accept myself as I am. Restart my journey and 
finally let go of these bag. Find a more positive outlet when those random 
thoughts collide ‘cuz I was nursing my habits when I got word my momma 
died. This isn’t right looking at the world up top high that sh** isn’t life. It’s 
all been vicious cycles, dangerous heights and downward spirals. Can’t be-
lieve I made this far my eyes closed. Survival was all that I’ve known. After 
dyin’ so many times I figured some livin’ was due. So many “loved ones” 
with double faces not sure which image is true done with unnecessary 
emotions and these people been so fake. Tried to keep steady on my shoul-
ders let go of it couldn’t hold that weight doing bad with then never needed 
anyone’s help. Trust I’ve done worse all by myself ‘cuz when the party was 
over whether or not I was alone I still left with me. My descent was a free 
fall so this ascent’s been a slow creep cautious ‘cuz at the bottom I sunk 
through levels most never will see, shook hands of people you never should 
meet. And it all evens out that’s something I forever believe and if that’s the 
case I have a good 25 years before my potential is reached and they say 25 
years amounts to a lie time. I took about 25 years to tailor this life of mine 
and if I truly am my father’s son then I have 25 left on my time line. Add 
that all together that how bright I plan for my light to shine. To make up 
for the years I concealed it the dark parts of my life now filled in like the 
lights shining on the tallest buildin’ like we filled in our empty hearts once 
vacant now we livin’. Underachievers slackers once given the wrong shade 
casted as villains. Now we found the right colors and light shine in with the 
force of a million. 



SpeakOut! Fall 2016 95

DAMAGED

Heidi K.

I and damaged and broken 
I wonder about the spirits in my head that won’t go  
I hear the cries between you and I 
I see the twisted circle that never ends 
I want the dull numb pain to disconnect
 
I pretend with an animated smile and a  
shattered heart 
I feel defeated and empty 
I touch with forever scars inside and out 
I keep running but no destination in sight 
I cry out, only to hear silence 
I’m going through hell, getting over you 

I worry what I’ve cherished will become  
a distant dream 
I’ve lived and lied for you time and time again 
I understand that life must go on, it will never be the same 
I say please love me unconditionally 
I dream night after night of what we could have been 

I tried to give you the benefit of the doubt 
I hope and pray that this disaster will  
become beautiful someday 
I am damaged and broken
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Seth B.

SURFACE

If my mind had a lock I would find a way out
I would search, I would search & I’d scream & shout
Cause all my thoughts can’t find the surface no more
They’re building up till they erupt so come & open this doo
Take me away, to a place way out beyond my dreams
To a land that makes this life not look as sick as it seems
Where all the schemes of friends can find a way to a path
That makes the dead alive & the unrighteous laugh
So I try to make a map but I’ve reached my cap
Past the point of no return & I can’t turn back
So as I try to push thru, I try to reach the surface
The devil pulls me down & leaves me lost & worthless

All these times I’ve tried, I’ve just fooled myself
I’m bad for everybody’s health
And I’m so lost, hope one day I’m found
I close my eyes as I start to drown

It’s such a shame that I’m suck & I’ve wasted away
Hollowed a bottle now my sorrow is where I will stay
A heart of Gold with a makeshift soul
And as I try to float the weight’s been taking its toll
Still I’m always a loser for the things that life can do
You said you played your part, I played the part for two
I can’t escape or try to run from the facts
That I’m a danger, a train that’s speeding off track
But still I try to find a way to fix these things that I’ve done
To find a way to find this clip & empty shells out this gun
But it’s too fun to light the fuse & to run
 So Ima light it all up & let it burn like the sun

All these times I’ve tried I’ve just fooled myself
I’m bad for everybody’s health
And I’m so lost, hope one day I’m found
Lost my mind as I’m going down



SpeakOut! Fall 2016 97

Hello’s become goodbye, I’ve tried but no one knows.
Why try to stay afloat? When there’s more cons than pros?
I’ve fallen deep in a sleep in a comatose
Can I keep the things I love the most?
But will I manage to live with all that I’ve damaged.
The surface is getting farther & hunger’s leaving me famished
I’m sorry I wasn’t able to hold you & keep you stable
I’m living with what I’ve done, I’m hanging on by a cable.
If I can get back to the top, if I regain my strife
I fi can find a place to breathe, if I reclaim my life
But then the tide pulls in, I do my best to swim
My life gets consumed I’m left undressed in sin….

All these times I’ve tried, I’ve just fooled myself
I’m bad for everybody’s heath
And I’m so lost, hope one day I’m found.
When I leave I won’t make a sound.
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Chelsea H.

MY LIFE IS A FAIRY TALE

Once upon a time there was a princess. She was very beautiful and the king 
and all the other princes and princesses loved her, but the queen was jeal-
ous so all of the princess’s life the queen told her she was fat and ugly and 
stupid. She would tell her the other princesses were more beautiful than 
she would ever hope to be. Well after eighteen years of being told those 
awful things, the princess thought them to be true, so when the handsome 
court jester came around and called her beautiful she fell in love. The 
young princess ran away with the jester and for the first year she was hap-
py. More happy than she had ever been in her whole life. Because the king 
loved the princess he paid for a small cottage so she would be safe and the 
jester talked to her as if she was the queen. Bought everything she wanted 
and more. They smoked herbs together and played games till the days end. 
But then one day the king got tired of paying the bill while the princess and 
jester did nothing so he ceased the payments, and when that stopped they 
were forced to leave the cottage. 
That’s when everything changed. When they were homeless the jester 
changed. He started talking down to the princess, telling her it was her 
fault they were cast out because she was not working. Now the princess had 
never worked before so she had no idea where to start. But she learned an-
other way to make gold, she would steal from the merchants and then turn 
around and sell them to someone else for twice what it was worth so that 
is how it went for a long time. But nothing was making the jester happy. 
He would always find something new to make her feel bad about. Well the 
princess got tired of the jester putting her down. It reminded her of the 
queen. So she started to fight back. The princess and the jester would fight 
over everything and right when she 
thought she was strong enough to leave she found out she was with child 
and that ended the second year. Now while the princess carried the child 
the jester was always there but once the young prince was born the jester 
was never around. The princess got sick of this and told the jester to leave 
and for a long while the princess was scared to be alone, but over time she 
learned how to do everything on her own. The only man she needed in her 
life was her young prince. 
But this princess did not get a happy ending. When everything was looking 
wonderful, an evil witch came and stole the young prince. When the
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princess went to the town to get help, one of the merchants recognized her 
from stealing from him and called the guard, and the princess was thrown 
into the dungeon not knowing where her son was or when she would be 
freed. 

THE END

Fly from the Inside

WINNING THE LOTTERY

Who’s the lucky one
That you’ll choose to love
His back you will have
When push comes to shove
Who’s the on you will trust
With all of your fears
Who’s the one worthy
To wipe away your tears
Who’s the one
You long for at night
Who’s the one
That you will hold tight

Does he light up your eyes
With a loving remark
Does he hold you hand
While braving the dark
What’s this mans name
Whose absence you’ll miss
Why is it him
That you choose to kiss
Who is this man
That you love to see
Who is it that gets to take
The place of me?
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Gabriel S.

VIRULENT VORTEX

 Allow me to recite a memoir of a reallionaire, not some war story,
never could my life be fully told in a poem, let alone a short story. 
 I can only speak on what I know, and where I’ve been, 
my life has consisted of these prison walls, personal loss and laden. 
 I lived and caused mayhem so long, that mayhem is who I became, 
my lifestyle drives me crazy and my poor mama insane. 
 My voice echoes as if I call out from a cave, a cages mind, a caged 
man, longing to be free. 
Was it I who abandoned life? Or was it life who abandoned me?
 Why would anybody yoke themselves with people who are not their 
equal?
Why would anybody surround themselves with people who are the epito-
me of all evil?
 How can affliction become an addiction?
 Why would you seek comfort in calamity?
 How does one become infatuated by insanity?
 A lost boy is a life-long skid, Rufio turned rancid, 
a never has been, even though he has been, 
in dark places dancin’… dancin’ with the devil, 
more like romancin’.
Living life like he’ll never run out of chances. 
 It’s as if I’ve been bitten, down with the sickness,
the struggle is sexy and sinful all while it seductively seduces the masses, 
here’s to the black mass, 
who move en masse, in search for your very own
black flag. 
 Who knows the story of the hard knock life?
You see what most would consider burden,
people like me consider stripes. 
 What drives people to run and gun, with guns,
from sun up til sun down with fraudulent friends
and consider it fun?
 Who knows the story of when life knocks hard?
The cost of this game is not only your soul, 
but also your heart. 
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 Sometimes you have to lose your mind to come to your senses. 
You don’t have to be a scholar to make sense of this. 
This here’s for a non-believer, one who would say
that I’m just superstitious, telling people that my
words are frivolous and that my story appears to be fictitious…
Well here, chew on this!
Tell me how knowledge tastes because to me it’s delicious. 
But not all are hip to this. 
  Most have never experienced the struggle,
so to them the struggle isn’t real. 
Tell me have you ever had to contemplate suicide because 
you no longer want to feel what you feel?
Have you ever had to steel what you eat, 
or eat what you steal?
Most have never experienced the struggle,
so to them, the struggle is surreal. 
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Jessica C.

