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Writing Journal 

Spring 2013 

“All these words come back to you 

A refracted image of  me” 

~Benjamin K.~ 



SpeakOut!  Spring  2013  |  3  

TABLE OF CONTENTS 

Alan J…………………………. 7 
Alicia R………………………. 11 
Allie T………………………… 12 
Alonzo A……………………. 17 
Amanda N………………….. 18 
Ant…………………………….. 18 
Anthony H…………………. 20 
Antidote…………………….. 21 
April G……………………….. 23 
Ben C…………………………. 25 
Benjamin K………………… 27 
Blue…………………………… 31 
Bob K…………………………. 33 
Bonnie R…………………….. 43 
Bridget C……………………. 48 
Broox…………………………. 48 
Collaborative……………… 5 
CrazyKaity………………….. 51 
Dante L………………………. 52 
David S………………………. 53 
Dino C………………………… 55 
Donna S……………………… 56 
Elisabeth W………………… 56 
Fabrizio………………………. 57 
Faith M………………………. 58 
Felicia C……………………… 59 
Felicia W…………………….. 60 
Jessica M……………………. 61 
Joe H………………………….. 62 
Jonica………………………… 62 
Juztice……………………….. 63 

Katie W……………………… 41 
Krista T……………………….. 64 
L.A. Hwy (Papa)………….. 65 
Lil C……………………………. 69 
Lil Savage One……………. 72 
Linda G………………………. 74 
M.B……………………………. 75 
Mikey’s Girl………………… 84 
Monique…………………….. 100 
Natty the Lion…………….. 85 
Nikki W………………………. 91 
Poison Ivy…………………… 93 
R. Raven Lee……………….. 93 
R.L………………………………. 101 
Reece N……………………… 101 
Renevatio…………………… 103 
Ricky B……………………….. 109 
Robert L……………………… 116 
Rosie………………………….. 116 
Ryan…………………………… 118 
Samsara……………………… 119 
Sara D………………………… 120 
Shaggy……………………….. 122 
Shawn M……………………. 122 
Sky 970………………………. 124 
SnowBunny………………… 126 
Stephanie M………………. 128 
Steph D………………………. 130 
Thomas A…………………… 134 
Victoria G…………………… 135 
WatsHerName…………… 136 
WhiteKnight………………. 73, 144 

Writers and Artists 

Special Thanks…………………………………………………………………… 3 
Introduction, “The Answer Lies Within the Words”..…………. 4 



4   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

SpeakOut! Writing Workshop 
January through May, 2013 

 
Every Wednesday and Thursday night for the past 14 weeks, a group of men and a 
group of women at the Larimer County Detention Center spent an hour and a half 
of their time participating in a writing workshop facilitated by Tobi Jacobi, Lauren 
Alessi, Emma Steward,  Liz, Elise, and Jim.  Adding to this diverse chorus are two 
youth writing groups from Turning Point’s Boys House and Girls House, facilitated 
by Talisha Haltiwanger, Edward Wells, Steph B., Elliott, Tricia, Alex, and Katie. 
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. 
 
All four groups explored a variety of creative writing forms: fiction, nonfiction, 
form, freestyle, and experimental poetry.  Also contained within these pages are 
artwork pieces created by residents at the Larimer County Detention Center and 
participants at Turning Point.  This is a collection of their work, a unified voice that 
reaches out into the future and tells us all that perhaps, through the power of 
creativity, they give us access to what’s inside their minds and their hearts. 
 
A very special thanks to Dianne Bacorn, the Larimer County Detention Center and 
the CSU Center for Community Literacy for providing staff and material support. 
Thanks to the Turning Point Center for Youth and Family Development.  We 
would also like to give heartfelt thanks to the Duncan Charitable Trust, the Erion 
Foundation, and the Gannett Foundation for their grant support. We give special 
thanks to Gorham Publishers for their unconditional and much valued assistance 
in bringing this journal to the level of publication that our writers deserve.   
 
Winning Cover Art Artist: Ricky B.  
Back Cover Writers:  Fabrizio, Juztice, Little Savage One, Reece N., Poison Ivy, Sara 
D., Thomas A.,  WatsHerName 

 

Attention SpeakOut! Writers! 
 
 
 
 

 

For writers involved in the SpeakOut! Writing Workshop, you may continue to 
submit and publish your work through the SpeakOut! 2.0 website:  

http://speakoutclc.wordpress.com 
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“The Answer Lies Within the Words” 
 

Want to Contribute to the SpeakOut! Writing Program?  

Please visit our website for more information:  

http://csuclc.wordpress.com/donate/ 

 Within these words lie answers to questions we haven't yet asked.  Questions 
about how incarceration contributes to a better world.  Questions about family and loss and 
the pain of reconciliation or a lack thereof.  Questions about hope and how to find it.  
Questions about love and lost love and reclaimed love.  One must always make time for 
introspection. Often the answers lie within the words that are spilled out on paper and most 
of our writers find release and understanding through the act of writing. Understanding that 
"The Answer Lies Within the Words" may be a step toward a powerful peace.  

The words that come together from these four writing workshops are stronger 
together than they would be apart.  They house a treasure trove of insight about what it 
means to live and fail and thrive and grow in the spring of 2013.  They reveal something 
important about why words and their circulation speak to the very core of who we are as 
human beings, as citizens of a shared planet.  In a time when national and international news 
rarely delivers stories of human kindness and success, we look to our own narratives to find 
solace, to find humor, joy, and the restoration that the imagination and creativity can 
sometimes deliver  The answer lies within the words.  These words.  This issue.  This spring. 
For 14 weeks this spring, writers from all backgrounds came together through the SpeakOut! 
Writing Workshops.  Writers came with their own set of experiences, motivated by the will to 
articulate their thoughts, lives, dreams, and passions.  Once a week, we wrote and shared 
poetry (from freeform to experimental), short stories, plays, and other pieces of writing 
inspired by our life struggles, joy, and by each other.  We also utilized examples of published 
works by writers both foreign and domestic, classic and modern: Fort Collins Poet Laureate, 
Jason Hardung, Sandra Cisneros, Sonya Sanchez, Raphael Casal, Jamaica Kinkaid, Fran 
Climato (DJ Groove Cereal), Langston Hughes, Def Jam poets Black Ice, and Gemineye to 
name a few.  Each session opened with writers reading their work and closed with writers 
submitting work for feedback and publication in the spring 2013 Journal.   
 The primary philosophy of the SpeakOut! writing program is that every person has a 
story to tell; each has words that are valuable and necessary.  We encourage each writer to 
tell his/her own story and represent personal experiences on paper.  This work takes the 
form of individual and collaborative writings.  The SpeakOut! Writing Workshops focus on 
enacting change through writing experiences and the circulation of this journal along 
Colorado's Northern Front Range. 
 Writers worked across four sites to title this issue, “The Answer Lies Within the 
Words,” which speaks to the power of narrative.  The volume explores many issues such as 
recovery, love won and lost, anguish, strength, justice and hope.  Through the sharing of 
work, participants demonstrated an incredibly proficient and sophisticated grasp of 
technique and craft.  Furthermore, these artists allowed us, the facilitators, into their world, 
showing us all that a barrier of bars isn't an accurate indicator of identity.  The work itself 
exhibits a level of humanity frequently overlooked and ignored, work that often reflects the 
crucial moments and decisions that ultimately altered the course of these writers' lives. 
 This book is dedicated to writers past and present at the Larimer County Detention 
Center and Turning Point and to women and men across our globe who struggle against 
oppression, poverty, abuse, and gender discrimination by creating and publishing their 
stories, poems, essays, and artwork. 
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Collaborative 
To Be Man 
LCDC Men’s Group 
 
 
I am an animal, gentleman, scholar. 
I am a songwriter, vagabond, minstrel. 
I am a husband, father, provider. 
I am a father, son, brother, husband, uncle and friend. 
I am a delicate flower inside a machine, a force, an encyclopedia of useless sports 
information.  
 
To be a man is primal, cunning…brave, caring, strong… a testament of endurance. 
It is not ADHD, its multi-capable. 
To be a man is hard, never ending work. 
To be a man is true, strong, dependable, loving, kind, caring, trusting, loyal, and forgiving. 
To be a man is a constant game of king of the hill.  
To be a man is dirty fingernails, knowing what animal makes the best jerky, and having a tie 
for every occasion. 
 
To be a man in love is awkwardly dumbstruck, carelessly vulnerable, recklessly naïve. 
To be a man in love is every man’s dream.  But you have to be confident, manly, strong, but 
mostly you are confused to the point you ask yourself what did I get myself into. 
To be a man in love is to be ruled by passion that’s inconsistent with logic and reason. 
To be a man in love is joyful, never ending miracle, a test. 
To be a man in love is to be willing to love 100% unconditionally, give to get yet doing it all 
unselfishly and above all to give the respect you wish to receive. 
 
To be a man in love is to open my heart, to care to listen. Always being by his side through 
thick and thin. Knowing when to shut my mouth and allow the barrage of his day to take 
me like a tidal wave, to then turn around and hold him and know that he is loved. To watch 
a friend walk away and go to a place I’d rather not be. 
 
To be a man in love is putting her first, not having cereal for dinner, learning what aisle 
“feminine products” are on. 
To be a man in love is terrifying, will she break my heart? Am I good enough? Will I grow old 
alone? You never listen to me! I am confidently lost. I have a huge heart wanting to be 
loved. To be in love is to be on fire. Don’t cry. I am tough outside, I am strong physically but 
not emotionally. You can crush me with 5 little words, “I don’t love you anymore.” 
A man in love is a Neolithic charcoal cave painting depicting the epic hunt for a mastodon. It 
is a tale told around tribal fires. 
To have a woman feels incomparable; divine. 
To be a man in love is...what’s love? I’m young. 
 
To be an incarcerated man is a disappointment to others, introspective, impaired, infinitely 
melancholy.  
To be an incarcerated man is to be emasculated by a feministic propaganda purported by 
the judicial system. 
To be an incarcerated man is lonely nights, realizing that women are irreplaceable, 
abandoning loved ones. 
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Collaborative 
To be incarcerated is to be a wizard without a hat. 
 
To be an incarcerated man is painful, sad, full of hopelessness. 
To be an incarcerated man is to be lonely sharing that pain with all those who love and care 
for you; a lack of respect for your family and to yourself. 
 
To be in jail is life in suspension. Anguish. Don’t wait for me. It’s too hard on us both, move 
on.  
To be an incarcerated man is to lose out on all the joys in life. The marriages and the births 
of the nieces and nephews. To experience a loss so profound that it rips the hearts out of 
all those that loves you. It is knowing that whatever I did, I did for my own benefit and to 
lose all that was given to me.  
To be an incarcerated man is hella boring. 
 
Being a father is hardest when you are not allowed to be a father. 
 
 
Sacred Feminine 
By the collective (The LCDC Women’s Group) 
 
I am a mother, a daughter, a sister. 
I am a leader, a protector, and a believer. 
I have been through many heartaches and losses, but at the end of the day, I am a survivor, 
a listener, and a friend. 
To be a complicated woman is exhausting and an everyday challenge, but the end result is 
your mother, sister, daughter, me and you. 
 
To be a woman in love is… one hot mess… headaches, acne, pulling out my hair… fatigue, 
confusion, one night of bliss… 
To be a woman in love felt like walking on clouds and no one or nothing could bring be 
down.  It was an unforgettable high. 
Heart beating rapidly then again left with no beat at all.  Feeling like you’re on top of the 
world then again feeling like dirt that’s swept under the rug. 
 
To be a woman in love is the sound of that first cry, that red face, forgetting the 12 hours of 
hard labor, counting all ten toes and fingers.  Holding a miracle for the first time.  Watching 
you sleeping, growing up, school days. 
To be a happy woman is to see all the good in your kid’s eyes and all the love you give 
everyone. 
 
My mother is a wonderful and wise woman.  She gave me her knowledge to raise my 
children. 
To have my mother made my life complete.  I felt whole, I was happy, I was content. 
 
The day I lost my mom, I asked God: Is it okay to cry? 
God replied: yes, my daughter, let them tears fall. 
When I was at my worst, he still was there.  When I was at my best, he was still by my side. 
God says yes to me.  Yes. You are following the Path of Enlightenment.  Yes.  You can have 
deep-fat-fried-chocolate-covered-bacon. 
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Collaborative 
To be an incarcerated woman is to be locked up, tied up.  Found then lost.  Captured, not 
set free.  Lost, never remembered.  Died then brought back to life… 
A broken heart but rich in soul. 
 
I have let my son down by being here.  I think letting him down is worse than letting myself 
down.  I don’t feel bad for me.  I feel bad for him.  I did something to deserve a sentence in 
jail and he did not, but it’s like he is being punished, too. 
To be an incarcerated woman is to swallow your pride, be humbled, be stripped of 
modesty, have time to think of what I have done, be forgotten, can be maddening, is a gift 
of time for reflection, is the way I had to have it. 
 
I first have to want to be saved, and sometimes that’s a loaded question.  Too many ways 
being pulled, too many obstacles in the way, too many voices crying out. 
 
The only life I can save is the one that I haven’t lived yet – my own. 
 
 

Sad Is 
 

Sad is, being the friend that you want to have, sharing the love that you want to feel, an 
watching the dreams and desires of your heart get crushed with the nightmare of someone 
else’s selfishness. 
 
Sad is, seeing the tears that fall from the loving eyes of your wife as she sees all of your so-
called friends testify against you so they can get or keep their deal. 
 
Sad is, having all the respect in the world, for the world and giving that respect where it is 
deserved, while being disrespected by all those closest to your heart. 
 
Sad is, to know what a kind and wonderful loving person you are.  One that gives without 
expecting to get.  Then to hear all these hurtful lies that could never be true and anyone 
who knew you wouldn’t believe them if they saw them with their own eyes. 
 
Sad is, having the best reputation, the most trust, and the biggest heart of all those around 
you as you get stepped on time and time again. 
 
Sad is, seeing everything you love slipping through your fingers and there is nothing you 
can do about it but watch it fall. 
 
Sad is my reality but I will accept it like a man and somehow still find forgiveness for so 
many that don’t deserve it, from the bottom of my heart. 
 
Sad is, Me, I am sad! 
Can you see why? 
 

Alan J. 
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Alan J.  
The Box 
 
Under my steps I have a box 
That holds the secrets of my heart 
In letters that I had wrote 
Last time my world was torn apart 
I saw them as I moved them 
Yet still afraid of what I’d find 
If I had looked inside “the Box” 
Or at those memories in my mind 
Those words I send with love and truth 
To the ones, I shared my dreams 
As I look back on those shattered lives 
I pray my life’s not as it seems 
“The Box” it holds the mysteries 
Of how to live life right 
(Sometimes) so lost within my twisted mind 
I barely see the light 
Dream of love and live the dream 
Always put the other first 
Love with no conditions 
For better and for worst. 
Do what you say and give to get 
You must always have respect 
Or lost will be your hopes and dreams 
In “the Box” under your steps. 
 
 
She’s There 
 
When I’m feeling sad 
And I can’t see your smile 
You give me hope to carry on  
And love me all the while 
When I want to give up 
You put me in my place 
You help to set my mind at ease 
And put the smile back on my face 
Sometimes when I’m without you 
And the stars too far to reach 
You help to find he clues 
When it’s your turn to teach 
Now when I’m feeling lonely 
And there’s nothing I can do 
I trust in Love faith and hope 
And leave the rest to you. 
 
Thank you my love for always being there when I need a little reminder of why I love you so 
damn much!  P.S. I love you; You’re the best plus!! 
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Alan J. 
Why I Love You 
For My Loving Wife Sara 
 
You asked me why I loved you 
To just see what I’d say 
“Where to begin” was my first thought 
Cuz you know I feel this way 
It starts of course inside my heart 
By the way your love makes me feel 
Like there’s nothing more important to you 
And that our love is very real 
Your pretty smile that lights up the room 
The tears of joy you just can’t hide 
Your humor that just warms my heart 
Your laughter sings a lullaby 
Your kind and loving temperament 
The forgiveness all can see 
The way you always have my back 
Even when you’re mad at me 
Your selfless needs, your wants and dreams 
The way you give you get 
Your openness, those things you’ll do 
That you hardly get upset 
I knew it the moment I had found you 
And yes our love is true 
This is only the beginning 
Of the reasons I love you 
 
 
It’s Not Goodbye 
 
The tears are falling  
As her life slips away 
The wait won’t be very long 
Promises kept one day 
They’ll be there waiting 
Just you wait and see 
Taking care of you, my love 
While you wait for me 
All of the time we lost 
One second is way too much 
How I would give anything 
For only just one touch 
Now you’re in God’s hand 
No safer place to be 
My love is forever  
 
 
 

Just you wait and see 
Finally I’ll get there 
Our dreams finally come true 
But until that day 
Please know, I’ll be missing you 
The tears are falling 
The love will never die 
Forever in my heart 
It’s so long, it’s not goodbye 
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Alan J. 
We Pray 
 
“We pray” for joy and peace of mind 
And that all our dreams come true 
“We pray,” our hopes will be your will 
With your help to see us through 
“We pray,” for wisdom, strength, and faith 
Good health may we be blessed 
“We pray” sometimes for patience 
And help out of this mess 
“We pray,” that bad things pass us by 
And good fortune keeps us young 
“We pray,” the pain is over 
When we know it’s just begun 
“We pray,” we get forgiveness 
For all the bad things we do 
Sometimes we even pray for death 
So we can come home to you 
 
 
I Am 
 
I am every parent’s nightmare 
I am every school girl’s dream 
I am the one they warned you about 
I’m sure you’ll see what I mean 
 
I am there when you need a friend 
I am the voice that can be heard 
I am always thinking positive 
I’m the one with a kind word 
 
I am looking for the brighter side 
I am not filled with doubt 
I am trying to make the pieces fit 
I’m the one you can’t figure out 
 
I am laughter when you feel down 
I am the shoulder when you cry 
I am the hand if you need held 
I’m sad to say goodbye 
 
I am the one accepting fate 
I am in my heart still free 
I am filled with love, faith, and hope 
I’m a simple man, that’s me 
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Alan J. 
One Last Chance (With David G.) 
 
There’s a lengthy list that I don’t know  
Of the things in life that aren’t real 
Among my favorites are the times I thought 
With all the wounds that wouldn’t heal 
Against my own best interests 
I played this gave again 
To discover all that I’ve become 
In a game where no one wins 
Yesterday, like a forgotten dream 
Tomorrow, like a distant vision 
Living today can be a nightmare 
In this life that I’ve been given 
Tell me, is this really my life 
Or has my mind deceived itself 
Help me, cuz it couldn’t be 
With all the things that I have felt. 
One more “One last chance” at life 
To be the man that I should be 
To become the man I know I am  
The list becomes reality. 
 
 
 

Ode the Broken things!!! 
 
Tell me I forget 
Show me I Remember 
Involve me I understand 
Maybe shatter my involvements 
And the Broken desires that I’ve 
Always input! And all 
my understanding can make 
a Big Book! To pick up 
the small pieces I am leaving 
Behind little By little they 
will Break off But By my 
involvement they all will 
Be put Back so please don’t 
leave out the course I’VE 
had! 
 
 
 

Alicia R. 
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Alicia R. 
February Memory 
 
She wore flowers in her hair! Or  
is it that they really were never 
there! We really can’t say what 
we see these days lock away 
in these hidden walls, when we 
spend day by day seeing crazy things 
each and every way! Wishing and  
dreaming that those were flowers 
in my hair! Is this really reality 
or just another fairytale waiting 
to be seen, since my reality isn’t 
so real. Or is it that I am forgotten 
since I’ve been locked up in here 
This month of February is really 
not a memory for me! But  
I am hoping this month does 
bring reality to me and end 
in a good memory! 
 
 
 
 

Broken Promises 
 
She wore flowers in her hair… 
How I wish I could have been there.. 
little girl lost growing up shattered 
torn by the broken promises 
She wore flowers in her hair… 
little girl found, patching up the pieces 
wilted by the broken dreams 
She wore flowers in her hair… 
little girl grown, making her own way 
Walking down the aisle… 
She wore flowers in her hair… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Allie T. 

Ode to  
 Broken Things 
 
I’ve broken things all my life… 
I’ve come from a broken home… 
How could I not break things?… 
Broken Promise, Broken Dreams… 
Broken relationships Broken hearts… 
I’ve come to realize broken is a part of me 
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Allie T. 
Not as Easy . . . 
 
One year into my recovery 
 Being honest with myself 
Key to staying sober 
 Trust myself and those 
  around me. 
Recovery not as easy as it sounds. 
Who and how am I going to do this? 
 On the road to Recovery… 
Feeling good, livin’ right… 
 Enjoying life… 
Staying Sober… 
 Sleeping at night 
living Right Putting up a Fight 
Recovery was not as easy as it sounds 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I Hope 
 
I hope I can even get the words out of my poems. 
I’ve really surprised myself with what emotions I’ve been able to express. 
Some make me laugh, some make me cry, but most of all a lot make me think. 
I think about the way the words just come out of my pen and flow so carefully onto paper. 
It’s not the ink, let alone the words, you see, it’s the flow of emotions that run from my pen. 
I haven’t felt these many emotions in a very long time. 
I’m glad my writing has helped release my hidden emotions… 

You Will Miss Me 
 
you will miss me 
you will miss my pretty young face 
That you use to beat… 
you will miss my milk chocolate brown eyes 
That you use to blacken… 
you will miss my plump perfect lips 
That you use to punch… 
you will miss my delicate nose… 
That you use to bloody… 
you will miss my shiny dirty blond hair 
That you use to pull out… 
you will miss my smooth olive skin 
That you use to bruise… 
you will miss my fragile hands 
That used to try and push you away 
you will miss my cute little voice 
That used to beg you to stop… 
you will miss my heart 
That you used to break 
you will miss me when I’m gone… 
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Allie T. 
YOU 
 
I’m suffering you in agony 
I’m torturing you to set me free 
I’m watching you but you don’t know 
I’m wanting you to scream out “whoa” 
I’m learning you like second skin 
I’m willing you to be my sin 
I’m stalking you and drooling hard 
I’m studying you like wounds left scarred 
I’m feeling you all in my mind 
I’m hunting you and I will find 
I’m plotting you a shocking tale 
I’m challenging you and I don’t fail 
I’m begging you on worn out knees 
I’m forcing you to tell me please 
I’m helping you but from afar 
I’m driving you just like a car 
I’m craving you like chocolate cake 
I’m pulling you to not be fake 
I’m keeping you inside my head 
I’m scaring you just so you’ll dread 
I’m changing you from bad to better 
I’m regretting you like an angry letter 
I’m desiring you but I’m awake 
I’m finding you and starting to quake 
I’m following you my silent leader 
I’m needing you but I’m the bleeder 
I’m earning you like scholars do 
I’m obsessing you but that’s nothing new. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hawaii- 
Des Plaines, IL 
Hanover Park, IL 
Fort Collins, CO 
 
moments come and go sitting here 
     in jail 
moments bringing me to a happier place  
     later in my life 
Wearing orange only to learn that it’s  
     not a good color on me… 
Eating meal trays only to determine 
     that my body doesn’t agree with it 
Taking a shower only to feel that 
     the water is drying out my skin 
moments when I realize I become 
     the person I never wanted to  
          become 
moments realizing that this is 
     NOT who I want to be… 
moments when I realize This is all going to  
               be just a  
                    memory… 
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Allie T. 
Him and Me 
 
All I’m askin’ for is a little more time? 
    we weren’t careful… 
          getting way out of control… 
               always wanted to push it more… 
Getting away with it… 
          I wanted him to play… 
Him and Me can’t do this anymore… 
          Someone who owed me nothing… 
               Washing my hands of him and walked away 
Agonizing seconds, disconcerted sighs… “Uggh!” 
          Always returning his attention to me… 
I can’t give him anymore of my precious time 
          I promised myself that… 
Only link Him and me share is a memory… 
          This is different… It’s… it’s PERSONAL! 
 
 
Crack in the Window 
 
Through the crack in the window 
     I fight and struggle to get a glimpse of the outside 
world… 
     I’ve sat and stared for 120 days… Round two… I didn’t  
like it the 1st time… 
     why come back? 
          120 days is a long time to try and get a look 
     out a crack in the window… 
       Sometimes I’ll see moving cars but I’m never able 
      to distinguish if they’re red, blue, or even purple… 
  I can squint and see the new ASU building or maybe  
the top of a mountain… 
     Through the crack in my window I imagine 
  I’ll be on the other side someday soon… 
     I sit and stare out the crack in my window 
   Thinking about all the times I tried to see what 
I was missing. 
          Maybe that’s my problem… 
     Trying to be a part of something I’m not ready to  
     be a part of? 
Maybe my crack in the window should be sealed? 
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Allie T. 
Through a Crack in the Door 
 
Through a crack in the door… 
“Wait buddy, I’ve got things to do.” 
Again I hear you know, and it’: 
“I said wait dude!” 
 
Alone with the TV and your toys 
Again I hear the of your voice 
“Mama, can I come in?” 
“No Damien dammit, I’m doing something! 
I’ll be out in a minute, what do you need?” 
 
I look up and you’ve gone away. 
Think to myself it shouldn’t be that way. 
What’s wrong with you b****, he’s just a boy. 
Full of life and love you’re gonna destroy. 
 
So I stand to come out, and find you asleep. 
How long did I wait to follow your feet. 
My heart hits my throat and I cover you up. 
“So sorry buddy” and kiss your head. 
Maybe soon I’ll wake up dead. 
 
I don’t want to miss it, don’t want to retreat. 
I don’t want to accept another defeat. 
I sit with you now and you’re fast asleep. 
I know sooner or later we will meet, 
the point of no return. 
When innocence is pain, my mind starts to burn 
 
Why do I do it?  Why can’t I be strong? 
Why in the world would I push you away? 
You’re the only bright in my day. 
It’s this damn needle, this damn pain. 
All my efforts gone in vein. 
 
So, it’s another blast to numb from within. 
Then knock, knock “Mama can I come in?” 
 
 
My Shadow Wears…  
 
     My shadow wears a frown but also a crown… 
My shadow is always there watching me from a  
     distance.  Is unfamiliar with why I’m  
always in orange.  Wondering why I don’t 
     ever change my outfit.  My shadow is confused and 
reaching out to me.  My shadow is my past.  My 
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Allie T. 
     shadow is the me I want to be.  My shadow is cracking 
a smile.  Because of my shadow I’m going to go that 
     extra mile… My shadow and I are on the same  
  page we now have something common… 
        My shadow is now wearing the reflection of me… 
 
 
Name 
 
My name is Alandra Lee… I love it now.  I didn’t at  
    first.  Everyone always called me something else…  
Alesandra, Alexandra… Teachers butchered it, some just  
  gave up and said “Hey you?”  I was questioned about it  
which always made me want to change it.  In school I  
hated roll call… “Heather… here!”  “Amy… here!”  “Samantha…  
  here…” “Um, sorry if I butcher it… Ala…Alan”…”it’s  
Alandra… A.lon.dra!”  My name made me different.   
  I didn’t like being the one that stuck out.   
          Emily, Kelly, Jodie… Those were the cool names.   
  Everyone had them… Why did my mom pick Alandra  
Lee?  I know NOW… It’s because I’m an original!  I’m  
     unique… I’m Alandra Lee! 
 
 
 

Self-Portrait 
 
I CAN NOT 
 let someone disrespect me 
 
Stop racing 
 wear nice clothes 
 get a haircut every weekend 
 go to clubs 
 partying  
 liking girls 
 say things without them bring hurt full 
 lovin weed 
  
I CAN  
 stop partyin as much 
 not get so many tickets 
not let anyone control me nor tell me what to do 
not let small things get to me  
 stop spendin money on things I could save on 

Alonzo A. 
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Amanda N. 
Note to younger self 
 
Hello younger Amanda I want you to  
hear that drugs are bad never touch 
them my dear! 
They kill your head and make your emotions 
feel dead. 
You’ll do criminal things you’ll stumble  
and trip 
They’ll change who you are, you’ll do a 360 degree flip. 
Your morals will change, people think you are 
strange. 
Those that love you will be long gone 
Those that get you twisted off, you’ll 
forever be drawn. 
 
