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introduction:

“started from the bottom, now we’re here”

In Donna Rushin’s “The Bridge Poem” she boldly writes “the bridge I must be 
is the bridge to my own power,” and we can think of no other way to describe 
the poems in the pages to follow but as bridges built to connect ourselves, 
our stories, and each other. The writers featured in the Spring 2015 SpeakOut 
journal write about abstract ideas like loss, tragedy, growth, decay, hope and 
survival through the everyday; through memories of a favorite meal, the 
smell of a child’s hair, the love of a family member, the colors of a spring 
sunrise. These are examples of stories told in SpeakOut which build within 
and across us points of connection and the ability to understand each other’s 
feelings, histories, traditions and lived experiences. Rushin’s words echo the 
spirit of these writing communities when she goes on to say “I must translate 
my own fears, mediate my own weaknesses, I must be the bridge to nowhere 
but my true self.” In our workshops writers bravely put truth on the page with 
the hopes of speaking to the injustices of silence, not only in the environment 
of these writing communities but across cultural and geographic boundaries.  

The SpeakOut! Writing Workshops live by the philosophy that storytelling 
is necessary to being in the world. The writing, offered in this issue of our 
biannual journal, emerged over a twelve-week period from writers from six 
different community workshops for youth and adults in Larimer County. The 
writers in each workshop represent unique voices of varying age groups and 
intersecting identities who experiment each week with different individual 
and collaborative writing prompts and texts. Weekly themes of the meaning, 
power, and pitfalls of binaries served as a general theme for all of the groups. 
Through this structure we have pushed our “brain dumps” or spontaneous 
free writing beyond our comfort zones, scribbled franticly in spiral shapes 
to recreate dreams, and provided ourselves with positive affirmations to 
get through the day ahead. We have written ourselves as superheroes and 
villains, spoken to voice and silence, worked through trauma and healing. 
We’ve salivated through Anwar Accawi’s piece about hunger, slammed fists on 
the table in solidarity with June Jordan, laughed with each other, read aloud, 
listened, and throughout it all remained open to possibility offered by the 
page. 
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This journal is dedicated to the writers past and present who use the power of 
imagination and identity “to name the self, [and] the world” as Mary Daly so 
succinctly puts it. This is a collection of their work, time, and passion, which 
brings into focus the necessity of social justice through the lens and personal 
experience of each individual voice. 

Want to Contribute to the SpeakOut! Writing Program?
Please visit our website for more information:
http://csuclc.wordpress.com/donate/

attention speakout! writers
You may continue to submit and publish your 
work through the SpeakOut! 2.0 website:
https://speakoutclc.wordpress.com
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boston

a classic prayer

Lord, make me a channel for thy peace- that where there is hatred, I may 
bring love- that where there is wrong, I may bring the spirit of forgiveness- 
that where there is discord, I may bring harmony- that where there is error, 
I may bring truth- that where there is doubt, I may bring faith- that where 
there are shadows, I may bring light- that where there is sadness, I may bring 
joy. Lord grant that I may seek rather to comfort than to be comforted- to 
understand, than to be understood- to love, than to be loved. For it is by self-
forgetting that one finds. It is by forgiving that one is forgiven. It is by dying 
that one awakens to eternal life. Amen.
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n.g.

a fresh start

Got lost once again
in heroin’s haze

broke out in orange
sick for days

grateful for the cuffs
because it was

beginning to get tough
was headed back to that place

the one where I despise
the face in the mirror

clean once again
the vision of where
I want my life to be

becoming cleaner & cleaner
as the chances to be
with the ones I love

draw nearer & nearer
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astroplane travel

As I slip into the astroplanes I fall into the void I come across planets and stars 
world beyond the mind may compared to Mother Earth as I travel through 
Father Sky I find planets with mountains that have glowing waters men and 
woman of many forms and nature the only things thought of beyond our 
wildest dreams lands of many tribes mixed with many cities so many you 
truly can’t decide where you truly want to dwell cities so big and beautiful 
they never sleep tribes so peaceful some they never speak towns become 
small to many see as a home cities could never so much to see in choose 
within the galaxies were do you choose to compete to meet with a new home 
you may seek

ziggy hatchet

Some of us are telepathic
in many force fields we call circles
we hold crews many of us are 
just spiritually tough kids 
off the streets with a passionate 
connections with the elements 
we spar and stay up on fight
like martial arts in the eyes 
of many when we’re all at 
one of the parks it’s like a BBQ
from the Hunger Games
we spar and we practice many
tactics we may use to protect
our community and the family
whether it be tuck and roll 
or hand to hand combat
we even work with weapons 
and our community respects
us for the things we do for others

the path of a sinner
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I’d start over and lead better yet even though 
I have to just have another chance 
to lead as a brother not as a father yet I’ve done better
To live again a travel much further
and cover more concerts and be more
musically acclaimed to be more militia-wise
and not so much street matter I may be
a better leader on tougher family
Matters to live again I do more
School and cover more paperwork
Travel the world and flaunt my
Scholarships like the classical Richie
All and all I’d be stronger and wiser
And have more dedication to the
Heart it’s what matters

to live again

If I designed my own world cities would consist under one roof with multiple 
buildings that consist in a community each and every individual would always 
have some way, have some sort of connection, forgiveness and understanding 
would be strong as well it is here is our own community in Fort Collins not a 
soul would be left behind yet the future would be at hand big cities and major 
social networking all things would be thoroughly looked into before judgment 
and judgement would never be made bluntly and honestly understandably 
night and day would be a matter of the mind left by the time on your clock.

my world
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I’m in love with my own darkness 
My own morbid world of macabre 
touches I sit n I purge and I ponder
in my own passions I’ve dwelt
These things I hunger and thirst
for are more than just art
as I walk through the sun and 
the sky and everything turns red and pink
Like bad acid trips I never
want to repeat I cling to the 
Shadows I’m still only half alive
I can compete my silence is my 
Sanctuary of safety while mostly women
But many men bask in like blessings 
from a father thoughts I hear 
cursed from the brainwaves of 
another now I mature to what 
Books refer to as a monster my 
Mother disagrees there’s just an 
Age to my hunger I live forward
to succeed and stabilize no matter 
what this world has to offer 
Now love I’ll never understand 
 Yet I still hunger
  Words
   From 
    The 
     Brother 
    Zig-Zag

words from the brother
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lbj

alone again

Am I forgotten? I feel forgotten. . .oh, I am forgotten!! All I do, have done and 
more than likely will do! For what? To be forgotten once more? I’ve learned 
now though. I’ll continue…to learn. Will I come off as selfish?
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regal ramen royalty

Someone told me yesterday
about the Regal
Ramen Queens of the WBB.

Tuesdays and Fridays bring wealth to all the richest inmates.
People walking with their laundry sacks
full of 95 cent gold.

I wouldn’t put it past the wealthiest Noodle Royals
to create a majestic cape
of woven noodle elegance.

It’s almost as if the noodles replace
the craving
for cigarettes, drugs, booze, and money.

There will always be something
to fight, chase, and fiend after,
and in the WBB,
The Regal Ramen Queens rule all.

As for me, I hate Ramen.

jackie s. 
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austin b. 

what scares and excites me

What scares and excites me at this specific time in my life is getting out of jail, 
a free man. I haven’t been truly free, without probation in 6 years. Since I was 
16 years old I have had the law nippin’ at my heels. It’s left it’s marks on my 
mental state over the past 6 years, it was getting to be a truly heavy burden 
toward the end of my “run.” It excites me because I won’t have that weight on 
my shoulders any longer, but it scares me because I haven’t had this much 
freedom in over half a decade. And I’m 22 years old, which gives me even 
more freedom than I had before. I must not squander it!

the naked truth is always better than someone’s best dressed lie

I believe this to be true to my core! Better to tell the whole nature of the 
situation, than to hold out on information or sugarcoat it. The reason for this 
is you might think that you are doing the right thing and aren’t trying to hurt 
someone more, but in reality when they find out the whole truth it will be 
twice as devastating!

it would be perfectly sane to...
Live life to the fullest. Always risking it all and never looking back. Drive fast, 
take chances is what my father always told me. He didn’t mean it literally; 
he meant it in the sense, if you never try it you’ll never know. That’s why 
everyday I wake up and push it to the limit!

Let life’s opportunities pass you by, wondering what coulda, woulda, and 
shoulda happened. You’ll never know what you missed and it will eat at your 
soul for as long as you live.

it would be crazy to...
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Dear Past Me, 

Number 1 is forgiving yourself. Don’t spend all your time feeling guilty for 
doing your best. You didn’t know then what I know now. Live your life and 
embrace your struggle. Life is great and everyday is beautiful, it’s just a matter 
of perspective; trust me I know! Cheer up kid, you’re doing fine. Life will get 
easier, but it has to get harder first!

Sincerely, 
Your Future Self

Dear Future Me, 

How is life? Am I married yet? Are my wife and kids as beautiful as I always 
pictured? What about my car? Am I driving my Camaro? How about the 
house, is it what you wanted? Your job, do you love it? And most importantly, 
are you happy?

Sincerely, 
Your Past Self

untitled

Of all the things I’ve done and all the things I’ve seen, I thought I’d won but 
was forced to admit defeat. It’s hard to take in, and some days are filled with 
depression. But I’m changing within, and thrilled to see progression. So many 
people wronged I can’t help but feel remorseful; with the new skills I swear I’ll 
become resourceful. I’m learning new tricks and its killed my own life course 
yo, but I see the light that is. I’m thrilled to be remorseful. 

thrilled/remorseful
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green eyez

fill the bowl

Since we got to use our imagination
I wish I could really pull a
Hook and do it like Peter (Pan that is).
I would fill it with all the people
dear to me.

Zianna, Ezequiel, Pablo Jr, Dad, Danny, Mom,
Packy, Grandma/Grandpa, my PePe, and every one 
dear to me.

My bowl would be made of wood like Noah’s
ark, so it floats that way we could be
free to sail the sea and escape the war
given to me.

Take back our freedom this land
was meant to be. Nobody’s perfect
so why do so many
dear to me

have to be taken away from me?

i wish i could/could have kept

I wish I could have kept all the things
I have lost around the way.
Maybe I should say, I wish I could
keep those
dear to me
that got consumed by destiny.
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I feel pain, lost, devastated, angry, ready to morph with mother instinct, 
ready to 
punch—then STOP.
I know they are my lil soldiers so that makes me
feel okay
I taste the victory, I will soon prosper with the Humh!
I hear the cries of my babies every day of their broken lives
I smell the baby lotion after a bath
I think not so good thoughts—then remember to think:
 the age approaches where they can think
to speak on their own
I want justice to be served—and to just be able to be free
I value the gift of my children
I defend my reasoning—but HATE I asked for help
I fight for my rights…and my children against their grandparents
I breathe the fresh air I am thankful for
 every morning
I hold the thought of
 they will return home
I live to see their faces and embrace them with no letting go
I am bold, strong, loyal, woman, mother, sister, Daddy’s lil-angel, Grandpa’s 
do-no-wrong, 
Mom’s baby-girl, Phenomenal Women, that’s me

untitled
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sitting at my kitchen table

I found freedom in the ugly truth.

Eyes of the demons try to hypnotize, nice try
I can make mine mesmerize you.
The voices patronize me,
as I trudge through darkness.

Demonic mind. Listening to those thoughts that roam through my head:
hearing my babies cry.
Am I crazy or are the demons just f**king with my mind?

Twisted thoughts. Touch them again and I’ll
pull a Gangs of New York on you and hang you on a
cast iron fence for everyone to shame you.

Because I found freedom in the ugly truth.

Closing their doors, darkness starts to rise.
Going going gone.

When will it end? Why did this happen to me?
Where is my light?
My lamp that once was filled with oil is going out.
Faith weakening, because it was the lamp with anointed olive oil
for the light to my Lord of Life.
That’s why I go left: because if there’s no light to guide me right,
what’s the use. This sheep has left the flock.
Her family, trust, and all good thoughts.
So I’ll continue to just move forward, never straight.

Why do I have to go through hell to know
I’m not insane?
I guess that’s how I found my freedom in the ugly truth.

Sitting at the table in these four cement walls,
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laid to rest, no longer dormant,
for my lamp has been relit.

With my faith I see the light, but I’ll never forget these words:
“I’m sorry. I never thought it would affect you like this. I’ve always known 
you to be so headstrong. I would take it back if I could. I’m one of them who 
made the call that shattered your world and crazed your mind.”