MY LOYALTY

My loyalty lies face down in dirt,
so if that’s all it take so you never hurt.

My loyalty stands next to your side
watching your back from those who may hide

My loyalty dies with your last breath
cause when you are gone I breathe in death

My loyalty wants to just watch you smile
cause that’s one thing to me in life that worth while

My loyalty sees who you really are
to keep your love I will travel far

My loyalty knows you were meant for me
cause everything else has no meanse or is just a tease

My loyalty acknowledge feels your pains 
when you hurt inside I go insane

My loyalty in trust & believes in you
and will follow you wherever you may lead
if it’s straight to the grave
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AMPLIFIED

Hutch D

Amplified, by the excitement of the preconceived 
concept of life as a writer rather than a rider...
Picking up the pen to begin the record of 
the days long since left behind in time. 
Amplified is the light that twists the darkness into 
Agapi love, from Mother Earth and Our Father 
who gave their only son for democracy. 
With smiles of great delight. 
Thus the lesson always being one of love. 
Synapses of the brain firing out of order without  
the addicts’ addiction amplifiers ringing inside in the mind. 
From the game of these shameless streets that don’t care 
about the music that makes or breaks communities, 
Condemns or condones mere mortal humans.  
Freeing the souls or tortures thy mind, amplified a  
great multitude of times, echoing through the hollows of 
the sobering man-child desperately seeking the promises of  
Agapi love and grace, promised by the trilogy of the  
Heavenly King and Queen.
Free will abides opening doors, closing others. Crawling 
through the windows of the three heavens longing to be under 
the protection of Christ’s blood. 
When the angles of the tacey meeting  
challenge thy freewill with the question, what would you  
rather be, a drummer or a violinist 
Answer being: why must thy only be of 2? 
Some days thy needs to be a drummer to set the pace for 
the race of rage inside. Its inner dark-light current incarcerated state that’s 
only forgotten by today’s computerized loop used by today’s youth 
Never understanding the hours of sweat from the neon lights
beating down on the ringing of the amplified muscle memory with every 
strike. 
Yet, let’s not be so quick to let the rhythm of the harsh 
ways of the damn rhythm not be complimented by the  
soothing tones of the strings of the lady like violin.
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AZFACT

OPEN LETTER

To whom this may concern or whomever may witness, with this game 
comes addiction, it’s just part of the business, it’s just part of the mission. 
Pardon this sickness, it’s the land of the afflicted, it’s part of our system, 
it’s called treatment, halfway, probation or prison. We try to reach the top 
from the bottom we’ve risen. Once we get there miss it cuz the angle keeps 
switching. Cuz it’s like we risk our lives for a better livin’, either we die or 
fall short end up with life in prison. Can’t fault ‘em though, not too long 
ago I was right there with ‘em. I was one of the wildest dogs on the block, 
if a dude got too close, man, I bit ‘em. We covetcross with diamonds in 
‘em far from a Christian. Struggle under the weight of crucifixes claim no 
religion, we line up for bus rides like it’s a f****n’ tradition. I’m my family’s 
third generation caught in this cycle, man this sh** in our blood. ins are 
easy like look no hands with my eyes closed. The places I’ve called home 
on the side of this dying road. The voices may be different but the struggle’s 
order than time though. I’ve seen people use drugs until they lose them-
selves, so if you look at it like that it’s your life we sell. It’s unclear what’s 
on top if there’s winner than who? Got everyone like where’s home. So if 
there’s a victim, is it you? How does that hold true if we volunteered we go 
from days to years from rivals to peers, we share wisdom with others when 
it given to us it’s like we cover our ears. Not my first time here but it’s the 
first time it’s been wired. Is it seeing with sober eyes after the chemical fog 
lifted? Or did I find humanity that cured my indifference? I was told once 
you won’t get it until you start gettin’ once life starts hittin’ you from angles 
and those points start to register after so many years of missin’ it. And 
your own actions front you out as a hypocrite cuz for real how is anything 
accidentally deliberate. I guess I can only speak for myself. No more ex-
cuses, I got to find peace within myself. My experiences are mine so I won’t 
project them on to anyone else. So if you identify I’m there with you. So 
remember me if you figure it out, and if it’s me first I’ll come and get you. 
Just trying to reach a point where I can say it’s some sh** that I’ve been 
through.
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Cindy143JFC

THE ZOO

Here we go 1,2,3, and 4 the Zoo is the adventure for the day. 
We walk in thinking about what happens now at the zoo I’ve just entered. 
One strip down put on a green shirt. 
Wait I didn’t sign up for this. 
Two strip down take a cold shower 
Wait I didn’t sign up for this 
Three while your stripped down let me check all 
your areas and get your orange suit on 
Four now that we are in orange we are ushered into the new zoo 
Which they want us to automatically know 
the rules, and follow them hell, I don’t 
follow anyone on the street, why here? I ask. 
Wait I didn’t sighn up for this!!!!
Oh wait here comes the line of 
people to look and gawk at us! 
Oh sh**  I’m IN THE ZOO, 
not at the zoo
I really didn’t sign up for this

Image by: Cindy143JFC
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Elisabeth V.

BUT HERE I AM

I walked out of the courthouse and I saw the school 
I remembered when I was too short to reach the sink 
Looking at this courthouse and I’d think 
I’d wonder who 
Those tattooed 
Men were, I said 
I’d never end up like them 
Yet there I was 
Walking out of the courthouse 
A mouse 
In a trap 
I lacked 
In any guilt

The tattoos 
I wore weren’t on my skin 
But I knew I’d lose 
My light and grow dim 
Because my tattoos were still in ink 
The ink on paper telling stories of gore 
All the things I wanted to do and how I didn’t care anymore 
They were frightened of me 
But I was dying to see 
Somebody who wasn’t scared 
Somebody who compared 
Themselves to me and said 
“Let it go”

They were all dying to love me when I could’ve been a victim 
When father could’ve had furtive 
Perverted 
Intentions and wandering hands 
But as soon 
As I said it wasn’t true 
Was as quickly 
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As they turned against me

Could I not have suffered without it? 
Could any pain not have violated me? 
Left my mind to be 
Alone in the cold 
My skin remains 60° on a comfortable day 
They say
I’ll die before I’m old 
Because my soul is cold 
And my skin is almost 
As bad

I walked out of the store and saw the church 
I remember when I was too small to grasp the concept of their purge 
I said I’d never leave 
Yet here I am and I’m proud to be 
The one who broke free 
From past beliefs 
Because the pastor told me 
It was a sin to love a woman 
Better yet it was a sin to say things only a man was allowed to say

So I said 
Instead 
“Don’t look forward to seeing me again”
And I left 
I wanted to say  
Look 
At your ways 
At your precious book  
And it says 
You should kill me lest 
You go to hell with me 
Because I have said it is just
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And that to you is a lie 
Because my mind 
Thought it 
And according to your story book 
That’s as bad as doing it

I sat in the car as it pulled its weight by 
I saw my old house where memories lie 
I remember saying 
I’d never leave her side 
Yet here I am 
And when she left I cried 
I cried for three days 
And wouldn’t look away 
From my past 
I missed her

I grasped onto the door and fell to my knees later that night 
I looked up at my sister with teary eyes
I again 
Hung my head 
And uttered in pure dread 
“I miss her”
I walked out of the room 
And down the hall I presume 
I saw my sister’s door 
Where I collapsed and cried on the floor 
And I said 
“I thought I’d never get better 
But here I am”
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Say not a word

Just hold me tighter 

This moment safe from our crooked desires 

An innocent comfort that cannot be hired 

And if our lips touch let there be no fire 

This moment just hold me until this moment is dire 

No touch of the blade, nor rope or fire 

Just don’t let me go 

Just hold me tighter 

Move not the slightest 

Just hold me for longer 

If hands be held 

They need not wander 

Not for now, for now I ponder 

So for now 

Just hold me forever 

And if you cannot

Just hold me for longer

Elisabeth V.

INNOCENT COMFORT
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IF YOU THINK I’M JEALOUS

Seth B.

If you think I’m jealous, I am it means I love you 

I’ll never give up & no one will ever be above you 

If you think I’m jealous, it’s cause you’re irreplaceable 
No one could step into my life & make me unfaithful 

If you think I’m jealous, it’s true so don’t forget 

The good times that we had & the moment we met 

If you think I’m jealous, go ahead look at the facts 

I write poem after poem because I want you to come back 

If you think I’m jealous, do you think it’s a good thing? 

Does it make you feel wanted? Does it make your heart sing? 

If you think I’m jealous always remember what I’ve said 

I’ll always love you & I’ll always keep you fed 

If you think I’m jealous, does that mean you’re jealous too?  

When you told me that you loved me, did you mean it to be true? 

If you think I’m jealous just know I really am 

Because you mean the world & I do give a damn.
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DADDY IS NEAR

RFK

I haven’t left you and I love you so, 

You are always in my heart and I will never let go 

I know you can’t see me, I have not runaway 

My sweet baby boy, I’m coming home someday 

When you hear my voice, don’t shed a tear, 

Just know that I love you.... Your daddy is near...

Curtis W.