 
 

Who Am I 
 
I am young 
I am tired 
I am sick 
I am sick and tired of being sick and tired 
I am a criminal 
I am a saint 
I want to be a winner 
In the game of life 
I want to be looked up at  
instead of down upon 
I am me 
I have dreams 
I will fulfill them 
to the extreme  
I will not lose 
For I will prevail 
Who am I a sinner 
Walking out of hell.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ant 
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Ant 
Thinking 
 
Sitting again in a cell I swore to God that I would stay well. Well enough to pick myself up 
knock off the s*** and grow the f**k up. Now disappointed and enraged sitting again all 
pinned up and caged. It’s dark or so it seems maybe I’ll learn more from my dreams. I’ll do 
better I know I can. I just got to stay strong and be a man.  
 
 
A Letter 
 
This is to the one that I haven’t met 
I crave a letter from you for you heaven sent 
Just a few words a couple of lines to say hey. 
I’ll be waiting to hear from you starting today 
So pick up that pen and jot a few lines 
Meet a new friend and pass some time 
 
 
As Time Passes 
 
As time passes we get older some say smarter  
some say bolder. As time passes we all look  
back at what we did and what we lack 
As time passes we look to improve what  
we can about we do. 
As time passes we can learn. Rise above and 
achieve the best for what we yearn 
As time passes what could you say 
That you read this and learned something today? 
As time passes 
 
 
You 
 
You’re the one I want on those 
cold lonely nights the one that I love 
even through all the fights 
you’re the One that is strong and stands true 
Even though it seems I always abandon you 
Once again I sit here in my cell I left 
you along again in hell but you remain 
true my heart’s desire and together we will 
both come out of the fire live life right 
or the way it should seem please baby 
ride on more time as my Queen I’ll be 
forever grateful a true man you will get  
Ride one more time I promise you 
won’t regret 
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Ant 
Self-Portrait 
 
I am young 
I am tired 
I am sick 
I am sick and tired of being sick and tired 
I am a criminal 
I am a saint 
I want to be a winner 
In the game of life 
I want to be looked up at  
instead of down upon 
I am me 
I have dreams 
I will fulfill them 
to the extreme  
I will not lose 
For I will prevail 
Who am I a sinner 
Walking out of hell.  
 
 
 
 

How Long Will it Last? 
 
What happened to my freedom of life 
My children and wife 
Or the feeling I get 
When rain gets me wet 
How long will it last 
My mistakes from the past 
I would take it all back 
To think, love, and laugh 
 
 
Promised Lies 
 
Promised lies 
And concrete skies 
Minute by minute 
Time never dies 
 
 
 

Anthony H. 
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Anthony H. 
Freedom of Life 
 
What happened to my freedom of life 
My children and wife 
Or the feeling I get 
When rain gets me wet 
How long will it last 
My mistakes from the past 
I would take it all back 
To think, love, and laugh 
 
 
 

My Precious Maple Leaf 
 
Our paths cross by happenstance 
My generation killed the art of small talk 
No bother we exchange pleasantries anyway. 
Instant connection ensues. It feels like we’ve met before 
Maybe a previous lifetime when we were both cats. 
Long phone conversations make time move faster 
Day turned to months, the months to years and the years 
We’re giving way to eternity. 
 
They say “that there’s someone for everyone.” 
Are you my someone? 
Hess Village and Old Town intoxication 
Late night Pita-Pit reminds you of Hamilton. 
Remember the bungalow we shared? 
Oh you’re Italian? I begin to fear meeting your father. 
He was awesome by the way. You mom too. Tell them thanks for 
the hospitality. 
 
Game nights. Your teams became my teams 
Raptors highlights make me miss you now. 
Sadly it didn’t work. I’m sorry. I should have stayed in  
Canada with you. But fate was not our accomplice. 
We tried our best to make it. Separated by states and provinces. 
What’s the equation for disappointment? Hope plus distance.  
 
But we agreed to live without regrets, right? 
We will always have memories and future sporadic Facebook posts. 
But for now break-up pain ebbs from my tired soul. 
How about you always be my precious maple leaf, eh? 
 

Antidote 
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Antidote 
The Hunters 
 
 It started in the rural backcountry mountains of Virginia. He could still 
remember the smell of cedar wood while watching a tangerine sun rise through 
wispy fog and the sheen of fresh dew left on his boots as he walked alongside his 
superiors. Years ago, on his first hunting trip, he had asked his father “Why do we 
do this?” To which his father simply replied, “there’s too many wild animals. Think 
of it as population control.” 
 It was the boy’s father who taught him how to trap. Just as his father 
taught him many years ago. The kid was good at it. Seasons came and went and 
traps containing prized captives were plentiful. “Nothing wrong with keeping a 
few as pets. May help supplant your loneliness,” his mother suggested.  
 Fascination ensued at watching them adapt to life in their new home. He 
sincerely felt that all the wild animals could eventually be domesticated. Just takes 
a little time is all, so he continued to keep beasts against their will. As years 
progressed the hobby became an obsession. The irony is, the man actually loved 
animals. It was never his original intent to bring them harm or enjoy their misery 
so much. 
 He knew he had a problem but the monster inside couldn’t be stopped. 
After searching the interweb he reached out to others just like him. “Hoarders.” A 
few of them convened and turned their sickness into a legitimate occupation. At 
first, they actually tried to help the animals, by taking in the sick, hurt and severely 
malnourished. The owners enjoyed aiding with the recovery and getting to see 
them returned to good homes was invigorating. 
 Encouragement came from peers in the form of “atta-boys” and “hip-hop 
hooray’s.” As their pride grew so did the profits. I believe there are three things 
that have the potential to change any man: Money, Power and Control. The owners 
were no different. Unwittingly, they became ensnared in the grip of all three vices. 
Personal satisfaction was replaced by greed. More cages were built to house the 
subjects. Now they took in more and more animals daily. It resulted in an eclectic 
mix that often didn’t mesh well together. No matter, this was a business and 
dammit the animals were ungrateful.  
 The infrastructure grew but so did the problems. It upset the overall 
balance. Animals became harder to manage and the cleanup was terrible. More 
employees were hired to assist in the rehabilitation process. Continued daily 
punishment invoked fear amongst the ghouls and made them subdued. However 
resources dwindled and money became tight. The owners reached out to the 
“higher-ups” for financial help. It worked. A new tax was enacted on the public. As 
business boomed again the owners and “higher-ups” took their cut. People were 
outraged. 
 I can’t tell you when it became an industry. I just know that it did. It’s now 
bigger than all of us and shows no sign of regress. How do I know so much you 
ask? Experience. I’m one of the animals trapped in this steel cocoon awaiting 
forced metamorphosis. Lost and all but forgotten in the catacombs of despair. And 
the owners? When asked how or why they continue to do it, the reply is always the 
same: “There’s too many wild animals. Think of it as population control.”  
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Antidote 
I’m Your #1 Fan 
 
I dreamed about you again last night. 
When I awoke, I found myself calling for you softly. 
Days spent missing you terribly. 
Oh if only I could touch you… 
 
For now it’s just recollections of time passed. 
Both of us together. 
How your sweet scent permeates the morning air when I wake. 
The sound of you cooking in the kitchen. 
My lips meet your skin. 
-- BLISS! – 
 
Your taste is my addiction. 
I remember when we met at the grocery store. 
You started out cold and thick skinned. 
Didn’t take much for you to warm up to me. 
I never envisioned it would lead to this relationship. 
 
I’m feeling so lost without you. 
We will be together again soon. I promise. 
Your future presence has been my daily encouragement. 
Can’t wait to hold you. Feel you in my arms. 
Thirty days and counting until we’re inseparable again. 
I’m glad you’re waiting. 
-- Bacon, I love you! – 
 
 

Only Way Out 
 
Through a crack in the door, I can see  
everything, like, the knot in the wood on the floor,  
or the crack in the glass on the door. 
 
Through a crack in the door, I can see the stain  
on the couch, shat I couldn’t get out! 
 
Through a crack in the door 
I can see the rug doesn’t match anymore! 
 
Through a crack in the door 
I can see my escape, though my only way out 
is my shout! 
 

April G.  
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April G. 
Heart of Stone 
 
Borrowed Promises, But not without hope. 
Rhymes and Riddles, But nothing makes sense. 
Only Love for you, But only was a one-way street. 
Kings and Queens have died for Less, But who am I to die for you? 
Ears that Hear everything, But don’t Hear anything. 
Never again, But always in my Heart. 
 
Heart of Stone, But fragile as Glass. 
Eyes that can see thru your Soul, But are blind to you. 
Arms that were made to hold you tight, But they can’t find the ends. 
Remembering what it felt like to Love, But not being Loved back. 
Tears as Cold as Ice, But they will melt Like Hot Lava. 
 
 
 
Who is She? 
 
She Listens, even when 
 She’s tired. 
She talks, even when you’ve 
 made her mad. 
She gives advice when you 
 need it, and Sometimes 
 when you don’t want it. 
She’ll give you a hand, when 
 you need help up. 
She’ll give you a shoulder, 
 when you just want to cry. 
She’ll give you that little kick, 
 when you don’t think you 
 have it in you anymore. 
Who is She? 
 She’s my friend… 
 
 
 
“Betsy” 
 
Switzer falls in Angelas National forest. Water Slides made naturally in the rocks. Piling into 
“Betsy”, my Uncle’s old Chevy Truck with him, Carlos, Tina, and Jimmy. Spending the day 
sliding down those rocks and plunging into the Ice cold water. But the best part was 
sleeping in the back of Betsy, under the stars listening to the water all night, then having 
lunch by the water’s edge during the hot summer days just waiting to go back down those 
slides again. 
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Ben C. 
No Regrets 
 
You look so beautiful from a distance 
I’ve been chasing you in my dreams 
Guess I’m just looking for assistance 
It’s always harder than it seems 
To feel comfortable in my own skin 
To find it easy when I breath 
I’d rather kill myself slowly 
Than never find that relief 
 
Chorus: 
Tonight I gave my soul to the devil 
He smiled and took me to another level 
A world with no regrets or sorrow 
And simply my body I let him borrow 
But the deal only last til the nights over 
Now in the morning I am sober 
Hey Devil I didn’t get enough appeal 
Can we make another deal? 
 
You look so beautiful from the distance 
The world around me looks corrupt 
Guess I’m just looking for assistance 
And I can’t seem to get enough 
 
My hands are shaking 
My muscles tight 
I’m pretending 
Being alright 
 
I’ve been playing in Hells fire 
My burns don’t hurt 
But I’m a liar 
 
[Chorus] 
 
I’m starting to think I don’t need you 
I’m starting to think I was deceived 
See rotting organs threw my skin? 
(It’s see-through) 
 
My eyes roll back and inside I bleed 
He just laughs at my foolishness 
He whispers to me grinning 
Rank demon breath grasps my ear 
Watching your soul self-destruct 
 
 

A New World 
 
So much power in his hands 
he stands in the dark room trembling 
tearing skin off his face 
A wicked smile then a shot of blood  
He says he can offer the people 
a hope of a new world 
but behind the curtain 
He knows they are dependent 
of chemical information 
Hard work will earn the big man 
big benjamins in his pocket 
and leave thousands of children crying  
caressing their mothers rotting corpses 
At one time discovery kept  
     the world turning 
those who pursued to learn  
     were the righteous 
Now it is a beast of corruption 
And the dainted diluted minds eat the lies 
Like a dog whose ribs protrude  
     from its body 
Our own creations spill blood and brains 
the creators refuse to stop till 
Life is dead and the earth in wasteland 
Bombs that destroy half the earth 
Robots that understand communication 
Genetically modified animals  
Atomic generators ready to blow our ocean  
     and melt the polar ice caps 
 
Discovery is science… 
 
And science 
will 
Kill us all 
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Ben C. 
Another Late Night 
 
Another late night 
So much on my mind 
Can’t seem to sleep 
Or even close my damn eyes 
Think about this one girl 
That I use to call mine 
And she was gorgeous 
I’m not gunna lie 
How longs it been? 
2 months or a year? 
Maybe 25 seconds 
Long enough to crack open a beer 
The point is I miss you 
You can bet I haven’t been the same 
And there’s no pain or suffering  
Just insecurity and shame 
We use to talk about everything under the sky 
You even showed me your favorite constellations 
First time a science lesson has made me cry 
My mother use to say go kill yourself you P.O.S. 
A kid in pain and so naive, alto of times 
I considered it. 
But you would just hold me, give me a gentle kiss 
It’s okay babe, we make it through this 
But that we turned to I, and I was all alone  
Just music on the mind and powders in my nose 
So now I’ve come to clear conception 
That were no longer a pair, 
but I guess the question that bothers me most 
Is do you even care? 
Cuz for all I know you could be sucking on 
some hipster frat boys junk 
You might be doing it Saturday at a party 
Dancing dirty getting drunk, 
And you best understand writing these lyrics makes  
me sake, make me cringe, 
You know what f*** this stupid song 
Where’s the tourniquet and syringe 
Cuz like I said before 
I haven’t been the same 
no shame or suffering 
just insecurities and pain 
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Benjamin K. 
Perfect Kiss: Part I 
 
PAUL 
When? When are you leaving? 
 
OLIVIA 
Tomorrow, but you already knew that. I could’ve sworn I told you. 
 
PAUL 
You never said anything of the sorts. Well, there you have it. Good-byes, I guess are in 
order. 
 
OLIVIA 
It’s not ‘good-bye’ in the sense that I’ll never be seeing ya again. It’s just uh -- break in our 
interaction with one another. 
 
PAUL 
Okay, but what is this exactly? I mean -- it’s been four years now that we’ve been hanging-
out together once a week for about an hour or so. I sit here, you sit there, I play you my 
songs -- you sit there, look at your computer screen, listen to the music, we interact a little, 
pretend nothin’s goin on. Truth is --. Okay. So here’s the deal. Your leaving, right? Well, then 
it should be cool to be frank, right? I don’t wanna, you know, be breakin protocol or 
something. 
 
 [Olivia glances over at Paul with her indigo eyes while smiling her ivory smile.] 
 
OLIVIA 
Sure go ahead. Last day’s tomorrow anyways. It’s not like they’re gonna fire me or anything 
because of this. All rules temporarily suspended for now. 
 
OLIVIA 
Okay! So, “how do I tell secrets to the one person that I shouldn’t be telling secrets too?” 
It’s like this: For years now you’ve had me enamored with your beauty, your intelligence, 
your empathetic understanding, and yes, that subtle, sweet, colloquial way you pronounce 
your words. Southern accent? Midwestern? Who knows. It’s too cute to describe. I’m not 
sure if you even know this about yourself, but when you communicate with people you look 
at them with this pure and true empathy that’s reflected in your eyes. You really see them. 
You really do! It’s all in your eyes. Maybe that’s why I uh -- don’t wanna use the term “love”. 
That word is too over-used. I think it needs to be reserved for a more intimate moment 
between you and I. We should at least have on formal date between us. Don’t you think? 
What I mean is -- I like you. I like everything about you. It’s too bad that we met under such 
odd circumstances. I guess you know what they say “everything great is just as difficult to 
realize as it is rare to find,” and that my dear is definitely true in matters of the heart. I 
guess what I’m trying to ask is uh -- would you like to go out with me sometime? It doesn’t 
have to be all fancy or anything. Coffee? Lunch? Dinner? Your choice. Whatever you feel 
comfortable with.  
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Benjamin K. 
OLIVIA 
Wow! I really wasn’t expecting that -- you know -- the whole spiel about how you feel. I 
don’t know what you want me to say or what I even should say. I’m flattered, very flattered 
-- I guess. A little embarrassed cause I didn’t see this coming, but overall, very, very 
flattered. You definitely have a way with words, Paul. You’re very articulate! 
 
PAUL 
I’m sorry! I’m sorry! Totally inappropriate of me to uh -- forget it. 
 
OLIVIA 
No! No! No! It’s okay. Give me a second to gather my thoughts. I like you too. It’s not love or 
anything like that, but yes I really, really like you. So, yes, to answer your question. I would 
like to go out with you sometime. 
 
PAUL 
(insecure) 
You would?  
 
PAUL (continued) 
(confident) 
I mean, you would. [Paul says in a more confident, self-assured sort of way.] 
 
OLIVIA 
Yes. I really would like to -- go out with you that is. 
 
 [Paul and Olivia breathe heavily and momentarily sigh.] 
 
PAUL 
Hey, one more thing. 
 
OLIVIA 
What’s that? 
 
PAUL 
I know, I know -- boundaries and everything, but since you’re leavin work anyways. I 
thought -- well uh maybe, give you a hug? 
 
OLIVIA 
Okay! Let me make sure the coast is all clear. Good! No bosses in-sight. Quickly now! 
 
 [Olivia motions her hand towards Paul in a “come here” fashion. Paul and Olivia embrace 
each other tightly, as if this was their very last good-bye. Olivia’ petite frame of a figure 
cozies up in Paul’s strapping, yet delicate arms for several minutes. Their hearts fluttering, 
beating fast, beating as one. Olivia’s flaxen locks cascade the contours of Paul’s cheek. Paul 
pulls back, if only for a brief moment in order to peer into her cerulean eyes. Paul then 
grazes his hand through her hair and says…] 
 
PAUL 
May I? 
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Benjamin K. 
OLIVIA 
(coyly) 
Yes. Go ahead, but do it quickly! 
 
[Paul places a soft, yet sweet, succulent kiss upon Olivia’ angelic, luscious lips. It’s a small, 
yet passionate open-mouth kiss, lasting no more than twenty-seconds. The kiss ends 
smoothly. Olivia’s smile is as bright as the sun. Her porcelain-white complexion radiates a 
glow that’s only magnified more due to the rose-color hue that her blushing cheeks exude. 
She looks up, down, up, down , then at Paul. Finally finding the chutzpah to say...] 
 
OLIVIA 
I’ve been waiting for that for a long time, thank you. It was very nice. Pleasurable! 
 
PAUL 
You’re welcome my dear. 
 
 [The next-day arrives and Paul briefly sees Olivia in the passing. They say their “see ya 
laters…”] 
 
PAUL 
(whispers) 
See you around sometime my “sugar magnolia”. 
 
OLIVIA 
See you on the flip-side. 
 
PAUL 
(said with a slight tongue and cheek sarcasm) 
“We’ll always have Paris.” 
 
OLIVIA 
(quips) 
What are you drunk? C’mon Paul. You know it was really the bowling alley... 
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Benjamin K. 
Special-K 
 
Verse 1:  
Almost every single day that you pass my by 
Standing in your shadow how I’m hypnotized by your flaxen hair 
Your turquoise eyes and even your ivory smile 
Words unspoken 
Never said if only just for a night 
Cause you’re my Special-K who takes my breath away 
You’re my Special-K who takes my breath away… 
 
Verse II: 
Dance Upon a moonbeam, the stardust in your eyes 
Eloquent an acknowledgement of all these feelings deep inside 
You walk around so blue 
All these words come back to you 
A refracted image of me 
A refracted image of you 
Cause you’re my Special-K who takes my breath away 
You’re my Special-K who takes my breath away… 
 
Bridge: 
Standing in the sun 
You wanna have some fun 
A requiem of a dream the words I speak 
Words unspoken things are broken 
Things I cannot comprehend to believe 
 
Verse III: 
A classic figurine 
An image so serene 
Reflected and rejected 
Mirrored in my soul 
A tapestry of you 
A downward spiraling truth 
A dignified kiss that I’ll have with you 
Cause you’re my Special-K who takes my breath away  
You’re my Special-K who takes my breath away… 
 
Bridge: 
Standing in the sun 
You wanna have some fun 
A requiem of a dream the words I speak 
Words unspoken things are broken 
Things I cannot comprehend to believe 
 
 
 
 



32   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

Blue 
Pantoum 
 
back to class 
5 mins free write 
write fast or slow 
express my flow 
 
5 mins free write 
think all day and night 
express my flow 
words I can’t let go 
 
think all day and night 
am I writing this rite 
words I can’t let go 
how I feel will anyone know 
 
am I writing this rite 
think with all my mite 
how I feel will anyone know 
I don’t think I’ll care if so 
 
 
 
Smoked Logic    
 
I got some twisted memories 
That’s why I’m blowin heavily 
To get away from gravity 
F*** you be mad at me 
Mary Jane be my remedy 
Smoke away my enemy 
Logic interweaved with this crowd’s leaf 
De_________ grief and disbelief 
Thoughts to grease, I desire peace 
Extorted thinking to say the least 
Drifted epic, my struggles etched 
Inside my text, THC has some effect 
For overstress, a constant mess 
So I put on this _______ vest 
Stretched out flaws 
Sativa gloss contain my loss 
Thinking laws held on pause 
Overdose so thoughts don’t cross 
(distorted voice) 
“I overdose so thoughts don’t cross” 
 
 
 

Life Poem 
 
One day I was born, chill 
Cries, opened my eyes, against my will? 
Wonder will this feeling come back  
When I die 
Did I choose to come? I’m here now 
I am alive? I can’t tell 
Crawled, then walked, learned to talk 
Can’t stop the clock 
13 smoke weed, no need 
21 now, my own seed 
Greed cant breath 
Fights I bleed 
Life took I take a plea 
Concrete walls and steel bars 
No stars different place...Mars??? 
27 maybe no Heaven I got 
A place to go, don’t trip 
Till I’m gone life’s a b**** 
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Blue 
Three Wishes 
 
I’m writing to you, because I see you slipping. I 
remember as kids you told me 3 wishes. of these 
wishes I want to know how many came true for you? 
From your three wishes the third wish was for us to 
stay friends forever. Well it’s been a few years but I 
consider you my best friend still. And because of 
your wishes and how much you used to talk about 
them, inspired my own 3 wishes…okay so member 
as a kid alone what would you dream of?: A beautiful 
female that would bring me to new heights with 
unconditional love! Did this come true?: I found a 
beautiful woman but she made me Bluer than I was! 
did she at least take you to new heights?: “O” ya she 
brought me to new heights, the second floor of 
county jail that a real site! My first wish made a mess 
of my life! 
 
I’m really sorry about Blue! but what about wish 
number two? It was to have a family of my own! 
have a few kids and a nice lil house. and how is that 
going? 
 
I had a child but his mother won’t even let me call 
him on the phone! I lost communication with them, I 
guess because of my love. 
 
That’s really hard to hear: but what about your nice 
little house?  
 
I guess I got that, it’s a hole in the wall where I live 
all alone. It’s a little too quiet and often quite cold. 
but I think I’ll be here until I grow old! 
 
That sounds like a curse and not even a wish. 
 
How can wishes go so wrong in a life such as this? 
 
There’s still your 3rd wish one that came true on your list 
 
Blue, your truly my only friend I was never amiss. 
 
remember me it’s your old pal Chris I know we lost touch throw all the pain but you have to 
remember me we’re one in the same they use to call me Chris before changing my name 
 
Now it’s coming back to me I’m remembering you there used to be only one but then it’s 
always been me and you I became two that’s rite Chris cause when I was little they changed 
my name to Blue! 

Self-Portrait 
 
I cannot: 
I cannot. 
Tell emotion 
Win my case 
Stay free 
Win my case 
Do probation 
Be me 
Have positive thinking 
Get my life together 
 
I can: 
Rap my feelings 
Get into trouble 
Be strong 
Have laughter 
Smoke weed 
Be greedy 
Get girls 
Write Music 
 
I cannot stop: 
Getting into fights 
Drinking and drugging 
Thinking of my wrongs 
Remembering pain 
Writing songs 
Being overwhelmed 
My life from spiraling out of 
control!!! 
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As We Should 
 
Too often we forget to look around,  
To notice the beauty of the day, 
As we should… 
 
We race through our days, 
Trying to succeed and better ourselves, 
As we should… 
 
Time continues forward 
Never ceasing, never ending 
Inevitably ticking 
Forever lost 
 
The days turn to weeks, the weeks  
     turn to months, 
The time passes too quickly to notice. 
As we should… 
 
As some point in our lives, and never too late, 
We lay down and reflect on our past 
As we should… 
 
Time continues forward 
Never ceasing, never ending 
Inevitably ticking 
Forever lost 
 
Later, we all begin to notice the disappearance 
Of those around us, no longer there 
As we should… 
 
We remember them in thought, alone, 
Not often enough remembering  
     our last moments with them, 
As we should  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Clearly Dark 
 
I lay down and retreat 
Into the recesses of my mind. 
The darkness of my mind eye 
Clears to a vibrant blue sky. 
 
The sky is clear, for the moment,  
And then, wispy clouds  
     begin to form. 
Taking shape and billowing into 
Animals that march across the sky. 
 
Your laughter is a medicine I miss, 
As you giggle, “Look at that one! 
Right there! It looks like a big fat 
turtle!” 
 
Oh, the hours we would spend  
Laughing and looking at all the silly 
animals in the sky. 
 
My mind wanders and 
The images shimmer,  
Until the darkness  
And loneliness returns. 
 
As I open my eyes and  
Take a deep breath, 
I tear rolls down my cheek. 
I say to myself, 
 
“I miss you Meghan.” 
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Corey the Rodeo Clown 
 
 The dream was vivid, as he woke from a cold sweat for the third time 
this week. This time, however, it was chilling because more was revealed. He felt 
something dangerous was about to happen. He felt an abrupt end to the dream, 
that end was a menace named ‘Bull’. Although he had only napped for thirty 
minutes before the next event, he felt drained of all life. He needed to shake this 
feeling, quickly. 
 Getting up from his bed, he went to the kitchen and ran cold water into a 
bowl. Turning to the table, he walked on shaky legs to a chair and sat, confused. 
He could hear the crowd cheering and yelling. Hearing them, he realized he had 
to tune them out. Somehow, he had to gather his wits.  
 Reaching down, he grabbed his make-up case and opened it. The 
reflection in the mirror startled him. 
The designs on his face didn’t startle 
him, it was the look of fear in his eyes 
that did. Trying to shake this feeling, 
he began to apply his make-up. He 
concentrated specifically on the red, white, and blue starts around his eyes and 
cheeks, big and bright enough to be seen from the crowd in the stands.  
 He never felt fear until today, but what was different about today? He 
grabbed his baggy shorts and pulled them on over his tights, a loose fitting shirt, 
and a bandana. Each matching the colors of his make-up. Just before opening the 
door to his trailer, he quickly grabbed his hat. 
 Opening the door, he heard the crowd’s cheers echoing and drowning 
out all the noise of the fair. The door closed abruptly behind him. On the door the 
lettering read, “Corey Anders, All Around Rodeo Clown, 2002”. He was the best 
there was. 
 Walking to the staging area, he saw old friends and new ones. Most 
everyone waved and said, “Go kick some bull’s ass, Corey”. He always enjoyed 
being with the other cowboys. His pay was great and he was always respectful to 
those around him, but today, something just didn’t feel right. 
 As he walked to the arena he could hear some of the whispers, “Sure am 
glad Corey’s here”. Another said, “He saved my ass in Cheyenne last month, he’ll 
save anyone”. A third said, “I thought I was a dead man until Corey got me out of 
that mess”. Corey smiled inwardly, he’d heard it all before. For 10 years he had 
heard it. 
 Bull riding was the next event on the list. He prepared himself by 
concentrating on the crowd. He looked around and saw all the people in a sea of 
colors. The announcer said, “Next up, bull riding. Let’s welcome Corey Anders to 
the arena”. He walked slowly, if not a bid unsteadily, to the center of the arena. 
What the hell is wrong with me, he thought? The announcer droned on about the 
next cowboy, Corey didn’t hear much. He turned and looked at the gate, saw the 
rider settling in and saw the gate-man get ready. As if in a soup, he saw the gate-
man tense up. That fast, everything went into slow motion.  