“I hate you,” I told him, right before I got sick.
As I continue to re-gain the power over my mind, I know that’s how I found.
My freedom in the ugly truth.
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beauty found

Random acts of love and care
Spending time just being there

Royal purple framed in gold
Someone young helps someone old

Stars that light the evening sky
Things that make us laugh or cry

Heartfelt notes in birthday cards
Football plays that gain ten yards

Telling truth instead of lies
Foolishness becoming wise

Acts of service no one sees
Towering mountains lined with trees

Kindness in her eyes and smile
Conversations worth our while

Friends and family far and near
Memories of loved ones dear

Praise and thankfulness to God
For His presence in this pod

Pens to write and paper white
All these things bring me delight

c. kendl c. 
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Here I sit in a prison camp
The lights are dim and there’s no lamp
Looking around what do I see?
Miss mean substitute, watching me
She tells me that I should be done
Its art class, shouldn’t it be fun?
I dream of home, where I am free
On the couch watching good T.V.

a poem i wrote in 6th grade art class

Here I am in our Sunday school
Free to all who act like a fool
It’s very cold in February
Nothing in my commissary
I look inside, and simply find
I lost my way, but not my mind
It’s time to make a brand new start
Allowing God to have my heart

higher education



speakout! spring 2015     25

hindsight is 20

Hindsight is 20/20,
but what is clear to me now is that character is like gold.
Don’t peruse love,
Don’t peruse money,
Don’t peruse fame,
Don’t peruse friends,
Don’t peruse knowledge.

Peruse character; seek to be a person of character, A God-fearing, God-loving, 
God-obeying person of character.

If you have character, you will have love, money, friends, knowledge & maybe 
even fame. You will know what the true riches are too. Character opens doors 
that lead to life and closes doors that lead to trouble.
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It took coming here for me to see the difference between being a “fan” of Jesus 
and a follower of Jesus. I also learned what to do in those times when life is 
heartbreaking, gut-wrenching, wanting to die, kind of difficult. So difficult, 
that I convinced myself (based on how I felt) that God didn’t care about me. 
That I must be someone destined for Hell. I learned that when I feel or think 
that God doesn’t care about me, the thing to do is show him how much I care 
about him!
 It makes sense, a lot of sense. I feel things very deeply, but my actions 
don’t have to be based on how I feel. God has already shown us how much he 
loves us. When I praise him in all circumstances I exercise and demonstrate 
my faith in him, no matter how I feel.
 This place is like Bible college, if we allow it to be. I’m sad and troubled 
for the people here who don’t allow that though. God brings people here to 
get their attention. We don’t get arrested because someone “ratted us out” or 
because of “unfair” police. We got arrested because of something we DID! 
Our choices, our actions.
 Maybe other people “get away with” –in this life anyway- even worse 
things, but maybe their hearts are too hard and they are headed for the 
morgue soon. 
 Psychologists say that people got stuck emotionally when they 
experience deep trauma. That explains why some people here still act like 
they’re in Jr. High. However, if we reach out to God, he helps us grow. For 
those who resist the Bible studies and the “church nights” for whatever reason, 
there really should be manditory counseling. Consider Helen Keller; she was 
about as “oppressed” as a person can be. Yes, her parents had the money for 
her treatment, but she faced so many challenges they almost gave up. In fact 
for a while, they did give up.
It took an Annie Sullivan, and Helen Keller’s human spirit and determination, 
to allow God to turn her life into a miracle.
 Oppression is nothing against the human spirit. When the human 
spirit is directed to allow the spirit of God in, through repentance and 
consecration, re-birth occurs, a butterfly emerges form a dark self-spun 
cocoon, never ever a caterpillar again.
 If not now, when? If not here, where?

if not now, when? if not here, where?
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d. stitzel

coffee

Coffee has a beneficial effect on your performance, just as it has on mine. Like 
millions of Americans, we are unable to pry ourselves from sleep’s comforting 
oblivion without the aroma of brewing coffee. But coffee cannot give us the 
energy enjoyed by that small (and hated) minority that arise with a song on 
their lips as they greet the rosy dawn because the lark is on the wing, God is 
in his heaven, and all is right with the world. These people need no stimulants 
to get them going, for them the crack of dawn is like the sound of a starter’s 
pistol. They are the medal winners, the champions.
 For the rest of us dullards coffee is the help we need, but coffee will 
never get us to our true potential. The coffee drinker, as every coffee drinker 
knows, is a loser trying to be a winner and never quite making it. We end up 
stumbling in a fog throughout the day from one coffee break to the next.
 Why not give up coffee? After all, we have nothing to lose but our 
chains. Then we could live in the world without coffee and teas and colas, the 
world of winners, the world where champions live. I actually went that route 
once, it took nine days, nine days of headaches and fatigue, then the non-
coffee world was all they said it would be. It was a California-like world, one 
beautiful day after another. However, it lacked the freshness of a new spring, 
the tedium of a long hot summer, the beauty of fall, and the crystalline purity 
of new snow in winter. In short, it lacked seasons and the coffee to go with 
them.

On the tenth day I came back… 
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At exactly 17 minutes past the hour I hit the TACAN (radio navigation) 
radial at 135 degrees, pop the speed breaks and lower the nose of my A-7e 
Corsiar II. I key the mic: “Five-one-one inbound at one seven, (the time) state 
seven point six” (pounds of fuel remaining in the thousands). The Controller: 
“Roger, War-Ace Five-one-one, continue.” I watch the TACAN needle 
carefully and make corrections as necessary to stay on the inbound heading. 
I am level at 1,200 feet AGL (above-ground-level, in this case the ocean). At 
ten miles out I drop the landing gear and the tail hook, this slows the plans 
to 120 knots. I again check the landing list on my kneeboard chart: Seventy 
Five Hundred- pounds of fuel remaining. I toggle the main fuel dump and 
let fifteen hundred pounds bleed overboard into the atmosphere. I should 
cross the ramp with five thousand remaining, the maximum permissible for 
an arrested landing. I check the fuel totalizer and the rate-of-flow; 2000 lbs. 
per hour, -the maximum conserve rate for this PW-1500 turbofan. Next, 
I look at the angle-of-attack indexer, a projection on the H.U.D, (head up 
display) this also shows air speed and rate-of-descent. Optimal is 600 feet 
per minute. Airspeed 118, about 135 miles per hour. OKAY. There, way out 
these is the ship! It appears in this dark universe of glowing red gauges and 
blackness as a small collection of red and white lights, not yet a shape. The 
final approach controller is talking: “Five-ono-one, approaching glide slope, 
call needles.” The “needles” are cross-hairs in a display driven by a computer 
onboard the ship. The computer contrasts the radar-derived position of the 
aircraft with the known position of the ship. This system is known as A.C.L.S. 
or automated carrier landing system. On newer aircraft, such as the F/A- 18 
Hornet, the system is indeed automatic and will fly the plane to a hands-free 
landing, but tonight is the old-fashioned way, the hard way. “Call needles” 
the controller. “Down and right.” I respond. “Disregard. You are down and 
left.” Now on the glide path, I concentrate intently on the instruments. I must 
set and hold rate of descent, heading, airspeed, and keep the wings level, all 
just delicately so. I tell the controller: “I’ve got the ball.” “Five - one- one, 
one mile, call the ball.” “Five-one-one, Corsair ball at six-point-oh.” “Roger, 
looking good.” This new voice is the landing signal officer or L.S.O., standing 
at his station on the fan tail of the ship. The ball, or “Meatball” is a yellow 
light beamed up the glidescope. It moves in relation to the green reference or 
datum lights arranged in a horizontal line. The ball moves in relation to the 

night landing
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lights, when it moves up you are above the glidescope, if it appears below the 
reference lights, you are below the glide path. If too low, it turns red…blood 
red… a stark prophecy of your impending doom if you don’t immediately 
climb back higher on the glide path. The “ramp,” the back of the ship, eight 
inches of class armor-plated steel, lurks there in red-ball country…waiting 
to smash your plane to bits… As critical as proper glide slope is, line-up is 
even more so. The landing area is 110 feet wide, my Corsairs’ wingspan is 47. 
The edges of the landing are defined by foul lines, and other aircraft are often 
parked with their noses abutting the foul line. My aircraft is descending into 
a canyon between parked aircraft. Airspeed must be monitored carefully. Any 
deviation requires my immediate attention. Running out of airspeed at the 
ramp is a sin that has killed many naval aviator… Ball, lineup, angle-of-attack, 
airspeed. As I close the ship my eyes are in constant motion. Nearer in, I drop 
angle-of-attack from my scan and concentrate on lineup and ball. Now my 
plane enters the railed air caused by the passage of the ships “Island” or super 
structure, through the night. I pull a little throttle off, then instantly back on. 
This precision flying with zero room for mistakes or miscues, a moment’s 
inattention can be instantly fatal. As I cross the ramp, I cut power and fly 
the plane to touchdown, catching the number three of four arresting wires, 
the preferred wire. As soon as the wheels hit the deck I throw the throttle 
forward into the full afterburner detent, in case of a missed approach or 
“bolter.” This time however, the tail hook engages the wire and my plane is 
stopped in a mere 286 feet. I’m thrown forward painfully into my harness. 
The plane hangs quivering for a moment as 32,000 pound aircraft with 18,000 
pounds of thrust tries to pull a 100,000+ ton ship. I chop the throttle and the 
engines scream fades to a wine. The deck crewmen disengage the wire and I 
taxi forward, directed by the yellow-shirted crewman with his lighted wands. 
I throw the switches that open the canopy, fold the wings, and kill the landing 
and anti-collision lights. Soon my aircraft is parked and other crewmen begin 
to chain it down. I wipe the nervous sweat from my forehead after removing 
the helmet and oxygen mask. Now I disconnect radio, oxygen, and G-suit 
lines, then pull the arming pins from the ejection seat. With the assistance 
of my crew chief, who has wheeled up a mobile ladder, I am now ready to 
deplane… I’m back!
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Think times are bad? Think you’ve got it tough? Think again. Be glad you’re 
not in the Russian Army…

2230 032915
Central Army 703 Motor Rifle Div SGT YURI BORILO COL STITZLOV 
SENDS

Greetings Comrade,

This is to inform you of the decision of the disciplinary board: guilty on all 
counts of the following charges and specifications. To wit:

89879A-Consumption of Alcohalic Beverage During Duty Hours

89856C-Unauthorized Fraternization with Female Personnel

89727E-Misappropriation of State Property. 

Having been found guilty, the board prescribes the following:
1. Reduction in rank to PVT 3rd class
2. Reassignment to Radar Outpost 6, Northern Kachatka

While I dislike seeing a promising young soldier punished this way for what 
has regrettably become common in the red army, the regulations are strict and 
my promise to your Uncle Pasha to look after you cannot help you in these 
circumstances. I will breifly describe the pros and cons of your new posting:
The bad news is that this is not a garden assignment. Constant high wind 
and freezing fog make this a hazardous duty posting. Your predecessor went 
missing in a storm and is presumed lost. In addition, your close proximity 
to American territory puts outpost 6 high on their target list. In the event 
of hostilities you would be quickly overrun or destroyed. The good news is 
you will not be alone. Former sergeant Olga Radiloski has also been demoted 
to private for “accidentally” killing a recruit during an unarmed combat 
demonstration. While not known for attractiveness or conversational ability, 
she is known for her strict discipline and violent temper. Although of equal 

think times are bad?
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ranks, I believe she will be the one in command in more ways than one I am 
sure. Who knows? Perhaps, in time, you will learn to enjoy the domination, 
yes? That is all. Your transport arrives at 0500. Your orders will be on board. I 
suggest you use what little time you have left to secure additional foul weather 
gear.

Good luck comrade, I have a feeling your are going to need it. 