HARDEST THING

The hardest thing I have done in life 
To have my daughter Emily be born (still birth), on the day I graduated 
from High school. Holding her in my arm not moving or crying or yelling. 
Holding My daughter in my arms t take pictures to start a healing process. 
Having to Hold my daughters casket on my lap from the funeral home to 
her grave. Placing her in the ground and trying not to wonder why this has 
happened.  4 years later I have Jorianna. My first alive daughter. She was 
and still Is the the most beautiful girl I have ever seen. But I got high and  
Lost my way. Went to prison and had another daughter Charlottie while  
I was away. Now I am going back again cause I did not know How to con-
trol my emotions. I won’t see them for 2 years now. 
Now why did I do this to me. Hardest thing ever. 
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AZFACT

REAL TALK

No need to sympathize, still see hate in their eyes, witnessed me relinquish 
pride, assumed my vision died. Just know it’s still alive, keep this between 
you and I, I’m still working on a masterpiece, I keep em locked inside when 
the time is perfect I’ll give it to the world like take it with these words as 
my brush I’ll make my canvas on these pages. It’s more than just a hobby, 
know this is art to me, these words come from my heart so this pen’s like 
an artery. So on these loose leaves I bleed, man I give every part of me. So 
many issues almost too much to sift through, it’s like you get a subscription 
to stay current with this dude. Lately I have a major one with trust myself, I 
say I find peace when it’s just myself, but these scars on my arms prove I 
can’t trust myself. I know my angle’s screwed I can’t seem to adjust it my-
self. But pride and old wounds won’t let me ask for help. Not sure it matters 
though through my actions I scream it. Been told my mind’s gone even 
though I do remember the place I seen it, on my way to getting it back even 
if the route I chose was scenic, so many nights on the concrete and battles 
with demons, guess this cage was God’s way of finally intervenin’. Call it 
luck or call it karma, man call it whatever. I call it learnin’ from yesterday 
to make tomorrow better. I could recap all of my misery, summarize all 
my memories, f***, a violin you’d have to give me a symphony. Most of it 
was a by-product of my own frustration, after years of trying to be perfect 
my own sedation  made victims out of my peers, this hell is more, it’s of 
my own creation. So as for the current position I’m in, my past may be a 
factor but I can only blame that to a certain extent as for my problems with 
my family and my issues with friends, I can only blame that on the person 
I’ve currently been. Some of it I can fix while I still have a chance to. Some 
of the damage is irreparable, expiration date past due. Ignorance is what it 
is but it’s far from a damn excuse, ain’t no bliss felt and I ain’t innocent of 
sh**. I rightfully deserve every locked door and each time steel was locked 
on my wrists. Let it all go is what most people keep telling me, mole hills 
create mountains, but for most of us they make felonies. I’m not angry 
though and far beyond hatred, I elevated past emotions so basic or maybe I 
went in depth past the superficial to face it. To get to the root of a problem 
you’ve got to get to the base of it, and in turn I found my soul, you can say 
touched base with it. Not many second chances come to most, this I know. 
My skin forever bares the marks of the only life I’ve know, but each scar
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I embrace, to me they symbolize how much I’ve grown. Once heathen from 
a vagrant kingdom without a throne, now a man from a child with four of 
em of my own, it’s time for me to evolve from my old ways and prove I’m 
better than what I’ve shown.   

Image by: Zach M.
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Gabriel S.

RIDDANCE

A lost boy, a lost life forever scarred, 
A life behind fences, fetters, forever barred. 
Criminal minded, afflicted by addiction, 
I’ve danced with the devil, lived life in affliction. 
Such shame a name can bring, this moniquer I so denounce. 
I lost myself, a man with no light, a man they now denounce. 
Family of believers praying I seek counsel from up above. 
Anchored in addiction, never allowing myself to rise up above. 
Too smart of a man, too intelligent to ever play dumb, 
Shame cloaked by pride, am I alone, why am I numb. 
A foolish man who sought fame in a name so few knew. 
In my darkest hour the man in the mirror mouths.... 
IT’S JUST YOU 
Where’d everybody go, I guess I’ll go it alone, 
Sowed my love in barren lands, never could’ve anything grown. 
I don’t know who I am but this isn’t me. 
Let me rid myself of mayhem because mayhem isn’t me. 
No longer will I allow my mistakes to define me or my future will look the 
same as my past. 
Hard times have not come to stay, rather come to pass. 
It’s gonna be hard to overcome what’s already been done. 
But now that my eyes are open, I call today..... day one.
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RFK

STRESS BOX

People yelling! Into the phone on their ear 
I can’t understand how they are not full of cheer 
They yell at their girlfriends 
They yell at their wives 
Screaming & yelling about how they ruined their lives 
“You’re dumb. You’re stupid. I needed that money!!”
But once it is there, it’s “I love you, Honey.”
The following week, it’s the same situation 
Screaming & yelling at the telephone station
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Baby D Montoya

ME AND BELLA

My hands held you since you were born 
My hands changed your caca diapers 
My hands learned how to braid your hair 
My hands taught you how to clean your shoes 
My hands held your hand while I took you to your first day of school 
My hands gave you your first hat 
My hands taught you how to fight and defend yourself 
My hands have wiped your tears when you are sad 
My hands hold you for we could cuddle at night 
My hands will have your back forever 
My hands get sad cause you’re growing up too fast 
And soon will want to let go until then AHAHAH 
Scratch that my hands will hold you tight for  
the rest of your life cause you will always be 
My best friend and my baby forever and ever so please 
Don’t ever let go cause my heart beats...
Beats for you.

Image by: Erica C.
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Beautiful Disaster

THESE HANDS

These hands have felt so much pain 

So much hurt and sadness, 

Yet these hands are strong, 

And beautiful. These hands 

Are empty yet full. These 

Hands are scared to move on 

And scared to stay behind 

These hands are gentle yet firm. 

These hands are Free 

These hands are Me
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ANOTHER RANDOM THOUGHT

AZFACT

May God bless all of us underachievers, or may the universe protect us 
from what may lie beneath us. But while we alive like my wife would say, 
let that song play. Just don’t kill that vibe King Lamar say. She’s like mid-
June early morning Sunday. Got me like a blood hound lovin’ those sun 
rays. Took me off those streets where I once had run stray. Several things in 
common, and we share at least one name. I know lately we don’t speak 
enough. I know I tend to think too much. And yeah, it’s all love, but when 
we both get free you won’t be seein’ us for at least a month. Make me feel 
young like I was when Eazy-E had your sneaks up or when Reebok had 
those where you had to pump those sneakers up. Flawless in your sym-
metry, haunted by your imagery, vivid and unreal at the same time like my 
favorite dream. Never had our secrets told. From a different cloth we were 
sowed. Family of the streets, let’s show what concrete can grow. Give a f*** 
who don’t like it, I spit with no shame. for the most part keep it clean but 
still lyrically profane. I was on track to crash the Game like Illsay’s protégé. 
God loves ugly, hit the scene like lyrical gold mine and struck a nerve with 
me like a dude struck a fault line. Led me to putting my mental to rest, in 
other words murdering thoughts. Laying my demons to rest with a pen 
that I brought. Cutting through that yellow tape with a couple phrases and 
leave it all on a page like chalk on the sidewalk. It’s easy to face the mir-
ror but how does it feel when your eyes lock? And can you live with your 
choices? Only so much your blocks. You can hang yourself with your deci-
sions, let your own mind tie the knots. Actually use my old rope like you’re 
tied off for a shot. I’m good with my reflection so this time I think not. 
Being scarred from your past is like moving forward. Well, taking a step 
back backward. The first footstep may be blind but you can’t plan for what’s 
after. I’ve already done the former, this time I’ll take the latter. And just rise 
above it, flying solo may be a risk but it isn’t like I haven’t fell in public. This 
life isn’t made by what you take and everything you choose bring a reward. 
But these dudes in a race to lose life like a new sport. So if those ends don’t, 
why don’t cut that sh** loose. And if you can’t justify the means then you 
should tie that sh** up in a noose. It’s all meta phrases, divine intervention 
or the blinding truth. Cuz or current positions are due to cause and effect. 
But things change when realize every action causes an effect most of us run 
into problems when our balances ain’t checked. Even though most prob-
lems are solutions that ain’t found a cause yet.
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UNTITLED

iFFy

Guacamole, green Grinch leaves 
sometimes I’m so shy it’s incapacitating 
Sometimes pink paintballers 
Assassinate us, and sometimes 
Piano players see black and white kilo keys 
In photographs, graph paper mazes 
Craze haze purple, yellow gun cock lock block and load it 
Mac & cheese eating bread crumb trail 
Easy shake & bake sleezy sandbox strange kittens 
twisted candy molly manic panic attack 
on 7-11 you can have a free slurpee 
& on Christmas Eve cops give you just a warning
But come New Years, a quota lays before them 
I don’t blame them, their pride abhors but 
Strangers from Texas bring salt and pepper shakers 
Color the ocean wasps and sun circle make war go away 
& make friends out of those we would
normally not take the time to know 
Spiders in the snow, sled and go tip toeing around 
Haunted houses and happy go lucky pumpkin spice 
Lattes so shut up and kiss the holy writ 
Written and visualizations, coca cola red and brown 
bubble carbonating in my coffin 
stir the sh** pot cauldron
Sunglasses, parents, and 3:30 alarm clock warnings 
These days get stranger 
And hallway wavers, static explosions in work release 
spinal column fish in the sea 
Spade grave diggers candy land skipping
Unicorns and space ships, boo bottle chilling doin time 
all by myself 
Golden moons and felix feelin’ vicious 
Luck four leaf beet reddish purple carrot soup 
Onions minced garlic cilantro cheddar 
Hard cracker barrel ghost PacMan Mario
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beep bop boop drip drop and Swiss bank account 
Wolf of Wall Street boats 
Hello mellow melon yellow gel pen mafia manifesto 
diamonds in the sky and tag team whiz bangers 
mashed potatoes with business and gravy 
Secret hairpiece pearl necklace rhyme disease 
Steady going no ride bicycle Champaign 
Trump card poker face campaign 
The end for now, goodnight.