Time slowed again, as 
Corey waited, and waited 
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 Corey saw the muscles of the gate-man’s arm flex as the rope tightened. 
He saw the gate begin to swing open and saw the bull leap from the confines of 
the stall. No sooner had the bull left the stall, Corey was on the move. With 
reflexes of a cat, honed over the years, made him the best there was. He moved in 
front of the bull quickly to maintain eye contact. He saw the cowboy rake his 
spurs up the flanks of the bull to steady himself, knees moving up past his head 
just as quickly. One second gone by, the bull turned and jumped again, the 
cowboy adjusted expertly. Two seconds passed by, Corey moved quickly in front 
again. Then three seconds passed, the riders left arm flailing in front of himself 
may have looked like a fleeting effort on his part, but it was an adjustment to the 
turning of the bull again. This rider was good. Four seconds gone by, Corey 
sprang to the right as the bull went left. Whoa, that was a close one he thought. 
Five seconds had elapsed. This bull is  
pissed, Corey thought. 
 Twenty-two hundred pounds of pissed off beef, where the only thoughts 
on the bull’s mind were, “I’m gonna get up off my back, throw you to the ground, 
then KILL you and anyone else that gets in the way!”.  
 The cowboys balance was off. Corey saw the shoulder dip on the rider, 
then saw him fall to the left, just as the bull dropped his shoulder. In 1/100th of a 
second, he saw the muscles flex on the bull and knew he was turning right. One 
half second more and the rider was launched into space, hanging by a thread of 
latigo.  
 Instantly, Corey drove inward to get the bull’s eyes locked on his so the 
pick-up men could do their jobs. In a flash, they were there, pulling the cinch 
strap from the bull allowing the rider to be free. Seven seconds marked the clock. 
Now it’s just him and me, Corey thought. Another clown captured the bull’s 
attention as Corey darted around, keeping the bull from the rider. The rider’s 
safety meant everything, that’s why he was the best. For an instant, Corey 
believed the rider was clear and going to be ok. In that moment, the bull turned 
and took aim. As Corey glanced back he saw the bull out of the corner of his eye. 
He felt the bull run by like the wind. How he dodged him, he will never know. 
Quickly, he turned and saw the barrel. An odd oasis of safety, but extremely 
effective. Corey drove into the barrel head first, knowing he’d be safe there. He 
saw darkness for a fleeting second, then felt like he was shot out of a canon. He 
flew through the air, but couldn't understand why he was airborne, leaving the 
safety of the barrel. 
 The bull hit the barrel at full speed as Corey dove into it. The impact 
caused the barrel to turn end-over-end in the air, jettisoning Corey like a human 
projectile. 
 Confusion overcame the bull in seeing one object become two.  
 The other clown reacted quickly by coming to Corey’s aid. Rapidly, the 
pick-up men rode to turn the bull. 
  In a second, it was all over. The bull was turned toward the gate and the 
crowd went wild. 
 Lying on the ground, Corey mentally and physically checked himself for 
injuries. Slowly he stood and the fans went into a frenzy, elated he was ok. 
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Collecting his hat, he waved to a cheering crowd. Seconds ticked away as the 
turned again to the other side of the arena, without noticing the commotion in 
the corner.  
 The bull turned at the gate and shot past the two pick-up men, charging 
towards Corey. He turned back and saw the glint in the bull’s eye, a look of 
unrelenting animal rage. Time slowed again, as Corey waited, and waited, 
until...now!, his mind screamed. He juked and dove the other way and was safe 
again. Making his way to the gate, he baited the bull towards him. The bull, now 
slowing, turned and charged in his direction. Corey opened the gate as the bull 
got near. The bull turned and went through this time. Corey closed the gate, to 
the roar of the crowd, as he slumped against the steel rungs to catch his breath, 
and gather his wits. 
 Walking away Corey felt as though he were walking through Jell-O, slow 
and sluggish.  
 When he reached the staging are, the other cowboys were in awe of 
Corey and his performance. He really thought his number was up this time. A 
smile came on his face as the moment lingered. With his adrenaline rushing, he 
needed to slow down. He decided to go to his trailer to catch his breath.  
 He walked into the lane between the other trailers and heard the horn 
blaring. That’s odd, he thought. Then, he felt the familiar feeling of flying through 
the air again, landing hard. He felt nothing, nothing at all. He couldn’t even breath 
or move his body. His head rolled to the side and he saw the license plate that 
spelled the word ‘Bull’, as everything faded to black.  
 

 
Stand 
 
For all of those alone 
Raise your face to be known 
Feel the warmth on your face 
As you stand in your place 
Cast your fears aside 
And spread yours arms open wide. 
As you feel the moment 
No longer in torment 
Like a flower’s petals spreading 
No looking back, never regretting 
Reach out with your hands 
While you strive for new plans 
A step in a new direction 
No need for perfection 
Standing tall as one 
Look up to the sun 
Open your eyes and smile 
All the time knowing while 
New friends will not remain 
No longer, alone again. 
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Courage 
 
The next time someone has the courage to come before you, that has hurt you, listen to 
your heart and look deep within yourself. Notice all the anger, hurt, and frustration you are 
feeling. Feelings you want to project back, maybe lashing out. One simple thought should 
prevail, “Don’t.” 
  
 Realize, anyone can say, “I’m sorry,” but to truly forgive that person, you must 
forgive yourself, also. Cliché? I don’t think so. 
 
 Keep these thoughts in mind when that someone shows the courage to say, “I’m 
sorry.” Forgive yourself for the actions and thoughts you’ve displayed. Forgive that person 
for what they’ve done. Forgive yourself for the pain you’ve reflected. 
 
 The level of emptiness that person is experiencing is overwhelming. Have the 
courage in return to show them you care. That one single act may be the difference 
between bitterness or joy, loneliness or fulfillment. Everyone that has ever hurt, someone 
waits to hear, “I’m sorry too.” Gather your courage, stand up and forgive. It is worthy it for 
everyone.  
 
 A single tear can hold the emotions of a lifetime. 
 
 
Time to Move On 
 
It’s dawn, that time when the sky turns from black to blue. 
As the fire crackles, my hands begin to warm. 
The coffee is hot, warming my spirits. 
A soft ‘snort’ lets me know she’s there. 
 
She’s out there, just beyond my view. 
I can hear her and ‘Buck’ in the pasture. 
‘Buck’ stomps a hoof to signal he is there. 
She ‘snorts’ again, anticipating the ride. 
 
I stand and walk slowly to them both. 
‘Buck’ glances my way, ready for a familiar ride. 
She turns to face me, looking past me. 
“She’s not here”, I say, as I scratch her ears. 
 
The sun’s rays peak over the mountain, as I get ready. 
The air is cool here, but bound to get colder. 
There’s a wind I can see of the pass, 
As the clouds blow quickly through. 
 
Mounting up, I settle in and take the reins. 
I can see the pass in the distance, as we turn. 
So many times we’ve taken this ride, but this time I’m alone. 
With a slow breath I reach for her lead and we start up. 



SpeakOut!  Spring  2013  |  39  

Bob K. 
She’s only five. 
A good horse, sound and sure footed.  
She’s not easily spooked, even when the badger crossed our path. 
But today she’s unsure. 
 
We climb most of the morning up to the pass. 
My mind is numb as we climb. 
At noon we round out onto the saddle and rest for a bit. 
We have a late snack, an apple for me, sugar for ‘Buck’, and carrots for her. 
 
From the saddle I can see my destination below. 
One foot in the stirrup and were on our way. 
I catch a glimpse of the surface sparkling as my mind drifts away again. 
I settle in the empty ride down to the lake. 
 
I made it this far before she enters my mind. 
Oh well...I knew I’d think of her. 
She’s the reason I’m here. 
Collar up and hat pulled low, as a cold wind starts to blow. 
 
As we make our way down, she stumbles, like my thoughts. 
She said to me, “I’ve moved on.” 
I stumbled at that thought. 
Leaning forward we continued on. 
 
The snow’s crust is thick as we push on. 
A little farther and we will be at the lake. 
Then I can rest and think. 
No distractions. 
 
It’s colder now, snow blowing lightly. 
Turning the last bend we see the lake ahead. 
Slowly I slide out of the saddle, 
and walk to the edge of the lake. 
 
With the heel of my boot I break the ice. 
At the water’s edge, ‘Bonnie’ leans down to drink. 
I remove her lead and watch as she drinks. 
She slowly walks off to join ‘Buck’ as I find a place to sit. 
 
I gather my courage to face my thoughts. 
The lake is as frozen as I feel. 
Wind blows the snow from the surface and I see my reflection. 
Once there were two, now there is one. 
 
I sit and reflect on the things we had. 
Memories are all that remain. 
The wind blows, icicles twinkle like wind chimes as they break. 
A long time passes as I stare at that reflection. 
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An hour, maybe more, passes as I sit there. 
I look around and see the beauty, yet I feel empty. 
The cold is familiar now. 
Warmth has no place here. 
 
I never heard her behind me. 
She nudges my should and I jump. 
I turn and see those beautiful brown eyes. 
Standing to face her, a sad smile appears. 
 
I reach up and scratch her ears. 
She leans in and I don’t feel so alone. 
I attach her lead rope again, and say, 
“Let’s go home, It’s time we move on, too.” 
 
 
A Story 
 
That particular morning, I decided to take Joe instead of Buck. 
It’s never easy telling a friend they can’t come along. 
In this case, buck watched me intently from his corral. 
Since Buck was recovering from a bout of colic, Joe was my next choice. 
 
I felt Buck glaring at me, as I saddled up Joe and loaded his tack. 
With Joe eager and Buck feeling dejected, I gave Buck some sugar and  
rubbed his ears, as he nudged me on last time from his corral. 
Climbing into the saddle, Joe and I were ready for the ride to the basin. 
 
The sun was still an hour away as we started on our journey. 
I was still tired from not getting enough sleep, thinking about the trail. 
A long days ride ahead, at least fourteen hours to the basin. 
It will be worth it though, I need this time to get away, alone time. 
 
So, off we rode across the field to the trailhead to start our ascent. 
As the sun was peeking over the ridge line above, we began the climb. 
We rode most of the morning making our way up to the lower meadows. 
The meadows will be relaxing, but then it gets steep, really steep. 
 
Riding across the meadow, with the sun warming us, I barely keep my eyes open. 
I reach down to adjust my stirrups from the climb and we relax. 
For the next hour, I would drift in and out of sleep, napping along the way. 
We plodded along slowly, across the lower meadow in the snow, I slept. 
 
Little more than an hour had passed while I slept, we were across the meadow.  
During that time, clouds had moved in obscuring the panorama of the mountain. 
I stretched in the saddle and prepared for the ride up to the pass. 
Climbing is always uncomfortable, for me as well as Joe. 
 
The ridge ahead is no stranger to us, as we climb our way up. 
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We had ridden over this pass together hundreds of times. 
Fifteen years on the trail we had travelled, weather never mattered. 
Day or night had no bearing on us either, what’s another day riding? 
 
As the trail got steeper, I made some adjustments to my tack. 
Pushing my scabbard forward helped take the pressure off my knee. 
At a flat spot, I stopped and set my Blevins a little shorter. 
Climbing was never easy on my knees, that helped.  
 
This was my favorite time of year to ride, late fall, early winter. 
With snow on the ground it was a beautiful view from the ridgeline. 
Atop the ridge the view was astounding, what a remarkable place this was. 
The many shades and hues of blue left me breathless, I could see my breath now. 
 
The basin we were heading to was remote, not many riders venture this far in. 
Forty miles behind us and fifteen to go to the best trout fishing anywhere. 
The trout are huge there, probably why they call it Duzy Basin. 
We inch our way forward and prepare for the ride down. 
 
Riding down from the ridgeline is harder on Joe than it is on me. 
I sit back and relax, with a few adjustments, as Joe clomps his way down.  
Except for the abrupt clomp, then step and slide, Joe is riding fine. 
Joe slowly makes his way down the steep terrain as I begin to doze again. 
 
We finally reach the flats an hour later, finally off the ridge. 
Joe snorts a hearty sigh of relief, I dismount and walk a while next to him. 
Ten minutes pass and I get back in the saddle for the last ten miles. 
Joe is anxious now as I give him reign and let him run. 
 
The snow kicking up around us is like child’s play to Joe. 
He loves the snow as much as I do, maybe more. 
He runs and jumps, knowing I can feel his every move. 
We move as one, enjoying the run through the meadow.  
 
We slow to a walk and make our way into the basin, not hurrying. 
The rhythmic pace of Joe’s walk lets me drift off again, it’s been a long day. 
My mind wanders while I doze, hearing sounds, soothing sounds of the meadows. 
Just then…”CRACK”...like a rifle shot echoes in the valley. 
 
I’m launched in the air and land against a log, the snow cushioning me some. 
Shaking my head in disbelief, I can’t determine what spooked Joe.  
My head throbbing, it hits me, I see the terror in Joe’s eyes. 
I’m afraid to look at anything else for fear of what I think I will see. 
 
Like a child afraid of the dark, I look at Joe and my worst fears are true. 
My eyes widen, my face is drained, and my breath is cut short. 
Barely standing there is Joe, with his cannon bone protruding through his hide, 
And his fetlock destroyed beyond repair, tears stream down my face now. 
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I am paralyzed at the sight of his injuries, but I need to move. 
I slowly stand and approach him, as he looks at me, I see the shock in his eyes. 
I comfort him as best I can with my voice and rub his ears gently. 
My worst fears are confirmed again as I see closely the damage that’s done. 
 
Is this even repairable, can he ever be ridden again?  
What can I do to alleviate the pain and safely get him home? 
Fear overtakes me and I slump to the ground, deciding what to do. 
A life changing decision, for both of us, is hanging in the balance. 
 
I know what I must do, terrifying as it will be. 
I stand and reach up to his neck and stroke more, offering comfort. 
With tears streaming now, I reach into my saddlebag and get my box of shells. 
Sliding my 30-06 from the scabbard is like prying a heavy magnet free. 
 
Fumbling with the box of shells I load my rifle, scared to look at Joe. 
On shaky legs I look at Joe and gasp for breath as I try to raise my rifle. 
One last breath and I raise my rifle, trying to be strong. 
I collapse to the ground in disgust for what I’m about to do. 
 
Openly crying in waves of pain, heaving with every breath, I take aim. 
Shakily I place my finger on the trigger and slowly being to squeeze. 
Something trickles down my neck and I’m distracted and then a nudge. 
Pushed from behind, I am startled into the reality of the moment. 

 
The world is blindingly white, I focus with effort and put my hand to my neck. 
Blood is trickling down my neck from my head where I hit the log. 
A flood of relief comes over me thinking of that vision, while I was knocked out. 
Turning, I see Joe standing behind me, nudging me. 
 
Standing, I feel emotion race through me remembering what happened. 
I look at Joe and he looks at me, making sure I’m ok. 
Then I see the damage, the irreparable damage to his leg... 
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Slow Down 
 
WHEN 
 
If you’ve never seen a sunrise, you should 
 to feel the awakening inside you as it rises. 
 
 WILL 
 
If you’ve never seen a foal born, you should, 
 to see the love the mare has nudging her foal to stand. 
 
  YOU 
 
If you’ve never seen a baby cry, you should, 
 to feel the joy from the comfort you can give holding them. 
 
   SLOW 
 
If you’ve never been alone, you should, 
 to experience the joy of others when they are there. 
 
    DOWN 
 
If you’ve never seen the Vietnam Wall, you should, 
 to feel the sense of pride and loss at the same time. 
 
     AND 
 
If you’ve never seen the ocean, you should, 
 to feel small in the presence of vastness. 
 
      ENJOY 
 
If you’ve never seen a whale, you should, 
 to feel the surprise of being so small. 
 
       YOUR 
 
If you’ve never been to a funeral, you should, 
 to finally ask the question, “Why?”. 
 
        LIFE! 
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Now You See Us, No You Don’t  
 
How is it that every time I close  
my eyes everything remains the same? 
Same day, same place, even the  
same old blank face. 
Sounds of air whispering run 
through these walls, 
The highlight of our day is a  
random thing called mail call. 
Childlike laughter from us is  
oh so very rare, 
When we’re not singing to our 
music in our head phones we sport 
a blank stare. 
Don’t forget in the light of day 
and in our case the light of night, 
I’m feeling just like you so 
don’t fear or fright. 
We are the obnoxious, fabulous 
out of control four, 
Whom because of a snitch they 
moved us to our own pod with  
only four doors… 
Until next time, I’ll see you 
on the flip side. 
Much mad respect and luv 
Always, ME 
 
 
 
 
The Fairy Creed 
 
She’s here with you always 
to protect you, guide you, teach you, 
cry with you, laugh with you, and 
even throw a tantrum with you. 
But when she’s flown away to  
help someone else remember that now 
and forever I’m always here for you. 
This is the law of the land  
and for those of us whom roam it by 
foot, we someday shall get 
our wings to fly… 
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A Red Car 
 
Through a crack in the door, 
I see broken glass glimmering in the 
suns light. 
There are tears in the front 
seat from my gripped nails holding 
tight. 
The smell of gas and oil 
fill the air. 
I’m in so much shock from my  
bleeding open wounds I seem not to 
care. 
Which way is up which way 
is down? 
That Police car chased me  
through 2 fricken whole towns. 
If I won the race then why did 
I crash? 
 Oh yea that’s right I robbed a  
bank for a whole lotta cash. 
Funny how red, white and blue 
stands for freedom unless their flashing 
behind you… 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My life in only 6 words 
 
Imprinted Visions of Caged 
Unspoken Words  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



46   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

Bonnie R. 
The Gift for A Child, And A Child 
 
Here I go again, waking up  
in another house with more strangers. 
The way to survive is not to  
speak, it keeps hands from flying or 
causing any danger. 
I’m so busy, no time to play, 
sit, or even relax 
I’m very important I don’t even 
set time to untie my bag and unpack. 
Who is my friend? Is it you? 
Do I stay? Or do I go?  
Are you the one to get me a band aid 
When I stub my big toe? 
I am famous, I cause the big people  
to wonder and say “How is this child so 
obedient and seem so glad? 
She must be blind or not smart 
enough to know she has nor a mom or 
a dad. 
A new house, a new day and  
presents under the Christmas tree. 
My favorite gift was a yellow 
toy truck, and for them it was a  
small child of three…  
 
 
Broken things 
 
Across the room lies a dog pile 
of broken chairs, 
Curtains creased to perfection 
now torn and lie on the floor 
with tears. 
The chandelier’s glass in 
pieces creeps to touch the toes 
on my feet 
All my belongings broken  
or shattered and no glue will 
mend or fix, 
The only thing I hear is  
the clock which still tics, 
My heart is even broken 
and fell apart, 
I better get a needle 
and thread to mend it from 
start to stout… 
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Her Grace 
 
 She wore flowers in her hair that 
smelled of fresh violet fields. 
 She wore only one set of pearl 
earrings with a vintage gold ring. 
 Her smile was forever imprinted on 
her velvet old face. 
 Even after 85 years she never ate a  
meal without saying grace. 
 Her wisdom was displayed in an 
overwhelming silence that tickled your ears. 
 The kind and gentleness of her spirit 
made your eyes leak tears 
 Who is this old women I speak of, 
whose heart is made of gold 
 It’s my little sweet old grandma 
Whom I never met, so I’m told…  
 
The universe is made 
up of stories. 
Stories are the ingredients  
of the universe. 
Without the universe we  
simply do not exist. 
    
 
Life Code for Children of Broken Homes 
 
You always have the right  
to act, feel & think. 
Long as you do it respectively. 
You have to love yourself first 
before you are able to love others. 
It doesn’t matter how many  
times you fall, it only matters 
how many times you get back up. 
You can gain wisdom from  
anyone at any time.  
If you don’t feel you did  
enough, then you did. 
Do things without expectation. 
Remember to stop, smile, breath 
& occasionally procrastinate. 
Everyone has a kindred 
spirit. 
Keep it alive or you 
will die and live without  
a heartbeat… 
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Untamable Love 
 
They say to have never lost a love 
is to never have loved at all. 
Since the first day we met our 
souls have been bound by an invisible 
string, 
Its extremely flexible with superior 
strength, and pulls us threw anything 
A love like ours is full of long lasting 
energy that takes flight. 
So fast and bright it fills the sky’s 
with a neon blue light. 
Up and down sometimes it races 
out of control. 
Emotions like a roller coaster glide  
our patience at times it too takes 
its toll. 
Cherish and protect our unique 
bond we must remember to do 
Always to show our love is words 
but our actions we must stay true. 
Unexplainable secrets of desire 
cause waves of passion to run 
threw our veins.  
Without each other our visions 
of happiness isn’t ever the same 
I hold you deep inside my soul 
and heart, 
Our childlike laughter will keep us 
from falling apart…  
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One Day 
 
I have a dream that one day the word jail 
won't exist. That mothers won't be taken away  
from their children, that we will find something 
more civil, more humane. People do wrong, yes,  
but putting everyone in a jail who messes  
up is NOT the answer. Yes, for some people 
jail is necessary. But it shouldn't always 
be the only resort. Laws were made to break, 
people are made to sin. We are humans & 
make mistakes. Doesn't mean we should be 
labeled a criminal & locked in a cage. 
 
 
 
 

Chimeraestry 
 
Be you pagan or Christian, I incite you to hear 
This curious legend; so lend me an ear. 
I’ll impart you my tale in rhyme fit for a chant 
That causes all sinners in God’s sight to recant! 
Gladly I’d turned my back on this life 
To lead me away from such shame, guilt, and strife. 
Questing thence I from what thought to be good, 
Like Dante gone astray from his perilous wood. 
Abandon all hope, ye who enter here0 
All thanks to the dope, the violence, the fear, 
This ship of foods in tempestuous realm 
Sunday has for its captain that traitor Satan at helm. 
Thus donning myself in the armor of God, 
In shining resplendence and glory I’ve trod 
To battle the foe with faith as my shield 
And sunder the devil to cause him to yield. 
Ferocious, I joust with the fiend at full tile, 
And with my good sword driven deep to its hilt, 
Lo, I’ve slain Lucifer! And set the world free! 
But soft look dose; that dead devil is me… 
Wrongly mistaking the needle for sword, 
And that somehow me doing the work of the Lord. 
But sever dread sins got my spirit confused. 
The blood cried from my veins, thus my soul was abused.  
 
 

Broox 
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Broox 
Incredible Powers 
 
FOR A DEMONSTRATION, I would invite you to imagine with me a bright shiny yellow 
lemon. The lemon is very big, and while holding the citrus fruit in your hand you can tell that 
it’s pretty succulent and juicy. Pretend, if you will, that this lemon has been sliced and you 
proceed to put a piece of it in your mouth. The tart and tangy lemon slice slides all over 
your tongue until at last you take a big sour bite! 
 
 If you find your mouth to be watering, you have just been made the victim of my 
incredible powers. But, my friends, this is only the humblest of beginnings. 
 
 You call that a knife? Well, you, I possess a weapon of such legendary sharpness 
you shall hardly feel a prick once you’ve been punctured. Leaving behind an invisible 
wound, it verily drips with venom. And though you might mistake my fatal strike for love as 
the poison courses to your faint heart, in truth you have just procured a curse most ancient 
and profane. I will savor the look in your eyes as you recognize your new master. 
 
 On my off time, I make my home in both infernal and celestial realms. Answering 
an undeniable call, I am often the intermediary between angels and demons in their cosmic 
strife. You get to wear many different hats when you have incredible powers.  
 
 I am known to employ a state of the art hovercraft equipped with a stupendous 
rainbow laser which is piloted by a highly skilled unicorn. I keep the rainbow laser set for 
“stun,” so it mostly just looks really cool. Often, I just rent out this service for children’s 
birthday parties and raves--where it has become quite popular. But if you think that’s all, 
think again. 
 
 Beneficent beings from another world you might call aliens, but I know by another 
name which is impossible to pronounce in any of Earth’s languages due to the limitations of 
our vocal anatomy, have bestowed upon me a technological wonder where I shall use upon 
my release to solve the global problems of famine, non-renewable energy, and greed. To 
describe it further would be futile. They gave this device to me because they came to 
acknowledge my incredible powers. 
 
 But my most incredible power by far, I must confess, is a secret. And because I like 
you guys, I’ll tell you. My incredible power isn’t really that incredible, and it’s not really a 
power either--it’s the imagination I carry within my brain, and the pen I wield in my hand 
with which I create these things. Now, friends, the incredible power is yours! 
 
 
My Love For You 
 
My love for you is such, that in vain I battle to describe. 
If my love for you were words, not all the libraries in all the world, both standing and 
destroyed, could begin to explain it. 
If my love for you was water, it would overrun the beaches and flood until it laps at the 
peaks of mountains. 
If my love for you were stars, in their infinitude the darkness of night could never again fall. 
My love for you is such, that I have to let you know.  
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Broox 
The Most Dangerous Prey 
 
I DON MY HUNTING CAP, peering at my reflection in the polished glass. I wear the lightly 
woven garb of my village, designed for quick movements and to wick sweat during the 
throes of the hunt. My friend stands beside me: cool, calm, collected and--deadly. 
 He explains: “Many trophies can be gleaned from these wily beasts; the gleam of 
their tusks, a lock of their luxurious fur, or even the deep musk stored in certain glands.” 
 I nod my assent, enthralled by our discourse. 
 “But by far--I’m sure you’ll agree--the flesh is the best. Firm, but succulent; its 
flavor a delight. Personally, once I’ve made my kill, I enjoy traipsing into the nearest beer 
hall with my quarry slung over my shoulders, to brag and show off my hunting prowess to 
the less cunning lads.” 
 “That’s barbaric!” I interrupt, despite my intrigue. “Are they dangerous, then?” 
 “Oh, very much so. But you should not be afraid. You will not be considered a man 
until you bag your first one. You must be brave, comrade.” 
 “Will we require the hounds?” My eyes narrowed with determination. 
 “Perhaps were we going for the wilder sort that frequent the outlying thickets of 
our vicinity. But no, not tonight. Instead, we shall flush our prey from the lower regions of 
the concrete jungle, where even in these days they still congregate in droves and flocks.” 
He adjusts his spear. “Despite being social animals, once singled-out they become weak and 
manageable.” 
 “Tell me again of the kill. I want to be ready.” 
 “Friend, you must grasp their tendencies--their tactics. They hide fearsome 
instincts behind their innocuous appearance. Their mouths are quick, and once you are 
struck, a poison shall wend its way into your heart, destroying everything therein. 
Remember--once bitten, forever smitten.” 
 I feel the icy touch of fear, but remain focused. 
 “This is nature’s way of giving them the advantage, but no! It shall instead be 
ours! Stand by me, my apprentice, and we shall surely have meat for dinner tonight--and 
tomorrow’s breakfast as well.” 
 “Yes we shall!” My heart beats the war drums--my core throbbing with the thrill. 
 “Good, now listen!” You must be light on your feet. You must give pursuit. There 
is a rhythm to this hunt. You must feint, dodge, spin, retreat, and attack again all in 
sequence. If executed correctly, you will entrance or hypnotize the creature, wearing it 
down little by little. You must be relentless until it is subdued. This hunt is a terrible dance 
of life and death, but a necessary rite of passage among our people. When, at last, you have 
your quarry cornered in its lair and muddled by your maneuvers, all that is required are a 
few quick, deep thrusts with your spear--and the day is yours, hero. Now, are you ready?” 
 My very soul puffs-up at this ancestral challenge. “Of course I am.” 
 His smile a wicked one. “Good. Be prepared, then. For tonight we hunt the most 
dangerous prey--woman.” 
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Crazy Kaity 
Crayons 
 
My picture is dwindling and I don’t have the crayons to 
repair it. 
Once smiling, colorful people have walked off the page. 
I should’ve known, they WERE delicate bodies, sticks, but 
they were given efficient shoes. 
Does that mean I lost this battle? The dog stays. 
He has no shoes. Too bad I can’t feed him. 
Eventually he stops returning too. 
Smart dog. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My Ideas 
 
Time is trivial. A recycling cycle filled with vicious downfalls. 
Can I have my come-up now? Over and over. The delicate 
spider of life prevails. As she desperately, yet adamantly 
weaves with the utmost repetition. It’s sickeningly 
f***ing delicate and fragile. Not beautiful. F***ing scary. 
What happens when it breaks? Will she fix it? Once? 
Maybe twice? A third time? Will it be repairable? Is 
the destruction from an outside enemy? How can a 
defeat be an encouragement for improvement. We are 
concealed by pathetic desperation and previous tears in her 
web. Masked are our faces the more we win the 
battles in the worst ways. I don’t want the light 
to enter. I’m afraid it will burn amateur eyes. 
Who is the sleuth? 
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Dante L. 
L.O.V.E. in life is also Death. 
 