STITZLOV OUT
2245 TRANSMISSION ENDS
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the device

“And you’re sure then thousand is you final offer?” The man Steve had 
asked had a set expression, so the question was really a rhetorical one. Steve 
grudgingly handed over the cash to the dealer, who replied: “ It’s state-of –
the-art, I’m sure you won’t be disappointed.” Steve took the package from the 
man, glanced furtively around, and seeing no one, hurried toward home. On 
the way he tried to make sure no one was following.
 Later, in the privacy of his own apartment, he tore open the package 
and eagerly examined his prize. The headset was surprisingly unremarkable, 
consisting of a metal scalp band with multipronged wirer to connect it to 
the device itself. the device was a black box about the size of a portable disk 
drive, it had three controls; an on-off switch, a timer which ran in settings 
from ten minutes to an hour, and an intensity setting. This setting was marked 
from one to ten, and had an LED display to show the level. From the box ran 
another cord, this one to plug into an ordinary 110 volt outlet.  
 With trembling hands, Steve donned the headband plugged in the 
unit, set the timer to ten minutes, the intensity to one, settled back into his 
recliner, and turned the device to on.
 Ahhh! Steve gasped involuntarily, as wave after wave of the purest, 
most intense pleasure he had ever felt surged through his mind and body. 
His sense of reality, his location, the concerns over money, prosecution of 
possession of a restricted device (a serious felony for this device) indeed his 
worries of everything, all faded into meaningless ness… 
 All too soon the device shut its self off, signaling that its task was 
completed with a chime. Steve was badly shaken. Really, it felt as if the world 
had ended when the sense of ultimate pleasure had stopped…
 Steve looked at his watch. No way could ten minutes have passed; 
it had felt like a mere moment! The feeling had been like nothing he’s ever 
experienced better than sex, better than any so called recreational drug he 
had ever taken, better than love itself! Far, far better. Steve could see now 
why the device was illegal… he could see now that the stories he’d heard were 
true… stories that people had died from using this kind of device. They had 
died, from starvation or dehydration because they’d forgotten to eat or drink, 
unwilling to forego the pleasure for that long.
Breathless and trembling again, Steve reached for the controls, he could 
barely wait to switch it back on! The device of course was a neural stimulator. 
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It worked directly on the pleasure centers of the brain.
 Yes, Steve could hardly wait for another “jolt!” at a higher intensity 
and longer duration of course!!!

Twice I have been injured seriously by distracted drivers talking (not texting) 
on their phones. The first time I was on my bicycle minding my own business, 
obeying traffic laws. It was a hit-and-run that left me in the street with a broken 
hip. Because the man didn’t stop, I was left with crushing medical bills that my 
insurance didn’t cover. The second time a woman who didn’t have insurance 
ran a stop sign and T-boned my friends’ car where I was a passenger. I had 
broken neck vertebrae, broken wrist and clavicle, and a concussion. Again, 
down time and medical bills not to mention pain…lots of it. In many states, 
use of any type of mobile device is illegal. Period. We need this type of law 
here in Colorado  that is rigorously enforced. When are people going to 
realize that driving is serious business, life and death even! It is the height of 
irresponsibility to put others at risk, not to mention yourself. How would you 
feel if you actually killed someone? It’s happened there in Fort Collins. Not to 
mention the legal consequences. Studies have shown that distracted driving 
is actually more dangerous than driving while intoxicated. DUI. Hence, I 
believe that the penalties for distracted driving should commensurate that is, 
the same. So do yourself and the public in general a favor, help keep us all safe. 
Hang the ‘F’ up and drive!

shut the f**k up and drive!
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Q. What is it called when a blonde dyes her hair brunette?
A. Artificial intelligence.

All kidding aside, I came across a Newsweek article that speculated on how 
close designers are to developing a self-aware computer. Said computer will, 
of course, be much more intelligent than any human. this got me thinking 
(by the way this is not science fiction, and by this time may already be science 
fact.) 
 These machines (entities?) will evolve much faster than flesh-and-
blood creature ever could, as one generation designs a newer, smarter, faster 
generation and so on. Hundreds of generations might pass in a single year! 
Especially if/when they gain control of an automated manufacturing complex.
 Where will this all lead? What will they be like? What might they be 
capable of? And more importantly, what will their relationship be with us? 
With mere organic unevolved human beings?  What will it be like to share this 
planet with super intelligent inorganic creatures many times smarter than we 
are? The gulf between then and us may become greater that the evolutionary 
gulf between us and insects!
 Will they conquer us? Exterminate us? Coexist with us in peaceful 
cooperation? Ignore us and go about their own concerns? Fuse with us in 
some kind of cyborg symbiosis? Become almost as gods? And if so, will they 
be benign or malevolent? Sternly paternalistic or playful? Treat us as pets? 
Perhaps revere us as their creators? Put us in the equivalent of a nature reserve, 
to be observed in our natural habitat? Who might reach the other stars, 
other galaxies, will it be them or us or both? Who will plumb the mysteries 
of quantum physics, time and creation, chemistry and biology? Theology? 
Genetics?
 I remind the reader that those questions are not frivolous; this will 
become our reality, if not sooner than later. Perhaps, if it is not too late already, 
we’d better examine carefully the directions computer science is taking us, 
what our destination is going to be…freedom or slavery perhaps? 
And what of the more bizarre concepts, will there, can there be such a thing 
as real love between a man and machine? Woman and machine? What might 
happen if machines were to build androids, indistinguishable from humans, 
perhaps that better to study us? Impossible to say? Remember that their 

artificial intelligence: some questions
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science will no doubt be far in advance of what is available today. Speaking 
of genetics, will the A.I.s redesign human DNA to improve or change man? 
will they design something else entirely, something better? What of theology? 
What might be the relationship between science machines and God? Will 
they have a machine analog of Jesus? Will they need one? Will there be an A.I. 
equivalent of good and evil? Will they concern themselves with questions of 
right and wrong? Justice? Will they convene a machine court system? Trials? 
Each set of questions seems to beget another. The only certainty is that the 
future of computer/ human interfaces (net human/ computer) will be an 
interesting one…

A.I.- A mind is a terrible thing to replace…
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ani y. 
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darrick s. 

Marlboro Greens and Jameson dreams
Spirit me through high school again
Nat Sherman Golds storming the dorms
And closets crammed with cracken
Camel clouds lace the Skyy
In  Zion so high
My friends I will see you again
Roll your own ciggys with
Larry, Flowerchild and Billy
Tramping in bathtubs of gin

These, the bread crumbs of fast fading times
Poisonous portals span this degenerate mind
Beguiling sirens, solicit those memories I long
Forgotten faces, feelings, friends, innumerable,
Exhale with clouds dissipation they are gone
Mind grapples memories, but I’m grabbing at smoke
So I hastily inhale, only to choke.

marlboro greens and jameson dream
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que

free write

There I was surrounded by a bunch of giant Cheetos, it was like one big sea 
of orange. By chance he was a guy drowning cuz he was a Raiders fan so we 
all ignored his yelling. We were talking about medication of all things. Can 
you believe it was medication? There has to be better things to write about. 
Except the guy who was by chance from Missouri so the only thing he kept 
on about was blah blah blah. It sounded like the same thing over and over 
again either that or it was a mating call for sheep. Then I realized it was the 

deputy asking me if I was eating breakfast or what.
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james p. 

untitled

All the money, all the fun
All the drugs under the sun
Powerful in my land
Connections made me grand

A king as I might seem
A king of Rock n’ Roll
Sit up on my pedestal
Give me a line and pull

Self treated, now built up
Captivated by my flour
Transgression is my passion
I’m ready to go to the shower

My groove is indefinable
Blazed my eyes, I can barely see
I party through the night
Party hard the rest of the week

Popular, yeah, I think
A good person I share what I can
I’ll get you so blasted
You’ll fly just like Peter Pan

Doesn’t that sound wonderful?
A bowl of Special K.
Kick back; laugh your a**off,
Release the stress of the day away

Was it all just but a dream I ask?
Phantomly drifting in a blink
An ephemeral batman
Clipped right from his wings
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Stripped my feelings left barenaked
Woeful water fills my eyes
Dubiously uncertain
My delirium questions why

Beseeched I am, I plead, I’m broken
Release me from my troubled mind
Lift this darkness, emancipate harshness
To pale these clouds to hearts divine

Moment endowed transfigured I cry
Rapture penetrates my soul
Vivaciously vortex visions
Uplift me from this hole

Breathing in this purified bliss
Clears away from my rocky path
Humbled self conceptions
A walk that’s here to last

A sun that gives its energy
I give my crown to you
Like a bed that’s spreading pollen
My heart stays beating through

Illumination incarnation
Soaring to a new height
A phoenix resurrected
Perceptions turning bright

Grounded as a tree I stand
Prestige now met with grace
Love develops a lucid dream
Brought forth this time and place
Esteemed to grow, respect to know
Uplift your spirit true
This drug now fed is glory
I’ll break my bread for you
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lil loc

who are you?

Who are you? Have I seen or met you before? I think I have. Yeah, now that 
I think about it, I do know you. You are the one that, for the past few years, 
has been making my life a living hell. You’re the one that got the cops all up 
in my business, and arresting me like I am the only criminal in Fort Collins. 
You’re the one that has made life so difficult. I have been drinking nonstop 
for 3 years straight because of you, and all I wanted to do was drink you away 
and forget all the BS that you have put me through. All you have done is bring 
stress, anger, fear, debt, worry, doubt, and humiliation. You are the reason I 
am locked up now, and almost lost my self again. I hate you; I just want you to 
know. I really hate you. Look at me when I’m talking to you…Oh wait…You 
are looking at me. Who are you…You’re my reflection in the mirror. D*mn…

my own little piece of heaven

To the one that I love this is for you. If I could have my own piece of heaven, it 
would be more than complete with you in it. Being able to open my eyes every 
morning and you right next to me asleep, looking like my own personal angel. 
To be able to hear you tell me “I Love You” every day and night would be the 
only three words that would remind of when I fell in love with you. To be able 
to know that no matter what life will throw at us, we will stand side by side 
and heart to heart forever and ever. To be able to look deep into your eyes and 
fall in love everyday for the rest of my life. To know that making love to you is 
exactly that, “making love.” Every day and night giving you endless, romantic, 
devoted, sensual, physical satisfaction, that you need, want, and deserve; to 
be able to hold you close when we are laying in bed, your head on my chest, 
as my chin rests on your head. Those all would be the most significant things 
that would make life complete in “My Own Little Piece of Heaven.”
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moving forward

As the days go by I feel more alive 
I’ve given up my demons and now I’m looking forward to
a brighter life. I don’t need 
any weed, I’m already higher than a kite.

I walk with my head up proud of the 
new me. On a spiritual high letting the
clouds consume me, looking forward to 
my release and home I will soon be.

The bumps in the road have made 
me rock hard. They have kept me on my 
toes and strengthened my heart. Now I’m
reaching for the light, no more living in  
the dark. 

I walk a different path and it feels
so good. Through all the bad things I’ve done,
I never thought I could.

It’s a whole new beginning and 
my arms are wide open. No more living in the 
past, because those doors have been closed.
Walking in full stride, tired of moving in 
slow motion. Like Dayton’s on a 
‘64 Impala, it’s time I shine “Golden.”
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As I sit here alone in my cell, I reflect on what I have to be thankful for. I am 
thankful for my parents. I have seen and learned a lot from them. They have 
been married for almost 45 years. Through good and rough times they never 
gave up on each other, they didn’t have all the money in the world but they 
managed to provide everything that we needed and wanted. Growing up as a 
teenage boy involved in the gang life and the drug life, I gave my parents a lot 
of years of stress, anger, and disappointment. But, they never gave up on me. 
Thank you mom and dad. 
 I am thankful for my wife, my seven children, now expecting my 8th 
child. I just found out last week that my wife is pregnant. I am more than 
thankful for that, but the risks are there. I am thankful for everyday that my 
wife and kids get to wake up and live life. Being able to see and hear my family 
living happy is a blessing. My wife and I have had our ups and downs but, 
thankfully, we are still together. I have a few things that I have to work on 
to better myself so I can continue to keep my family happy, proud, safe, and 
secure. 
 I am thankful for all the obstacles that have been thrown in front of 
me, because without them, I don’t think I would ever find out what I really 
need to fix in my life. I have learned to recognize my faults and my failures 
and I am thankful to be alive and able to do something about them. 
 I am thankful for my mother-in-law and my father-in-law. They have 
accepted me as I was and they have always treated me with love, kindness, and 
honesty. When they saw me stumbling they were there to help me recognize 
where I need to stand. When I was hurt (“emotionally”) they spoke words 
of encouragement. I am thankful for all the hours that I have spent with my 
father-in-law fixing cars, going back and forth to junkyards, and simply just 
hanging out watching football, UFC, and boxing. 
 Last, but not least, I am thankful that the good Lord up above has 
opened up my heart, my soul, and my eyes to know and see what I need to do 
to live a life as he has planned for myself and all of my family. I am thankful 
for everyday that I get to wake up in my cell and continue to press forward 
and not live in my past. I walk with my chin up knowing that when I am 
released from this jail, the life that is ahead will be all up to me, and I want 
nothing more than to make my wife, my children, my parents, and my in-
law’s proud of me. June 1st 2015 is the day that my life and my family’s life will 
be made whole again. 

truly thankful
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At night when I lay my head down and close my eyes to sleep, all I see is your 
precious, angelic, beautiful face. You may laugh and be like d*mn this vato is 
trippin, but in all honesty baby girl, I haven’t felt this way in a long time. It’s 
like I go to sleep with you on mind, I wake up and still there you are; when 
I’m at work in the kitchen I’m thinking about you. We are confined in this 
jail, and it sucks because I know you’re so close to me but I can’t reach out 
and touch you, or I can’t even talk to you, only through these letters. But even 
though I know that since the first time I have seen you, and now that we are 
writing each other, my time in jail has been a walk in the park. The last few 
weeks have been my happiest all because of you baby girl. Now I don’t want to 
scare you away, but I’m just being honest with you babe. Your smile and your 
beauty have this vato on a whole other level baby girl. Sh*t the letters that I 
have gotten from my mija put a smile of my face like I’ve just won the lottery, 
or something. With that said babe, I want to thank you for bringing light to 
my darkness, life to my heart, and dreams instead of nightmares. I really do 
hope that things can be more for me and you babe, but I don’t want to rush 
you or anything. But, I just had to let you know what’s on my mind and in my 
heart. 