Juicy Jae

LOOKING AT ME

A glimpse into the mirror brings no shock for what I am shown is no sur-
prise

Looking into my own eyes I see all that remains is nothing but a ghost of 
what I once was 

Sifting through the ashes of the fire that was ignited by my own hand I  
desperately look for anything good that remains 

I stare into space holding my precious reminders so tight they cut my 
hands  

All alone I bleed as I cling to my tiny pieces of hope.
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Gabriel S.

PICTURE FRAME

Sinful passions forge fetters. Drunken nights, pulled triggers. Prison terms, 
scented letters. 

Bound to where. Seemingly casted out in to the abyss, the darkness is deaf-
ening. 

Bound to whom. Living this lost boy life will surely be the death of me. 

Good is an enemy of great. Sinful are the ways of the egotistic. Crooked 
road for a crooked walk. Seductive are the ways of the sadistic. 

A product of darkness knows what? What it’s told. It’s dark outside because 
an apostate said so. 

Blind can’t see, led to a state of apostasy.... Eyes closed, take a mental pic-
ture than picture a life in forfeiture. 

Freeze frame, moment captured, getting ghost my personal rapture. 

Good is an enemy of great. Devious are the ways of the misfit. Drugs in-
duced promises, spoken lies spoke so optimistic. 

Far from reverend, by the streets I’ve been ordained. Take this 12 year sen-
tence, my life’s on pause, better yet freeze framed. 

I thought I wanted to die until I tasted death, now I’m trying to make 
things right with the life I have left. 

Sinful passions forge fetters. Drunken night, pulled triggers. Prison terms, 
scented letters.
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Cale H.

ONE LINERS

Don’t be hasty and judge my cover, take  
The time to read my book and you’ll see, 
One of the things I’ve learned is that what  
We build our foundation on.... Is how our 
Houses will stand throughout eternity 
I don’t fight aimlessly, I fight for purpose  
With wisdom and smarts, we need to slow  
Down and first learn to navigate our own 
Hearts, seizing every moment from beginning 
To end. We can’t help everyone, but  
Remember everyone can help someone my 
Friend. Keep in mind destiny isn’t a matter 
Of chance, it’s a matter of choice, so fight 
For what matters most and give destiny  
A voice. Freedom is spelled responsibility  
That’s for sure, and an ounce of  
Prevention is better then a pound of 
Cure, so rise above comfort and  
Security to get the job done, and  
Chart a wise course through life... remember 
To have a little fun. We all have 
Something special, it’s a gift, take time and  
Hone it, and always remember a life of  
Significance is born in a single moment, 
So don’t judge my cover... read my 
Book and you’ll see, what’s behind  
The cover isn’t nothing, but it’s me. 
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Evlynne

UNTITLED

It used to be, when I look at you, I see me.  

A perfect reflection, everything that we could ever be.  

We used to fly so high, you made me free.  

Until you didn’t anymore. 

You chained me up, cut me off from your love.  

You could hear my cries through hell below and heaven above.  

You left me there thinking you could trust that my love for you couldn’t 
wear and tear,  

Never thinking that it would be more that I could bear 

I begged of you, just to let me go, even though I still held on to the hope 
that you would change,  

That you would come back to me and show me the way, but in the end, 
chasing after you just got me more pain.  

A breaking point came, a change I had to make,  

Either to break free or just break. 

I’m sorry I had to leave you behind,  

When your love, our love, a perfect union was all I wanted to find. 
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Emoking

DARKNESS REIGNS

Out in the dark shadows reign 
Moving shifting, make you insane  
Strange glimpses of a random horror 
Not able to make it through the door 
Stumbling around being watched from the side 
Being scared because there is nowhere to hide 
Being blind in all the open space 
Feeling around trying to find a new place 
Running from the nightmares only makes it worse 
Giving into the inevitable accepting the curse 
Hearing voices echo in the dark 
A shot fires BOOM and it hits its mark 
When you wake up not knowing how to feel 
You notice the wounds are actually real 
Laying in a pool of your own blood 
The tears starting to flow like a flood 
Your asking yourself why me why now  
Still you can’t figure out how  
Your final breath comes at last 
And now everything is lost in the past 
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NEW PAGE

AZFACT

Got my sights set now, I’m raising them from that dark place to the sun 
rays again my own constellation I’m creatin’ men find my place in those 
stars f*** chasin’ them. You ain’t gotta look hard, I’m in the same place I’ve 
been. I can sense it from far, I feel the hate from them but these shoes fit 
perfect ain’t even got to break them in. Not that I’m arguing, mostly they’re 
right in their description, the color was a bit off the shade just didn’t fit 
him, always been custom made them labels were never stickin’. Not sure 
what today’s standards are whatever that may be. We should take up our 
own sides plan to meet up in between. I’m going to take the high road, y’all 
can take the mainstream. Never been one to follow the crowd, never do 
what they doin’, always managed to stand out like the Roots create my own 
movement. But up until recently this craft wasn’t something I would even 
consider pursuin’. My mentality was too polluted, either from the drugs 
I was ingesting or all the sh** I was doing. Started feeling numb, feelin’ 
like I had lost it. Thankful to pick up where I had lost it and thanks to all 
those waiting patiently for me to realize I had dropped it. I can’t look to the 
future and hold on to old disaster, can’t live in the rearview cuz that view 
is a**-backward. Not sure what the future holds, I’m gonna move toward 
it. Not sure tomorrow can beat out my yesterday but I’ll root for it. Man, 
words could never express the feelin’ that’s buildin’ from the years I kept it 
all sealed in. Lost on the streets lead me to raising my bars, so even if I’m 
locked in a box I’m still producin’ my art. Still capturing thoughts, guess 
there is a win if you pick apart each loss, and with each scar I’ve inspected 
I found the strength I’ve sought. I’m my own biggest critic to cynics I turn 
a deaf ear. I’m gonna do me, you can do them, honestly I don’t care. I’m a 
few steps ahead of the demons I used to battle with, the experience made a 
beast with these syllables a monster on some pen dragon sh**. I guess you 
said I made an ally out of my once favorite protagonist. A friend out of my 
skeletons, a partner out of my depression. Let loose a couple ghosts throu
gh a couple confessions. Could make no further progress, hide behind 
locked doors, happy I found my center. I hope you find yours. And if you 
did, my homie, let it all out and rock it. Clearing my mind is the equivalent 
of cleaning out my closet.
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Applesauce

SINGING SATELLITE

My love is like footprints in the snow ba-by! 
I follow you everywhere you go, ba-by! 
The pains light has come to wake you,  
but you will never realize that I inspire the dreams that guide you ba-by. 
 
You’re half a world away, but in my mind I whisper every single word you 
say, 
And before you sleep at night you pray to me your lucky star, your singing 
satellite.  

I follow the winds that bring the cold ba-by. 
I light the fire in your soul ba-by. 
The lightest touch of feathers falling my love maybe invisible,  
But I inspire the dreams that guide you ba-by. 

You’re half a world away, but in my mind I whisper every single word you 
say, 
And before you sleep at night you to me your lucky star, your singing satel-
lite. 
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Leo

UNTITLED

I believe in power 

But lack control 

I believe in spirit 

Yet have no soul 

I believe in genius portrayed by madness 

I believe in smiles masking sadness 

I believe in love of those I hate 

I believe in energy encompassing the sedate 

I believe in courage in the face of fear 

I believe when I get out 

I’ll have a beer 

This I believe
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I’M FREE

Beautiful Disaster

Don’t grieve for me, no I’m free. 

I’m following the path God, has laid, you see. 

I took his hand when I heard his call. 

I turned my back and left it all. 

I could not stay another day to laugh 

to love, to walk or play.

Tasks left undone must stay that way. 

I found the peace at the close of the day. 

If my parting has left a void, 

Then fill it with remembered joys. 

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss oh yes, 

These things too I miss.

Be not burdened with times of sorrow. 

I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow. 

My life’s been full, I savor much; 

Good friends, good times, a loved one’s touch. 

Perhaps my time seemed all too brief, 

don’t lengthen it now with undue grief. 
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Lift up your hearts and peace to thee. 

God wanted me now: he set me free.
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Seth B.