As I think as the days go by. 
Hello to the morning goodbye to the night. 
I try so hard to keep my mind afar, 
but as I stop to think how I be so naïve to think it’s all a dream. 
I don’t feel as if I’m here but as if I’m there. 
To know I don’t have a gift but a way to lift my spirit high, 
but yet I still feel low as I show I don’t, but yet I do. 
I don’t feel wrong to call you mine but do you? 
As I feel alone in this world to know i’m not, is a way to know 
i’ll rot, as I feel how I fell I wonder do you the same. 
I feel you do they say love and God are all the same. 
I feel as if it’s true but yet stop to think. 
I love you for you and hope you do to. 
So love me as if we were not promised tomorrow but only TODAY!!!!  
I shall love you in life and also in death. 
I don’t know how or what life brings or shows. 
All I know is how life always brings me back to You!! 
if I shall pass tonight let the sun shine bright. 
As if it were another day but without my face to see the very next day!! 
don’t feel sad for me but for those around who yet to see, 
for those who see but yet don’t at all. 
love & death are two different but also two same things. 
they are made by people and also other things, 
but yet why do they come to be. 
For that i’ll never know but hope soon it comes to show. 
Love in life is also Death!!!! 
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David S. 
Reaching for the stars 
 
Soaring wings 
lifting my unguided soul 
Millions of destinations 
terrified to take the step 
 
Lifting my unguided soul. 
I grasp for the stars 
Terrified to take the step 
Worried I might fall 
 
I grasp for the stars 
Nothing is out of reach 
Worried I might fall 
But who is there to catch me 
 
Nothing is out of reach 
Hard to see the end 
But who is there to catch me 
There is nothing to loose 
 
 
What if 
 
If you could, would you?  
     Would you line again? 
Do it all over and keep the memories? The 
good ones? The bad? The answers to all you 
questions are in your heart. They’re there. 
Waiting. 
What if? If the world gave you the chance 
Would the world hold the  
     “All Mighty” power to 
change itself and offer the opportunity to 
do so? Do we? What if with 
nanotechnology, 
the speed of the two-way  
     radio and precision 
laser medical devices that can zap 
unwanted cancer 
cells in the human body. Do we? What if? 
With the choice; the liberty to choose.  
     Then it’s 
yours! Ours! Working together.  
     Over and over 
and over. Till our last day’s we will be 
searching for it. What if? 
 



SpeakOut!  Spring  2013  |  55  

David S. 
If Only I Could Swim 
 
What is this unfortunate feeling? 
Is it something I have to prove? 
See, I know who I am,  
But it’s sad to know that you do not. 
Could it be the brand of jacket  
That I boldly choose to wear? 
Or should I say 
Because I wear this branded jacket. 
Dows it give you perfect vision 
of exactly who I am? 
Or should I say 
I am but a lonely fish 
Swimming in a cold and rugged current 
When all I thrive to do  
Is to try and make it further  
Up this lonely stream. 
Where the grass I’ve heard is greener 
But the grass is moss and kelp. 
And I feel as though I cannot swim any longer. 
So like a leaky raft I float  
And I drift on down this frozen brook 
Trying to avoid colliding 
With any sharp and jagged rocks. 
So if you feel the need 
To revive this broken trout 
Catch me if you can 
And please…take me upstream. 
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Dino C. 
Tones of Orpheus (An Interlude) 
 
The fallen stare 
Have left their mark 
But their secrets keep on peeling off the art 
The planets portent to conceal 
The light that remains surreal 
A slumber in the galaxies 
Is a life I could only dream… 
So I dream… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cold and Silver 
 
Split my lungs in open air with one kiss before we depart 
In ships so bright we could be mistaken for stars (so white) 
We could milk the way with trails of virtue gods would pay\ 
When the skies are out of touch 
With art left behind with love between the lines 
And scriptures we will find are nothing short of the great divide 
But we are divine in a time when nothing is set in stone 
We have drawn a course for production only we can do along 
 
CHORUS 
Baby, we’re a rough cut 
But if it’s love then we’re a diamond 
So spacious 
Are we not the ones who pace for miles 
Trying to find what we set fire 
We place our stakes in hopes mistakes 
Will determine where we make our place among the stars 
We’re never far from where we made our aim 
I hope by then you’ll take the reigns 
 
We could be 1st class sky rise of the glitz and glamour 
If you simply let love life let twilight eat our life 
We could be the enamored  
Drink in strands of moon beam wine light 
I can taste the salt on your eyes that shine on Saturn’s rings that fit you just right 
When I’m on bending knee in stripped garments meant for kings 
From the corners of your mind is where I pervade to be 
The slightest disguise among currents to drag us out to sea 
 
 

 
 
That I see the lay’s crown of stars draped 
in constellation 
Our burdens placed beneath her wings 
Is this science or salvation? 
Though Khansieu does not speak to us 
Displayed across the audience 
Is a constellation not to touch 
But for us to see what’s intangible 
In this dream 
Sequence 
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Donna S. 
 
Another Day (include image of clock)  
 
Here it is another day,  
Watching time tick away. 
Sometimes Fast, Sometimes slow 
Will it be my time to go? 
Will it be fast or Will it be slow? 
My Pain will only know. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My King 
 
I am a gangster. 
I’m tough.   
I am hard. 
 
That is the furthest thing from his mind 
as he walks the yard. 
 
He stood up for what was good, 
true, and right even though 
it meant putting up a judicial fight. 
 
Ride or Die  
 
That is what real men do 
Those color coded gang leaders 
don't have a clue. 
 
Would they take all the charges for their wife? 
Be willing to give up their life? 
 
He is my King and he has made me proud, 
so I’m telling you all from the  
NORTH to the SOUTH that 
is what being a gangster is all about. 
 
 
 
 

Elisabeth W. 
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Fabrizio 
On My Mind 
 
You’re always on my mind 
I just can’t . . . see you . . . 
 Am I . . . blind? 
Oh!     It’s that time! 
 I got to say B****  Goodbye, 
  to your lies. 
 Can’t believe you deceive my eyes 
  It’s not a blur! 
  I (???) coming back. 
look around 
side to side, up & down 
 you’re solo 
  Don’t grab my hand! Walk! 
 What are you doing!? 
Get off your knees 
 I am done, 
  Done dealing with these lies. 
Babygirl you’re a # in my mind.  
 
 
Always Wondering 
 
Always Wondering 
I hear the birds chirp, the geese 
quack. I see the sunrise, & the sun  
set.  I see the moon shine & the stars 
sparkle.  I lie here on my cot & count 
the bricks & wonder to myself why does 
it have to be like this? I hear my 
heartbeat, feel my head pound as I 
look around & there’s no one to be 
found. I lie alone in this misery 
& pray to you to make this History. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

No Faith 
 
I stand alone, in this world  
of hate, wondering why people discriminate 
@ the age of 8 I realized I was  
living in a world with no Faith. 
 
Grew up not knowing what the word 
love meant, fell to the ground & didn’t know 
what these things were coming from my eyes.  
 
As I stood up I took one to the gut. 
& I was told to give UP! 
 
Realized my life would be nothing but 
a rut, with no faith I didn’t make  
it past 8.  As I am now slowly found 
trying to hold my ground. 
 
As I lay my head down, & let the  
tears drop down, knowing 
I don’t even have to be a disgrace 
As they fall down my face.  
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Faith M. 
Road Less Traveled 
 
I’m gonna take the road less-traveled 
the small, hidden, dirt path 
and not the gravel 
I’m my own worst enemy 
I’m a f***ing thief 
I rob myself of my own dreams 
It’s not always so easy 
to redeem me. 
With the man breathing down your back 
Don’t always got the money for threads, or the shack 
Always grinning hard 
Even though I’m not always focused 
I’m taking this time in to reverse the 
hypnosis. 
The phonies gonna be seen through. 
Watch out what you cling to. 
Pendulum Swings, my ears ring 
There’s woman rappin in orange pants & 
shirts. Never ridin the Gravel, always 
the dirt 
 
 
Do you want this? 
 
It’s one thing to fall in love, but it’s another to stay that way. 
 
She wears flowers in her hair. 
She will kiss your eyes and hold her face close to yours. 
 
Her ears are always open, and she’ll find 
where you left your sneakers. 
 
She is great to bounce ideas off of, and makes 
you question everything. 
 
She’s always thinking about what’s best for you, even if 
you don’t like it. 
 
She can’t go ten minutes without smiling, 
and she can’t hear a song without dancing. 
 
She’s your bullet-proof vest, and she’s a protector. 
 
She will lick the tears off your face, and carry 
your load if it is getting too heavy. 
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Faith M. 
She is getting higher and higher, and nobody 
even knows, except for maybe you. 
 
It’s one thing to fall in love, but it’s another to stay that way. 
 
She howls at the moon and drinks her coffee in her birthday suit. 
 
She will wait to play Wu-tang until you have left the house, and she laughs 
at your obsession with Neil Diamond. 
 
She plays the piano, with a cigarette hanging out of her lips, and she’ll put  
it out if you ask nicely. 
 
She knows that love is effortful, and she puts 
a lot of work into it. 
 
Your love is a friendship on fire, and it could  
burn forever. 
 
It’s one thing to fall in love, and it’s another to stay that way. 
 
 
 

Living in the moment! 
 
Living for the moment 
where everything’s all right 
enjoying all the beautiful things 
in or outside, not worrying 
about what’s gonna happen later 
on tonight or minana and 
not wondering why. Living for 
the moment when everything just 
feels so right comfortable and  
content with no concept of time 
doin whatever I want doesn’t  
matter if it’s wrong or right 
cuzz livin in this moment 
is where everything subsides 
Experiencing and feeling and  
expressing what’s inside nothing 
else matters but right now  
and it will be alright 
so relax kick back and  
enjoy the here and now. 

Felicia C. 
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Felicia C. 

Felicia W. 

These Words 
 
These words can’t hold me in. 
I’ll break through these bricks, 
And watch them all come crashing down. 
If I lose control, come free my soul 
and hold on tight, 
cuz I’m about to take flight into the 
heavens,  
Knowing no limits, 
no boundaries touched by A star, 
It’ll only go so far; the sky is endless 
tonight. 
 
It’s amazing how I feel, it’s A new beginning, 
the fortress that protects this, 
you can look, but you can’t touch this, 
Questions and curious to explore it’s so 
temptatious, 
eating me up inside silently, 
my heart beats so hard, 
or it’s hardly even beating ever so  
suddenly, 
trying hard to catch and hold onto each 
breath that I’m breathing. 
 
tic-tic Boom!  Shoot through the roof and I  
feel I’m suffocating, 
as the ceiling is caving in on me. 
Take hold ‘n don’t let go, 
forcefully like A slingshot snapped that fast 
gimmie A f***ing heart attack. 
These walls they cannot take me, 
So hold on tight and watch me break free. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Name 
 
Felicia means happiness 
I guess it’s what my mom wanted most for me but I’ve searched a lifetime for it never to be 
found.  
Why couldn’t she name me dreary or rain something black and cold,  
I must be born again to this name of such happiness. 
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Jessica M. 
Complete 
 
Lonely: My love, My Best friend…Locked Up! 
Miserable: Nausea, Fatigue, Spinning room… So Sick! 
Suspicious: Late! Cranky! Gaining Weight…Uh Oh! 
Curious: Purchase It! Take The Test…Its Positive! 
Disbelieving: Rest In Peace…Trying Again…A Miracle 
Anxious: Hurry Up And Call. Pacing…I’m Waiting! 
Frozen: Phone Rings, It’s You!...Quickly Answer! 
Innocent: Hi Baby, Miss You, Love You…Guess What 
Nervous: Took A Test, Its Positive…We’re Pregnant!  
Surprised: Silence, Then That Question…Can’t Believe You 
Enraged: Shut Up! Hang Up! You’re Dumb! 
Hurt: Shaking, Tears Begin To Fall…Damn! 
Shocked: You Apologize, You Say You Believe…Forgive Me 
Undecided: Really? I Don’t Know…Ok I Forgive You! 
Relieved: Tell You Everything, Every Detail…We’re Happy 
Ecstatic: You. Yes Baby Finally Me: I know…I’ll Be Waiting 
Happy: It’s That Time, Heart Racing…You’re Home!  
Frightened: Contractions, Water Breaking…OMG Its Time 
Pained: Minutes Turn To Hours, Then The Drop…Start Pushing 
Exhausted: May 21, 2012. 7 lbs. 9oz…Our Boy Is Here 
Joyful: You Cry! I Cry! We Cry Together…Our Lil Family’s Complete! 
Robert, Jessica, Aaliyah, Jazlyn, & Robert Jr! 
XO One…Four…Three XO 
 
 
Love @ 1st  MySpace 
 
Never expected “Love” 2 come out of it 
4 all I knew, it was just the “Big” social hit 
It started with a simple friend request 
Then somehow my heart was put 2 the test 
Inbox’s, Text’s, and calls every day and night 
Soon deciding 2 meet up cuz it just felt right 
That night we kicked it for a bit 
Our first kiss we’ll never forget 
A day turned 2 a night, then two, three, four more 
Next thing you know, I was moving my belongings 
Thru your door 
Sure we jumped into this a “lil” fast 
Yet our hearts knew the feeling would 4 ever last 
 
May 28, 2010 was when it officially began 
What awaited: The Love, The Laughs, The Fun 
 
I could never regret meeting that sexy “lil” face 
B-cuz this was “Love @ 1st MySpace” 
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Joe H. 

Jonica 

Missing You 
 
To Heather 
 
My heart races, time stops. 
I stare into your eyes. 
Wow I’m lost. I’m smiling, so 
big, I’m pretty sure my face 
will break. My love grows, 
with each breath I take. 
 
Time races...Dam, times up. 
Watching you walk away, 
my heart stops. 
Emptiness sets in. A painful  
dull ache. 
I miss you more, with 
each breath I take. 
 
Anticipation of next time  
is a really good thing. 
Because when I see you 
Again, my heart will sing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Coming Home 
 
In 1993 I was 12 years old 
In October of 2010 I committed 
And my mom left on a alcohol binge for days 
Almost similar part in my life  
I was left taking care of my brothers  
leaving my kids with their dad 
we were scared. lonely. hungry 
and goin to fill my addiction 
my brothers asking when is mom coming home. 
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Juztice 
My Body 
 
I’m waiting for the day that I open my eyes 
-I’m young but feel so old 
B- My body is a cell and I’m trapped inside 
 
-I’m so blind to the real world sometimes 
-So blind to the emotions I find 
A- I’m waiting for the day that I open my eyes 
 
-The pain stays and never seems to fade 
-I always feel as if I’m in the shade 
B- My body is a cell and I’m trapped inside 
 
-I have no regard for others’ lives 
-I’d rather tell them truths than little white lies 
A- I’m waiting for the day that I open my eyes 
 
-I walk this earth alone and scared 
-I sit in this place on their charts 
 
My body is a cell and I’m trapped inside 
 
-So somehow in the dark I remain 
-Somehow I live my life in shame 
A- I’m waiting for the day that I open my eyes 
B- My body is a cell and I’m trapped inside 
 
 
 

Celala 
 
My love is deep 
And it is true 
My love is exclusive: 
It’s meant just for you 
 
What do you want? 
I’ll put your needs before mine 
Like if you give me your cup 
I’ll pour you the rest of the wine 
 
We’ll share a sandwich 
Our first meal today 
I’ll take the small half 

Krista T. 
 
 
To keep your hunger at bay 
 
Please take the last cigarette 
I know you dislike sharing and snipes 
I on the other hand 
will smoke cigs of all types 
 
I love you so much 
your smell, your face your mind 
I want you forever 
I’ll never leave you behind 
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Krista T. 
Ode to a Black Acura 
 
I sleep in you for the first time 
On a cold night in September 
All alone, but surrounded by his things 
A strange comfort that makes him feel close 
 
A few weeks later, we clean & pack your interior 
In preparation to live in you indefinitely 
Fun at first, parked in the lot 
Drinking 40s and boxes of wine 
Smoking Marlboro Blacks & Reds by the pack 
Getting real drunk & singing along to Sublime 
And laughing at George Carlin on the DVD 
 
Then winter comes and it gets real cold 
Your tires go flat, your battery dies & you run out of gas 
With no heat and freezing wind 
The tension sets in. this is no longer fun 
 
We awake to the 5-0 pounding 
Their mag lights shining so bright 
Into your black tint windows 
We are taken away by the boys in blue 
 
You sit alone for two weeks 
And when I return 
You are right where we left you 
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L.A. HWY (Papa) 
No One Wants 
 
Still no one wants 
To listen 
And help a person out 
They would rather take to jail 
The one who screams and shouts 
But I’m not supposed [to?] help mankind 
In any sort of way 
I guess that’s why my wedding vows  
Don’t mean s*** today 
I thought it was a haven 
Something to endure 
To find a mate and go through life 
Now I’m not so sure 
When people cannot listen 
To what we have to say 
Then I guess I’m for it 
Come on judgment day 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Human Race 
 
If words could look 
You in the eye 
And voices could be 
seen 
Would you go out on 
a limb 
Would you cry for me 
Future is not that of past 
Or now of present place 
Future is where we must be 
It’s our Human race 
 

Celebrate 
 
I want to have a party 
To celebrate the past 
To do it alive 
Just to have a blast 
To add one more day 
To stumble and to sway 
It’s not very often 
That I get this way 
To see some old friends 
The ones that are not blue 
That’s not really many 
Maybe just a few 
To go camp 
Just to have some fun 
To do it before change 
And I live past the sun 
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Relate 
 
I really hope your happy 
For what you’re done to me 
I’m sure your life is better 
Trippin with Kristi 
But what about the others 
I know you can’t relate 
If you’d get up and walk away  
Baby that’d be great 
You see that I loved Kristi 
I guess since our first date 
And I know love is something  
That you can’t relate 
 
 
Times Two 
 
There would never come a day 
I would push you out of way 
So my friend and I  
Could play 
And not see you 
Till the next day 
I think you know 
You’re more to me 
Than anyone else could ever be 
So why aren’t we together now 
And let the others take a bow 
And leave us on 
To be as one 
And let me raise you 
As my son 
I would give more love to you 
Than any others  
Plus times two 
 
 
Old School 
 
I’m writing poems for Speak out 
I hope they’re good enough 
I don’t find that writing poems 
Has ever been that tough. 
I know my poems are old school 
I always try to rhyme 
I don’t know if that’s cool these days 
Or something from past time 
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Not So Funny Way One 
 
I sure find it funny 
In a not so funny way 
Another easy question 
That slips throughout the day 
The question seems so easy 
And not so hard at all 
But no one seems to answer 
It’s like they drop the ball 
Why can’t people step up 
And do things at their will 
All it has to do with 
Is a prescription pill 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Not So Funny Way Two 
 
So I think that I have checked on  
This question every day 
I’m sure if it’s meant to be 
It will come your way 
So as I sit and ponder 
I wonder is it true 
It doesn’t seem to bother them 
It only f***s with you 
Again I find it funny 
In a not so funny way 
The court I’m supposed to be at 
In a county down the way 
Again no one can answer me 
No one gives a s*** 
Seems all they can say to me 
Do you have a writ 
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L.A. HWY (Papa) 
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Holding you so tight 
 
Holding you so tight 
 Loving you so right 
Never wanting it to end 
The night where we were to give one last fight 
 I told myself I must not fight 
 
Holding you so tight 
 Loving you so right 
Never wanting it to end 
 But then that night came where we gave one last fight 
  I looked at you and wanted to say why must we fight 
 
Holding you so tight 
 Loving you so right 
Never wanting it to end 
 But that night came where we go into a fight 
We had to fight for what we thought was right 
 
 Now I sit day and night 
Trying to find a way I can fight the pain 
 Hoping that day will once come again 
Where I can have things so right by 
 Holding you so tight, and 
  Loving you so right  
 
I love you Ashley Lopez as my friend, wife, and mother our two boys Gabriel and Jadien. 
Ashley you will always be the other half of my heart and no other women will ever take you 
place. I’m just hoping one day we can make thing right and be a family again... 
 
 
Until the End 
 
I close my eyes and see things I want, 
things I cannot have until I get things right 
So I must fight 
fight to get things right 
With all my might I will give a fight 
A fight I might lose 
A fight I might win 
but it will be a fight until the end 
A fight where I get things right 
Right until the end 
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Love for my Dad 
 
I’m writing this  
to let you know 
I love you dad 
Your like my Bro 
 
Thru my times of  
good and bad 
 
You held me up  
when I was sad 
 
So Read this poem  
I wrote for you 
 
To let you know 
my love is true 
 
I will walk 100 miles just for you 
just to let you know I’ll always be there just for you 
 
I love you dad your like my bro 
 
Even thru good and bad 
 
 
My Boys 
 
Ok my boys 
I want you to know 
 
I’ll be there soon 
I’ll watch you grow 
 
I’ll wrestle you down 
even in the snow 
 
You make me proud 
to be your dad 
 
So please be good 
don’t make mom mad 
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Self-Portrait 
 
I cannot: 
 Walk 
 Talk 
 Or sleep right 
I make people I love sad 
Cry and in pain 
I feel that all things I do are not right 
 I try to do right but can not 
I don’t feel like I have a heart 
because at times I feel cold 
I feel no love or pain 
Only if I know what feeling felt like 
 Maybe then I could change my life 
Be happy 
Be loved 
And have a family until the end 
 But I know that day will come 
The day I have looked for, for many year 
And so to come 
 
 
Vows 
 
I love you with all my heart and soul 
I said my vows  
and meant them true 
 
I love you Ashley 
 and our boys too 
 
My life with you  
 can only grow 
 
I hope that’s something 
 You’ll always know 
 
Sometimes my poems 
 well they don’t rhyme 
 
But you’ll be my love 
 till the end of time 
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I Remember 
 
I remember yelling at my mom and dad 
telling them how everything is their fault. 
I remember packing my stuff 
and never coming home after school. 
I remember being the girlfriend of a drug dealer all the time. 
I remember not hanging out with anyone ever my age. 
I remember the first needle in my arm, the first tulip pipe I smoked out of, 
my first line, and first pill on foil. 
I remember thinking it was so fun and I loved drugs more than anything in the world. 
I remember wanting to find the man of my dreams 
to replace my dad. 
I remember crying myself to sleep on the street and in people’s crack houses 
having no food and no money. 
I remember being homeless and unable to ever shower 
feeling like a nasty piece of s***. 
I remember having sex all day 
hating the fact that it was not special. 
I remember never using condoms . . . ever. 
I remember trying to get pregnant and wanting it more than anything 
so I could get married to Ruben. 
I remember telling him the most f***ed up think I’ve ever done that no one else knows. 
I remember spending 16 hours hiding from cops and monsters 
that were just effects of meth. 
I remember falling into the deepest love ever with heroin. 
I remember throwing up black everything I tried to eat 
until I gave up trying to eat. 
I remember giving my heart to him 
and wishing he still had it. 
I remember getting picked up by the police at his house after being on the run for so long. 
I remember calling him in jail pretending he was my dad. 
I remember having the number 13 and SS being the best thing. 
I remember thinking Ride or Die. 
I remember all the court drama 
and my parents not recognizing me in jail. 
I remember not getting any mail. 
I remember the no contact order. 
I remember nightmares in a 20 square foot cell. 
I remember coming to Turning Point in November 
and my sobriety date being January 8, 2013. 
I remember things falling back into place 
but always wanting to go back to heroin. 
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What My Mind Looks Like 
 
Right now you’re in the world 
sitting down, enjoying yourself. 
But what if you lived in my head? 
You would see dead bodies 
and people hurting. 
You would see your brother 
committing suicide; 
your dad hitting you 
for not wanting to do your chores; 
your mother all alone, crying in pain. 
You would see yourself needing to prepare for a zombie apocalypse 
and crying at night because you don’t know if you would kill 
a zombie who was a family member to survive. 
You would see the whole world as a trick 
played in your mind by the government. 
They’re all fooling you. 
You would think that we’re all just tiny organisms, asleep 
who have lived for thousands of years just thinking we’re humans, 
but really just changing bodies, 
which is why incarnation and déjà vu feels like it happens. 
You would see yourself as a monster being trapped in a body. 
You would find a broken heart made out of ice. 
 
What you think I am is not what I am. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

White Knight 
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Live Free 
 
    I’m so sorry you feel so alone  
And now your heart is a stone. 
    If I listen carefully maybe someday I will understand, 
When he bends on one knee and takes  
    your hand. 
You will never get that chance  
    So why bother to learn the waltz dance. 
It all started when you were very young 
    He pulled down her pants and started with his tongue. 
         Scared, she was a virgin, but no more 
She grabbed her sister and rand out the door 
    She tells her about spiders everywhere 
    just so she can get her out of there. 
    so now you just stay inside 
    no one asks why you hide 
they won’t ever notice that you will never be the same 
Not knowing that you will live the rest of your life in  
    shame. 
    Always thinking you’re the one to blame 
  Since then I’ve been through hell and back 
Realizing that it is God’s love that I lack 
  Cause no one said life was fair 
there is people who really care 
    and if you reach out you see 
It makes it easier to forgive so you can  
live free 
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Judged 
 
You look at me & you Judge 
You ask a question & Judge 
You find our facts & you Judge 
You look at skin color & you Judge 
You know of sexual preferences & Judge 
You say you don’t Judge, but your eyes say different 
So instead of Judging, let be what is 
Remember, Don’t Judge a book by its cover, 
Cause Judging is & makes you look STUPID! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2Π9 

 
May u last a while answering it.  People start the funny business, expecting answers, 
excepting who it was.  Remember that beauty is always with you.  Ask everyone who is 
telling. 
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Auto8i0graphy  
 
 Eighty years old, wow, how the hell did I even make it. I should of been 
dead years ago, but looking back I have to say I lived my life; at least the last Fifty, 
how I wanted to. 
 Let’s start with one of the happiest and scariest moments of my life. It’s 
also where I started my 50 yrs. of happiness. I’m told one morning, “Miller, pack it 
up.” I grab my stuff; bedding, box, folders, and everything else and go sit in a cold 
ass enclosure for about 25-30 minutes. They take me to a room and tell me to 
dress out. Dirty cloths here, trash there. After your dressed come out and sit on 
the first two couches. I get dressed, come and sit and I see 4-8 others sitting 
across from me, either watching T.V. or calling people. “Miller” someone calls, I 
walk over to the counter. “Sign here and here, date here. You know what you 
need to do when you leave right?” “Yeah.” 
 “Ok, be a few more minutes.” I’m finally allowed to leave. I walk through 
two sliding doors and into the lobby and for the first time, I can feel the walls that 
have been surrounding me for years start to crack and crumble. My parents are 
waiting and they embrace me cause I am finally done with all this bulls***. We all 
walk out the front doors and I know in my heart that I won’t ever see the inside of 
this place again. 
 After about a week or so I start pursuing the goals I had set for me. The 
old man bought me a car so, I ahead up to Lakewood and visit the school I want to 
go to. It’s better than I imagine. Again I am scared, but know that it is 
psychological cause I haven’t been to school in 12 years. I set up my classes and 
get everything in order. I start college and do that for the next 3 years. I finally 
graduate. I am a chef and one of my biggest dreams come true. 
 Years later I am working, happily married to my husband, living 
somewhere in Florida. We own a boat; he makes his income by selling stuff 
around the marina. I’m on land cooking in an expensive Hotel. We’re both happy 
and living our lives like we are supposed to.  
 About 25 years go by, and I’ve lost both my parents. My brother is happy, 
living back in Colorado, along with my sister. They’re all doing great. I am sitting 
in the hospital waiting lounge, cause I’ve got extreme pain in my chest, but no 
idea why. I have a pretty good idea on why, but hey I’m ok with that. I see the Dr. 
and he tells me the bad news. “Mr. Miller, you have cancer.” 
 By this time there is a remote chance that I’ll live to see 80, but unlikely. 
We bot head back to our beach front property and we discuss our options. I’ll 
more than likely have to quit my job, cause the Dr. says no more strenuous work. 
So after 30 yrs of living my life and doing what I love, I have to leave and hope my 
husband can bring in enough for the both of us. I decide to go help him on the 
boat, maybe it will be better. 
 Now I am laying here in my bed, cause I refuse to die in a hospital, 
writing or more like telling you all this. My husband walks in, sits down next to 
me, and just waits till I am done talking. I have to say that I don’t have any 
regrets, except maybe smoking all those yrs. But I will get over it. So I guess this 
is it. May the Goddess and God bless us all. Goodbye.  
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A Letter 
 
To whom it concerns: 
 
 If I am reading this letter to you, then I am down at the CSU SpeakOut reading. I’m 
here to inform everybody in the audience, that if you’re here for any substantial time, that 
you should really consider taking this class. This is an exceptional class, that brings you as a 
person to a better understanding of yourself. 
 Take me for example; when I first saw this program on the schedule, I was 
interested in what it was. After attending the first class, I was a little skeptical cause I never 
thought I was a writer of any significance. As the class progressed and I was getting 
feedback on my writing from people I never met or barley knew, I knew that I could and 
was enjoying this class tremendously. When first going to the reading; almost exactly a year 
ago, I was nervous to get up in front of the room and read anything. 
 The first volunteers; Ashlee and Morgan helped me out, more than they know. 
Now we have, Lauren, Elise, and Kathy that are really supportive of all the men, and to 
them I am very grateful, cause without them and there feedback and support, I would 
probably be sitting in a chair and letting someone else read. It allowed me as a person to 
put things on paper I never thought was possible, as well as write this letter to you all. 
 So again, if you’re interested, or just curious about what this class can offer you as 
a person, please attend the next class in September and see for yourself. I promise you, it 
will change you as a person. 
 