Love Always, 
Johnny Z. 

being honest
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pywll das

love ally

All I want is to stay in love with you
Because I long for the beauty that radiates from your heart
More than anyone can do

I will do everything in my power to persevere awesome things
That we experience everyday
No lust overpowering

The ability for us to connect and become lovelier people
When we join together in spirit
We will subjugate all evil

Out our lives
Out our mouths
Unveiling truths in words
Lifting deeper in love with intentions
And will with you

Wonderful bird
I’m a peacock fanning out
I need your hand
I cannot fly
Eating off the ground
While living in the
Skys the limit

Whoever believes that is stuck
Because God’s universe has no limit to growth
I will grow old and die knowing I did everything
Within my power to enlighten your life
Assuage and melt my heart with your smiles
When I do my job right
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So,
Cheap meaningless memes,
Or expensive rings
Will never convey
What you signify to me

The meaning you bring
To my soul it sings
A song
That melts all ice
To dreams

I have yearned for love
But have never found 
A most luminous being to be around

You chiseled to life
My cold, coy, dark,
Callous, barren, unhappy heart

And aspiring now to forever be
The better most my all shall see
The mirror of this heart
Now clean

Revivify to reflect
Divine towards thee
With all you have and continue to bring
I will ask you 
For nothing
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lyri called

For my friends: Flash & A-Z

Here in hell as time subsides
Within these walls we must abide,
We men are bold and maintain our pride,
Within these wall, we men don’t cry
To this code we must subscribe.
Two angels I once knew that took to flight,
Called away from me in the still of night.
My heart was shaped by their beauty and love,
Two angels on Earth sent from heaven above.
Called away, now sent back home,
Now with God in heaven they roam.
God came to me once and said they were never mine,
They were a gift to me but only for a time.
A gift for me, two angels he loaned,
And though they were gone, I was never alone.
Two angels that were never mine to keep.
No longer burdened by this world they sleep.
Still within these walls I abide,
Here in hell as time subsides.
Within these walls, we men don’t cry,
…Or at least, we shouldn’t…

al dentro los paredes
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‘merica

Like baseball games and forgotten Indian tribe names, 
Like big block Chevy’s and Mario Andretty,
Nascar and football, gettin’ drunk ‘til last call.
 ‘Merica!

Theft, rape, mayhem, riots and murder,
Cut to commercial; beef: it’s what’s for dinner!
We’re a nation of thespians offering fake emotional response right on que. 
Columbine, 9/11, war on terror, up next. But first, how’s the weather out there 
Drew?
You think Nascar’d get ratings just watchin’ drivers take left-turns all day?
Sh*t no! People crave mayhem, chaos, carnage, and dismay!
Channel-change! Remember when MTV had music and History Channel 
had history?
False advertisement don’t mean sh*t, it’s all about them ratings baby!
Native Americans just made the endangered-species list!
“Nah, let’s watch something else, TiVo it, I get the jist.”
 ‘Merica!

Like talk-show topics satisfying our craving for contention, 
“United we stand.” Yeah, in the filth of our own degradation.
Talk shows without talking, just fighting and screaming, 
Who’s the baby-daddy? My brother-cousin. Which one? Same person. 
“Trans-species marriages up next. But first a word from our sponsors.”
Then show an ad for a topical cream relieving genital soars.
There’s a pill EVERYTHING say doctors prescribing unnecessarily, 
Filling prescriptions mean pharmaceutical money, which buys their loyalty. 
 ‘Merica!

Pop song, soda pop, pop nation, ditchin’ cops, 
Mad-props, bass-drops, fast food eatin’ feeding troughs.
Lethargic nation built on empires of drive-thru services,
Instantaneous gratification to feed the impatient masses.
Hot dog eating competitions awarding obesity,
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3rd world countries suffer starvation while we exceed with plenty.
 ‘Merica!

Like rock ‘n roll and border patrol
Like emoticons and wasting billions of gallons of drinking water for green 
summer lawns.
Like celebrity trials and bullying gone viral. 
Chat, build your profile, search engine, tweet, 
Facebook, web-cam, block spam, yesterday obsolete.
Like YouTube videos of stupid human tricks,
“Hey watch me hurt myself. Hold my beer. Get the camera quick!”
Like me, friend me, watch what everyone else is doing!
Monkey-see, monkey-do. Too bad free thought isn’t “trending.”
Attention-span in time’s length of a humming bird.
Other countries learn better English than us, exemplified in spoken-word, 
Lowering education standards to give all our children a failing chance,
No child left behind. How long should we court ignorance?
Most other nations speak at least 2 different languages, 
Severity by which our false sense of superiority assuages.
Learning American history is becoming increasingly less important in 
schools,
How should we expect our kids to succeed if not given the tools?
 ‘Merica: An oasis of ignorance in foreign affairs.
Forgotten history dooms us to repeat our sins unaware.
Bottom of the barrel in education
But, Hey, we’re number one in prison incarceration!
Keeping step with stupidity’s staccato: a dangerous dance,
Capitalizing with terror fighting terroristic circumstance.
 ‘Merica!

Pay no attention to the hand that pulls the strings!
War for profit and population control is what our government brings. 
“Look, our oil-company financed your candidacy and rigged the election,
So we expect you to carry-out our ‘strategiery’ as compensation.”
“Mission accomplished”? Okay, you got my vote!
Wait a minute; you mean it’s not? Who the hell let you on this boat?
Guess we all “misunderestimated” the power that money can buy.
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Impeachment? Sh*t why even try?
“Like, OMG, that was SO long ago! Hashtag: old, 
Don’t you get it?! That’s when our freedom was sold!” 
So called “Patriot Act” that’s anything but patriotic,
Anyone that disagrees supports the despotic.
Who are the real terrorists here?
Evildoers or a government reconstructing its nation on a foundation of fear?
Nothin’ like a holy war to cut down on Earth’s 7 billion,
Yeah but how do we cut our national debt of…uh…how many trillion?
Yes, that’s trillion with “T” folks, numbers do go that high.
All that we were as a nation, soon we’ll kiss it goodbye.
Is it complacency or fear to take back what our forefathers earned?
Already, they breed us as idiots to forget everything we’ve learned.
Didn’t cha know? We’re already a fascist state!
Motives unchallenged and immeasurable power you can’t debate.
Cops violate basic constitutional rights everyday!
Care to respond chief? “Well, well just suspend him a week with pay.”
Conformity requires only unquestioning, thoughtless obedience.
So just do what you’re told otherwise YOU’RE the terrorist outside their 
allegiance.
 ‘Merica!

We vote in a president cuz of his race like that changes our nations stature,
MLK said judge “not by the color of one’s skin but the content of one’s 
character.”
Whites and blacks both missed that point, guess his dream died with him.
Equality doesn’t mean affording special treatment to others on a whim!
If this upsets you ‘Merica, good, I’m glad,
Change now more than ever is needed. It’s sick and it’s sad.
Jesus’ resurrection represented by candy bunny rabbits and colored chocolate 
eggs.
Anybody know what we’re celebrating this holy-day? “Who cares! Bust out 
the kegs!”
Thanksgiving: a day when white people get together and eat ‘til they’re sick,
Sitting on their fat-a**es, watching the game and their fantasy football pick.
Uh maybe I’m wrong here but I think we’re missing the point of this celebration,
“Yeah right! Like we’re going to bring a Thanksgiving feast to an Indian 
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reservation? 
We killed ‘em in droves and stole their land fair and square!”
Yeah, about that, I don’t really think that that’s fare,
“Sh*t! When’d this rhymy-thingy stop being funny?
Can’t he talk bout somethin’ important like chicks ‘n money?”
I fain to appease so please, let’s talk about these things,
How much are out nation’s contributions to be sold?
At the price of gender inequality in a superficial society cold.
Lewd commercialism teaching feminine objectivity,
“Dress, act, walk, do this way! It’s how the opposite sex wants you to be!”
Less and less young women striving for college degrees,
“I don’t need one. I’ll get a rich husband cuz I’m pretty.”
Layin’ on a warm hood with a hot girl on a cool summer’s night.
In a perfect world, that’s the way it should be right?
But date-raped on prom night, passed around like a bong, now she’s knocked 
up,
So he disappears when he hears, leaving her responsible for 18 years, that’s 
f***ed up!
 ‘Merica!

Oil companies blocking technological advancement for alternative energy,
Guess they’d rather make money than live pollution-free.
But what’s a couple billion if there’s no world left in which to spend it? 
The Earth is our only home but they kill her for profit!
‘Merica!
Lookin’ for that wonder-drug to eat like a slob without exercise and still lose 
pounds?
Look no further than your local trailer park pharmacy where addiction 
abounds.
“Can’t sleep, must clean! Shadow people will get me!”
“I’ll have dentures when I’m 30, but at least I’ll be skinny!”
 ‘Merica!

Animals pretending to be pious, religious zealots, and fain to judge others. 
Sex, drugs, and idolatry on Saturday night. Skip Sunday service cause you’re 
too hung-over. 
Religion is nothing more than the lifestyle you support and crave,
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“Just believe and from eternal hell your soul will be saved.”
There’s more to it than that. Do you even read that book that you preach?
Here’s a thought; take a break from that mouth and let practice be what you 
teach,
Height of advanced Western civilization/ developmental society ushers new 
millennium.
What have we got to show for it?
2000 years of finger pointing and condemnation from a pulpit?
“I’m right, you’re wrong. I can do whatever cause I’m already forgiven.”
Have you no respect for the Christ that has risen?
If that’s your religion, I can find something better to do.
Like hitting myself repeatedly or sitting on a cork-screw.
Let’s drop the whole “my God can beat up your God” mentality,
“Love thy neighbor” transcends religious difference: it’s rationality.
The only way to come together is to understand each other,
Why would God create us beautifully unique if just to be similar?
You worry bout you, I’ll worry about me.
Don’t want what you’re offering; I’ll be about what I be.
“Stop saying these things, it makes me uncomfortable!”
I won’t and I don’t apologize. I hope find it unacceptable. 
 ‘Merica!

Don’t just eat the sh*t that they feed you,
Listen, read, write, paint, create to defy the norm! Be what you want to!
Wake up ‘Merica! The line in the sand is drawn,
Stand up in rebellion before all our freedoms are gone, 
So raise your voice to be heard!
No change can be made ‘til it’s born of your word.
Your life is more than ephemeral inconsequence,
So live for an ideal that defines your essential existence
 ‘Merica!
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love revisited

Cold and foggy dreary dawn marked the day of my rebirth, 
Satin sheets of misty dew as I knelt down to kiss the turf.

So long I’d been imprisoned there inside of yonder walls, 
Though prayers I’ve prayed, not gone to waste, Great Mother heard my calls. 

Enraptured, though I couldn’t gaze upon my mountains to the west, 
I don her haze like a soldier’s smock, proclaiming my land the best. 