UNTITLED

I’m multiplayin’ like math you stuck dividin’
On track I am invitin’ you haters to stop denyin’
The facts that I am flyin’, its sad you stuck in hidin’
These sacks yeah I’m prescribin’, so stoned it’s petrifyin’
I’m king, Yes I’m the lion, Im flowin and barely tryin’
So bright my flows are buyin’, so pure don’t need refinin’
On point for what you’re buyin’ no cut no modifyin’
A little’s what I’m advisin’, its good its appetizin’
Back on scene, I’m mean, I’m Charlie Sheen 
I’m lean, Promethazine, no ups, amphetamine 
I burn, I’m gasoline, so ill, I’m quarantined 
Will kill, to get my cream, until I reign supreme 
Got skill, no need to scheme, don’t try to intervene
You’ll die, from guillotine, you’ll fry in kerosene 
I’m sweet, I’m grenadine, complete with codeine 
Got the heat, for those friends, yeah the clip, holds 16...

Stuck in this cell thinking heaven or hell, have I done enough good to get 
out of this well? 
Am I so corrupt that my soul I did sell? Will I make it back to the top 
which I fell? 
I feel wasted and busted to those which I’ve trusted, forever engulfed in 
these things which I’ve lusted.  
I muster a call, so please help if you hear it, you can trust me I promise,
 if you dare to come near it. 
So weary, I’m helpless, like a champion that’s beltless, the champion is my 
son, you’d understand if you’ve felt this. 
My girl fills the world and our son is the light, the rays my sunshines keep
 me content in the night 
All I need are my babies, both of you in my arms, the two things that save 
me from the devil and his charm. 
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June

MOTIVATIONAL

To cut to the chase maybe I should let you know 
That your everything is motivational 
For real 
When all the force of badness thinks I’m attractive 
Your, “Stay out of Trouble,” works magic.  
And not just actions but affects my mood 
Red and Blues turned Pink and Purples.  
And it isn’t just words, your everything made you 
Somebody to someone, outside your circle. 
In a perfect form told theoretically 
You’re strength wrapped delicately. 
Living proof that to B.U. becomes Bea.U.tiful 
Which makes it a sure thing your 
The one worth looking for 
Now see I wasn’t supposed to get technical but Hey, 
There’s no mistaken 
That, your everything is my  
Motivation 
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Gabriel S.

REMEMBER

When there’s smoke there’s fire, a premonition,  
thanking my frienemies for their admonition.  
Saying they had my back, when really they never deserved that position.  
I’m not asking you to leave, it’s more of a requisition.  
Here’s a tip, you’re getting cut like a circumcision.  
This is my life, time for a grown man decision.  
Everybody’s got a choice between right and wrong,  
so why does it seem that I do more wrong than right,  
put out in the dark can’t see but I know there’s light.  
One’s never wrong in doing the right thing,  
can a good person never get caught doing the right thing?  
Why can’t I envision a world where right outweighs wrong?  
How is it that I got stuck on this crooked road for what appears to be life 
long. 
Constantly having to remind myself that I walk amount the living and not 
the dead.
My sight has been purged remembering that I’m alive and not to fear the 
dead.  
I’d be limitless if my heart and mind were to become a dynamic duo,  
yet they rage Civil War till death, a bloody dual.  
Long and lonely has this road been perdition, 
where my chaos has become cancerous,  
on bended knee praying for remission...
Forgiving others but never myself, what a contradiction. 
How the hell can incarceration become such an addiction, 
as if addicted to pain, suffering and self affliction, 
tying myself to the whipping post for my very own crucifixion.  
My god can you tell me what it is that I’m missin’, 
and is it possible for me to make that an acquisition, 
or am I too far gone and really just wishin’. 
Forever to be choked out by life then beaten to submission. 
What does darkness have in common with light?
Realizing there’s nobody left so I’m gonna make this next right.  
How can a produce of darkness seek the light?
Not yet knowing how to put thought to action so for now,
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my heart’s gonna tell my pen what to write.  
Why do I always wait until my backs against the wall before I put up a 
fight? 
Coming up out of this darkness I can finally see light.  
Staring at the man in the mirror asking him question after question.  
Do you fear failure, what is change to you other than misconception?  
Do you fear success or are you infatuated with self-deception. 
Do you fear forgiveness knowing in your heart you need redemption?
Do you not remember how to be loved, as we both long for recollection.  
So here I stand stuck not knowing how the rest of the story should go.  
Standing at a crossroad knowing in my heart what I have to let go.  
No longer wanting to wander blindly in the land of the lost,
the buy in for this game is a life, too high is the cost.  
My present state of mind is a gift God given,  
I’m at peace in the present regardless of where I’m livin’. 
My view for now is what I make of it, I see beauty beyond the fence.  
My mind holds me captive no longer, I can breath,  
let creativity commence.  
Digging through memory trying to remember what a good guy looks like. 
Remembering my story has power and that I am what change looks like. 
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Elisabeth V.

IN A GLASS JAR

You told me you wanted me to let you die 
I felt selfish this entire time 
Keeping you alive 
Because you lied  
Said it would get better 
When really it’s a tremor 
Of fear with which I speak  
Fear of being weak 
Without you

Dear if I could see 
The extent of the void 
Where my soul once deployed 
Armies to defend myself 
Now my walls are open and show the shelves 
Empty and robbed 
You sit in a glass jar 
With a tag that reads 
“Heed to my warning 
If you can fix it you can keep it”
And under the label made of cryptic  
Love letters

“Gently used 
Caution, fragile”
Do you even know 
You are the agile 
Creature of my mind 
Slowly sweeping away the time 
I could be thinking 
Of other things

When my soul was robbed  
They didn’t bother 
Taking you along
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You say it’s because you’re a longer 
Story to live 
Just a burden  
Useless

But I say it’s because you’re dangerous 
In a sense that you are easily misused 
But you’re a muse
And never could I betray 
The inspiration of my ways

The glass jar slowly cracks 
In the cold near a flask 
Of bad habits 
Subtly you haven’t 
Left a trace while cleansing me of it 
But I take you in 
Because you do me just as much good 
As you cause me to sin
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iFFy

ELECTRIC GREEN

It’s dark out in the desert 
Underneath the falling stars 
Where do they come from? And when they appear 
It’s like god is tracing the curtain between worlds 
for a second, un-separating us , sparks showering the night 
With golden angeldust 
I could die here 
In the darkness of the expansive night 
Suddenly, a spark ignites the horizon but, 
it’s electric this feeling 
The color of magin 
this electric green 
A burst of light, something so right, shows up on time 
Synchronized with the emotions 
Pulsing in my mind 
Blood binds us 
Fire to fire 
We’ll all grow a bit wiser 
IN the forbidden hours of our longest nights 
We all stayed up to find what we were 
Waiting for our whole life to ignite 
Now is the time
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Artwork by: Freeto
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Seth B.

HAIKUS

Contemplating dirt 
The roses wither away 
Back to where they came 

They say talk is cheap 
Preachers ask for offering 
And still money talks 

Inevitable  
Ashes are blown with the wind 
The fire rises quick 

Are you aware of  
Death, destruction and despair 
Tell me life is fair 

Memories fall short 
Alzheimer’s hits the old 
Have we met before? 

Does life stay the same 
In the sunshine and the rain 
I think I’m insane
 
They say to speak out 
I leak out while I reach out 
Can’t stop the bleed out  

Marked in shadows 
Comes a new superhero 
Sun blows his cover 
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Emoking

UNTITLED

Once in a while after dark 
If you pay attention real close 
Looking up you see a spark 
Twinkling beautifully like a rose.

Starting to think of things long lost 
Remembering bright, fun filled days, 
Thawing your heart, melting the frost 
And thinking of all the fun ways. 

Looking for her, remembering her smiles, 
Laughing and joking, longing for more, 
Walking anywhere for her even a thousand miles, 
Loving when she would walk through the door. 

Leaving her in the past never came up 
Living a life full of peace, 
Our love was stronger than a camel’s hump 
Nothing between us, not even a crease. 

She was mine forever, never wanting something new, 
Realizing I had found my one and only mate 
I used to be able to say I was one of the lucky few, 
Wishing I could hold her in peace, not hate.
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SeanArtisan@

MR. SEANARTISAN@

Mr. Artisan believes he can 

Ms. Pessimist says it can’t be done 

Mr. Artisan will turn common things into unique works of art 

Ms. Pessimist says it’s only a pile of wood and rock 

Mr. Artisan will take pride in everything he does 

Ms. Pessimist says this is a stupid job 

Mr. Artisan thinks it’s important to finish what he started 

Ms. Pessimist has more important things to do 

Mr. Artisan will do it again if he doesn’t get it right 

Ms. Pessimist will quit if you upset her 

Mr. Artisan makes every activity fun 

Ms. Pessimist won’t do it if she isn’t paid enough 

Mr. Artisan believes his actions rooted in good character will have the best 
outcome, even if he can’t see it 

Ms. Pessimist will not be ignorant, you must prove good character will 
produce the best results 

Mr. Artisan sees opportunity in every crisis 

Ms. Pessimist sees crisis in every opportunity
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SeanArtisan@

I KNOW

Mr. Teachable can learn to make money 

Ms. Pretentious is still mad at everyone 

Mr. Teachable has solved the biggest problem in his life 

Ms. Pretentious does not have time to talk things out 

Mr. Teachable just gave himself a raise 

Mr. Pretentious says her boss is stupid 

Mr. Teachable is liberated from cleaning the space between his ears 

Ms. Pretentious is still looking past herself in the mirror 

Mr. Teachable knows he must keep good company 

Ms. Pretentious consults with idiots five times a day for 20 minutes so she 
doesn’t feel bad 

Mr. Teachable must decide what’s important in life 

Ms. Pretentious is still looking in the mirror 

Ms. Pretentious will go the wrong direction 

Mr. Teachable won’t follow 
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SeanArtisan@

VOTE FOR ME!