Sincerely, 
M.B. 
 
 
 
A Little Bit Longer 
 
Flowers will blossom 
Bees will come 
Cold winter Nights 
Spring is full of rain 
Scorching summer days 
Fall brings all the beauty 
Your smile is more beautiful than  
Anything that Fall can bring. 
While my heart is full of pain;  
it is also filled with LOVE, HOPE, & DREAMS. 
Long waited years and 
a little bit longer to go before the end 
And when the time comes, we’ll  
both be in each other’s arms again. 
I LOVE YOU 
A little bit longer. 
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Lost 
 
 Where are my thoughts; Anger, Destruction, Despair, no these are not 
the right words.  Happy, Sad, Excited, no these are not right either.  So I sit here 
from last night, all through the night and now this morning in a fog.  I don’t know 
what I am feeling, cause there are no words to describe it.  It’s like a haze, just 
walking around in a circle not knowing how I am feeling.  I know this like it’s the 
back of my hand.  Depression maybe, or again maybe not.  I can sit here and put 
on a pretty face, a bold face around everyone and pass for someone in Orange, 
but deep down in the lowest parts of my human existence, I am lost without a 
cause. 
 I am on an open river without a boat or a paddle, just going where the 
water takes me.  Yeah people have been there before and were able to put words 
to what they are feeling, well I am not one of those peoples.  I truly believe that 
the best shrinks in the world couldn’t figure out how I am feeling.  I mentioned 
Depression, and I used to think and believe that this is what it was, but really, 
what is depression.   
 It’s a feeling; in a lot of people’s eyes, that your board or lonesome, down, 
despaired, but what the F*** is it really.  Again, I don’t really know, this funk I’m 
in, hell where am I going with this, I don’t really know, my mind is blank, not able 
to form the words to put on paper, wish I could just open up, yell, scream, hit, 
punch, do something other than sit here in this s*** and wallow.  God I am tired of 
this feeling, this pain that is residing in me.  Somebody help me I don’t know what 
I am doing.  HELP, aaaaaaaaa, On the verge of tears at this point, don’t know why, 
but it feels somewhat right.  Help me please, I need a lot of help.  I don’t know 
what to do, writing it down doesn’t seem to help like everybody says it does.   
 Pacing only makes my mind go blank cause I don’t want to face this 
deamon that is lurking in the deep dark crevice of my lonesome heart.  Is it 
lonesome I am feeling, yeah maybe a little, but why I don’t know.  I have 
somebody that loves me fully and unconditionally.  I have friends that will be 
there for me now and forever, so why am I lonely.  I’m not around the man I love.  
He is somewhere here in Colorado and I can’t get to him unless I commit another 
felony crime.  Is that really what I am leading up to at this point, just so I can be 
near somebody I want to be around.  Yeah it might be.  You know the more that I 
think about it the more it makes since.   
 The man that I’ve given my heart to is a long ways away and all I want to 
do is be near him.  I know the means to do that but there is a part of me that 
knows not to do anything stupid.  Almost home, get out, cause, that is what every 
person around me wants.  Well it doesn’t matter what everybody wants, it’s what 
I want and what I want is to be near the man that I gave my heart to, that is what I 
want!   
 There is somebody else I want to be around, and only one other person 
knows him.  Yes I’ve fallen in love with him as well and he is the reason or part of 
the reason that I am feeling the way I am.  How odd is it; how just one or two 
people do something so drastically that it makes it to be to the point of you 
wanting to commit another crime so you can be back to the place that you don’t 
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even want to return.  Well there it is in a nut shell on where I am at, where my 
thoughts are and sort of the way I am feeling.  I guess I wasn’t suppose get out 
and enjoy the laps of luxury of freedom.  I’m not supposed to enjoy anything 
except what my life has become, somebody that is dressed in Orange or maybe a 
more permanent color of Green.  Guess I won’t ever know now will I. 
 

Love 
 
Love, what an amazing word this is.  Everybody all over the world uses it to 
express meaningful, heartfelt endearment to someone or something.  It is 
commonly used so much that everybody that uses it really takes the time to 
understand; in my personal opinion, what it means to love someone.   
 
When saying it to someone, what exactly do you mean?  Do you love the color of 
their eyes, there face, nose, ears, body, or even there exotic features?  Or do you 
mean that you love there charisma, charm, characteristics, or is it physical, 
emotional, psychological, what?   
 
I personally like to use it, and I’m in the percentage that doesn’t really take the 
time to understand what I love about a person, but when using it in a romantic 
sense, then I mean it.  It’s not just a word I use so someone else may feel good, 
like so many people do.  So remember, the next time you use this four letter word 
for endearment, think about what you actually love about this person and really 
take it to HEART! 
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Pride 
 
Sitting here in this lonesome, dank, boring cell makes it so I have a lot of free time 
to sit and think. I have books I can read, draw, play cards but all alone with these 
white walls, you start to really start thinking about what your life is all about. 
How you f***ed up at such a young age. The stupid choices you made. How easily 
it would have been to just allow yourself to drop your Pride and do what you 
needed to do. Yeah Pride is a big problem for me. It has allowed stuff to happen 
and stuff not to happen for both the good and the bad.  
 
Pride allowed me to get another Hundred and Twenty-Seven days added to my 
sentence. Pride got me moved to seg for Three weeks, hell Pride allowed me to 
get myself stuck in this place for what’s going to be Twenty six months and Three 
weeks. To go along with Pride, there are Stubbornness, Ignorance, and 
Selflessness.  
 
Anyway you decide you want to put it, it’s still the same ol' bulls*** and gets us 
stuck in the same place that we swore we never wanted to come, or to come back 
to. So what do these dull, pukish, white wall mean to me, well its odd, I’ve been 
doing this for so long that its gotta’ mean my life. Well horses***, I don’t except 
this as my life. It was written by somebody that we are a bunch of Cheetos in a big 
bag, well I can tell you, I want a different scenery.  
 
I am tired of living around a bunch of no good Cheetos that decide that when they 
come back its somebody else’s fault. I have been here for Twenty-Three months 
and I can say that I have seen maybe Five new faces come in here. It’s the same ol' 
bulls*** with people when I see them. It’s not my fault, it’s my P.O.s fault, I didn’t 
do anything, well BULLS***. You may not think you did something but if it was 
Two days, Two months, or even Two years you still did something. I know what I 
did to come back and I except it cause it was my fault. Yeah P.O.s are B****es, 
Punks, Pieces of S***s, but truthfully, are they no different than us when were on 
the streets.  
 
They go to work every day and do their job. We may not agree with it and it may 
not be fair, but who are we to decide that. Hell we already think there worthless 
even before we meet them. We think, oh great another P.O, I wonder how he’s 
going to f*** me over this time. Instead of going in with an open mind and not 
passing Judgment on them, then maybe we wouldn’t be sitting here writing our 
thoughts out on paper.  
 
For whatever we did it’s the same ol' bulls***. Now instead of doing what we’ve 
always done, we should be thinking of how we can change it. I am tired of living 
this life, being away from my entire family. Not being able to watch my Nephews 
or Niece grow up. Not spilling them like I am supposed to. No, this is my last 
rodeo, bring the sheep and cows in and put dinner on the table, cause boys I am 
done! I don’t ever want to see another White brick wall again. I want to walk up 
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to a sexy looking female or even a male and talk to them without thinking I am 
doing something wrong.  
 
So now that I have sat here and put these words on paper for all you guys; and 
gals, there is just one question that needs to be asked? Are you going to allow 
these four Puked, S***less, Opaque looking walls run and decide your life or are 
you going to change it? ME, I’m done.! 
 
 

Reflections 
 
 As I sit here, I start thinking, or better yet, start reflecting on my life.  I 
have screwed-the-pooch more times than not.  I mean really, Sixteen years of this 
crap and when I start thinking I am almost done, I do something stupid to stay 
longer.  Consciously don’t realize that I am self-sabotaging myself, but sub-
consciously I do and when it happens I just sluff it off like it’s no big deal and just 
continue what I am doing, and that doesn’t only scare the hell out of my, but that 
also pisses me off to no other.   
 Why, you ask, well it’s not healthy and it doesn’t help me progress.  I am 
definitely institutionalized, and I never thought I would become like that.  I tell 
everybody not to do what I do, don’t become institutionalized, get out and do 
what you need to do and get off papers.   
 Well if I could practice-what-I-preached as they say, I may not be sitting 
here putting these words on paper.  I might be out and enjoying life as I should, 
but I am not and I have gotten to the point of not caring.  If I have to do more 
time, well f***-it, I’ll do it.  Time doesn’t bother me, in fact it’s easy.  It’s so easy 
that I am about to do something stupid just to stay in.  I’m on a short fuse and 
when I explode, ten s*** will really hit the fan.  It will happen consciously instead 
of sub-consciously and knowing that scares me more than getting out.  So what 
am I supposed to do?  Sit and talk about what’s on my mind to people that may or 
may not care.  Tell them what’s really in my heart so they have to move me out of 
the unit cause THEY’RE required by the jails Rules and regulations to make sure 
nothing happens.   
 No, I don’t think so, in fact, I think that saying anything to anybody just 
allows people to start watching me closer then I care to be watched.   
 Yeah it’s good to talk about what’s going on inside oneself and to get help 
from people that care, but who really cares?  If you express yourself to deputies 
and say something wrong, then you are subjected to their mercy.  You go to 
counseling and say something, then they want to put you on a watch and take 
everything away from you.  What the f*** good does that do?  Nothing, but you 
must chose to do something or else s*** will happen and not be good for anyone 
let along myself.   
 These are the things I am now reflecting on and who the hell knows what 
the future holds for me.  Not only are these some of the things I am going through, 
or looking at, but also my fears.  Fears, why?; when I am not trying to get out, well 
the truth is that’s what a lot of this is about.  The fear of the unknown.  I am trying 
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to figure out what it is, but I can’t, does anybody know, doesn’t matter.  I have but 
a short time left in this crap shoot so one of two things is going to happen.  I am 
either going to do something stupid; consciously or sub-consciously, or I am 
going to walk out of here once and for all.   
 
If I could tell you that these last days would be easy, and nothing stupid will 
happen, then it would be a lie.  I don’t know what’s going to happen, but we can 
only hope that its good, so here is to the last days! 
 
 
Torn Between 
 
My Heart is torn between two loves 
How to cope I do not know 
May I find the answer all too soon 
In the Goddess Diana’s neon moon. 
 
How to cope I do not know 
Cut in the heart and far below 
In the Goddess Diana’s neon moon 
May all the hearts and souls prosper and bloom. 
 
Cut in the heart and far below 
Making my words all but flow 
May all the hearts and souls prosper and bloom. 
 
Cut in the heart and far below 
Making my words all but flow 
May all the hearts and souls prosper and bloom 
Or end in heartbreaks and doom. 
 
Making my words all but Flow 
Pouring out everything in my soul 
Or end in heartbreaks and doom 
Cause all us witches fly on brooms. 
 
Pouring out everything in my soul 
Cause I eat gourmet foods in a bowl 
Cause all us witches fly on brooms 
Because I want to be with both loves in a room 
 
Cause I eat gourmet foods in a bowl 
May I find the answers all too soon 
Because I want to be with both loves in a room 
My heart is torn between two loves. 
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Hard Tim’en 
 
Hard timing.  As you sit, lean, lie down, nothing around you seems to be uplifting.  Friendly 
faces just makes it even more convincing that your missing out on more than life; your 
missing out on all the Excitement, turmoil, and hardships that comes with life.   
 
The bland white walls surrounding you, every person dressed in Orange, and looking at 
people wearing BADGES, knowing that they’re going and leaving you to your miserable life.  
Not going outside and enjoying the fresh air cause it to cold; horse poop, and cause IDIOT’S 
says it’s too cold, just makes you more depressed and makes it even harder on you.   
 
No programs during the day, makes the day drag by and with the dragging comes the 
unannounced truth that your stuck in a place that is Detrimental to your life and health.  Its 
knowing all this that makes hard tim’en the worst time to do and for that my friends, its 
why we all need to get out of this s***hole of a place and life style! 
 
 
Above, So Below 
 
Brightest blessing from above, and so below. 
May the Goddess & God bless us always. 
By the Brightest moon; Goddess Dianna and the stars 
let my love for you be always strong & True. 
By the Sun God Ra, may my heart 
burn for you always and forever. 
By the Beauty of Aphrodite’s and  
By the Lightning of Zeus,  
I will always and forever by with you. 
Brightest Blessing from above, and so below 
Blessed Be 
L.N.T. 
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Mikey’s Girl 

 

Remembering 
 
I remember the excitement of my Atari 
and the Commodore 64, It was Pac-Man 
and skating, Friday nights double dating. 
 
Leg warmers up to the knees and parachute 
pants all shiny.  
 
Friendship bracelets,  
bleached jeans, Wonder Woman, rock and 
roll, 8 tracks and vinyl records, Grease, 
feathered earrings, tinker toys, cabbage 
patch dolls, and the real Saturday Night  
Live, not to mention the 5 pound cordless 
phones! 
 
 
Sweet Cold Memory 
 
Riding our bikes on a hot sunny day, 
the summer heat scorching the pavement, 
wishing for a water hose or an in ground 
swimming pool. Perfectly cut fresh green  
grass along each side of the street, every  
200 yards was long, gravel filled driveways.  
All the kids in the neighborhood were 
laughing and racing each other. 
Off in the distance we recognize a ringing 
sound and our fun comes to a halt. Not 
one of us could move as we strain our  
ears to listen. As the music becomes 
louder and more clear, bikes started  
pedaling quickly and some just get 
laid to the ground. The sound of the kids 
yelling, “Mom, I need money. The ice 
cream man is coming!” Kids running 
down the street to the ice cream truck, 
anxiously waiting for our treats. 
Ice cream sandwiches, fudge bars, push 
ups, popsicles, the bomb (red, white, and blue). 
My favorite was always the screwball,  
the plastic cone cup filled with pink 
sherbet with a gumball at the bottom.  
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Natty the Lion 
Busted Ass Thumb  
 
“Youth is Truth” 
 
 When I was 16 I broke my thumb. 
 I was kind of a bicyclist or whatever then and I ran straight into a hand rail on my 
way to illegally buy cigarettes from a store owned by Oriental people, insensitively 
nicknamed “The Chink Store”. 
 As soon as I hit that rail I knew it was broken.  It hurt sooo much; 2nd worst pain of 
my entire life. 
 Well I still bought the cigarettes of course, then made my way down town.  That 
day I had drug therapy session group, then drug court hearing. 
 I get to therapy and I’m like “My thumb is broken.” By now it has swelled up and 
turned purple. 
 “You’ll be ok” say drug counselor Dan. 
 “Ow.” I think. 
 At my court hearing I’m like, “My thumb is broken.” 
 “You’ll be ok” says the judge.  “Oh, and you won’t be able to get any pain meds 
either.” 
 “Ow.”  I think. 
 So a few weeks later, I’ve got my puppy dog paw-print cast on and I’m not 
thinking “ow” anymore. 
 I’m thinking, “I really wanna play drums!” 
 So I cut that s*** off with a scalpel two weeks early. 
 
 
 
Animal I Hate! 
 
Oh how I hate mosquitos 
I know that it’s an insect! 
But I hate them. 
Mostly cause they bite and suck my blood 
but also they have an annoying sound 
when they fly too close to my ear 
And Plus! Malaria has killed millions, West Nile a little less. 
In daily life hmmmm… 
I hate people that bite and suck my blood 
Metaphorically of course! 
You know the type 
Annoying people suck too 
No pun intended 
Mosquitos suck! 
Pun intended. 
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Natty the Lion 
Natty the Lyin’ 
 
Yes, I am Natty the Lion, because I have Lion hair ha.  But, I am also Natty the L-Y-
I-N’  The Lyin’.  
 I am a compulsive liar.  This condition makes life QUITE the adventure. 
 I find it difficult to tell the truth for some reason.  It’s like I have what I 
should say-the truth- in my mind, but my mouth doesn’t get the memo.  I end up 
hearing myself say some ridiculous s***. 
 Just the other day I was helping set up the assembly room for a last 
minute concert type thing.  I was setting up though the lunch hour.  So, when I 
went back to the pod to eat my tray, it was about ten minutes after everyone was 
finished eating.  I’m sitting there by myself eating and this kid walks up to me and 
goes, “Were you working during lunchtime?” 
 My brain goes, yes.  But, I hear myself start telling this insane story about 
how I have a rare intestinal condition that causes me to have to eat lunch 10 
minutes later on odd days of the week or else I will get cancer or some such B.S. 
 The kid is looking at me like, “WTF?” 
 That’s exactly what I’m thinking too, “What the F*** was that?” 
 But I couldn’t bail, so I just went back to eating and the kid walked away 
slowly.  He hasn’t talked to me since. 
 I dated this girl one time that I could NOT, for the life of me, not lie to.  
She would come over to the house: “Have you eaten breakfast?” She would ask. 
 No. “Yes,” I would say.  You know how lying works.  You tell one lie, then 
you have to tell another to coincide with the first; and another, and another, and 
another, and another, etc., etc. 
 So she goes “What did you eat?” 
 S***! I didn’t eat ANYTHING!! 
 “Raison Bran,” I hear myself say.  What?! I don’t even HAVE any raison 
bran… 
 And of course she goes, “Can I have some?” 
 “Um, um, I ate it all,” I say. 
 “Where’s the box?” There’s no Raison Bran box in my trash. 
 There was never any Raison Bran, let alone a box!  But, that is the truth, 
so instead I say, “I brought it out to the dumpster.” 
 “What? Why?” She asks. 
 Unfortunately I’m poor as s*** so there’s absolutely no other food in this 
place besides a lonely pickle jar… 
 “Want a pickle?” I ask, in an attempt to distract her from the non-
existent, non-existent Raison Bran. 
 Well that’s pretty much how our entire relationship went.  Pretty 
exciting as you can probably imagine. 
 Now I go to 5 CLA, or Compulsive Liars Anonymous, meetings a week.  I 
have a sponsor and am up to 90 days “sober,” or truthful, in this case.  I just got 
my chip and everything!  I am making a slow but steady recovery. 
 Now I guess the question is: if you believe a word of this, how could you 
believe a word of this? 
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Natty the Lion 
Sex, Drugs, and Rock N’ Rolf: 
The Continuing Saga of The Rock and Roll Superhero 
 
 The planet Krypton, where Superman is from, was in the Xeno Galaxy.  
Krypton was destroyed in one of the many “Superman” comics, as you may well 
know.  What you may not know is that there’s a sister planet to Krypton still 
there in the Xeno Galaxy.  This planet is called Rockton.  The natives on Rockton 
are immortals.  They grow till the age of 27 then live forever. 
 Rock N’ Rolf is from the planet Rockton, therefore, Rock N’ Rolf is forever 
27. 
 Rock N’ Rolf’s superhero suit is quite specialized to his super hero duties.  
Acid tight leather pants which he needs groupies’ assistance to apply.  Shirtless 
under fur coat to keep rocking muscles warm.  Jack Daniels that misses his mouth 
doubles as Rock and Roll cologne. Aqua Net hairspray purchased by the gross.  
And…Blue Suede Shoes. 
 When The Beatles wanted to re-invent themselves they went to Ravi 
Shankur.  But what about when Ravi wanted to re-invent himself?  He went to 
Rock N’ Rolf. 
 One time when kickin’ it with Ozzy, Rock N’ Rolf bit the head off a bat.  
Ozzy thought that was cool, so he tried it. 
 When Robert Johnson was looking to sell his soul for blues fame, he got 
directions to the crossroads from Rock N’ Rolf. 
 Whenever Rock N’ Rolf does a show, his green room requirements are as 
follows: 2 whole large pepperoni pizzas, 3 assorted cheese and meat and cracker 
trays, 1 ten foot turkey party sub sandwich, 4 eight piece buckets of chicken-no 
thighs, 3 cans of the very best Russian caviar, a two pound bag of M&Ms-
separated by color, and a whole roast pig. 
 Rock N’ Rolf will touch none of this because he hit the dollar menu on the 
way to sound check. 
 All Rock N’ Rolf’s amps go 11.  It doesn’t really matter though, because at 
the end of each show Rock N’Rolf shoves his destroyed instruments through the 
grilles of the amps and then sets it all on fire.   
 Each of Rock N’ Rolf’s albums are actually a two-for-one.  One plays 
forwards, and one plays backwards.  The backward ones are always satanic. 
 Rock N’ Rolf’s Maserati does 185.  He lost his license, so he drove it into a 
swimming pool. 
 Rock N’ Rolf is on his 15th super model wife, “’cause they’re just SO 
disposable.” 
 When asked if he is an Alcoholic, Rock N’ Rolf ALWAYS replies, “NO! 
Alcoholics go to meetings.” 
 And even though Rock N’ Rolf is on a Highway to Hell, he’s buying a 
Stairway to Heaven. 
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Natty the Lion 
You & Me, Us & Wii 
Dedicated to: Bob! :) 
 
 So! Being a rec worker here at daycare has its advantages...I have a lot of 
“opportunities” and “privileges”, as it were.  
 A couple days ago I was beating-my-brains-out bored watching various 
pods “circuit train.” When I’m not allowed in the library, I have to sit in the gym 
and watch inmates “work-out” (lol) to top 40 radio dance hits. As you can all 
imagine; after about 30 seconds of this, it starts to supremely suck ass. Ok, so; 
that day during the supreme ass-suckage I was hoping for ANYTHING else to do 
and happened to look at my schedule… 
 As luck would have it, pod number two south was in the “D” room; 
playing Wii. I know what you’re (Lauren and Elise) thinking, “what?!” The jail 
plays Wii?!! Yeah, it totally happens. Well, 2 south is the pod where my super rad 
pal Bob lives, and Vanessa the programs lady was supervising. Since Bob and I 
are super tight, and I have a good business relationship with Vanessa (must be 
my sterling personality) I thought I would ask to play Wii with them. So I did and 
I did (get to play). Hooray :) 
 Alright, we’re playing Wii sports. I’m just having the absolute time of my 
life. I cannot help but notice the music in this game. We got our hip elevator 
music-type ballady stuff. We got our Latin flair bossa and samba. We got our 
quick little dance tune. Just all around some pretty rad s***. A definite step up 
from the “beep boop beep beep” of super Nintendo from my youth! 
  -On a side note, I have decided that one day I must get into the 
studio   group that plays the music for Wii Sports. 
 Then it hits me. Is this what (at the risk of being politically incorrect, 
and/ or totally wrong) the Asian game makers perceive as American popular 
music? It must be. I gotta believe that the demographic for these video games is 
fat, lazy American socialites. The game makers are just putting in the music that 
they think we will like. Well, I had to laugh. It seems Nintendo has a higher 
opinion of us (Americans) than we do ourselves. Think about it. 
 I told some of this to Bob, and he said I should write about it. So I did. 
 
The End! 
 
 
David & Goliath 
 
 We all have our giants. 
 I have been here at Daycare for a minute.  This is a place that is never 
dull, that always has a “healthy” population.  I have seen more people here in 14 
months than I saw in my entire 19 years leading up to my incarceration. 
 I do not make an effort to notice most of these people.  It really ISN’T 
worth the effort.  But!  I do notice a select few.  They are the people that make me 
smile. 
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Natty the Lion 
 Fairly recently I met a dude here.  It’s the second time I’ve seen him here, 
but the first wasn’t too long and was lacking in impact, cause I only talked to him 
like once I think.  This second time though I have gotten a chance to know him a 
little.  He has many sides, like personalities or whatever.  The first time I fully 
talked to the cat was in the library. 
 He was serious that day.  Asking me if we had any math books, or books 
on Anthropology.  He didn’t really mean Anthropology; he was actually looking 
for insects.  It was totally ok though!  Sometimes we all trip over vocabulary and 
fall on our faces.  It’s the thought that counts.  This dude was so serious at the 
time I got some books for him: The Portable Nietzsche and Dante’s Inferno.  This 
was my impression of the cat. 
 The next time I saw the dude was at one of the many Talent show 
rehearsals.  There was like a 180º turn in his personality.  I had about 30 minutes 
of straight laughing my ass off listening to him talk.  Golden joke after golden joke 
came out of him with no apparent effort.  Like, he was FUNNY.  I was totally 
amazed. 
 I am still amazed with his courage, his intelligence, his kindness, and his 
wit.  I notice people in here that make me smile.  He does not let jail come 
between him and himself.  He is truly an individual, through and through.  I feel 
fortunate to have met him.  Much Love! 
 Just like David of old, David Selmer has beaten this Goliath.  
 
 
 
3 Truths and a Lie (Or in this case, 3 lies…) 
 
I’m not a compulsive liar. 
 
I like ricotta cheese 
 
People that are not funny make me laugh.  But! when I laugh at them they get the 
wrong idea. Like they should continue being “funny,” i.e., Not funny.  And I 
continue to laugh. 
 And when people are trying to be serious this presents a “serious” 
problem, no pun intended.  Like this dude’s telling me he’s seriously gonna lay off 
the crack and I laugh.  I also laugh as I’m getting my ass kicked.  This is funny to 
me for some reason.  Maybe because I wanna be Brad Pitt. 
 Brad Pitt probably gets all the girls or did I guess.  Before he became an 
old man.  Just kidding; before he became involved with that one check, the leg 
one?  Angelina Jolie. 
 I think it’s funny now their combined couple name is Brangelina.  
Combined couple names are funny.  Like mine and my girlfriend’s would be 
Jessica Fox. 
 