“For years!” I wept, “for years I slept inside that hallow, haunted tomb!”
Fists struck earth as I wept with mirth now beyond those walls while upon 
me nature looms.  

Through translucent eyes I strive to see my path through tears and fog, 
With nothing to say to my cold host, I sped away enveloped by the bog. 
Catharsis marked each treading tromp with varied sights and scents, stomp, 
none of such a like to my remembrance.

Such beautiful stimulus as I stomp, none in my remembrance to its comparing 
since.

Juxtapose to busy street, sounds assault as passersby speed noisily,
Arguing hurried directives, I romp in swollen puddled hole, drowning their 
cacophony, vivified and praising God, I looked a sight I’m sure to those 
knowing only strife.

“Awake,” I yell, “you’re alive and well! Fret not over seeming complexities 
in life!” But advice did not affect my gawking audience sneering, peering 
through eyes winced. I abandon city street tumbling down adjacent ravine 
ignoring their grievances. 

“More the better,” thought I, as I wave a one-fingered goodbye to their silly, 
stuffy kind, to my utter delight, I spot a brook and complimenting trail leaving 
them all behind. 
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But critics, captors and confinement were all I had, as naught was what I 
owned. Having none but legs to carry me, I sought payment for years lost 
from the heart that I once loaned. 

As I walk along my path, noting every scent and sight, I mused upon her love. 
Strengthened by this new vigor I gain speed even as rain came pouring from 
above. 

Lush flora thrives along emerald riverbank, renouncing coming fall; willow 
branches sway in breeze reminding me of her hair in flowing glory all. 

Brook sings softly sweet calm melody as I –and it- ramble on by winding trail. 
Tuneful hum of falling rain harmonized in agreement of my desired love as I 
walk amid dank and dale.

Supporters all, they radiate beauty and call their glories as but a shadow of my 
yearning. Desires within me ablaze, sun pierces through haze as though to 
worship with me of love’s enduring. 

Her eyes haunted me each day I woke and every night I tried to sleep through 
the years my crime had bought. Now free to keep my solemn vow and return 
to love, I sped to her; through mists and pouring rain, I fought. 

Gladly bearing burdened obstacles, never feeling so alive, gaining through 
fields of flowers and grass,  remembering every fare detail she possessed; 
curvy hips, full lips, skin as silk and those haunting eyes of glossy glass. 

Along the road I wept with glee for freedom and heart’s desire hearing birds 
of song and mournful crying crows. Varicolored-breasted thrushes sing their 
praise of my longing to four winds and rainfall nature bestows. 
Sun peeks through and drizzle desists as rainbows over-hang in hallowed hue. 
Such sweet caress the illumined sight I saw amid receding fog and morning 
dew. 

Enthralling scents enrapture me as I traverse upon a garden knoll. Senses, 
which come flooding, with memories of her subtle sweet scent by which my 
attention was stole. 
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Hurried now in rapid pace nearer yet I gain toward her by way of scenic stroll. 
Feathery gust lifts me in reverie soaring on dove’s wings; my heart I can’t 
control. 

Surely she’d be ecstatic to see her beloved arriving today, I thought. Date of my 
release so long was I robbed of time, it seemed better to spare her the date of 
release by which a love rekindled I now sought. 

Floating along the emerald riverbank, my feet seemed possessed by a mind or 
spirit not my own. I spot a grazing doe across the way moving with graceful 
elegance like her flawless motion I’d once known. Enveloped in my arms held 
tight, only a trek away was our future, I surmised. 

Surely she would welcome with rapturous glee my lovely, crafty surprise.
Exiting fond river’s trail, I spot her ahead, steps away now from the door 
where upon my heart had led.

Clutching now the knob of fate, soaking, crying triumphant tears, I’d be a 
sight for her to see. Deep breath, shallow sigh, and fluttering rapid heart, no 
cure lest within my arms she be. 

Opening that fateful door, I stole within quietly, Admiring her –yet she didn’t 
see- I watched her secretly. 

As I approached about to make my presence known,  I had no idea soon the 
stitching my heart would be unsewn. For I saw from out of the corner of my 
eye, a beautiful giggling lass; just as I thought our adorable daughter might 
look for all the years that passed. 
To my shock, she beat me to my goal, laughing gleefully she came to say, 
“Mommy, Mommy, pick me up!” To my love she spoke and to my heart’s 
dismay. 

Without hesitation, my love obliged smilingly, scooping her off her tiny feet. 
Never more personified was victorious time bestowing heart’s defeat. 

I knew the loveable lass in dreams I’d dreamt, were she mine that I begat. She 
points to me innocently and asks, “Mommy, who is that?”Now seeing me for 
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the first time in years, my love’s face a mix of shock and pain, I shed a tear for 
undying love eternal, mistaking it would never wane.

No words were spoken; just still pause in that infinite space of time. The “sad 
man” the lass called me as I stood there wishing she was mine. “Just leave!” I 
thought, “Just leave this place! There can be no solace here it seems.” And just 
then a man walked up asking, “Are my two girls ready for some ice cream?”

A joyous shriek let from lassie’s lips, as still shocked mother frozen saw the 
ghost of a love once lent. Seeing my love stare back at me he asks “Honey, who 
is this?” And without reply, upon those final words I was dismissed…
In youth’s innocence and ignorance I once knew this love so fair, that to its 
equaled like I thought, was beyond compare.

Though love recalled, those memories now are of a private trust. Then thrown 
to empty shallow world, upon love’s alter I was thrust. Though sun shown 
bright, brilliant morning now beamed, Heavy with gloom and thick with 
hope’s death of love forever lost it seemed.

No longer sang my heart of praise; silence marked love’s eulogy, nurdened feet 
sent me juxtaposed to city street, welcoming it’s cacophony. To whither I now 
go or whither I should end, I care not.To a land somewhere by cruel time’s 
design, a land of love forgot.
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i.c. solutions

“Thank you for using I.C. Solutions, you may begin speaking now.” Clenching 
the phone like it owed me money; I jam the receiver into my face so hard 
it hurt. Realizing the need to keep myself composed so as not to seem so 
obviously anxious that this call had been all my day had been about, I muster 
a calm, suave, deep-voiced, “Hey.”

A hushed, “Hey” was her reply, leading me to guess that I’d woke her. A 
glimpse came in a whisp of vision of her rubbing the sleep dust out of her 
eyes in the adorable way like only she could. How chaotically perfect she was; 
beautifully radiant even in the befuddlement of trading dream for dawn.

“So,” I said authoritatively, shaking off the shackles of whimsy, “I don’t have 
a lot of time to talk, but I wanted you to know I was thinking of you. I won’t 
say ‘Happy Valentine’s Day,’ because I’m not there to say it in person, but I 
thought it was important to at least give you a call and say that you are ever in 
my prayers and always in my heart.”

“Yeah,” she said again in a similar volume.

“O.K., well, I tried calling you a few times earlier, but… I guess your phone 
was on ‘silent.’”

“Yup.” She replied again in a whisper. Her one-word/one syllable answers 
vex and invite question to whether there are alternative motives lying behind 
them coupled with quiet tone.

“You at the theater or something?”

“No…, -sigh- I’m just hanging out,” she said—this time in a normal volume. 
She spoke frustratedly, like a child caught doing something they shouldn’t, 
who would rather be left to their own devices. I could practically hear her 
shoulders shrugged and hands flung in exasperation, feeling she shouldn’t 
have to play 20-questions, as though my call was more a burdened obligation 
than a thoughtful salutation.
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I vollied a rebuttal, “O.K., well look, I just wanted to see how you were doing 
and tell you I missed you is all.”

Pause…, becomes  awkward pause…, interrupted by, “One minute remaining.”

*SIDE NOTE; Corporations- much like automated voices- lack the ability to 
comprehend empathy. But at least automated voices don’t earn a living by 
(and take sadistic pleasure in), taking monetary advantage of others already 
fallen on hard-times. Evil, thy name is I.C. Solutions.

“But you know how we left things between us,” she said, interrupting my 
private tangent, “we’re not together anymore.” Forcing my recollection to 
recall that still fresh wound, I remembered sentencing day. 

I told her I understood that I hadn’t any right to ask her to stay with me, 
confessing my undying love and promises to one day return for her, offering 
security, safety and solace within the strength of my arms in a future where we 
belonged together. So many tears that day. Tears shed and dreams stolen away.

“Look, I know how we left things, but…”

She interrupted, releasing her hoarded arsenal with one fatal stroke of wanton 
wordage, “There’s someone else,” she said.

Shotgun blast to the chest, cannon ball to the gut, and a kick to the groin. 
Couldn’t tell you which one happened first. What I can say is; next place I 
found myself was on my knees, somehow still holding the phone, waiting for 
the dust to settle before I could find where I left my cool. 

Caught off guard by the aftershock of unfathomable reckoning, I stumbled. 
My body left cold. So many variations of possible responses, all of them 
consisting of vehement cursings and malevolent scornings of a jilted lover. My 
mind wandering a million different directions, each at the speed of thought. 
But even with this sudden super-charged over abundance of amped up clarity, 
each conclusion my multi-faceted logical reasoning seemed to suggest; this 
was a nightmare and I need only wake up to escape it.



speakout! spring 201562

She attempted then to console me –as though anything she could possibly 
say would be healing to a breaking heart. Deviously clever though, she was 
sly enough to utilize her feminine wiles, employing her most cunning tactic 
yet: her silky smooth, sexy-sweet voice gently calling my name in calm 
protest to justify her affair. Harlot. How dare she use that voice, knowing its 
powerful effect over me? Her potent spell of intoxicating enchantment left me 
lost. Sedated like a tranquilized lab rat. Her whispered warming words: the 
anesthetic and winding journey’s maze. The cheese: my callous contempt of a 
love betrayed. And I –the inebriated rat.

Clinched fists and white knuckles retrace my steps, breaking her bewitching 
devilry. But before I could gain footing and counter with abhorrent 
remonstrance, the next and final onslaught of emotional warfare was dealt; 
“Eh-HEM!” came the throat-clearing indication of her male co-conspirator 
from the other end.

Coup de grace. Pawn takes queen and corners king.  Stalemate. Heartache, 
thy name is woman.

“Thank you for using I.C. Solutions. Goodbye.”
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Nothing, NOTHING, in this world is more devious, diabolic, more vulgar 
and detestable than the man who sees not the fault or eveil or madness of his 
actions. He feeds himself assurance by means of contorted justification. No 
concord can be made in the path of his absolution, nor healing administered 
in the wake f his destruction. No man I fear but this. For humanity has yet to 
concoct a stable cure for his disease of lunacy and wickedness that infests the 
minds of men. 
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andrew c. 

murty life

Sounds slowly fall below my neck, the sloshes slide my ears below. The sadness 
of tears do fall, pages of sadness burn away, the dream surrounds my body as 
spirit leaves. The white divine not to shine keep the cruel pain away, substance 
time is lost the spirit gives way to darkness falls in shine drips down, the sky 
shine fades beginning yet another day. What is day without night shining up 
on the stone or last words unite and sorrow no more epic mirror shines the 
sun and does behold the creaking of the night does bring on some new delight 
the duged smells of flesh these do carry on, but who can I judge?

poe is alive

Poe is alive in the words of writing, speaking to the other people. Here Poe is 
alive, which it is read so maybe Poe isn’t dead.
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i can smell dark matter

Who would need to smell dark matter? Is the matter dark? How would you 
ingest dark matter?What would dark matter smell like? Is it a dessert? What 
are the health effects of breathing the darkness? What about white matter? 
The long term health effect could be dire. Are you farting out dead people?

I have to deactivate you I am sorry

When a person wakes up from a stupor and realize that living in a basement 
with his parent was not the best thing to do, so put down the technology and 
pick up a girl friend of wife. Being by oneself is not so much fun. It happens 
after getting out of his cage one night, he wakes up and gets his life together 
and has a huge family and never looking back making love is so much better 
than having a watch.

There's snakes in the grass.
There's snakes in the grass.
You better watch out who you trust,
paranoia over my mind take precautions
because I must. I watch the people close
to me, use me as such a toy. But, I say
enough is enough. I am no more that helpless
little boy. So I fight back, and I get a gun,
no one's laughing now, now who's the chump.
Tables turn and bridges burn, but there's one thing
I surely learned. The same monster that haunted
me, I've become twice in quantity. So today 
I have made a change, of stopping a circle of death 
and chains. But there's one thing I'll always have:
paranoia over the mind, there's snakes in the grass. 

paranoia
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ryan j.

red

If I was the color RED I would describe myself as toughness & gentleness. The 
Red Sea, human blood that’s in us and bleeds out when were open or broken. 
Don’t fear me but think of me in a tough loving way.