I’m the same from day to day said Mr. Trusty 

Being the same from day to day is lame said Ms. Dishonesty 

I don’t mind if people don’t like me because of my character said Mr. Trusty
 
I want everyone to like me and give me a thumbs up said Ms. Dishonesty 

I might say something that hurts you said Mr. Trusty 

I will never hurt your feelings said Ms. Dishonesty 

I will love you the best I can said Mr. Trusty 

No one will love you better than me said Ms. Dishonesty 

I have no money but I have a dream said Mr. Trusty 

I have money, dreams are for losers said Ms. Dishonesty 

You can believe what I do said Mr. Trusty
 
You shouldn’t doubt what I say said Ms. Dishonesty
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Gregory W.

PLEASE PICK ME UP

There was a young man hitchhiking down a lonely desolate highway called 
life. This highway was owned by the Devil full of hate, anger, and selfish p
ride. As this man walked, he thought he was being at his best, but as he 
continued down this horrible demonic highway, his life was truly put to the 
test.  
He stumbled and fell numerous amounts of times. And more than once 
he wanted to give up and tried to take his own life. There 3 people stopped 
to pick him up and help him on his way. It was me, myself and I and God 
above that showed me a better way. 

SeanArtisan@

ARTISAN

A pile of rocks and wood is just that until in the hands of a person who 
studies the fine arts. Art of vison will lead that artisan to see the impos-
sible and make something from nothing. Even if you take his eyes, he will 
still see a way to build a solid future. You see the art of vision also has to 
do with the heart, seeing the invisible. When God is in the artisan – water, 
compass, hammer, ruler, and trial are not just simple tools. Without God, 
wood, rock, and steel are vanities.  
 Without hope, I’m nothing



SpeakOut! Fall 2016146

Karen L.

UNTITLED

How do we continue all these days? A past full of pain. Manage to keep 
your head up and above water. Finally everything seems to come together. 
How long will it last? With the stresses from the world outside it brings 
anxiety inside. What happens from here? It’s falling again. The weight on 
your shoulders, your mind begins to wander. Things begin to turn back-
wards only now you are tired. This time around you fall, have to be strong 
again! Can’t continue all these days this way anymore? How do we continue 
all these days this time around?

Eddie V.

NO PLACE TO HIDE

When there is no place to hide, when you are in a dark room full of the 
people you love and you are screaming at the top of your lungs and no one 
can hear you, you become a soldier in your mind, the only way out is to 
fight, so throw yourself out to the wolves and believe you will come out 
leading the pack, with faith and strength in your God, you can be the most 
powerful person alive. Never give up because you are the only one who can 
fight your own war, the war going on inside. Don’t ever let anyone tell you, 
you can’t do it, or what you are fighting for is wrong. Get mad and say yes I 
can. And come out on top of whatever the situation in your life is, little or 
big as it is.
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AJKW

OUR PATH FORWARD

We can’t find you now. 
Where you lost somehow? 
That was in the past. 
Thank God at last. 
You and me, you and me together, holding hands 
In this coming to be snowy weather. 
Oh how precious the good memories. 
Soft lights, holding hands, together dancing to songs of variety. 
Celebrating our love, recovery and sobriety. 
I love you, David. 
Don’t look back. 
You’re not going there.

Natasha M.

UNTITLED

Would be the greatest thing to ever happen to me. I’ve only known hurt 
and pain so real love is hard to notice and when I finally see it, it’s either 
too late because I pushed it away or it’s hard for me to accept.
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Vicious Delicious

THE DAY YOU TOOK MY LOVE AWAY

There is no possible way 
I will ever forget that day 
as I sat on the edge of the bed 
and said go ahead. 

I rolled up my sleeve 
because in you I believe. 

You said just close your eyes 
you’re in for a big surprise. 

I felt the tiny prick 
it only took one stick. 

The push took my breath away 
you told me I was okay. 

Lie down next to me 
let me show you ecstacy. 

I had to let you do what you wanted 
I couldn’t have moved to stop it. 

I wonder if you planned it this way, 
Do you know what you did to me that day? 

For years I couldn’t remember 
my heart was way too tender. 

Years later I sit here alone, 
the love we once knew shattered and torn. 

Because now I will never forget that day 
it was the day you threw my love away. 

Oh and if you don’t remember...
That day was in May.
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iFFy

GHOST FIRE

This tree of life is a raging fire 
like your soul 
Its embers & smoke burn forever 
Because your love and light will never grow cold 
There’s a rainbow in the sky, clouds & stars 
The night may seem dark 
But remember this tree 
It represents the eternal 
And the things unseen
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AZFACT

LIFE

Verse 1
This is dedicated to them days when I didn’t know enough. Back when I 
was wild runnin’ them streets, ain’t no controlling use. Red and blue lights 
APB police rollin’ the other mantra besides father forgive us was I don’t 
give a f***. We usually lost, life before me ever started livin’ juvie was start-
ing school for aspiring villains that was when we were fightin’ in the streets 
like titles were given, a year after grade school, a few before prison. Back 
when we were still new, but we were already jaded. Any halos given to 
us were quickly passed to the pavement. No medical school explains our 
complete lack of patients. Fed on hatred, acquainted with desperation. If 
we wanted it we could take it like you late with a payment. Wasted night 
wondering where the day went. Wondering this world blind trying to find 
a placement. 

Chorus
I dedicate this to them days when I didn’t know enough. No knowledge 
of the game, never hesitated showin’ up. Since day one stood my ground, 
promised em I’ll never run, I put it on all I love, everything and everyone 
steppin’ over the messes made when we were young, whatever’s left behind 
I only ask you forgive, can never change what I did, I only promise to live.

Verse 2
Reached 17 we finally work on now toxins, keep us in the clouds, dark days 
reversed our smiles, crimes grew versatile out there getting’ it in pockets 
getting’ big yeah the hustles workin’ out, cuz if they were makin’ that paper 
then I was headed there. I went from CO on the road to nowhere, every 
spot between A and Z west Phoenix was my birth place but didn’t even 
have a there. was a nomad friend to no man on these streets. You die alone 
took me no time to know that. Pitched night and day. White and beige 
even been known to throw black they would toss em all day if you coul
d bring that green back. Considering my age I was a child barely able to 
stand. I was a juvenile convicted as a grown man. That was my life until 
then, I wasn’t glorifying it but roses have thorns you adopt to survive your 
environment. I made it for ten years after my release without going back 
through. I had a wife and four kids but when that fell through the empire
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I built collapsed and the pillars fell too. Thought I had it right, that was an 
illusion, not life. But when you lost it all you can die or fight. So even after I 
fell I still staggered back. I defied the odds at 32 I’m still alive, yeah imagine 
that. This ain’t Hollywood, and I’m just starting to gain a little bit of it back. 
Have a few angels in my life, I thank the Lord for that. They are the founda-
tions under me. Naomi is like bones in my back. Without y’all I wouldn’t be 
able to remain upright. Come in at the finale, moments when I was about 
to give up on life. Still trying to find words to describe you but ain’t nothin’ 
suitable. Every day is still a struggle but your presence makes it beautiful. 
I love you for life. It used to be to death, that was when I didn’t know as 
much. This future is only possible because of them days when I didn’t know 
enough. 
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Cindy143JFC

KONNIE AND BLYDE

No matter where we roam,  
You will always, always  
be the Blyde to my Konnie.  
Our friends may call us  
gypsies and it may be true!  
Through the hills and valleys  
our adventure goes on!  
Stopping only enough  
to enjoy the lakes, rivers, and the views.  
It is you and me, Blyde.  
Let’s ride this ride  
till we grow old and grey.  
Happy with you and I for company.  
And at the end of the day,  
we cuddle our nights away. 

I love you Blyde 
Love, Konnie
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UNTITLED

Someday we will learn to live without violence. What would life really be 
like or look like? Growing up in Los Angeles California was survival day by 
day which has made me stronger not only mentally but also physically, and 
mentally I could not imagine life without street smarts. Life is full of sur-
prises and different situations and difficulties. Not knowing what I learned 
from fighting the streets would make life harder. Maybe life would be a 
bit more confusing. Maybe if life was easy it would be boring and it would 
have made me a totally different person than I am now. If I had a choice to 
do it again, I would do it the same way. And would not change anything 
I have lived. 
Now with that being said this goes to my fellow street Brothers. If you were 
raised by the streets, be proud of who you are and never regret what you’ve 
done or where you’ve been. That’s what has made you what you are today. 
If you are reading this, it means you have made the first step to success. So 
lift your head up, stick your chest out and walk proud. Remember a very 
important thing: we are not what we are going through. We are bigger than 
that. Sky is the limit. Never sell yourself short. It’s all uphill to the positive 
side from here. See you at the top. And if you fall get back up and push 
harder. One step forward, two steps back. It’s okay!