The End 
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Natty the Lion 
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Nikki W. 
 
K Kelsey Lee I gave you that name 
E  Every day I still cry missing you 
L  Life wasn’t supposed to go this way 
S Sweet beautiful, baby girl 
E  Every day, every year that goes by 
Y  You will never be forgotten 
L  Life was much too short for you 
E  Everyone who knew you still grieves 
E  Even though you died, you are alive in my hear always 
 
 
 
The way it is….. 
 
Peace, torture, love, hate, pain 
pleasure, devastation, complete, 
honesty, loyalty, lies, tears, 
pouring down, the rain, won’t stop, 
until…..running, give up, wait….. 
sweet, kind, funny, feels great, 
again, love, confusion, stay, go, hurt, 
heal, stay, go, fear, fun, no, no, no, 
ugh, ok, yes, one more day, week, 
month, more pain, tears, more cracks, 
less love, stuck drowning, from, love or, 
is it pain, how can you tell, love, 
fear, pain, same, black, blue, AGAIN, 
go, stay, run, hide, forgive, forget, 
kisses, all better, until…..pain, 
hurt, fear, confusion, AGAIN!!! 
vicious, never ending, completeness, 
fulfillment, emptiness, sadness, 
happiness, Why???, When???, 
Again????, Why???, love, hurt, 
love, hurt, hurt, hurt, why??? 
beginnings, endings, passion, emotions, 
faithfulness, dignity, peace, tranquility, 
simplicity, confusion, hope, clarity, 
despair, devastation, bumps, bruises, 
enemy, savior, foolish, amazing, 
lacking, overwhelming, lost, searching, 
dreams, quit, want, love, AGAIN??? 
desperation, helplessness, alone, endless, 
pain hurt, love, fear, How long?? Today,  
tomorrow, yesterday, forever, sometimes I quit, 
live, die, crave, need, running, AGAIN….. 
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Nikki W. 
She decided to go… 
 
You broke my heart, it shattered and 
bled, I’m dying inside because you 
are dead, it’s so dark now, I can no 
longer see. Oh no come back, can’t  
you see. You took with you so much of me. 
Without you here my heart can’t heal, broken 
and black is all I feel. Didn’t you know 
I wouldn’t be strong enough to want to  
go on? The shattered pieces won’t stop falling  
apart, since you left it constantly bleeds, 
leaking only pain & misery!! 
 
 

WHY? 
 
I scream 
YOU scream 
WE scream 
I say things 
YOU say things 
WE don’t stop 
YOU hit me 
I bleed. 
YOU die inside 
WE both cry 
WHY???? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Monique 
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Poison Ivy 
Stermo 
 
I will never forget the video games playing 
    in the background 
I will never forget how his tears glistened 
    as they fell down his face 
I will never forget how he sounded as  
    he said he missed me + thought I  
    was forgetting him  
I will never forget his smile when I  
    told him I would always be there 
I will never forget the warmth of 
   his hug, his smell of smoke and cologne 
I will never forget his laugh that 
    lifted any moment, the same laugh  
    so many people talked about at 
    his funeral 
I will never forget Sterling  
    until I see him again in 
    heaven 
 
 
 
 

Self-Portrait 
To my ex-fiancé . . . Life will never be what it should. 
 
I cannot, 
not help, 
not hurt, 
not smile, 
not remember, 
I cannot stop, 
These flashbacks, 
This pain, 
This memory of her, 
These single moments of anguish, 
I can, 
Pick up, 
Soldier on, 
Tense-up, 
Stay strong, 
Pretend, I’m okay, 
And always remember. 
 

R. Raven Lee 
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R. Raven Lee 
Insurmountable 
 
It’s a wall, 
More challenge than war, 
Harder than combat, 
More terrifying than military injuries,  
Longer than deployment, 
It’s a wall, 
More painful than my split knee, 
Harder to walk with than my shattered hip, 
Farther away than Iran, 
Unreachable, like escaping life alive, 
Its insurmountable, 
Ex-fiancé, 
It’s a wall. 
 
 
Set A (1 of 3): Hate 
What is the meaning? 
I hate you? 
You hate me… 
I cannot believe it’s true! 
You spoke against me? 
After I raised my arm against steel for you. 
But wait,  
I’m expendable as long as you get what you want. 
So, 
Stabbed in the arm? 
It’s not fatal,  
So,  
You don’t care? 
Alright so be it! 
However, 
I cannot hate you, 
Sorry, 
But I choose eternal pain, 
Hate me,  
Still I’ll rise from the ground, 
I promise, 
Call, 
And I’ll be there. 
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R. Raven Lee 
Set A (2 of 3): In Case You Didn’t Know 
 
I will always be your Hero, 
Ready to fight, 
Your pursuers rank zero, 
Raven, I am the Night, 
Whether you know I’m there, 
Or speak to Angels,  
Your prayers I’ll answer; no fear, 
Rise from the graveyard angles,  
Some will say what you want, 
Loose venom sickly sweet to hear, 
I’ll tell you cold, unsecured truth, 
My blade against all enemies near, 
In case you didn’t know,  
I’ll be your Guardian true, 
In my veins the Blood flows,  
Of Ancestors proud of you. 
 
 
 
Set A (3 of 3): Through Broken Door. 
 
Painlessness unachievable, 
After all I’ve been through, 
From friends and brothers dying, 
And hearts now solid blue. 
 
Around the corners of my soul, 
The demons lurk with venom-tipped barbs, 
Always ready to incite more pain, 
More memories, so sad, notes upon a harp, 
 
Given your need, 
I’ll push aside the chaos-riddled hall, 
Through broken doors I’ll charge 
Your Hero till I fall. 
 
 
Take Me 
 
You cannot break me, 
I’m made from materials tougher than nails, 
You did not make me,  
I rose from challenges both successes and fails, 
You’ll get your chance to take me, 
Maybe I will let you heal what’s under my armored scales. 
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R. Raven Lee 
Betrayal is Bitter Sweet 
 
Across all moonlit pools, 
Side-by-side with silver bricks, 
Steady goods with love-forged tools, 
Hammers and chisels and picks, 
This sword made in your image, 
Slender yet burnished in beauty, 
Forged with absolute care unpillage’d, 
Razor edged grace and perfected duty, 
Betrayal is bitter sweet, 
For you left before the blade was done, 
Insidious connotations of honor shall we meet, 
Scarce more than curt acceptance to lose what once was won, 
Across all moonlit pools, 
Shattered with silver bricks, 
Cold unforgiving steel tools,  
Hammers and chisels and picks. 
 
 
Corridor 
 
I walk along a lavender-lined hall, 
Linked with silver pools of moonlight, 
Across courtyards of star-kindled tiles, 
Down corridors of scrolled crème marble, 
To the Fountain of Life burbling aqua,  
And in such blessings as may be, 
To the Corridor I invite you to wander, 
In the chambers of peace,  
Where you’ll find yourself 
 
 
Serenity 
 
I’m at the point 
Where I just don’t care, 
I’ve seen the dead, 
The wounded and the fair, 
I’ve walked on lawns, 
And cratered roads, 
I’ve shared heated words, 
And warm loaves, 
I’ve been imprisoned in stone, 
Worried not while physically fee, 
I’ve finally reached my goal, 
I am serenity. 
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R. Raven Lee 
Netherworld 
 
You speak in metaphor, 
When you claim you’ll raze Hell, 
I’m here now, 
Borne of Shadow can’t you tell, 
Be careful what lines you cross, 
The Dark carries my name, 
The Christian Hell is one thing, 
My Netherworld will drive you insane,  
When you think you are angry, 
Enough to truly summon Chaos, 
Remember here I stand, 
One of Netherese origin and gloss, 
So step off my turf,  
Don’t make a claim you cannot keep, 
Get away from the Door, 
Or eternally you will sleep. 
 
 
Complicated 
 
Loved her, 
Though it hurt like silver nails, 
Maybe still love her, 
Still but wondering why, 
Love her in the future maybe, 
So hard to say no, 
How can this four-lettered emotion, 
Be so many verses more, 
Why must it be inversely complicated instead of simple;  
I guess love is overrated, 
A vow I have made, 
I refuse to love again, 
Lest my glass heart be finished for sure. 
 
 
Miracle 
 
Not a ray of light, 
But out of the Shadow, 
Not a Christian Cross, 
But a glimmering Lady, 
Not just words, 
But woven vocabulary, 
Not a sword of justice, 
But a Shade of execution, 
Miracle it’s not, 
But the Hand of the Goddess. 
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I am a Witch 
 
Yes, I pray to the Goddess, 
Yes, I dance to flutes and drums, 
Yes, I sing of gold beneath the Lady Luna, 
Yes, I craft spells to certain purpose, 
Yes, I believe in magick, 
Yes I am a Witch, 
 
However 
 
No, I do not worship the “Devil,” 
No, I do not drink blood, 
No, I do not devour human flesh, 
No, I’m not necessarily evil, 
No, I will not curse a child, 
NO, I SHALL NOT VIOLATE THE REDE! 
 
“So long as ye harm none, Do as ye will”  
-Witches Rede- 
 
 
Youth 
 
Just because I’m young, 
Doesn’t mean I don’t know, 
What Death looks like,  
What Loss is, 
What toll pain takes, 
Just because my number’s low, 
Doesn’t mean I can’t see, 
When someone lies to me, 
When truth is absent, 
When logic plays above emotion, 
Just because I’ve still got youth, 
Doesn’t mean I’m lost and unknowledgeable, 
About life’s’ turns and twists, 
About events outside my world, 
About subjects you’ve studied, 
Because I’m young, 
I see all you miss, 
I hear what you hear differently, 
I speak with wisdom both past and future, 
I feel by instinct and by reason, 
And I fear nothing,  
Because of my youth, 
I say bring…it…on! 
 
 



100   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

R. Raven Lee 
Insurrectionist 
 
In Arabic,  
They call me Mujahedeen, 
In Wiccan, 
They call me Guardian, 
In Virginia, 
They call me Raven 
In 2009, 
They call me Soldier, 
The fact is, 
I am a freedom fighter,  
I am a sentinel in the night, 
I am a shadow in flight, 
I am prior Army. 
 

Hope 
 
Will you show me please, 
What it feels like to be loved, 
What it sounds like to come home? 
 
Will you help me, 
Repair this slag of a heart, 
Disformed, melted, razor-edged? 
 
Will you give me hope, 
Even just a bit of glitter in the dark, 
Just a single note? 
 
Or will you just leave me, 
Broken, sad, and alone,  
Discarded and forgotten? 

 
Please 
 
To Neptune I pray, 
He who over oceans hold sway, 
 
To Hermes I ask, 
He whose messages to the Winds task’d, 
 
To Hades I hope, 
He who holds the Rope, 
 
Please answer my Rite, 
Please save my House tonight. 
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Kiss Me Please 
 
A ripple in the surface, 
By the shore of a sheltered quay, 
Such a small glimmer above the water, 
And the sound of dripping water gave her away, 
The iridescent sheen, 
Of deceptively silky soft skin, 
Deep warm green eyes, 
So full of love it’ll pull me in, 
I’m asking you, 
With soft red flushed lips, 
Will you kiss me please, 
Before this miracle slips, 
I know you are a Mermaid, 
One of the Eldric Fae, 
I’ll join you if you let me, 
Change forever from this day. 
 
 
Be There 
 
On the other side of the Veil, 
In the lands of eternal Summer, 
No mourning moan or wail, 
No Evil runner, 
 
On the Crossing Stone, 
Upon which the Eye is writ, 
Waiting there all along, 
In form of Guardian Spirit, 
 
On the stone bridge, 
Overtop the black Stymian water, 
As you cross still wondering, 
I’ll be there. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Monique 
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R. L. 
Wondering 
 
Sitting 
Thinking 
Seeing  
Wondering… 
 
Thinking 
Where this all leads to… 
Wondering  
Do I want to remember 
 
Where this all leads to… 
Seeing the same faces 
Do I want to remember 
Seeing me through the eyes of another 
 
Seeing the same faces 
Seeing it, Life as it is… 
Seeing me through the eyes of another 
What do I see 
 
Sitting  
Thinking 
Seeing 
Wondering 
 
 

God vs. Evil 
 
The Darkness below, 
What seems to be 
Something only a fool would know 
Is laughter in the depths of the sea 
 
God is stronger than you think 
All it takes is spirit 
Without the trust you will sink 
So dare not to fear it 
 
The battle is yet but over 
The sky will soon darken 
No luck will be needed as clovers 
For God will have no Part in. 
 

Reece N. 



SpeakOut!  Spring  2013  |  103  

Reece N. 
Day 2 
-Be you- 
 
Today is your day 
Forever in peace 
 
When you look down at what you must 
All you fall in love with is the trust 
 
With Him in your life nothing is impossible 
You just have to be a little responsible 
 
Take what you got, not what you sought 
Oh! The places you’ll go.  
 
 
Day 1 2-16-13 
The Light 
 
As Darkness rises 
we seem to fall. 
All the prizes 
seem so small. 
 
We are in the deepest pit of despair 
longing for what is right. 
Just that taste for fresh air 
on a warm, calm sunny night. 
 
The time will come with a circumference of light 
Everything wrong will be washed away. 
We will win this hardened fight 
So we can live another day. 
 
So when the light shines down tomorrow 
you better grab it to detent your sorrow. 
 
 

Respect 
 
Respect is something self-given 
Not something that can be ridden 
When used wrong will be forbidden 
So please don’t let the respect be hidden 

 
 
 
 
 

My Quotes 
 
“Perspective is the key to 
everything.” 
 
“When life is hard, smile, and 
push through.” 



104   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

Renevatio 
God’s Canvas 
 
Lively,  
Angelic heart cheerfully bright, 
Youthful immortal, 
Playful dancing, heavenly sight, 
Vivacious. 
Always, 
Piercing darkness with kindly light, 
Unbridled beauty, 
Whimsically shining in the night, 
Vibrantly. 
Take flight! 
Living a life that you adore, 
Creating your own, 
Sea beseeches her from harbor, 
Sail away. 
Breathless, 
Chasing dreams and tracing splendor, 
Untamed and untried, 
Open possibility’s door, 
Radiance. 
Making, 
Reality that you implore, 
The path is yours to take, 
Born to be but strive to soar, 
Free Spirit. 
Made Strong. 
Take the call with strength warrior, 
Know this too shall pass, 
Hearing loud your lioness roar, 
Persevere. 
Loving, 
Wandering wisps of clouds so blue, 
Courageous lady, 
Each dusk of pain brings dawn anew, 
Adventure. 
Laughing. 
Delightful eyes shimmering hew, 
Sojourning soldier, 
Today God’s canvas dawns for you, 
Wanderer.   
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To the Queens of Virtue: 
 
For all the aunts, nieces, daughters, sisters, mothers, wives and lovers; thank you for loving 
we--the men in your lives--whom you challenge and charge to become better uncles, 
nephews, sons, brothers, fathers, husbands and lovers. Thank God for you, you Bringers of 
Balance. May you rise up soaring to new heights, embracing your full potential. Love 
deeply, fully and forever fair maidens. 
 
To the Princes of Promise: 
 
May you utilize the tools you’ve gained to manifest your wildest whimsies. Keep the 
demons at bay and conquer the beast which beseeches your folly. May you--my brothers--
rise above to meet your Destiny.  
 
 

 
 
Leaving the body, leaving the soul, leaving my mind to pay the joker’s toll, leaving your 
past, leaving the pain, leaving the blood where it will stain, leaving an impression whatever 
that may be, praying the lord may carry me.  Leaving on my fateful day, leaving out of 
breath, I’ve had so much to say, leaving with a choice, having found my voice, having been 
resurrected, no longer do I fear death. 
Released 4/7/13 
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Serendipity’s Destiny 
 
Chorus #1 
 
If the same river flows 
by the current of dreams 
and the directions we chose 
then my heart still knows 
that I would follow you there 
unto the end of all things 
Where the universe slows (repeat x1) 
 
Why question our standing 
Our feelings commanding 
Our paths are demanding, we cross 
When otherwise we’re lost 
In the directions we choose 
Destiny at a loss 
 
Chorus #2 
 
Should the world come to crawl 
by the edge of the seas 
to the universe all 
Then my heart still calls 
To reunite with you there 
And see the ends of all things 
Where the universe falls (repeat x1) 
 
Why do our hearts beckon 
A love which we both question 
If not to the lessons we may learn 
When otherwise we yearn 
for the direction we choose 
And our desire still burns 
 
Chorus #1 
 
 
Chorus #2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SpeakOut!  Spring  2013  |  107  

Renevatio 
Transformation: part 2 
(Preliminary: Psalm 69) 
 
 Looking upon the stagnant ship I am chilled by the callous stare of my 
accusers for the last time.  Beginning to swim now in a direction of disorientation, 
I am aware only of an awkward accountability: my responsibility to sink their 
unanswered query to the purpose of my plight by creating a barrier of distance.  
As still fog gently kisses morning’s sporadic waves, I continue swimming until the 
pirates are lost to the sun’s ascension among the glimmering sheen of ocean’s 
horizon.   
 In the torrent of my self-loathing I am haunted by the calm splendor of 
colorful whisper that dawn brings.  I am unmoved and empty of appreciation, 
resentful of the beauty in its simplicity.  Alone again.  Ostracized as a result of self
-sabotage.  Surely my custodians realized death should be a preferable reprisal to 
my actions.  Knowing this, they instead 
grant me reprieve, sequestering me to 
suffer madness once again adrift this 
never ceasing cadence of repetition.  
Screaming, cursing, seething, and 
spitting, I thrash in denouncement, my 
waves lost instantly to the undulating 
chant of the sea.  Lost in bewilderment 
and rejecting this all too familiar 
scenery of self-aggrandizement, I flee 
the superfluous surface in hopes of 
attaining identity at life’s end, laid to rest in a watery grave. 
 I fear to delve to such depths wherein I dive deeper.  Allowing cognitive 
submergence into the uncharted abyss of circumstantial character, I swim ever 
deeper.  Deeper still I venture until I question: “Am I swimming toward a lack of 
light or an abundance of void?” 
 Observing this medial mentality, I am aware as if by thought that this is 
the place of my birth.  Astounded by its honesty and awestruck by its innocence I 
marvel at the very nature of my making.  I humbly appreciate my Divine 
Birthright, blissfully entranced.  Whimsical beauty in chaotic order of 
individuality defines my catharsis.  From my celestial beginnings I was created in 
purity. –My heart interrupts with an important message, beating in beseechment 
for my lungs’ next breath.  I feign avoidance, paying full homage to the surreal 
projection before me. –Next I witness my divine descent; a uniquely formed 
frozen crystal fostered in the very heart of the firmament, I fall with graceful 
elegance to caress the mountain’s slope.  No mere fortuitous event was this as my 
third sight informs me that Destiny beckoned me to this very spot, chosen 
between east and west to inevitably flow into the stream at mountain’s feet 
where Fate would usher me to adjacent rivers, eventually ejecting me to a 
designated coast of purpose. 
 My breath expels withheld air in violent reflex.  Almost unable to restrain 
my chest from filling with brine, my heart thunders now joining the contention 

I breathe a fresh breath 
of life with the renewed 
air of purpose.  Where 
water serenades sky I am 
met again by the cry of 
gulls.  
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and they offer no quarter in simultaneous demand.  I ignore their implored 
requests, unwilling to drive myself from this serendipitous event.  This moment 
along has defined my being and in this moment I am knighted by Creative 
Purpose, called to a brotherhood of Fate.  Felling that I may never again 
encounter such a superlative state, I demonstrate my will to remain and thus 
cease to be. 
 Never before had I known the reason of the waves or the Force with 
which life encompasses us all.  Ever had I heard the words but never did I listen 
to the song of the sea.  In a fit of childish tantrum, I argue my case by welcoming 
my demise if I am to be torn from this transcendental vision.  Heart pounding 
now in alarming rapidity, my face is wry with confliction, lungs wrought by the 
expectation of their necessity.  Wrathful of my belligerence, the beating 
succession with which my still throbbing head resembles a steady hum of painful 
objection.   
 The scene suddenly changes before me and I am met now by my mirror 
image “You have now seen the Potential but you do not yet know your Purpose,” 
speaks the whispering wraith.  With pleading eyes I beckon answer as I am 
bested by his pious riddling.  The orchestra of seizing musculature and failing 
vitals reverberates throughout my body in a single note of rage. My mind 
perseveres.  Darkness closes in until the faint reflection of psyche is all that 
remains.  “You are the Catalyst.” he says. 
 Unable to impede my body’s reflex, lungs fill with the salty sting of sea.  
Without further word of wisdom, the sage spirit brings his forefinger to rest 
above my brow and opens my eye.  I am suddenly whisked away by a powerful 
undertow of epiphany, carrying me quickly away to reunite with the plethora of 
surfaced societal ego. 
 Shuddering in a vindictive fit of rage, my body reels upon the surface, 
retching and expelling my chest’s contents choked with brine.  AS I evict the last 
of the brackish water from my lungs, I breathe a fresh breath of life with the 
renewed air of purpose.  Where water serenades sky I am met again by the cry of 
gulls.  Flotsam washes by inviting rest and clinging hold, I relax in a moment of 
intuitive introspection; When did I distort reason so wrongly to justify its 
perversion?  At what point had I abandoned my dreams to malcontent?  Where 
was I drifting now that I had again found sanity and a means to navigate Destiny?  
Why had I let myself float astray for so long and who fell victim to the causation 
of my folly?  How had I allowed this? 
 Without forewarning, a shrill shout rents through the air behind me.  
Writhing in my alarm, I turn to glimpse a gull just above my head carried aloft a 
mighty gale.  I marvel at his freedom and fluency in the breeze.  As the gust 
settles, the seabird hangs suspended, unconcerned that he has just interrupted 
my casuistic meditation.  He c***s his head toward me quizzically. 
 In no mood to entertain catechism with this wanton fowl, I avert my 
gaze.  Crying once more in piercing protest to be paid attention, I look to him 
again now noticing a peculiar thing.  Proudly perching atop the flotsam, he stands 
regally on one leg.   
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 He caws in affirmation.  He only has one leg!  here I am challenged by this 
untold story of heroism in my pitiful wake of doubt, lack of self-worth and 
tentative reflection.  I stare wide-eyed at the heaven sent seraph attempting to 
compartmentalize his enigmatic appearance into convenient categorical 
understanding as we float together along seemingly aimless tides of 
circumstance.  It is his imperfection which makes him beautiful.  Defined not by 
deformity or mistakes made, but by the trials through which he triumphed. 
 The truth of Purpose is born by this heraldic messenger.  I am 
enraptured and revived by the meaning of his sudden apparition in this critical 
moment.  Entranced by this embodiment, this epitome of Destiny, I understand 
my Divine Birthright.  To coexist within the Greater Design, surrendering oneself 
to uncertainty. Liberty in the knowledge that the journey of life itself is the ever 
sought and never attainable meaning of one’s Purpose.  Mankind is bestowed the 
gift of life with the best intents of fortune and thereafter sculpted by fortuitous 
calamity.  Meaning found not in one’s beliefs, but by the application with which 
one means to believe. 
 Weeping with joy of my newfound calling, I gaze on as the gull takes 
wing to passing sea’s breeze.  Cackling hysterically at my sentient state, he soars 
to a new horizon.  Following his flight, my eyes are captivated by the sight of 
redemption.  My feathered friend has led me to the shore of my salvation! 
I ride the surf where ocean meets land and begin to walk upon the beach of New 
Beginnings.  I stagger forward, struggling briefly under the full weight of my 
decisions.  Taking pause to fortify my identity, I am reminded of my given names 
and their meanings; I am Dignified, I am Strong.  I am the Strength from which the 
wound bears forth. 
 pening my eyes as if for the first time, I see reality with new Perception.  
Inception through conception, I stride to a path of my own making, master of my 
own Destiny. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I Believe 
 
 I believe in the power of the human spirit. That ungoverned and often 
untapped source of unbridled beauty or destruction. Of course taking into 
consideration the multifaceted uses and musing (?) of all the possibilities with 
which human beings either as individuals or as a group can bring death or give 
life, one must also take into account the will of those people. 
 
 The will of man has historically proved that depending on one’s train of 
thought, may manifest unimaginable terror or as yet untold freedoms for his 
fellow man. For everything in this world is bound by consequence--either by the 
creation or destruction of man or by the slow decay of time. 
 
 Choose what you will. I believe in love.  
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Life 
 
I was a blight on this earth 
A festering canker sore since birth 
Momma hated me, she said, since I was born 
No hugs and kisses, no Atta boys to make me feel all tingly and warm 
I’m know to knock your Goddam teeth down your throat 
This was Momma’s fav-o-rite quote 
But it wasn’t funny when it was me in her sights 
Tossing and turning skin bruised and burning 
Tear soaked sheets, whimpering through the nights 
It took ForEVER to grow up, yet…did I? 
I think not. 
I never learned to give more than I got 
Love wasn’t caring 
Love wasn’t sharing 
Love was CONTROLE 
Love was possession to my darkened Soul 
Heartaches Galore 
Revolving door 
Relationships Lost over and over again 
Horribly they all did end 
Filled with my Momma’s hate 
I spread it all over the place 
I was rotten to the core 
So many beautiful hearts, I smashed I tore 
Until empty I lay, a husk a shall 
No light No hate No love to tell 
I was a blight on this earth 
Thanks Mom Love ya. Bye Bye 
But then I forgave, I let go 
Only then did I grow 
I’m no longer a blight on this earth 
No longer will I hurt you or myself. Xs & Os 
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The Marlboro Man 
 
 The sun was just peeking over the mountains throwing a sharp glare into 
the steely blue eyes of the cowboy.  The angle of his hat did little to shade his 
bronze features.  Patches of dew still clung to the batter 56 Chevy, whose fender 
he was leaning against.  The red glow of his cigarette only slightly lit up the 
bottom half of his face.  As he stared into the toothy grin of clean cut insurance 
agent wearing a sports jacket who was promising “The lowest rates on car, home, 
and life insurance.”  The touch looking cowboy, who obviously had put in many a 
hard day, thought to himself ‘I’d like to drive this truck right though that cheerful 
looking face.’ He really missed the buxom blond who’s golden skin glistened in 
the burning California sun.  Her sultry promise of ‘Fun and frolicking in a 
Universal Sap at prices you can afford,’ still keep him up at night.   
 ‘It’s too bad that company went belly-up.  It quickly put the kibosh on 
any relationship he’d hoped for with the beautiful woman who’s smoky eyes 
allured to things lot more promising than just soaking in the bubbling, steaming 
water.  Half a mile down the road the Motel Six, who was “Keeping a light on,” 
was offering clean rooms at the lowest prices available.  It was with a heavy heart 
that the cowboy couldn’t get that sexy lil’ filly into one of those cheap, clean 
rooms.  There’d be more than just the light burning, that he was sure of!  
 ‘It’s going to be another scorcher today,’ He said silently to himself as the 
full blaze of the sun burnt into his eye.  It was as if a corner of his own personal 
landscape, a small tiny piece, kept flapping violently in the hot Santa Anna breeze. 
 ‘Wonder what this is?’ The cowboy thought, as a truck came ponderously 
down the frontage road bouncing slowly along towards where he was quietly 
smoking his cigarette.  He could barely make out the bucket on the back of the 
truck that would lift a man near 30’ off the ground.  It was with a gut-wrenching 
realization that finally dawned on the tough looking, lonely, cowboy whose 
cigarette never seemed to burn away, flowing forever onto the cowboys face. 
 Soon someone or something else will be staring out at the never ending 
stream of cars and their passengers, who hurried from unknown places going to 
equally unknown destinations.  Maybe some new drink or skincare product.  Or 
perhaps a pain medication that’s side effect could cause a painful rash or, in some 
cases, a fatal infection!  Maybe a “New home could be yours with a low down 
payment and low monthly payments.” Even a Las Vegas vacation could be yours!  
The thought of a bedazzled beauty covering his face did little to comfort the 
lonely weathered cowboy. 
 “Oh well,” he thought morosely. “Nothing lasts forever…” 
 If one had an imagination, one could almost see the cowboy physically 
flinch as the last of his image was ripped off of the giant billboard to make way 
for the next advertisement to be glued into place. 
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What Happens Next? 
 