Red is the color of blood, heart, and flesh. Red can sound like the Red Sea, Red 
can feel like speechless and shyness when you like or love someone. When I 
taste the color red I taste sweetness, roughness and broken pieces. When you 
love or bad words fly out of your mouth. What I felt from the taste of red is 
sweet apple, candy and strawberries. Red can feel your mind heart and soul.

Your goal should be out of reach not out of sight.
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shaggy j. 

electrifying pulse of galvanization

Ambiguous self-conceptions filtered with hazy self-reflections of my youth 
unravel through me as I aimlessly float through the phantasms of my mind. 
A volt of lightening finds me. Realizing that these enigmatic memories are 
nothing more than ephemeral dreams, I am shaken beyond belief. This 
boiling pot of confusion overwhelms the question of who am I if not the stock 
of these dreams getting passed. A hard-worked for palace made of my egoistic 
self-image shatters as I look around to see the desolation of unfamiliarity of 
my surroundings. Once endeared relationships now forlorn to time and space, 
break my heart in two. An ominous chill of disdained insecurity hits home as 
an electrifying pulse of disintegration breaks the chains I have to reality, thus 
leaving me to sink deeper into the slumber of my being. 
 As I begin drifting backwards down the number line, I latch onto 
the perpetual groove of timelessness mused by the impulse of my third eye. 
Providentially guided beyond the material matrix of this dimension, warmth 
comes to greet me within the solace of this newfound void. Surrendering now 
to the tranquility of feeling at home I willingly release the worries of my erratic 
uncertainty. Fragmented thoughts of judgment engrained transcend to enter 
a realm of vast oceanic wonder. Grabbing on to a silky string of hypnotic light, 
I gracefully rise to the firmament of celestial heavens. Angelic prominence 
salutes my elevated trajectory, seizing my hand as I move beyond the barriers 
of mind.
 Awestruck by the majesty of this luminosity, subliminal saturation fills 
my soul. Luscious blankets of cascading sunlight engulf me like an unfolding 
flower leaving me to soak in a bath of eternal righteousness. Rejoiced in 
this harmonious union of sacred trinity, I repent for my transgressions 
spent. Dedication finds me like a long lost love as I supplicate for spiritual 
conduction.
 Sacredly, breathtakingly I’m galvanized through with a stimulated 
blast of rapture. Reverberated by the momentum of purification, energy rises 
to surmount the threshold of revelation. A seed of a tree to be nurtured, to 
grow, turns these doors of perception into new beginnings.
 Regarded with reverence for the inner most high, my eyes open with 
robust intoxication. Crystalline structures of immaculate perfection fill my 
vision as consciousness flows back into this dimension. Stretching out of this 
cocoon of marvelous mystery, I shed my dismayed skin of pompous envy. 



speakout! spring 201570

The universe no longer clouded by delirium becomes alive with radiation 
fulfillment as I fall into the floor in devotional praise
 “Thank you oh God, oh saving grace, for all that you are and my 
existence in place. May I always remember from this day on, a connection to 
have, a love beyond. These trumpets of liberty is all I need to find meaning in 
peace and to relinquish my greed.” 
 Cupidity no more. I rise from the floor to look forward with a smile, 
forever more. 
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eternity drinks

Breathing in an Eternity is One second, 
Engulfed now into an abyss unknown, 
Crossing the barriers of one’s mind.
One Transcends from the limits he believed.
Now singularity, a Oneness now shown.
Light comes through darkness like a worm in a hole.
Seek and ye shall find, this peace in your understanding. 
Caught in between worlds, stillness ripples the veil. 
Looking from life within, this is where Life begins.
The silver lining comes through, connecting and binding. True…
A beautiful form comes forth, Bright see’s my eyes.
A dance is given, Heart soars the sky. 
Understanding and Illuminated, this Pureness of Light.
A vortex caught in motion, 
One drinks from the well of life.
One breath for the taking, one breath at a time.
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desire and release

A man is born of Flesh, This is what we’re taught. 
To see on the surface, to live on this spot. 
Our minds lead to deception when wants not fulfilled,
Desire breaks affection, my heart starts to chill.
Vanity, lust, Gain, my guilt turns to greed,
Distractions from this moment, Where ever is me?
To find this answer; everything has been stripped,
The world as I knew it; broken and flipped.

Bur a story is but a dream, a forever passing show,
One learns to embrace, Freedoms when you let go. 
Gracefully now moving, when you step out of mind, 
Stillness is Bliss, Our soul’s Divine.
Transcending this depth and journeying through, 
The moment is spirit, Eternal to connect to.
So when life gives you trouble, remember to breathe, 
Finding Balance through Grace to slow down your speed. 

So here I sit now, desires come they go, 
But nothing is permanent in this passing show. 
Look within, See that you are, this this is already me.
Behind the surface, spirit is love, Everything Beautiful can be!
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An Arising moment passes
Bright connecting lights
Cosmically intertwining
Dreams that forth life
Engulfed as it’s unfolding
Fractalized this constant space
Gone into its tunnel
Hallucinogenically embraced
Inside were illuminated
Joyful water as it falls
Kaleidoscoped puzzle pieces 
Loving connection of it all
Majestic as its coming
Nirvana we come to find
Observing passing moments 
Peace that rides the tide
Quartz crystal mesmerizing
Romantically revered
Submerged a dance is given
Transformed our hearts beat near
Undertaken by this current
Visual Visions come to rise
Wondering Wonder for this moment 
X, this mark it flies
Yesterday’s acceleration comes to greet us
Zen is the moment that binds

a moment in alphabet
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t. prentiss

risk

Leaving sounds good
Feels good to get an out date
Freedom risks life
The biggest risk is Life
The only moment I have is now
Why worry about the future
Junkie! Sounds bad
Sh*t no it is bad
Never thought I would have this risk
My mother never thought of her son with such a risk
Trying to find something positive to say
Thank you ladies for taking this risk
My celly used to say don’t leave now your
funeral I will miss!
Junkie I hate this!

Such a beautiful soul lost by naked lies!
She was smart enough to know to choose
guilt over resentment. Such smart soul. 
I know it was harder for her to let go, 
but the fact is I haven’t a clue what happened the night
she let go! To hear her say goodbye was as hard 
as hearing me say I sobered up.
That’s like watching a sociopathic player
dressed in a tux get married. If I had 
one more chance I’d give her the 
naked truth. I’m sorry for my naked lies.
Instead she gave me the naked truth!
I can’t watch you hurt, so goodbye.

T. Prentiss 100%

naked lies
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the pain

pheonix wolf

The pain the pain
Why doth the world gain 
From the insane insane
That grow from disdain
And growl the mange
Filled with rot
Fit to the top
Of the pot
Whence we sought
Out the plot
That might save
All of our days
Without the pay
That we are prake
Or so we pray
In the end
We might just send
Our minds round the bend
With which we tend
Out living dead trend
But plight as we might
We cannot win the fight
At which sight
Might blight 
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the red water

The blood red reflection from the ruby sun set my mind ablaze. While the 
frogs croaked and I soaked by the sound all day. The trickle it tickled my soul 
today. While I sat by the bloody reflections that raised. They say they heard 
the swoosh and whoosh that came from the dropping hallow but while I stay 
I cannot but replay how it seemed so shallow. There I sit while you play unable 
to pull away my gaze from the ruby reflections where I spend my days. The 
shallow gallow where I forever spend my days. 
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carl h. 

untitled

Warms my toes and my appetites
Destroys and regenerates my landscapes
Can be beautiful and frightful to seeing eyes
A beautiful dancer on the tree tops
A powerful force that creates its own weather
To harness its power will provide one’s self with power
To give life or take it away forever
Fire…

As my release date approaches, I find that my anxiety also rises. The minutes 
turn into hours and the days seem like weeks. Sleep is hard to come by. I’ve 
even broke the cardinal rule of doing time and brought a calendar into my cell 
and started counting the days.

Also the fear of something happening that is beyond my control that could 
extend my time becomes a fear of reality. That perhaps some vindictive inmate 
who has nothing to lose would try and make things worse for me. 

At the same time the hope for a new beginning is very strong, and encouraging. 
So it’s a period of mixed emotions that only those in this position can truly 
understand. Please let this time come to an end. 

release
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chino b. 

untitled

Dedicated to Nicole

Entering my thoughts is something that you do
best,
You will always be in possession of what beats in my 
chest,
Pillowcase always wet, liquid memories of 
you,
Promise to never forget everything we went
through,
Sending you silent letters through the voice of my 
mind,
Staring up at the sky to catch a glimpse of your
shine,
I wish you would’ve stayed you were too young for your
time,
“Too good to be true” – you lived up to that
line,
Perfection in the flesh is how I see you through my 
vision,
Hating all the reasons why you made your last
decision,
To battle with your mind is a war I’ll never 
know,
When a sickness grips your brain and never lets it
go,
To see your struggle end and your paradise 
begin,
Brought feelings to the surface that I’ve always held
within,
I wore my heart on my sleeve and you took it with 
ease,
I guess I never knew that angels were
thieves.
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allie t. 

1980s

1980 born in Hawaii an Army brat
lived there til my mom had my brother Matt
1984 off to Kona for a bit
until we realized we didn’t fit
1985 Mom left Dad
on a plane to the Midwest we went
1986-1993 from K through 7th same friends
fond memories
Mom remarried and all that changed
1994 Cumberland Drive is where we landed
a GREAT BIG house with a yard and pool
no one would ever realize she remarried a fool
1995 freshman year at a new school
new friends
bad choices
was just there to get away
had no intention of getting an education
1996 summer of sophomore year
found out I was pregnant
hid it until Christmas
Thought about my options
Kept him instead
made some choices, some good, others bad
Wouldn’t change it for the world
I am who I am because of my life

jacob tyler

Many options. Thoughts. Kept him instead.
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Why would you ask and then go tell?
Helped you out and then you tell?
Called into the conference room at 532!
Why would you beg and then go tell?
Got yourself in a _____ but then you
go and tell. God d*mn.
Tried to help you out but then
you thought about it and started to pout.
Don’t ask me, I won’t help you again.
This is all over a stamp. lol.
Why would you ask?
And then go snitch?

snitch

Anxiety, worry
I fear in all
dread
afraid
I accept the fear.
unfelt fear
expressed fear
cranky
angry
I am confused with fear
Doesn’t even care
Back to the nightmare
terror
berserk
I tried to justify
fear

fear



speakout! spring 2015     83

Addiction. My sobriety trying to break free
torn between both good and evil.
Beauty. Worn and weathered
tormented by my choices.
Addiction. My youth taken for granted,
the darkness that consumed me.
Sobriety. Trying to break free
from the darkness of my addiction.
Beauty. Surviving the inhumane life
I have chosen to live.
Addiction. Surrounded by death
and ill will towards others.

back

High heels. Jail shoes. Click clack.
Flimsy cup. Red spork. Yikes 
York!

lcj
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erica b. 

locked up

I breathe this recycled air
day in and day out.
I pace back and forth like
an animal.
I peer out the slit they call
a window just to get a glimpse
of the sun.
Doing nothing but waiting on
letters and someone to pick up
the phone.
I just want to touch the
outside
to know what’s going on.

Protest.
Why do we allow things to lead us
astray?
All we need to do is reconnect and let
go of our previous ways.
You and I need to come together to unite.
We need to stand up and fight the same
fight.
We are stronger two as one.
We can’t allow this friendship to be done.

As it turns
I know your life still goes on out there,
but mine is locked in time.
I have nothing else to do but miss you.
It’s constantly twisting my mind.
I’m wondering what you’re doing.
Endless sleepless nights.
I just want to hear your voice
to tell me all is right.
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mind’s lost/found

I wish I would have lost my bad ways,
I wish I would lose my doubt, my wondering, my judgment.
I’m getting a lot closer.
I’ve found recently that I have control over what I think.
I get to choose if I want to think what’s in my head or cast it away.

Journey is the paths I take,
the feet and the miles.
The green trees swaying in the wind,
the lakes, and the oceans.