Eddie V.
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Wispers Califas

AFTER ALL THIS TIEMPO

After all this tiempo 
It’s you and only you 
That I love and want 
To be with... at my lowest 
Of times I could never 
Even dream of wanting 
Anyone other than you 
To have my back... no matter 
What I did or said to hurt 
You... you always looked passed 
It, never tossed it in my face...
And every time I would get the 
Courage to apologize to you for all 
The pain, hurt, and tears... you would 
Know and shut me up... by just 
Saying “Shhh... it doesn’t matter 
I love you...” So from all us Mickey’s 
Out there to all those Minnie’s...
They apologize for their 
Ways... their choices... their words...
That ever did or will hurt you...
Thank you... You truly are 
Their rib... their rock... their world...
Their love... their Minnie’s...
As for myself... I write this still 
In search for a Minnie of 
My own... so if you see her 
Tell her I’m still trying to 
Find my way to her arms...
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Image by: Chelsea
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UNTITLED

The light peering through the lids of my eyes, 
Squinting from the sudden brightness, 
The piercing sound of metal as I step on ice, 
Goosebumps and pain through my skin, 
Hurry before the click of the steel door 
Clanking of dragging sandals 
Inhaling every bite of soy 
The thrill of the sound of my name 
Lockdown – click of the steel door 
A fingerprint left into the shiny, steel, button of a ding of communication 
Slam, slam, slam before the white think powder drips down 
The back of your throat 
Lockdown – click of the steel door 
Smudges on the glass from the anticipation of a brief moment 
Of social communication 
Three rings and the tightening of my stomach before confirmation 
Sixty seconds left – silence 
Click of the steel phone 
Lockdown – click of the steel door

Lynsie G.
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Jason B.

POLICE STATE

Lock down, stand down, 
Spend your days living our lives down. 
The mistakes we’ve made 
Haunt us every day. 
This routine is designed to wear us down 
And the system is built to keep you down. 
There is no justice if you break it down. 
The government turns a profit every round. 
Each arrest is a sales pitch, 
What can’t they sell you when your whole life is at risk? 
We’re all innocent, that is bullsh**. 
Are we guilty as hell? That’s for sure. 
But if we’re here for federal funding, 
Are we free anymore? 
This is the U.S. Effin’ A.
So why are we living in a police state? 
When probable cause is your word against his, 
How can we not be Uncle Sam’s b****? 
So here is a word to the wise, 
If you catch a case, hold on for the ride. 
Take it to the box, tell that to the DA. 
This is the U.S. Effin’ A., 
Not a f***ing police state. 
Guilty or not, what’s your plan? 
The judge will ask you to answer these: 
Are you under the influence? 
Has your decision been forced? 
You say, hell yes, I’m being coerced. 
What would you say after 100 days? 
I live in the U.S. Effin’ A.
Not a f***ing police state.
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Red Diamond

DADDY

Red, yellow, and green horseshoe 
To represent the dad we barely knew 
The only thing we have 
Besides a picture or two. 
As the years go by 
The pictures fade away 
Unlike the tattoo that’s 
Here to stay 
Reminding us every day 
Of the cowboy that faded away. 

In loving memory of Allen Lee AKA Scarecrow
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John Are

THE 24TH STATE OF MISERY

Me me me me me 
Who I am 
Not up to me to follow, not to lead. 
Stay safe in what I know  
Or let God and let go. 
Limited comprehension. 
won’t stop my ascension 
out of this dungeon  
Of self-obsession. 
Love of others 
pleases him  
Don’t need to sink  
I’m learning to swim. 
Mind plays tricks  
if from 666. 
I want out 
must let him in. 
Don’t speak eloquently 
show me!

Jerry H.

WHO IS SHE?
She is the one who catches my attention.  
She is the one who keeps going through my mind.  
She is is the one who finishes my sentences. Who is she? 
She is the one who feels my pain. 
She is the one who lives with my mistakes. 
She is the one who loves my fears. 
Who is she? 
She is the one who owns my heart. 
She is the one who gets my wins. 
She is the one who shares my name. 
Who is she, 
She is my wife. 
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Squirrel

FINAL ANSWERS

Success. Failure. 
Failure. Success. 
The ultimate, final answers to life’s great tests. 
One causes anger, sadness, and despair. 
Enough and you’ll wish to fade into thin air. 
The other brings happiness, hope, and drive. 
Enough and it seems you’re meant to thrive. 
But what if I told you both were good, 
They’re meant to move you,  
No matter which is understood? 
Failure means you took the leap. 
Didn’t matter the water’s depth, 
Or how the slop was steep. 
You didn’t make it, 
Whether by an inch or a mile. 
But thinking back, you can’t help but smile. 
Despite the failure, even through the heartache 
You felt it deep in your bones; it was no mistake. 
Your mind said to keep trying, as did your soul; 
It told you in giving up, you’d lose what you hold. 
So you try, try again, refusing to give up; 
Sometimes making progress, sometimes getting stuck. 
Always moving forward, building up steam, 
Slowly fulfilling your wishes, making true your dream. 
In all trials your Spirit, that powerful steed, 
Knows the only failure in life is not trying to succeed.
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Rehab <--

THE OBSERVER, THE OBSCENE, THE OBSERVED, & THE 
UNSEEN
The afflictions in life that induce such sufferings, 
A hindsight to endeavor wisdom = the tribulations with 
The ability to endure = Temperance... becoming of worth...
With the emotions connected to the word “comfort” is of no 
Value in comparison to joy after suffering as an emotion 
Connected to the idea of “The Divine” and the glory thereof. 
A blessing to help others...
 “When one looks down it is because they are exalted and
When one looks up it is because they need to be exalted,” (Frederick Ni-
etzchie). 
When suffering shows up our heads 
Drop and that which brings comfort lifts up your head...
In accord to looking downward in an un-exalted stature, one 
One surely will find solace from an external source, right? 
Keep your head up, they say... what drives you into higher 
states found within?
             Don’t ask anyone who lacks the comprehension to its
purpose to do anything for you. Ignorance is not bliss! 
Does darkness (of that which is void of light) seek external
Confirmation? Surround yourself with those who demonstrate 
Etiquette and a “Godly” stature while pushing away the wicked. 
Does the “wicked” in fact also seek confirmation to validity 
In Actions? Does the same transpire to our youth 
While teaching what is perceived to be “light”? In 
any case may that which you know to be right prevail. 
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Melibean

MY ROMEO AND JULIET

A boy and a girl,
the best of friends,
elementary to high school
from beginning to end.

Over the years,
their friendship grew.
They both felt the same,
yet neither one knew.

He was her angel,
always making her smile,
the light in her darkness,
he made her life worthwhile.

She made him jealous,
on purpose she tried,
when he asked “Do you love me?”
on purpose she lied.

She played with his heart,
like it was a game,
not knowing the damage she could do,
not knowing how their lives would change.

One night he broke down
feeling very alone
dialing her number, she answered “Hello?”
He told her he loved her then hung up the phone.

Racing over to his place,
she was only moments too late.
He lay in a puddle of blood,
his heart had no rate.

She lay down beside him,
head on his chest as she cried,
grabbing the knife --
that night they both died.

Beside them a note,
said the words sad but true
“I never got to tell him,
but all along I loved him, too.”
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Audrey H.

NATHAN

I truly objectify him 
I mourn over his existence on earth. 
I would kill him but living is painful 
I want him to marinate in regret. 
I want him to sit in his thoughts. 
I admire now how non-pathetic he is on his sins. 
I can’t wait till the day he dies so I can dance on his grave. 
I can’t imagine the day he realizes the agony he caused. 
I can’t imagine the pain he will feel. 
I can’t wait till he gets caught with the next girl. 
I can’t imagine the rumors I will feel when he is behind bars for life
I can’t wait till he burns in hell. 
I will wait for him to die. 
I want silence to kill his soul.  
I can imagine the day he is sitting in his cell. 
I can imagine him asking all his questions. 
I will wait for his apology  
I know it will never come. 
I can’t forget what he did. 
I can’t forget his childish act. 
I hope I wouldn’t care as much as I do now. 
I wouldn’t dwell on him 
I wouldn’t miss him 
I wouldn’t cry in pain 
I would become stronger 
I would be better 
I would be happier 
I would finally trust again
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Ivy

WHY IS THE PAIN SO REAL?

Coming from a life where you do drugs and steal. Getting hemmed up, 
being inside here makes me want to pull my hair out and load a bowl and 
just get lost, not caring what the cost is. Most often I would have fought my 
way out but that is not what this is about anymore. It’s sitting down open-
ing that door to a start, a new chapter. Right now I don’t care about that. 
The hat’s off to all of you who believe and stay true to the darkness that is 
inside. While I am caged in like an animal waiting to get back into the wild. 
Then what am I going to do? Sit on the sidelines and watch everyone else 
go down. In the town that is crumbling because of the drug. Satan thinks 
he is so made. But it’s all fake. Just a façade. I don’t know how much I’m go-
ing to be able to take. 