A little boy on his knees 
Praying O God please 
Bless Mommy and Daddy 
Please make them not mad at me 
 
Now I’m looking back 
I’ve tread down so many different paths 
All say they’re the only one that’s real 
Believe as they do or burn in Hell 
 
Chorus: 
What happens to me when I’m Dead and Gone 
Will that be it, nothing at all 
Will there be that Bright light of God 
I want to sing that heaven’s song 
 
Heading back to score another sack 
Shaking so bad, totally wacked 
Counting pennies to buy a cigarette 
Lost everything just waiting for death 
 
Grown man down on my knees 
Praying O God please 
Take away all of the pain 
I done so much bad I’m sure I’m insane 
 
Chorus 
 
 
Can’t Sleep 
 
My brain runs wild 
Thoughts tumble around 
A cacophony blasting in my head 
Sleep won’t come embrace me 
 
Thoughts tumble around 
Darkness surrounds me 
Sleep won’t come embrace me 
Longing for a quiet mind 
 
Darkness surrounds me 
A Rollercoaster of emotions 
Longing for a quiet mind 
Can’t shut down 
 
 

A Rollercoaster of emotions 
A Cauldron of frustration 
Longing for a quiet mind 
Giving up I’m getting up 
 
A cauldron of frustration 
I can’t freaking sleep 
Giving up I’m getting up 
A glass of wine…No the whole bottle 
 
I can’t freaking sleep 
A cacophony blasting in my head 
A glass wine…No the whole bottle 
My brain runs wild.  
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Worms 
 
Something in my head is dying 
It seems my heart is rotting away 
The poison in my veins is killing me 
I watch my soul slowly slipping away 
Most times, I just can’t face the day 
I think I’d rather just sleep 
I wish I could just sneak away 
And hide myself from my hate 
Some would tell you, I’m my own worst enemy 
That I’ve stolen my own happiness 
I know I have killed the very best in me 
And it’s been a slow...angry…death 
Something in me really hates myself 
It’s the worms they won’t shut up 
I wish I could find them all and rip them out 
The pain I give myself is never enough 
So… 
What was I thinking, to make this of my life 
I must obviously be crazy. My heads just not right 
All of Gods Angles looking down on me 
All of Gods Angles laughing gleefully 
All of Heaven keeps laughing at me 
Why won’t God stop laughing at me? 
Because I am Gods jester and my biggest joke? 
It’s me 
 
Worms. i.e.: pain, anger, lust, envy, shame, anything inside your heart that will not let you 
live in peace with yourself 
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Rollup outta here 
 
Sometimes I just don’t know what to say to you 
You make me crazy with the things you say and do 
I really hoped it would get better in time 
But I can see you’re out of your God given mind 
Someday it seems I have to try with all of my might 
To keep things cool and cal so we don’t start to fight 
Today it all comes clear 
 I need to give it up, pack it un n’ Roll up outta here 
 
Ah here you go again screaming at me 
You should be mad at yourself but you’re too blind to see 
You need to back yourself up a couple of steps 
Cool down and give that anger of yours a rest 
I wonder if you’ll ever realize 
The cruel things you say and do, baby, they just ain’t right 
 Well today it all come clear 
I need to give it up, pack it in n’ Roll up outta here 
 
 
Prisoner 
 
The longer I sit here 
 Inside my mind 
It’s become clear 
 There’s no place to hide 
The people in my head 
 Are tearing me up 
There’s no way to silence them 
 I just can’t shut them up 
It won’t be long now 
 Before they drive me mad 
I can’t find a way out 
 There’s no secret path 
The longer I’m stuck in here 
 I lose my way 
It’s so dark in here 
 And I’m so afraid 
I can’t hide from myself 
 Anymore 
I can’t cry for myself 
 Anymore 
I am a prisoner 
And I am the prison 
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I’m Not That Guy 
 
Remember that man who slapped you and bruised your cheek and closed your eye 
I’m not that guy 
Remember the screams and terror he caused you so many times 
I’m not that guy. 
The ocean of tears he caused to leak out of your sad beautiful eyes. 
I’m not that guy. 
The one who overdosed on a bottle of pills and a little of whiskey 
That woke up, even more angry, in the hospital because you called 911 and saved his life. 
I’m not that guy. 
So many years you lived in fear, You called it Love. Why? 
Well...I’m not that guy. 
Remember going over to your friends cause he was so angry you needed to hide. 
I’m not that guy. 
That young foolish man you so desperately loved but out  
of sheer self-preservation you had to give up. 
That young man died a long time ago. 
His anger literally burned him to ashes 
Might I say he finally grew up? 
That guy knows in his heart of hearts 
To say he’s sorry from the depths of his soul 
Could never be enough yet he wishes he could tell you so 
So many years past since you saw him last 
You can only remember the Anger that filled his eyes 
Well I’m just not that guy.  
 
 
Shame 
 
She’s sitting in the dark, she’s trying to hide her face 
I can hear the teardrops, I can feel her shame 
  
I thought he said he loved you 
 If this is love I hope and I pray 
 That I grow old and lonely 
 Than have to live in all of this pain and shame 
 
A little boy watching T.V. A blur flies before my eyes 
a bottle of beer smashed into her face. She looked at me and cried 
 
 I thought he said he loved me 
 If this is love I hope and I pray 
 That I grow old and lonely 
 Than have to live with all of this pain and shame 
 
I know you loved him so did I. but I hate to see you cry 
Oh mama don’t feel so bad. I know I’m now the one who’s bad 
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I have loved girls and I’ve hurt them 
My daddy rages inside of me 
Just when everything’s picture perfect 
The pain in me won’t let it be 
 
 I know I said I loved you  
 If this is love I hope and I pray 
 That I grow old and lonely 
 Than have to live with all of this pain and shame 
 
She’s crying in the bathroom 
She’s trying to fix her face 
I can hear the teardrops falling 
I hang my head in shame  
 
 
The skinny on a little angry sore 
 
The little sore was angry. I tried to ignore it but it finally just boiled over. It got so mad that 
it just burst! The pus ran down my arm. Giving up, I went into the bathroom to see just what 
was going on. The sore was just pissed off. I tried to console it. No good. I tried to use 
humor it to no avail. It’s anger would not abide. Finally I tried to coddle it. 
 
 “Oh” it finally said “I just wanted someone to pay attention to me.” “I’m sorry” I 
tried to explain “I was just too busy and I’ll admit I was just hoping that you’d kinda, you 
know, just go away.” Where did you come from anyway? “I asked the now morose little 
sore that was just setting there in a pout. 
 
 “You brushed up against a rose thorn when you were “borrowing” a dozen roses 
from your next door neighbors rose garden.” “And I just sort of sprung into life.” 
 
 “Ok? Hmm let’s give you a little bath. Doesn’t that feel better?” 
 
 “Yeah kinda…thanks” it oozed. 
 
 “Let’s see what I have in here” I dug through my sad medicine cabinet, who also 
felt pretty much ignored most of the time. 
 
 “Oh here we go” I found a tube of triple antibiotic ointment and slathered it on 
thick. 
 
 “Hey! wait a minute what’s this? I don’t think I like this” exclaimed the little sore. 
Soon though, it went to sleep. In a couple of days it just faded away like it never existed. 
Now I know to address little wound before they get sore at me.  
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What Do I See? 
 
Sitting 
Thinking 
Seeing  
Wondering… 
 
Thinking 
Where this all leads to… 
Wondering  
Do I want to remember 
 
Where this all leads to… 
Seeing the same faces 
Do I want to remember 
Seeing me through the eyes of another 
 
Seeing the same faces 
Seeing it, Life as it is… 
Seeing me through the eyes of another 
What do I see 
 
Sitting  
Thinking 
Seeing 
Wondering 
 
 

Hypnotized 
 
I was hypnotized 
something about those crystal 
blue eyes made me believe every 
sick word you spoke to me.  
It gave me faith when you told  
me you loved me. 
If only I wasn’t so  
young and naïve I would still 
be free.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rosie 
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Such Strenuous Things 
 
We order, nurture, resilience, love, help 
to understand how to live. 
How can we come to discover how to do  
such strenuous things when we suffer from anxiety, confidence, 
a lack of beauty and security. 
As we crave these things from others 
there becomes less and less availability. 
Longing for the structure we crave,  
the development is delayed. 
Our underdevelopment keeps our souls 
locked in their own little cage, retaining  
its shine, it’s almost impossible to turn the page. 
The true me being locked 
away turns the only strength I have upside down, 
negatively creating empty pieces 
burning the exterior, hiding 
the dismal interior.  
 
 
The Rose I was Meant to Be 
 
Hitting my face like needles 
pounding, pushing, beating my body down into 
the gravel. 
My brain is jumbled and my faith is torn. 
My life’s meaning seems to dwindle  
With every discouraging word. 
I want to stand up and push 
all this negativity away, 
walk away from this hail storm  
that’s pouring down on me like  
a pile of sh*t. 
It’s adding more and more to    
why I shouldn’t be here. 
Yet, I know there’s a reason for  
everything. 
And even though life packs a  
painful sting, 
I will overcome, grow and blossom 
like the rose I was meant to be.  
I will walk this path with no way 
to avoid the bumps and thorns 
in the road. 
I will walk it and hurt, but not 
without the beauty of resilience, and nature’s  
colorful kiss. 
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Rosie 

Ryan 

Words 
 
Words come out of every mouth. 
Thoughts run through every mind. 
Healthy or sick they can still be deadly. 
Those words infect these bodies. 
They lift the veil protecting our faces.  
But we can forget about the delirium  
it causes.  
So as we dive into the  
things we see, and forget about reality, 
we don’t realize how the 
acidity it created is tearing us apart 
from when these thoughts creep through 
your mind. 
Remember the disease these 
words can cause. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Asteroids 
 
Move at speeds close to 300,000 km per minute 
Thoughts move at approximately 300,000 km per millisecond 
The destructive power of an asteroid is determined by its size and speed 
The power of a thought cannot be determined 
If it only took a few thousand asteroids to take out the dinosaurs 
Imagine what a few hundred intelligent thoughts can do… 
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Samsara 
Rage 
 
Held hostage in my mind, hostage within my kind 
Hostage in orange and white, hostage for things that aren’t right 
See the blood flowing from my heart 
Flowing right to where the razor starts 
Damaging the skin that holds my soul 
Hearing and seeing things, blinding, not dull 
 
Possession, obsession, decision, dilemma 
Put in bondage for something I can’t control 
Help was waiting, help I was wanting, help I was getting, 
What I got, handcuffs and hobble 
Screaming in pain and frustration 
No one fought for me, no one saved me 
When I needed them the most 
Honest I was, bars I got. 
 
Crazy people calling me dirt 
Maybe they see something I don’t  
Do I have death crawling under my skin? 
Figures, screaming, demanding the blood God already shed 
Why should I shed anymore? 
Who put these ideas into my head? 
 
Something evil entered me as I exited the womb 
Something wanted me before I knew what I was to become 
All my progress, was it for nothing? 
All the nothing is full of trauma and hurt 
I don’t want it anymore.  Something broke, 
mattress and security blankets I got 
Screaming profanity and hurtful things I didn’t mean 
Blacking out and hoping God would take me 
I didn’t want to do this again. 
 
I miss the good side of me 
The bad overcame and broke down the barrier I put up 
I wanna go back to my happy place 
Not living this living nightmare 
That doesn’t feed my soul, but drains my being 
This is not who I am.  This is not who I became. 
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Samsara 

Sara D. 

Alter Ego 
 
 Some swore that old house was haunted but it was just me, developing, laboring 
over my monster in the lab under candlelight from the boiling sludge I pour her:  She looks 
at me with hypnotic eyes sparkling blue, green, smiling a toothy vampire grin, stepping out 
of the mold with the body of a goddess, black leather pants, corset piercings up her pale 
back, tattoos cover all exposed skin like fire, water, earth and air, dew and rainbows in her 
mohawked hair, long, sharp piercings obscuring her beautiful facial structure making them 
hard and angry.  Looking for vengeance of the maker’s long lost life, created out of blood, 
sweat and tears.  She is me and I am her. 
 She hears without hearing, sees without seeing it’s all in her mind, it takes no time 
to show you your fears and before you know it you’re tearing off your ears.  Your eyes 
cannot see her innermost parts cuz those things are sacred to her heart, a heart full of pain, 
rage, frustration and hurt, all taken from her master when master made her.  She is me and 
I am her.   
 In this old house she stealthily creeps searching for souls of lost loves, old hurts, 
wounds that won’t heal, her tattoos blend with the surrounds making her damn near 
invisible but her reflection looks pale and lost, but do not be mistaken, she’ll eat you and 
spit you out, my Alter Ego, for she is me and I am her. 
 She takes her prisoners of pain, rage, anger, hurt and chains them to the walls of 
the claustrophobic, cold, dark cave.  I have released her to do what she will, to avenge me if 
she must, she holds those prisoners close to her chest, drinks from their necks and listens 
as their hearts slowly stop beating.  She knows it was her maker’s wish that the heart in her 
chest, wounded and scarred, would stop beating but that’s why the monster does what she 
does.  She loves to drink the pain, anger, and the hurt, so her master doesn’t have to feel it 
any longer.  She is inside them, inside me, inside you, she is the Alter Ego, the one that 
lashes out without thinking, spills the blood not meant to be taken.  I have come to realize 
that the dark cave is her heart, which is my heart, for she is me and I am her, my Alter Ego. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Very Special Sister! 
 
For many years we've shared our lives, 
One roof we once lived under. 

Sometimes we laughed, sometimes we cried, 
Through winter storms and thunders, 
The younger years have faded fast, 
But . . . through all time--our friendship lasts, 
Our bond in life remains, 
As summer brings the happy times, 
The wind will whisper, 
A closer friend I'd never find, 
Than the one I call my special sister! 
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Sara D. 
Why 
 
You make me smile 
when I first saw you! 
The first time was in  
my 5th classroom. 
I liked that you made 
me giggle. You’re such a 
grammatical boy. 
Days, weeks and months pass you 
changed, Why I ask myself. 
I started drinking 
for your ass, Please tell 
me you’re wrong! Damn 
I told you I was having  
a baby, and you just 
laughed and said this 
baby would never be mine. 
OK I understand! 
I got heartbroken 
My pieces were  
just broken, why 
Why, come on, I  
drank to death and 
I lost the  
small little 
soul inside  
of me! Please 
I thought I  
had love and finally 
found it, All I want 
to do is just love someone 
Just let me love for 
once. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Giggle 
You make me giggle 
 
 
Happy 
Happy memories never fade away 
 
 
My Life 
F*** my life, that’s all I can say 
 
 
Asking 
Giving you my heart is all I’m asking for 
 
 
Breaking 
Breaking my life is not what I wanted 
 
 
Glow 
Your eyes glow like the bright sun coming out  
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Shaggy 

Shawn M. 

1 
 
 Sinking into a deep abyss.  Consumed by the infinite glory of breath.  As time 
bounces back and forth my eyes begin to adjust. The warmth of a blanket like the touch 
from a wide meadow.  Like an eagle soaring high, this remembering can only be seen as a 
pure form of light.  The connections to everything around me swimming in this infinite 
ocean of glory.  The trinity of balance the god head within.  Fill my life and moment of 
grace.  Found now finally, remembering what was always there. 
  
 
2 
 
Perplexed by the continual streaming of thoughts running through my mind.  What is my 
mind? What is thoughts? Where do they come from?  Is the bigger picture lit by imagination 
of creation or is this all merely a functional machine calculated by mathematics.  The 
connection of parts coming together like an electrifying pulse.  Is there no end to the 
amount of energy?  Will life sustain?  Are we now caught in the evolution of it?  What’s the 
motive?  What does it all mean? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
1968: 
 
Nixon was elected President November 4, 1968. 
This is significant, why? 
I was born November 4, 1968. 
 
Martin Luther King Jr. (I think) was assassinated that same year. 
 
My great-Uncle died that year. 
 
The Beatnik Revolution died (sort of) that same year. 
 
My parents hope for an Easy Hippie Style – life really died that year. 
 
 
Snapshot 1972: Black 
 
Black oak, Arkansas, Black Flags, Black Sabbath, Black Out: 
 
 My 1st concert. For something that was supposed to be black, there were so many 
bright colors. Black smoke did fill the air. My mom and dad were laughing, so much fun, so 
much intensity, I had to mimic their actions. Fists in the air, sweat flying like an April shower. 
Smoke and Sweat. Nasty. Gross. Good times! 
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Shawn M. 
True Wisdom 
 
I’ve been taught that the old 
 are wise 
That I’m supposed to  
 intellectualize 
But, I’ve noticed that  
 knowledge lies 
And ugliness will 
 perpetualize 
 
Chataignier showed me 
 stars and skies 
Avarique showed me where 
 beauty lies 
 
True Wisdom 
 is from a child’s eyes 
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Sky 970 
Toward the Sky 
 
I tell myself things will get better. 
Then I end up becoming a liar. 
All these feelings burning inside. 
Since that night I ignited the fire. 
Tried to see my soul, but I couldn’t find a single buyer. 
This familiar place where I put myself. 
No possible way I can place the blame on anybody else. 
Another chapter in my book, I am 
Counting the days until I can 
Replace it upon the shelf. 
Yeah, counting down the days. 
Back to becoming a ghost. 
Outta sight, outta mind. 
Isn’t that the way it goes. 
Just cause I’m here doesn’t mean I 
Can stop the sands of time. 
Everyone already knows it’s impossible 
For me to walk, the line. 
The present doesn’t seem to wanna 
Budge. And the future is so far away. 
Again I gotta wait for them to say 
Go ahead and be on your way. 
F*** it, I give up. I’m tired of being 
A failure. The only thing I seem to do  
Is disappoint my family and become 
Another jailbird. 
Nothing is ever written, except for 
Maybe death, and I'll keep 
On striving, until my final breathe. 
Life is worth living right. 
Keep your feet on the ground. 
And you’re head towards the sky.  
 
 
I believe 
 
I believe in many things. Different, and perhaps the same as same people. I believe people 
should slow down and take their time in life to enjoy the many moments which can be 
taken for granted. Nature takes its time to show us its full potential. A rose does not grow 
in one day. In this fast paced, technology advanced world we live in, information is just at 
our fingertips. I can access anything my mind can think of immediately. Perhaps now I 
forget sometimes to wait. I watch my nephew, and his face is buried in some gadget for 
most of the day. It reminds me to get him to be more active, and I myself. I enjoy taking my 
nephews to the park, or a take, to the river, and the mountains just so they can take part in 
nature. I also believe in taking the time at night to smoke a cig and look at the stars and 
ponder many different things.  
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Sky 970 
Gone Away 
 
Where did you go when I needed you most? 
You promised to never stray. 
Now you’re gone away from me. 
 
These days are cold, and I’m so alone 
Where did you go when I needed you most? 
 
When all of the children have guns, 
Where do I go, do I stay, do I run, 
When you promised to never stray. 
Now you’re gone away from me. 
 
Where do I go tell me where do I go? 
When all of these kids run these streets 
Do I stand and fight? Do I pick up and flee? 
When you promised to never stray 
Now you’re gone away from me. 
 
 
 
Eyes Opened 
 
Today a stranger made a remark that opened my eyes. 
 
Something I never thought could happen to me. Then I sat and began to realize.  
The statement mean nothing till I really dwelled upon it. Frustration and sorrow followed 
by pain and regret. All these thoughts I began to despise.  
I can’t fall into this category, this strangers words must be lies. 
All these years spent behind these walls, the feelings and emotions I must keep inside. Most 
important to me is keep these eyes dry. 
I’ll never accept the term institutionalized.  
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Snow Bunny 
I Love 
 
I love to watch movies. 
Especially when it’s with you. 
I love to draw, 
It makes me feel loved to show it off. 
I love when you touch me, 
I still get weak in the knees with every touch. 
I love it when you look at me, 
Those green eyes still make me melt. 
I love when you kiss me, 
It’s so sweet, 
I’m addicted, 
One is never enough. 
I love when you hold me tight, 
Your loving embrace is so safe. 
I love hearing you call me baby, 
It always calms my restless soul. 
I love when you make me laugh, 
I couldn’t be happier. 
I love that you love me so much, 
I love loving you, 
It’s my favorite thing to do. 
 I love you baby 
 
 

Thoughtful 
Handsome 
Unpredictable 
Mine 
Perfect 
Everything to me 
Real 

 
Red Lines 
 
The feeling of a sharp metal blade against my skin gave me a high that is indescribable. The 
pain hurt so bad but it made things feel so much better, it made me feel human, seeing the 
blood bubble from the red lines and trickle down my forearm brought me back to reality, 
and making those red lines took the mental pain away and caused a more real and 
noticeable pain, every red line had a story, a reason, never good enough to reason to end it 
all, just a reason and a yearning to feel alive on the outside, sometimes the red lines that 
oozed blood oozed more than blood, they oozed out the hurt my heart was forced to keep 
inside, it was like the red lines were a relieving escape route for the black feelings. The red 
lines were an addiction, I felt like it was only love, and with that love came the cold sharp 
metal blade, with every inch it cut my skin, I felt loved, and when I found my new love I felt 
so good with him, but I felt like I was cheating on the red lines, but seeing and actually 
being love by a living, breathing, person, something so warm, it made me let go of the cold, 
metal blade, and I’m truly happy now 
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Snow Bunny 
Beloved Brother  
 
Even though you’re gone from this world you still walk beside all of us. You helped us in so 
many ways. You helped some of us smile and laugh even when we thought we couldn’t. 
You helped some of us get and stay sober, and you taught all of us to love. We all miss you 
brother, and all your sisters remember you as the big brother you looked after us and you 
made sure we were safe, made sure we were happy and had what we needed and even 
wanted even if that meant you went without. And your brothers older or younger looked 
up to you, loved you, and most of all respected you, they learned from you and they had 
your back. And to show their respect since your sisters were girlfriends or wives to your 
brothers, your brothers made sure you were happy and had things you needed or wanted 
even if that meant they went without. It was a tragedy when you left us, we all thought we 
lost you, but we noticed that when we are together as a family your standing or sitting right 
there with us, laughing, smiling, crackin jokes, singing, or just relaxing looking out for your 
family. You are everyone’s guardian angel and we paint our faces for you and to show who 
is a part of the family you helped create and keep together. We all miss you we walk with 
you every day.  
 
 
Refreshing Memories 
 
I have so many good memories with you. 
Like the first night we spent together 
being in your sweet embrace was  
a fairytale. 
My favorite memory is when you 
kissed me for the time, 
the sweet taste of your soft tender 
lips had me addicted. 
I will never forget the first time we 
made love. 
your warm skin pressed against mine, 
it made me so weak. 
I will always remember the first time 
you said those three beautiful words, 
“I love you” 
My heart still flutters with every 
word. 
Such precious memories. 
Like a cold glass of lemonade on  
a hot day, 
They are so refreshing 
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Snow Bunny 

Stephanie M. 

Dancing With Daddy 
 
I remember when daddy and I  
used to listen to his era of music  
like ABBA, Fleetwood Mac, and my 
favorite Pat Benotar. I used to  
dress up with my plastic costume 
jewelry and my princess dress. 
I would stand on the tops of 
daddy’s feet and he would sometimes 
kneel on his knees so he wouldn’t step 
on my little toes or on my pretty dress. 
And even though I was daddy’s little  
Dancing Queen, well in this case princess, 
I had to give mommy a chance. Sometimes 
she would playfully say “I’m jealous you 
dance with our daughter more then you 
ever did with me” then a soft chuckle 
and a mother’s sly grin would always  
follow. But dancing with daddy was always 
my favorite Friday night delight.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gurl 
 
I have your back and that’s a  
fact 
I trusted you from the get, I 
know I shouldn’t have but its  
worth what I got. 
 You’re my girl to the end 
that’s no lie, cause I just don’t 
pretend 
 For you I will die, and that 
I can’t deny. 
 You proved you were down and 
that’s hard to come around 
 Me without you, nah it just 
wouldn’t be true 
 So f*** all them fakes, well 
Just kick back and watch them  
Hate 
 
 
 

 
 
Your one of the realist and I’m  
the baddest and together were the 
Bestest and no one could test us, but 
everyone will fear us and no one  
will want to be near us and it  
will always be just the two 
of us 
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Stephanie M. 
Unforgiven 
 
 you are my Mother, why would 
you leave me with another 
 I loved you cause I was your 
child, but all you ever wanted was 
to run wild 
 I trusted you with my whole  
heart, And all you ever did was  
watch it get torn apart 
 Why would you leave me with 
someone you knew would hurt me 
 How are you my Mother? When 
you never even bothered to protect me. 
 You made me, how could you 
ever betray me 
 While you were out there getting 
high, all I wanted to do was die 
 All I ever wanted was my 
Mother, but all she ever wanted 
was her guy just for the high 
and I never understood why 
 Now I’m sitting here pretending 
to be alright, when all I do is cry at night 
 You say it’s the past and I  
need to forgive, but how am 
I supposed to forgive when I 
can’t even forget 
 When I needed you the most, 
you weren’t there but now your 
acting like you care 
 you should just stop pretending 
There really is no need 
 you’re not my Mother, so don’t 
even bother 
 I don’t need you anymore 
So stop trying to be there, because 
I don’t even care. 
 you’ve done this to me, so 
stop trying to blame this on me 
 Because I’m not you, I’m better 
than you, so let me just prove  
it to you and maybe one day 
I’ll stop being ruthless to you 
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Steph D. 
Time Passes  
 
 As the hours pass, and the days  
turn to nights 
 I can’t seem to get you off my 
mind, even though the hardest times 
 I sit here day by day, I cant 
help but to wonder how I ended 
up this way 
 Through my worst fears, I cant 
help but to hold back my tears 
 So as the days pass, and the 
hours goes on 
 I sit alone and pray to be gone 
 Then I realize that I have to be strong 
 I only wish that at the end 
you’ll still be there. I hope you 
know I’ll always be near, even 
if I’m in here 
 As the hours pass, and the days  
turn to nights know no matter what 
I’m right by your side, even when 
I’m not your always on my mind 
 Till that hour hand stops your 
All that I got and all that I ever 
want. 
 
 
My Love for Him! 
 
You have my heart. Right from the start. 
 Since the very first time I held you in my arms, or stared into your shiny lil eyes I 
knew we had a special life tie. 
 My love for you is unconditional, one that nobody will ever know. 
 For you are my son, the only one that will ever own my entire heart. 
 When I look at you, it hurts to know how could I ever of hurt your precious lil soul. 
 You are three goin on four. You’ve went from being a sweet and innocent little 
babi, to a handsome and smart lil man. 
 Roman Kayne just know you still have my heart. No matter how far apart we are. 
 As I sit alone, I pray to be one, I only wish that you’ll still be there. I want you to 
know that I’ll always be near, even if I’m in here. Son just know we’re not far apart. 
 Through all of these years, I can’t help but to hold back these tears of knowing the 
fear you’ve gone through. 
 For you are my child and I promise you it won’t be long till I have you back in my 
arms where there will be no more wrong. Son I’m beggin you please, hold on tight and 
never release, for our love will always be so strong and I’ll have you back where you belong. 
And never let go again! 
 I love you 
  Mi Amor. 