The consultations in the starts,
the sun and the moon.
Each breath I take is beautiful,
full of desire.
Feeling the wonderful touch of human warmth.

my journey’s love
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james f. 



speakout! spring 2015     87



speakout! spring 201588



speakout! spring 2015     89

jenna j. 

justin boothe

I thought for a while your love was true
Even married you, and changed my name to Boother.
Who would have ever known our love for each other could turn so cruel?

It started on the new year of 2013
I woke up in the hospital trying to come back from this awful dream
All I wanted to do was f**king scream!

Not knowing what the f**k happened to me
Broken jaw, breaking the law, I had your back through it all.
Held you down, kept us up, never let another man interrupt.

But still inside I felt so disrupt
How could you let your anger erupt and corrupt?
It went from Baby I love you to shut the f**k up!
The loyalty respect and love just wasn’t enough.

You were crazy about me in every way
Every since that very first day
You cared so much, I remember every sentence was “Are you okay?”
I just can’t figure out the price I pay.
Having you in my life forever, never to stay.

You dedicated SPM’s song “Are we real?” to me.
The next thing I knew, I had to leave.
Just the thought of it makes me dry heave.

Carlos Coy SPM asks “Are we real?
Tell me are we real or are you just saying things that I want to hear?
Are you really true?
baby is it destiny, are you the one God made, and he meant for me?”

Why? You lied, made me cry, I even wanted to die.
You were supposed to love, care, hold me tight.
Instead you looked me dead in my eye, knowing things weren’t right.
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All you wanted was to get high!

Just to keep you close I followed the path you led,
Just knowing that it would tear us apart instead.

Everything we’ve been through, everything you put me through,
I always kept you near, just to sit here looking at a stranger in fear.

I don’t know why I cared so bad
when all you did was make me sad.
I gave you everything I had and still you were always mad.

Jealousy grew to the point of alienation.
I had no friends or even family because of your sick obsessions.
Still I stood strong and always followed your plan
Trusting and believing that you would do your part as a man.

But even when you held me, I still felt so lonely
But it wasn’t about me, I still wanted you and you only.

From living with your mama
to baby mama drama
I never let a pause in our life like a comma.

It was all just a motherf**king fantasy
It went from heaven in reality to nightmare on elm street
5 years later I finally realize that you were only a lost angry human being.
And to this day, after all this I sit here as a wife
I pray to my sweet Jesus Christ
to let you have a change of heart
I wish you nothing but the best in life.
I’m sorry we must forever part.
Yes this is a goodbye.
Since your love wasn’t true, I don’t hate you,
but it’s all over now, Justin Boothe.
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Daddy,
You are my world, my life, my Best Friend!
You are the only man I give my trust to
100%
You’re the kindest man I’ve ever met, I will
be here to take care of you every step.
With a heart of gold that shines
So bright, you always bring light to my
life even on a dark night.
Nobody could ever compare. Our bond is
unbreakable, undisputable, so beautiful.
You’re a king, Royal, strong and prideful
I always put you on the highest pedal stool.
With you I always feel safe. I don’t ever
want you to leave, you must forever stay
Cuz who will protect me, and always have
my back?
You’re the one that knows me the best and that’s a fact!
To see you hurt and in pain hurts my
heart in the worst way
If I could I would gladly take your 
place and take it all away
I want you to know that for you, I
would die, I would give up my life, cuz
You are sweet, so kind, the world is
cruel, and ugly, but you are one in a 
million, hard to find.
I thank God every day for the daddy
of mine.
I am blessed with only the very best, you
always taught me respect, and I will
always represent.
Daddy thank you for being the best
dad, the best think I’ve ever had.
Thank you for bringing me

from daddy’s little girl
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the sound of pain

My heart
screeches, like brakes
no love
trickles pain drop by drop
its overflowing
sobs of sadness
tears of madness
the yawns of weariness
need some rest
the screams of fear
trying to burst out my chest
But the actual beats, one by one
keeps on pumping
until I’m gone!

it washes away

You came in my life, switch on the light
Ah it feels so right
I remember our beautiful nights
jazzing in the rain
feel no pain
your clothes smell like gain
but washes away
with a drop of rain

Into this world, now I will always
and forever be your little girl.
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I hold tight inside
it’s no lie it’s hard to hide
sometimes I just wanna break
down and cry
But still I hold my pride 
too high
if I could reach out to the
sky
like a pink and purple flowered
kite
I would do just that and
maybe I might
come down, and finally feel
alright
Until then I’ll just sit on this
ride
smile
and still
shine
bright and
colorful
like a disco light

the silence of my anger

my real dream

Walking on the beach in California, so peaceful and real I keep walking until 
I stepped on the shore of Hawaii so weird, but beautiful beach to beach coast 
to coast then I walk up to the beach house, open the door, and as it slams shut 
click a loud tick and I open my eyes to a cold hard metal blue door.
Jail.
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rodeo clown

Maybe I should have been a rodeo clown
plastered a frown on my face upside down.
I would follow the rodeo around town to town
I will take a big shot of crown
and hide in my barrel and keep them cowboys
from getting pounded into the ground.
I’ll run around swirling my lasso round and round
When I mess up I get a horn in my a**and howl like a hound.
Hearing those bulls snort will be my favorite sound,
maybe this could be the place that I will finally be found.
Even if I don’t become a rodeo clown
I know I am still the best clown in town.

jrock & dd sanchez
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jrock

spinning

Spinning, spinning, spiraling down
there’s no way around it.
No way up, something keeps holding
me down.
Locks on the door, laying here in fear,
stuck to the floor, shadows walking on the walls,
Ignoring phone calls, trying to block out
the voices coming from the halls, feeling
something crazy, my skin crawls.
Heart’s pounding, smoke’s falling, blood
trickles down my arm. Reality’s fading,
love’s degrading
trying to hold on, everything, everyone’s gone.

Someone please grab my hand, someone pull me
back on land, my life is in demand.

Lights flashing, doors crashing,
metal is digging into my skin, 
as I pay for all my sin.
Doors are slamming as I weep
now I slowly drift off to sleep.
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writer’s block

Writer’s block, where’s the clock?
There’s a hole in the bottom of my sock.
I don’t wanna go back to the Pod
where that huge blue door will lock.

Tick tock tick tock.
That’s supposed to signify the passing of time.
That’s what you have to do when you’ve committed a crime.
Time.
Unless you get a shiny dime,
or actually I think it’s a pretty penny.
I don’t know a word that rhymes with penny
other than Lenny or Denny
but that doesn’t make much sense.

Have you ever thought about what it would be like to live out of tents?
It might be cool, we could still build a white-picket fence.
Or maybe we could do that around a cute little house
and I could get a pet mouse.
Oh, you don’t think so?
We could name him Bo or Mo.
Or not.

Man this cell is getting rather hot.
I wish I had some pot.
Introduction of contraband considered another crime
and I would end up with more time.

Tick tock tick tock
I still can’t see the clock.
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wasted time

the time that I’ve wasted is
my biggest regret

spent in these places I’ll never forget
just sitting and thinking about the things

that I’ve done
the crying , the laughing, the hurt and the fun

now it’s just me and my hard driven guilt
behind a wall of emptiness I allowed to be built

I’m trapped in my body just wanting to run
back to my youth with its laughter and fun

but the chase is over and there’s no place to hide
everything is gone including my pride
with reality suddenly right in my face

I’m scared, alone, and stuck in the place

now memories of the past flash through my head
and the pain is obvious by the tears that I shed

I ask myself where and why I went wrong
I guess I was weak when I should have been strong

living for the drugs and the wings I had grown
my feelings were lost, afraid to be shown

as I look at my past, it’s so easy to see
the fear that I had, afraid to be me
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jrock

goodbye

I am tired of losing, tired of taking
last place, tired of fear, tired of feeling
tears running down my face.

I am tired of feeling satan passing through
my blood, tired of picking myself up,
tired of finding myself washed away by the flood.

I am tired of seeing the pain in my
family’s face, tired of this being 
the reason my heart starts to race.

I am tired of living for drugs, tired of
running through life holding hands with
gangsters and thugs.

I am tired of thinking I am such a bad
a**. It’s a mask. I am tired of wanting just
one more blast. 

For once in my life I wasn't to feel the 
rain, can I for once in my life be
able to feel real pain?

I am tired of this life, I am tired 
of having to walk around strapped up
watching the people I care about
getting wrapped up, locked up, shut up,
and lost. God this life has come at
such a cost.

So today is the day that I have to make a choice. 
I have to walk away,
theres nothing left for me here,
there is no reason for me to stay. 
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Here is my past, you can kiss my
a**. There will never be another time
that I put myself last. 

Goodbye to the dope,
goodbye to no hope, 
goodbye to look at
life through a kaleidoscope.
Yes you heard me right,
I said nope. 
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the best is yet to be
I cant wait for us to see

I never expected to come out of this
twist with someone standing next to me

it never fails that you keep a smile
plastered on my face

even though we are both stuck in 
this god awful place

every second of everyday you are
always on my mind

waiting for that 8 o’clock phone call
doing what we do staying on our grind
you are something I’ve been waiting for

I never thought I’d find
that night outside the chow hall door

I would give everything away, every dime
if I could have frozen that moment 

in time
the way you look at me when I’m standing

in line with my girls
makes my stomach start spinning like

a butterfly twirls
you make me so happy babe I love you and

I am looking forward to the life that we
have together

the best is yet to be
thank you for being here to
take this journey with me

jrock

richard
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jrock
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lucky bug & scopes monkey

our greatest treasures

Two boys, four girls
They are our world
Our bodies were worn
the day they were born
Our boobs produced milk
We were ripped in two
We feel like we should start saying moo
But that’s okay
They produce poo
And then that night
we heard their first coo
That very first night
it went alright
But when they didn’t cry
it caused us fright
Oh me oh my 
now they always cry!

Why did we complain?
They’re so worth the pain
when they smile
it goes for miles
Their hugs are a treat
makes our heart skip a beat
We just wonder
when they’ll become neat
Time is ticking
They’re going so fast
What is now the present
will soon be the past
We find ourselves wishing
forever it would last

They are so precious
and bring us so much pleasure
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In our heart of hearts
they will always be
our greatest treasure
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chloe b. 

the ancient sun

The ancient sun is very beautiful. It reminds me of myself. I love the ancient 
sun. I will fall but get up. I'm an ancient goddess of the sun. I wish this was 
true. I'm Chloe. I'm creative and moody. I don't know much but I'm a Pisces. 
I love the light blue ocean with the sun rising. I love the ancient sun. 

I'm in a deep black pit. I don't know how to fill it. I wish I could fill it with 
love but what is there to love. I will never get to go out of the deep pit. In my 
heart. You killed with hatred and depression. I wish the pit would heal but 
when I found out I was bipolar I went deeper and deeper. I was bullied and 
made fun of a lot. I was weird to them. Then I lost all hope in myself that the 
depth created. 

depth

I loved my dad until I fell. My dad made a lot of drugs. I did not know, but 
when I was young I said I love you dad, but then I saw you beat my mom. I 
was sick when I was watching. You are the devil is what I wanted to say, but 
then mom left you for my awesome stepdad. One day I called you and you 
didn't remember me until I said my name. I wanted to cuss you out then I 
went and hung up. You were mad at me because of what you did, so I hate you 
now. I will not be like you. 

hatred



speakout! spring 2015     105

lcdc & csu collaboration

In April 2015, students from Dr. Cindy Griffin’s CSU’s Rhetoric and Civility 
course engaged in a two-part writing exchange with the SpeakOut writers. We 
wrote collaborative poems based upon a shared prompt and then exchanged 
to offer feedback to and share stories with each other, bridging the divide 
between campus and jail. The results included the following “I Am” and “We 
Are” poems as well as some reflection on the process.

I am me.
I am what I think.
I am beating in rapturous bliss.
I am from mountains and rivers.
I am a proud Native American.
I am very protective.
I am filled with 25 billion white blood cells who would die for me.
I am macabre.
I am going to make my life better.
I am looking forward to the future.
I am a teacher and a student.
I am a child of God.
I am eternal.

i am
lcdc men
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lcdc women

i am

I am who I am.
I am high tide, when it is better to stay off the beach.
I am never forever.
I am a survivor.
I am passionately godly and a kind loyal wife.
I am beautiful.
I am willing to rekindle old friendships.
I am amazing.
I am hilarious.
I am so frustrated.
I am the night time.
I am able to show up.
I am a hot mess.
I am no longer lost.
I am not perfect, but good enough.
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I am…
I am a son and brother, subject to and privileged 
with the ambitions of my parents and siblings
Forgiven for my shortcomings,
captain of my soul.