I still love you, even though the pain was numbing. I give God glory for 
getting to know you. I will always miss you. So tired of leaving you. Tears 
of sadness well great spaces within me. I pray better of you. To spend a life 
with you forever would be just a dream. Wish you could see you like I do. 
So loving and true, passion so hot it becomes a sin. The prison caging us 
inside for a lifetime that makes us hide. Thinking of you every day. With 
nothing else to say. But my pride cannot give you up. I believe in you. With 
all my heart it is true. I miss you always.

Ivy

I STILL LOVE YOU
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Didn’t you know 
not to spend all your days in a rush,
settle down and hush 
just for a minute 
to figure out whether or not 
your heart is really in it.

Speak to the wind 
and tell him hello, 
tell him to go as far 
as he is willing to blow.

Show the earth you are more 
than a natural part of birth 
materializing your thoughts 
into amazing wonders.

You have the power 
to make a decision 
to quit running yourself 
into a tricky position. 

Ivy

YOU SILLY RABBIT
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A collaborative poem from the women from Larimer County Jail

SMELLS, TASTES, AND FEELINGS OF FALL

Pop goes the pumpkin weasel 
The fog covers the death that clings to the air 
The Pumpkin Spice Latte intensifies my steaming breath 
Burr, it’s chilly, let’s start a bonfire with the 
Color changing leaves on the way to the mountains 
I love football and candy 
Pumpkin Pie, oh my! 
My nose pressed on cold glass 
Burr, this too shall pass 
Egg nog, in the fog, while we wait for a hog 
Harley rides between the colorful leaves and trees 
Snowballs 
I bleed orange and blue for Auburn football 
Thanksgiving is family, friends, lots of food, 
And mostly football 
Thrift store Beanies and Halloweenies 
Fur boots and fur hooded sweaters 
The tree’s leaves are falling and I lift my eyes and smile 
Pumpkin guts slipping through my fingers.
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Larimer County Community Corrections 
and Work Release

I AM FROM

I learned to trust myself and not really anyone else. 

I miss my Grandma’s huge wide garden of tomatoes... Mmmmm... smells 
so good. 

I love family so much and my lovely children. 

Where the stars cover the sky like a blanket of diamonds. 

And I sat on brick steps where Dad first pointed to infinity in a dark sky.

I had control to be just me and to simply understand that we are all indi-
vidual and that’s OK. 

That awesome green apple grüne apfel detergent... Mmmmm... smells so 
good. 

I love my grandpa’s farm. It is lovely. 

And you smell the dust as you travel down the back country roads. 

I am from pancakes with mouse ears.
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Turning Point

WE ARE FROM

We are from the cities of Colorado 
Where, when the snow falls and the Christmas lights hang, it’s a beautiful 
night.  
Through the winter and spring we shine so bright.  

The lakes glisten while we walk on the beautiful trails.  
Some parts are bad but most are gorgeous like the starry night 

That shines like diamonds in the sky.  

I am from the crazy slopes up in Copper Mountain.  
I am from the good and the bad.  

I am from the foster system 
I am the robbing and being robbed 

I am from my drug use to sobriety 

We are from all the things that makes us, us. 
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Turning Point

I AM FROM #1

I am from sunshine 
Where the water is warm 
Where exhaustion is in the air from surfing 

I am your future 
Like you were theirs 

Like the sunrise when you are setting 

I am from west woods where 
Graffiti is thick 
Violence is normal and money is priority 

I say I hate Colorado 
But I really do 

It’s too dang cold 

I hope that one day we can eradicate hate 
The pain it causes my house and family is way too great 

I am from hard work, no trust,  
And being poor as dirt 

Trying to provide for my family and their hurt 

I am from craziness 
Where people don’t know what to do 
Where things make no sense 
Where places ain’t places 

I am from bright lights 
Twisted realities 

And lit nights 

I am from no love, cold hearts 
And death that brings out a side of you  
That will put you in a cell with white walls.
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Turning Point

I AM FROM #2

I am from Denver. 303. Mile High City  
We are the one who support the Broncos. 

I am 19 years old.  
I hope that one day I reach success.  

I say f**k what people think. 
 

I am from Dutch Brothers with my grandpa.  
From drives around the lake.  
I am from mascara to hairspray. 
I am from sour dough pancakes to fudge cake.  
I am from pouring down rain to winter sunshine. 
 

I’m from hot Cheetos to lemon juice. 
I’m from exercise to squats.  

I’m from leggings to dickies.  
I hope to one day 

Make bongs in a legal way 
I say f**k it! 

I am from smiles to frowns.  
I’m from long days at the soccer field.  
I’m from running around at the park.  
I’m from taking long walks in the dark.  

I am from family who come together  
To throw get togethers. 
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Turning Point

I AM FROM #3

I am from 
6 am morning skies 
Purple, pink, & orange 

I am from late night parties 
Waking up in random places 

& sh****y mornings 

We are the ones  
Who are up all night 
Who don’t have any worries 
Except shards & fights 

I am those nights 
After a long day of tears like rain 

If only it was drizzle 
But it was a hurricane 

I am accident prone 
Careless & reckless 
Living without regret 
Good vibes only, cuz 

I am from screaming & yellow 
Bruising & tears 

& nonstop nightmares 
I am the first sip of coffee 
Cozy & soothing 
Comforting me like a parent 
Bringing me happiness 
No matter what time of day 

I am from sleeping in on the weekends 
Cuddling with my kittens 

Long hits from the bong 

I am from coming down 
Those sick sh***y days 
Just wishing & hoping  
To find a high to stay okay
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What’s important to me is how people have a perspective on life.  
Because life is what you make out of it 
You’re thrown into sh** 
Make fertilizer to grow beautiful things.

You cannot take away my right to lick the spoon. 
The few times my mom and I laughed and got along.  
When we both had dough on our faces like children. 

I don’t care if it rots my guts out 
Keep your “health” and “risks”

I’ll keep my fricken’ cookie dough

I am from a home where love is bought by money and is never genuine. 
I’m from where drug abuse is expected.  
I’m from hell.

I am from Northern Colorado, it’s what I rep 
How I met my best friend, 

There was no time for prep, to coach me on what I was doing 
What’s important to me about my life is my baby sister and seeing her 

thrive 24/7

How I met you is a story of strange, new decisions. 
Making a leap of faith and becoming a better, stronger me. 
I don’t know where I’m going but I believe it’s better than before.

How I met you, something I never thought I’d do. 
I woke to your gentle voice and a hangover. ...

You awaited me with a glass of tea and a smile so sweet  
I could barely drink the honey 

Then we collapsed together  
Two years in a pit called “Love”

I didn’t want to get up after falling there with you.

PERSPECTIVES

A collaborative poem from the writers of Remington House
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A collaborative poem from the writers of Remington House

HAPPINESS

Happiness looks like...
            Neon-colored flowers blooming on a summer day. 
            A smile on an old couple’s face. 
            A Labrador puppy. 
            A wide, uncensored, unfiltered smile plastered on a stranger’s face. 

Happiness sounds like...
 The subwoofers off a college dorm, vibrating and making the dorms  
 shake as the football players throw the party of a lifetime winning   
 every game of their season. 
 Children laughing. 
 50’s do-wop. 
 Giggles and incoherent words. 

Happiness smells like...
            A barbecue rib cookout on a sweet Saturday. 
            Flowers. 
            Fresh laundry. 
            Your favorite meal being cooked unexpectedly. 

Happiness tastes like...
            Satisfaction and all that junk you bought with your last paycheck. 
            Chocolate. 
            Cheesefries. 
            Savory lamb and hummus. 

Happiness feels like... 
 You’re at home with everything achieved and done so now you can   
 relax. 
 Sun beating down on you. 
 A hug, not a one-armed hug, a two-armed hug that’s really tight   
 with their hands spread out and pressed against your back like   
 they’re  trying to cover as much of your surface area as possible, and    
 they are warm, and soft, and they smell really, really good. 
 One long hug from just the right person.
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Curtis D.W.

SPEAK OUT

To whom it may concern: Speak Out is an amazing class, if this is your first 
time you will learn a lot about yourself and find a talent you never knew. 
Don’t be afraid to ask the CSU Speak Out staff. They are nice, but call them 
on things if you believe they are wrong. Please take this class serious cause 
you will grow and learn. If anything can be better is to be able to go outside 
and do it for fresh air.

RFK

SPEAK OUT

Speak Out!! Nice and loud or quiet if you please
 
Speak Out!! In your mind or in public if you need 

Speak Out!! Humor, anger, or sadness to express how you feel 

Speak Out!! To the world, your friends & anyone that’s near 

Speak Out!! Visually, to the hearing impaired 

Speak Out!! To your life & be heard.... Speak Out
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NOTES

Legend has it that Hemingway was once challenged  
to write a story in only six words. His response?

“For sale: baby shoes, never worn”. 

Today the six-word memoir project has become a global  
phenomenon.

Can you tell your life story in six words?

________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
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Your silence will not protect you.

Audre Lorde
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OUR MISSION:

To create alternative literacy opportunities that 
work to educate and empower underserved popu-
lations. The Community Literacy Center supports 
university literacy research and outreach that pro-
motes community action and social change.
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