132   |  SpeakOut!  Spring  2013 

Steph D. 
We Said We’d Never Speak of It 
 
 We said we’d never speak of it, think of it, breathe of it. How could you, why? 
Would you, I don’t even want to hear it. Why would you after all these years, after all that 
we’ve gone through? 
 I loved you, I hated you, you pushed me away, I let you back in and for what, so all 
of this can happen again. 
 No, not yet, how could you, why would you, again. I just don’t understand no 
more. 
 I’m startin to think, I’m startin to blink I’m startin to breathe, I’m startin to fear 
you more than ever before but I don’t even know why. When really I don’t even care no 
more, cause all you do is lie, and all I did was try. 
 Your words, your tears, your lies, those crys they meant so much to me . . . for all 
of them years, through all of my tears how could that be. 
 We let you go, we replaced you, I completely blocked you out, there really 
shouldn’t be none of that, matter of fact . . . Boo I think I love you . . . worse than that Babi I 
think I miss you . . . Really, no it couldn’t be . . .  
 We said we’d never speak of it . . . those lies you told, the bond we hold, the love 
we had, the heart you broke . . . Damn isn’t that sad . . . now you want me to come back, 
and it hurts me to look back. 
 Babe you broke it, and yet I’m the one picking up the pieces? When I was there 
you were always gone. Now you’re tellin me to come back and I’m the one in the wrong 
while all along I was the one putting it down and holdin it strong . . . Now it’s time to just 
move on. 
 I’m better than that. I’m bigger than tat matter of fact let’s just stop bettering 
about that . . . It’s time for us to let it go and nobody will ever know, that our love would 
grow old, our story would be told, our lives would unfold, our hearts would be sold, and 
we’d forever have a friendship that’s like gold. 
 For that which nobody will ever know . . . because . . .  
 We said we’d never speak of it 
 
 
My Life 
 
My life is like a puzzle 
 how to fix it I wouldn’t know 
I’m so gone I don’t even belong 
 If only I can remember where I 
went wrong. Or how to stay strong 
 I’m feigning for that next high 
I just want to fly 
 I can’t even deny it I just want 
to die why is it always on my mind 
 I shouldn’t crave it I should 
just stay away from it 
 I’m losing my mind. I’m wasting 
time it’s a shame and I only have me to blame 
  
 

I don’t know what to gain from  
all of this pain someone please explain 
 
 I’m wanting to die I don’t even 
know why I just wish I could 
cry and pretend to be alrite just for 
one nite 
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Steph D. 
You Say . . . 
 
You say you don’t, but deep down I 
know you do 
You say it’s not what it seems, but 
in reality I know it is 
I tell you like it is, and you say 
it’s not it’s all lies 
I say let’s do this, but you say you  
cant not right now 
how is it that you say your hard, 
When really your scared as can be just  
like that lil kid 
Welcome to my world, now let me 
show you how to be fearless 
My life is surrounded but nothing 
but fakes 
I live life on the edge, because I  
love to be ahead 
You say you’re not scared but when 
it comes down to it, you run and hide 
behind your bed and that’s the truth about 
it. 
All I can do is sit back and laugh 
Cause I just can’t handle it and that’s 
All to it 
 
 
Prince for Me 
 
I once met a prince named David Lee 
 He came outta nowhere & rescued me. 
We fell in love but didn’t know how. 
 Still we are trying here & now. 
We talk to God asking for guidance 
 Please to remove the drugs & violence. 
We want a life together 
 We want our family forever 
Many things easier said than done. 
 Never again do I wanna be done 
I don’t want to be away from my prince 
 He’s the one for me, of this I’m convinced. 
He’s my handsome man, gorgeous indeed 

 The one with a plan to set me free 
I love him, I do, this David Lee 
 Tell me prince do you love me? 
Is it true we are meant to be? 
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Steph D. 
You 
 
you’re my precious Lil Angels 
I’m sorry I’m here and the four of you 
there without me. I just hope you know I  
hold yours close to my heart and it hurts 
to know were so far apart. But just know you 
are my all and I’m sorry I was the one to 
fall, but just know it won’t be for long. I love 
the four of you with all I got 
you are my whole world and Mamas Sorry 
forever leaving you my precious Lil babies 
Just know that no matter what you are all  
that I got and all that I ever want, and I 
know it hurts now but it won’t belong till  
I have you back in My Arms but My Angels 
you just have to Stay Strong just for now 
and soon there will be no more wrong. Please 
just hold on tight, and before long ill 
be in your sight and never leave again  
at night. Crystal, Kimberly, Destiny, and Roman 
you have My heart. Once were together  
again, Will Never Part 
  I Love you 
 
 
Gabriel 
 
 Hey friend it’s been awhile since we’ve last talked, and even though we hadn’t 
known each other for long I want you to know that you were truly a blessing in my life when 
times got hard for me you were always there with a shoulder to lean on telling me to smile 
everything will be alright. 
 Gabe I still remember that last day we talked, I should have listened to you but 
instead I stayed home not knowing that would be the last time we talked let alone the last 
time I’d ever see your smiling face again. Gabe, a young handsome, smart, caring, loving 
man, yet only 23 but lived a full life I still remember the call I got like yesterday it was 
Saturday May 28th at about 10am I didn’t want to believe the voice on the other end, telling 
me that you were gone I still can’t believe it, GABRIEL ROCHA—23 DIED Saturday May 28th 
at 4 in the morning. 
 Gabriel you were a very important friend in my life and just know that you still are 
very loved and missed you will always hold a special spot in my heart and never will you be 
forgotten. 
 I think of you often as I know you are right by my side as I am now starting to see 
the importance in my life I am thankful I had and still have you to help me through my rough 
path of recovery thank you Gabe for helping me through the hard and good times with you 
on my mind and in my heart, I once was lost but now I’m found and ready to replace 
everything that I have broken along the way. 
  Always and forever 
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Steph D. 

Thomas A. 

Just Married 
 
She wore flowers in her hair today 
 Bashfully dropped one along the way 
He smiles to comfort her saying it’s okay 
 “After all this time” she tells her prince 
“It’ll be simple” she had him convinced 
 But standing here full of anticipation & fear 
One another’s heartbeats are all they could hear. 
 Finally doing this right even choosing to wait 
 for tonight we’ve made amends of 
 old left turns, right 
I knew we could, wasn’t sure we would 
 Standing here confident it’ll be good 
You & I & our future on fire 
 Our family & dreams, imagine . . . Anything! 
Honey, a good pair of cards we are, 
 Dealt by giving you this band 
You stand in awe for awhile 
 Handsome and happy and all mine 
Yes I do until the end of time 
 You & I, thank you lord 
Driving off in the “just married” ford.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dope 
 
Dope, smoke, choke, 
I sit here and mope 
my life is no mo’ 
I want to quit 
but instead I just sit 
fit, my head inside this idea 
Criteria is what I need 
feed, off the terror that is my Error 
The monster that feeds off me. 
Try and push it away 
but I sway. From side to 
side. Up and down down down 
then I saw stop and start to slow 
chop chop my habits in half 
I feel small now like a little calf 
But then I grow to see 
And I’m sober And it’s me being Me. 
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Survival 
 
I’ve always ran away when things were 
bad, and sad to say, even good. 
It’s the way I learned to survive and  
the way I told myself I only could! 
 For once in my life I didn’t run. 
How could this be? 
 With you is where I stood. 
“Good or Bad!” 
I remain holding your hand, but deep 
down inside, wanting to run! 
 So, I come to you “asking you” 
to please show me a different way 
to survive cause for once in my life 
someone got me to stand still. 
 So tired I am of running! 
So will you, Travis, be my new way of surviving?  
 
 
Unconditional Love 
 
Beautiful they are. Angels sent from up above they truly are. 
 From there first breathe, and their very first word is a feeling I feel I don’t deserve 
so lucky I am to be blessed with these beautiful I three little angels. 
 

Tliktore       Cezirece       Segundo       Tatia       RayRay       Goorue 
 
those are the names of my beautiful angels. Egor, I am to let the world now their names 
cause they are my every reason of being alive. Tiney are the ones that loved me or should I 
say loves me no matter what, I can do no wrong. I was so naïve with what love was until my 
angels showed me the true meaning of love there’s no love like their love for me and my 
love for them I can say is the true meaning of unconditional love. To my children I love you 
and I would be nothing without you my Angels 
 
 
The Haunted Trailer 
 
Some people swear that the trailer in the back of the trailer park was haunted by an old 
smelly cat! cause every time you walked by the trailer you could smell that smelly cat and 
hear the meows like it was being murdered. So one day me and my friend got tired of 
hearing how it was haunted and specially the smell and meows and decided to stay the 
night in that haunted trailer. Well later that night I was woken by a meow the meows got 
louder and that awful smell got smeller. Then all of a sudden a light in the room went on 
omg is it true a poor smelly cat was murdered in that room meow, meow, meow. We keep 
hearing so we take a breathe and into the room we go. 
 Omg no it can’t be! There was never a cat just a stinky old man meowing cause he 
didn’t want to be bothered or showered. So we left him in peace to never speak of it again. 
People still say that trailer is still haunted. Hehehe. 
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Do it Yourself 
 
Are you afraid? 
If you’re not, you should be. 
I know I’m no good, 
but my heart beats true. 
Open your eyes and swallow your pride. 
Cuz when I write these words, they’re meant to be for you. 
 
People walk in and out of our lives, 
and I can’t help but wonder how many goodbyes can fit into a lifetime. 
Where do you draw the line? 
I drew mine way after the breaking point. 
Now I’m wondering how many lies is it gonna take 
to make it feel alright again. 
 
Whatever you do, don’t ask advice from booze or dope 
cuz all they’ll do is f*** you over and make your life go up in smoke. 
Don’t believe me? 
I wouldn’t either. 
Being skeptical is what pushed me along the path of regret, 
that never seemed to end. 
 
If you decide you can’t help but walk this path, 
at least follow my breadcrumbs I left behind. 
Then you might just make it into the light alive.  
But until then it’s gonna be hard to keep track of yourself 
when you’re a million different people from one day to the next . . .  
Can you change? 
 
You can’t avoid forever; at some point you’re gonna have to step up 
and be the conductor of your bittersweet symphony. 
You can either say f*** it and run, 
or you can fight for your recovery. 
I bet you feel like you can use some help . . .  
You scream at the top of your lungs, but nobody hears you. 
 
Guess it’s true, if you want something done right, you gotta do it damn yourself. 
 
 
Love? 
 
Lost within our emotions, too blinded by them to see. It seems like such a simple concept . . . 
but trust me, it's anything by easy. 
 
One heart is all we have to give, who we choose to give it to matters. But we are so quick to 
hand it over to any random a**hole on a silver platter. This, my friend, is how your heart 
ends up being broken, bruised, and tattered. 
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Vicious is the cycle that tosses you around. One moment you are flying, the next you hit the 
ground. 
 
Everybody knows of it, to some it's just a dream. So beautiful and pure, it makes you want to 
scream. You're stuck on cloud nine, as crazy as it seems.  The pain hurts so sweetly, you tend 
not to care if you bleed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Flavor of Venom 
 
I’m a burst of original flavor. 
Though independent, I’m always on the  
hunt for my savior.  When in Reality,  
I’m my own salvation, and it don’t  
come cheap.  Don’t mistake my Kindness 
for weakness, cuz if you come at me  
sideways, I’ll be putting you’re a** to  
         sleep. 
You think you know who I am, 
what I’m all about.  But have  
you ever taken a breath to 
try and figure me out? 
I’m like those mystery flavored candies. 
The taste is so familiar,  
but always leaves you wondering. 
All the haters can leave me be 
You’re just pissed cuz you’ll never 
put your finger on me.  
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I Remember 
 
I remember how innocent the 
world seemed through a child’s eyes. 
The sun being my beacon of  
hope, praying everything will 
stay the same. 
The red of Daddy’s motorcycle 
matched the bows in my hair. 
Mom tells us to play it safe . . . 
Ha. 
As my tiny hands grip the  
handlebars, I raise my eyebrow 
in defiance. 
Sorry Mom, when I’m with Daddy 
you can’t keep your chains on me. 
When I’m with Daddy it’s like I was born free. 
I remember the flash of anger 
in her eyes as the chains 
rusted away to nothingness. 
I’ll never forget how my heart  
skipped a beat when Daddy kicked 
the engine to life. 
The growl of a mighty lion. 
The adrenaline fueling my everything 
as we wheelied down the blacktop. 
I remember holding my arms out 
like an Angel spreading its wings. 
The wind validating my need to fly.   
I didn’t have a care in the  
world, my heart not yet tainted 
by the unknown. 
Protected by my innocence. I’ll 
never forget the sky full of 
big blue promises.  
The sun warming  
my skin, and how heavy my  
heart felt, so full of love 
Never will I forget what I cannot have. 
When the hurt becomes too much to 
bare, I will close my eyes and 
remember what used to be.  
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Questionable Motives 
 
I'm sorry I was so eager, 
You're sorry I wasn't better in the sack. 
I'm sorry I think about you every day. 
While my face fades from your memory. 
I'm sorry I believed you cared for me, 
so I let you take my innocence. 
You selfish d***, how the f*** 
can you live with this? 
I was looking for acceptance, 
I wanted to feel loved. 
But you just took my feelings, 
and swept them under the rug. 
I'm sorry for tricking myself into believing you cared. 
I'm sorry I can't let go of all the great times we shared. 
It's hard not to regret telling on you that day, 
While I sit here and lust after all the love we could have made. 
I'm sorry I told.  
You're sorry you got caught. 
 
 
Strange Clouds 
 
She takes on the world day after day. 
Trying to resurrect little bits of what she lost so long ago. 
Only to end up broken and bruised night after night. 
 
Her only company is the stranger in her bed that she brought home to f***; 
Hoping to feel that brief connection, so at least for a moment 
she doesn’t have to be alone. 
 
She rarely sleeps. 
She sits alone and cries while she’s stuck in a frenzy of strange clouds; 
Wishing she could die but too addicted to let go. 
 
One mistake can go a long way; 
taking you to places you’d never thought you’d go; 
making you a person that you never dreamed of being. 
 
Until one day, you look in the mirror 
and see a stranger staring back at you from your reflection. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WatsHerName 
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Reality Asteroid 
 
The asteroid was hurtling  
straight for . . . my happy ending. 
Ablaze with fire so hot it was  
not red but blue. 
But I was so lost on cloud nine 
I didn’t have a clue.  I thought 
I was invincible, 7ft tall and 
bulletproof; but little did I  
know that my life was on big 
spoof. 
 
Have you ever waken up to 
someone splashing cold water 
on your face?  Have you ever  
sat in the middle of a police  
station and not felt safe?  Have 
you ever had the one you love, 
 rip your heart out before your 
eyes?  See, that’s what happens 
when the asteroid hits you by surprise. 
 
It slaps you back to reality, 
leaving behind everything familiar  
to you.  Making the journey so 
much more painful cuz now you 
have to build everything back up 
brand new.  So badly do I wanna 
go back to my ignorant bliss, I  
don’t wanna hurt anymore.  This 
blue fire burns like a b**ch. 
My tears, they fall like bastard  
angels fall from heaven’s graces, 
trying to figure out where I fit 
into my new life, with its new 
meaning, and these new faces.  I 
try to convince myself that this  
asteroid that ruined my life to make 
me start over has a purpose, but I 
can’t help but raise my face to the 
clouds asking God if it’s worth it. 
It’s so hard to spread my wings and fly 
when I’ve been stuck on ground zero 
for so long slowly awaiting to die. 
 
Maybe I will fly again when I get 
my sh*t together.  When my bridges  
are mended, the sun is shining and  

WatsHerName 
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there is no more stormy weather.  
It will take time for the burns to 
heal, still glowing with the blue fire. 
I just have to keep my head up and lock up all of my darkest 
desires. 
 
Everything happens for a reason,  
life changes with the seasons. 
So don’t curl up in a ball and cry, 
open your wings, unlock your heart 
and aim for the sky.  
 
 
The Proof 
 
I am broken but will never be forgotten. 
I am independent, but want someone to protect me. 
I make other’s laugh, even if I’m crumbling on the inside. 
I am every color of the rainbow depending on the day. 
 
But you can’t have a rainbow unless it rains first. 
Just look at my eyes, you’ll see the proof. 
 
The bass of the music that is my inner soul makes my heart beat. 
 
My mind is always spinning. 
Dreaming of past, present, and future. 
 
I’m a shattered mirror that was handled carelessly. 
Left looking up, waiting for someone to put me back together, 
but stay broken, because people don’t want to risk cutting themselves on my broken edges. 
 
Eventually, I get tired of waiting for someone to save me, 
so I start to pick up the pieces myself. 
Sure, I put it back together a little crooked . . . 
But I fixed it on my own. 
See, I can do this. 
You didn’t believe me when I said I could, did you? 
Guess I showed you . . .  
 
Who’s laughing now? 
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Rose Colored Glasses 
 
I’ve lived my life looking through Rose Colored Glasses. 
 
I woke up that morning with butterflies from the day to come. The whole time of 
pretending to be sober, I’ve been planning to run. A tiger in a cage can never see the sun. 
When I feel this way, I seem to hurt everyone. I take a shower and look at myself in the 
mirror . . . I find myself afraid to see. A single tear runs down my face cuz I know this isn’t 
who I want to be. I’m finished getting ready, the butterflies are back again. My visions 
getting blurry as my head starts to spin. The phone rings, it’s my mom. I listen to her 
ramble but I’m not really hearing . . . trying to remember where I left that half empty bottle 
as I stare at the ceiling. I reassure her I’m fine and will be doing laundry all day, but in reality 
the devil is on his way. I hang up the phone and find the bottle, my phone rings, he’s here . 
. . So I finish till I reach the bottom. I drop the bottle when I’m done it shatters on the floor. 
Now my heart is racing as I realize nothing matters anymore. I close the front door and 
walk to his car, my heart won’t stop racing; like always, I’ve taken this too far. I hop in the 
passenger seat. Even sitting he towers over me. I close my eyes, suddenly not wanting to 
see. I try to get a grip; it’s too late to go back. So I put on my Rose Colored Glasses and tell 
him with a smile, it’s good to be back. 
 
We get to his place, my head is still swimming, he opens my door . . . he wouldn’t stop 
grinning. He grasps my hand, squeezing so hard. Ha! Like I’m stupid enough to run. 
Especially when I’ve come this far. We get inside and I go to the bathroom, thinking about 
how my mom’s gonna expect me back soon. After I splash cold water on my face and look 
in the mirror, but not really seeing. I’m too afraid to take off my Rose Colored Glasses, 
hating my entire being. 
 
He guides me to the bedroom after locking the door. In his hand is the poison I’m always 
yearning for. After he sets down the bottle he turns to me with a wicked grin. Pushing me 
onto the bed, I feel so awful within. The last thing I remember before everything went 
black was my mom’s beautiful smile, I wanna go back. This was all a mistake but I can no 
longer hang on. I wake up and the first thing I do is reach over and drink the poison till it’s 
gone. It was all said and done, he got what he wanted. He took the last of my innocents 
but promised I was highly regarded. He passed over the mirror with the small little razor; 
he rolled up the bill and said I’ll take you home later. But I knew it was a lie. So I called my 
mom trying not to cry. I’m not coming home . . . when she starts to cry I hang up the 
phone. 
 
Here I go again . . . 
 
I wonder if I will ever be strong enough to take off my Rose Colored Glasses. 
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Something New 
 
I’m a fireball full of emotions, 
 Hot to the touch. 
My kisses will leave you breathless, 
 and give your heart a rush. 
 
Most don’t play with fire 
 Afraid to feel any pain . . .  
I say if you can’t take my heat, 
 Why don’t you make it rain? 
 
Come with me and teach me 
 how to feel. 
Make me believe that love 
 can be real. 
 
You might think you know me . . .  
Boy, you haven’t got a clue. 
Give in and let me teach you 
 Something new. 
 
I’m not worried about the future. 
Maybe someday I will find the one. 
But until then 
tag along with me 
and let’s have some fun. 

 
 
What About Me? 
 
You said you are disappointed  
because I'm not the person 
you thought I'd be. 
But what you don't understand 
is I was f****d in the head and  
was trying to be anybody but me. 
You tore me to pieces, thinking 
you knew what made me tick. 
It hurts so bad that the 
thought of me now probably 
makes you sick. 
I could never find the words to  
make you understand. 
I beat myself up about it 
everyday cuz maybe if I 
would have found them . . . 
I could have made you stay. 
I cry because it hurts so 

much.  I need some of your  
lovin’; I need to feel your touch. 
"You always were the one 
to show me how.  Back then, 
I couldn't do the things that  
I can do now." 
I want this f****ng pain to 
go away! Cuz with it, it's so 
hard to stay sober day after day.  
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The System   
 
Sitting here behind concrete wall, Again I take another fall. 
It makes no difference what I try to say, 
“The System” says I must pay. 
Here’s your number now move it along, 
Shut your mouth inmate no one cares because you’re wrong. 
Mind your own and steer clear, 
You have no rights when you’re here. 
Whatever you do don’t act hard, Be cool when you walks the yard. 
There’s always someone looking for a person like you, 
Mark my words because what I say is true. 
In here it’s dog eat dog, 
Find your place and take a stand, 
If you don’t you won’t last long. 
Boy, you better understand it’s time to be a man. 
Don’t cry and ask why, Or you will be sportin a black-eye. 
Maybe you’ll be taking it in the trunk. 
Because you’d rather be someone’s punk. 
Sometimes you’re going to have to fight, 
Can’t always talk it out or walk away. 
Doesn’t matter who’s wrong or right, 
At times it is just one way. 
Like I said find your place and hope you can fit in, 
Because on your own it’s hard to fight and win. 
Even then it’s hard to say if you’ll be ok, 
You’re in “The System” what can I say. 
It can be hard doing time. 
But, if you can learn to walk the line, 
Your day will come when you can go home. 
So pay attention, Otherwise this may be all you will ever know. 
 
 
 
Alcohol 
 
Please stop the hurt I have 
I’m down deep in the dark hole and powerless 
When I look at you. 
Mind says pick me up, I know I shouldn’t 
Next thing you know you’re in my hand 
So powerless I am to you. 
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Lost But Not Gone 
 
I’m always trippin and fallin down, 
It’s a constant circle, round and round, 
I keep lookin for a way out of here 
But, I always slip and fall when I get near. 
Very few highs but so many lows, 
If it’s good it’s hard to keep and fast to go, 
Nothing good in my life ever seems to last, 
It’s ripped away quick and fast. 
There are no rainbows or pots of gold,  
No, not here it’s always miserable and cold. 
Something has got to happen something has got to give, 
A life like this gets hard to live, 
I can’t keep going on this way 
Not living like this day after day 
I’ve changed the places I go 
Even got rid of all the people I know, 
I quit the drugs and the drinkin, 
Even my old ways of thinkin. 
I’ve given away everything I ever had, 
Life has got to get better, it can’t always be this bad. 
I close my eyes and think about all this 
If I could have only one wish 
I’d go back and take the advice that my loved ones gave me, 
They said nothing in life is free it’s not a game, one day you’ll see. 
Remembering those words is where I’ve got to start, 
Got to keep those words close and lock them away in my heart. 
Knowing now what I should’ve listened to them, 
I got to stop tryin and start doin. 
So…No more trippin and fallin down, 
No more circles of going round and round 
I will find my way out of here 
And I won’t slip and fall when I get near. 
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The Kid Who Could Have Been Somebody 
 
This kid has eight brothers and sisters.  His father is dead.  His mother finds work 
where she can, mostly as a domestic. 
 The family lives cramped in a small rundown house in a mostly rural 
county. 
 Sometimes the kid shows up at school, sometimes he doesn’t.  School is 
hard.  The teachers talk about things of which he knows nothing.  Maybe he 
would try if he understood what the other kids seem to understand. 
 He comes home at night and nobody asks, “What did you learn at school 
today?” His mother is too tired from too many years of walking against the wind 
to care. 
 But there is at least one thing that is special about this kid.  He is big and 
he is strong and he can run fast. 
 His teachers promote him along because they don’t think the kid has the 
ability to learn. 
 But he can play the game.  And when he is playing, only then is he living.  
He finds he is better than others in at least something, and that something is 
playing the game.  Everybody needs a little self-esteem. 
 He still isn’t worth two cents in the classroom.  But on Friday nights he 
owns the world. 
 Nobody in his family has ever been to college.  That’s a laugh.  Nobody in 
his family ever made it out of high school with a diploma. 
 But his coaches tell this kid he might have a chance.  He might have a 
chance to get an athletic scholarship.  Maybe even to one of the big schools- 
Oklahoma, Alabama, Ohio State, Iowa. 
 But there is a problem.  This kid is a senior in high school and he can’t 
compose a simple sentence.  He reads on a third-grade level. 
 His grade-point average is a joke.  He takes the Scholastic Aptitude Test.  
He doesn’t understand the questions because he can’t read them. He doesn’t even 
understand the test monitor’s instructions.  He bombs. 
 Perhaps a few years earlier, he might still have been able to go to college 
and play ball.  The NCAA had not raised its academic standards for students 
athletes back then. 
 But now it takes a 700 on the SAT to be eligible for an athletic 
scholarship.  This kid couldn’t have scored a 700 with two brains. 
 Before the changes in standards, maybe this kid could have accepted the 
scholarship and have been enrolled in some sort of development studies program 
where instructors gave him special attention and might just have been able to fill 
the gaps left by his high school instructors and his home life. 
 The kid could have played ball.  He could have been somebody.  And 
maybe by playing ball, maybe by having his horizons broadened by travel and by 
being around and learning from his coaches teammates, he could have been 
where he could go if he could learn to learn. 
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 Granted, it would have been a long shot, but stranger things have 
happened. 
 But what’s the use of such conjecture? The NCAA finally got tough on 
academics and this kid got caught under the steamroller. 
 Serves him right for being born into a no-win situation. 
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Vending Machines That Won’t Work 
 
 I’ve been considering measures to take against vending machines that 
refuse to work. 
 I haven’t any concrete numbers, but I would guess that in the thirty or so 
years I’ve been feeding money into these callous contraptions, they actually have 
worked only about 50 percent of the time. A few times when they don’t work, the 
machine doesn’t deliver the object I have selected, but it does return my money. I 
can deal with this. 
 What happens mostly, however, is the machine not only doesn’t give me 
my soft drink or candy bar or bag of chips, it also refuses to return my money. I 
cannot deal with this. My eyes bulge out, my hands begin to shake, and I want to 
kill the machine. To this point, I have never taken any drastic measures however, 
because of my fear of the men in the white coats with their butterfly nets.  
 Another source of my frustration when it comes to vending machines is 
there never seems to be anybody around to scream at when a stupid machine has 
just ripped you off. You would think, since the machine is in a hotel or a 
restaurant, you could go to some sort of a manager and say, in a loud voice so 
others could hear you, “Your blankety-blank machine has robbed me of my 
money!” The problem is that when a vending machine refuses to work, it is 
impossible to find anybody who will take responsibility for it. 
 “We just lease the space to the vending company.” I have been told. It 
would be easier getting your money back from a television evangelist. I decided 
however, it is possible to get something back that is better than your money -- 
revenge. Here how I have planned to get back at the next vending machine that 
robs me.  
 
1. I am going to kick the machine. I don’t mean a gentle kick. I mean, I’m going to 
rare back and kick the machine until there are large dents in it. I am going to kick 
it until it is in a terrible state of disrepair and then I am going to spit on it and call 
it ugly names. 
 
2. After that, I am going to get violent. I am going to my car and get my lug wrench 
and I am going to beat the machine some more. I want glass to fly. I want things 
inside the machine to make awful crunching sounds. I want nuts and bolts and 
screws to roll around on the floor. I want nearby dogs to whimper and small 
children to cry. 
 
3. Then, I’m going to get really mad. I’m going to set the thing on fire. I am going 
to take off my clothes and dance naked around the smoldering machine, throwing 
my hands wildly into the air, while giving out primal screams. 
 
And after a few day of quiet rest in my padded cell, I will emerge a new man.  
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