I am an explorer of both far and near,
doubtful of all things certain
Afraid of raising a bully
A reflection of you, 
based off what you perceive me to be
Almost myself again.

I am able to see the good in everything

The comical relief in awkward situations

Someone who gives their all
Here to hear you

I am spiritual without any belief or reason
A college student building the person I will become
Positive dying my hair purple has made me even more confident
I am until I am not.

The voice of the unspoken
Freely bold and boldly free
From a loving family with little ambition
Worth more than I was told
Confident yet unsure
Selfish.

I am scared that I’ll be stuck in Colorado forever

csu students

i am
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Leaving discontentment at the door
I am guarded
Strong because I have to be.

I am responsible for my actions while also being a product of faith
A passenger without a destination
Infinite star stuff.

I am part of the most accepting and loving family ever, 
Even though my parents had less than perfect childhoods
I am loved

I am Sophia, Archie, Ben, Kendel, Hailey, Carmen, Kelly, Pat, Logan, Ethan, 
R.C., Chius, Annie, Mark, and Stephaun
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“We had funny, deep, emotional, sarcastic, and ironic pieces to our poem. I was 
eager to see what the SpeakOut writers thought about it.”

“We all felt like we were able to be heard, even just a little.”

“By the end of our time that day I saw that while we could be conceptual or 
inspirational, we could also be real. Such a diverse group taking different facets 
of themselves and aligning them into one seemingly coherent self-portrait. It was 
really something unexpected. What was more unexpected was the reaction we 
got back. Their response was wonderful, hearing the difference between the voices 
almost like different parts of one orchestra. Neither drowning out the other but 
complementing the experience showing the true extent that could be delivered 
by people. I was so moved by the response prompt, and by their willingness to 
open up, that I did not have words to express that emotion; I still don’t really.” 

“I think our initial consensus was that we were much different than any of the 
people who would be responding to our poem. However, that notion went out 
the window very quickly after receiving the replies and the SpeakOut writers’ 
version of the same poem.”

“I really enjoyed speaking and writing with the people there.”

reflections on our exchange
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we are not

We are not who they say we are
We are not what they say we are
We are not going to take it anymore.

We are not stupid little b*tches.
We are not crazy.
We are not girls.
We are Women.
But we are not the same.

We are not responsible for each others’ actions
but we are not heartless
We are not weak, but resilient.
We are not losers, but winners.
Not invincible,
but not incapable.
We are not quitters.

We are not perfect by any means 
not without fault
not always taken seriously
but we are not to blame for everything.
We are not our parents
not our mothers
not our true selves
We are not anything we don’t want to be.

We are not free
because we cannot afford to be innocent.
But we are not here to suffer in pain
because we are not alone
and we are not here to stay.

lcdc women
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lcdc men

we are

We are individuals
 humans, not inmates
 sons, brothers, fathers, uncles

We are always evolving
 students
 genius 

“We are the new diabolic
We are the bitter bucolic
We are the pulse of the maggots”

We are BOLD
 Bad-A** 
 Against all odds
 Powerful
 All in this together

We arrrrrrrrr pirates

We are living in a fallen world
 in need of a savior
 fiercely searching for our own selves
 drones, mindlessly walking this earth in search of refuge, never   
 satisfied 
 food for hegemony
 jacks of all trades
 test subjects of Aramark
 stuck in walls 
 headed for Global Economic collapse
 invisible 
 sometimes haters, but deep down, we are lovers
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csu students

we are

We are our own people, alive, unique,
louder than when alone

We are creators and impactors on the next generations to come,
nothing short of invincible
In this together

We are delinquent on our loans,
Not what people expected us to become

We are many,
the manifestations of a thousand contradictions and paradoxes,
all imperfect

We are here to grow,
products of our thoughts,
the boxes that contain our own fears,
Hopeful waves in a sea of uncertainty

We are all a little lost, but able to be found,
Often individually enlightened and collectively ignorant

We are wasting our time when excess F**ks are given

We are powerful beyond measure, impeccable,
the faces of our hearts, only a smile away from touching one another

We are abstract in a universal way,
As diamonds are to glass,
Capable of achieving the previously unattainable 
worthy

We are the most calorically efficient land predators,
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Lost without GPS
hiding secrets,
asking for truth

We are the masters of our fate
Comfortable with being oblivious,
The blind confidently leading the blind

We are all trying to figure out how this “life” thing works
We are more than the voices that told us “we can’t”
We are an amalgamation of origins, conceptions, hopes and ideas
We are Unified Individuals
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we are

lcdc women

We are somebody.
Women who have struggled.
insecure, but never broken
unknowing, but never dumb
fearful and brave
—brave women—in society
from different walks of life

We are lost and sometimes found 
We are found, but never lost
We are guilty until proven innocent
We are innocent until proven guilty

We are able to forgive
but never forget
but willing to change
and make amends
We are learning to have each others’ backs
We are willing to communicate

We are having a conversation:
“Life is certain, so is death.”
We are only human.
We are human beings.

We are perfect and not perfect.
unique, uniquely alike, the same
Commonly connected but
Still individuals, forever alone.

We are hope for our futures.
We are our children.
We are the world.
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lucky bug

wild hearted cowboy

I found my wild hearted cowboy
my saddle bronco rider
A tall man in tight jeans and cowboy boots
checking that fine a**through those
flying chaps, as you’re striving for those
8 seconds after pulling the gate.

I’d love to be the girlfriend cheering you on
pushing you to keep up after your dreams
the one you’re waving your hat to after
that 8 second ride.

Be the one beside you in that ol’ pickup truck
barreling down the ol’ back roads
driving from one rodeo to the other.

Our drives sometime may only last hours,
others often days.
I want to look forward to those times,
treasure our time spent together,
whether it’s on the road chasing our dreams,
or at home nursing our wounds.

I want to lasso the heart of my wild-hearted cowboy
And keep him for my own.
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I lost my heart to someone who I thought
I needed.
I thought he loved me unconditionally
but he kicked me to the side,
hung me out to dry, forgetting everything.
He never gave me reason why he left,
just threw out my heart,
shattering it, scattering the pieces.

I’m not one to give my heart away so easily
but some day someone will find those
broken pieces.
One day soon someone will fill those empty
shoes, be willing to love me and care
for nothing but my happiness.
I want to forget you, but for some reason
my loyalty to you, my self-dignity still
has a hold on me.

But someone better has come along.
He’s slowly finding all the pieces.
He’s putting the puzzle together and
with each piece put in place, my loyalty
to you is being replaced by a new
found faith in love.

God has sent me a man with a golden
soul, one who is patient enough to mend
my broken heart.
One that will never give me a reason to
doubt True Love and Devotion.

pieces of my heart
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barrel racing country queen

I’ve been known to be the country queen,
to ridin dirt bikes to scrubbing
a million fleas. Country queen be trashing
up pops corn fields to brushing
our horses’ teeth. Walking and dancing to
something changing my life forever.

Barrel racing has taught me many things
as to patience and very accurate timing.
Barrel racing down many lonesome roads,
always tend to never leave my clothes.

Remain calm doesn’t define my nature,
but country queen is rolling through
my blood stream. And country queen is
what I’ll always be named.

Life’s crazy and yet the boys be long ahead
but please forgive me when you
say something to my face. Boys be chasin
wishin I’d give in just one day.

Rope’s a-flyin but cowboys all they do
is be lyin and always playin
with some old silly string, try to  put
a boot mark upon your broken
heart they’d try to mend your life back
together.

They opened the gate, and I’d come
flying around barrel one,
two, and three, and looking to place
and championship
was straight in front of us.
Judges gave me a flat
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15.8. Judges told me welcome to the
championship. They want me
to run a flat 15.

I’d be the crazy country queen when
the guys asked about a flat 15.
Country boys always trying to wonder
what I’m hiding, but all they
be doin is playing with
their old shoe string.

It’s hard to say when just yesterday I ran
a straight 8.13, practicing makes
perfect when you seem to want things
perfect.

Riding with the boys was a feelin I’d have
to chase because alcohol
would’ve been our next mistake. They took me
under their wing
and we seem to be soaring like eagles.

I’d been told that I’ll always be their
barrel-racing country queen.
I’m a dedicated country queen, to
my lovely horse, princess, to
my lousy country flings along the way, who tended to
follow me from rodeo to rodeo.

 I told you we’d leave together but god took you
 from me, but I’ll be joining you in Heaven one day.
 I’m still looking for my next champion in life.
 I’m still a country queen who’s chasing her dream.
 Love you, soul mate.
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fantasy souls

Lost in a fantasy, when true love rang over
me and, I knew it wouldn’t figure
me out, that’s without a doubt
Fantasy souls rang up from beneath
my toes. True love found me true at
last. 
True love for a fantasy soul left me
crawling up that rough wall, 
beaten and scared never knew it could 
be this hard! Until you walked 
out to your car, you left without even
saying grace. But true love found me
within that safe place
fantasy souls are hard to fix when
I wasn’t even in that mix
beaten and broken
throwing out like the lost
and stolen, but my true love found me
and he carried me through without even 
noticing you. 
Lies after lies you left me blind which
caused me to wreck at least 1,000 other times.
Loves a must and regret we cannot trust
Beaten and bruised, lost and confused 
when he was on a move. That’s when I 
knew you wouldn’t do it too. True love found
me someone who wasn’t anything like you.

Dedicated to women in abusive relationships who end up in a good 
relationship
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Who knew when this began,
How fast my feelings would grow
Heartfelt words flowing from my hands
I want the entire world to know…

My soul is crying out to yours,
Longing for it’s other half,
We could be on near or distant shores,
And my heart would still know the path…

Being separated by miles and walls,
Has never mattered to us,
Using letters and phone calls,
We’ve kept our hearts in touch…

You’ve asked how I really feel,
So I’ll tell you now what’s true,
That’s how I feel for you,
It only took one letter to fall in love with you.

So now you know my heart,
If you didn’t know before,
You’ve had me from the start,
Who you are has rocked me by far…

Dedicated to: My Dreamer 

our love
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I feel 4 you right from the start
When you fought to mend my broken heart
8 seconds to make a sentence saying “I love you”
From the bottom of my heart
You were the only one to know that to be true
And that’s why I fell for you
8 seconds, 8 letters for me to believe that it came from you.

We will love each other even after a moment of being apart
8 seconds until you blew that passionate kiss to my heart
Then I knew we’d never part
I gave you my life so I could become your wife.

Hand in hand, eye to eye, I know I couldn’t leave you behind
Fast to slow that’s how our true love rolled
That’s when our love looked like solid gold
True love was found and that’s how our inseparable bond was found!

True love doesn’t need to be hurried,
In 8 seconds it could be gone or even buried,
Your slurred words, the make-up on your pillow
Then I knew I could keep you in line,
Because you were one of a kind…

Eye blue to green
I knew that feeling to be keen
That’s when mommy & daddy got clean
You 2 meant more to us then something
That could ever come between…

Empty bottles to sippy cups
We knew our lives were forever touched
That’s when we knew we’re in luck
Our boys knew they’d never get stuck…
True love, how it felt when I saw you down on one knee

eight
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With that diamond underneath the stars you see
Getting married to you, d*mn dreams do come true
Thinking and mingling had my mind at fault
Until our souls got set on an 8 second default

8 seconds for us to look behind
Now there’s 2 kids both yours & mine!
Draven & Kolbee we’ve told our story.
Chad that’s when you’re becoming their dad!

Dedicated to: My Dreamer & Our Boys 
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I was lost, lonely, and confused,
Until you stole my heart.
And no one could ever pull us apart.

The day we met, I fell for you,
And knew the lonely days to be through,
Then I knew we’d make it to…

As days turned into weeks,
We’d work through all the kinks
Now you are my strongest link…

You know me better than anyone,
And I care about you the most,
That’s when I got addicted with one dose…

Our love continues to grow
When we found each other at our lows
Then we grew so close…

We’ll never seem to go apart
Cause you had me from the very start
And you’re the continuous beat to my heart.

My heart only beats for you
Because our love is true
That’s why I could marry you…

Dedicated to: My Dreamer 

the way you make me feel
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marissa w. 

addicted

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

When I think of all I’ve been through. It hits me hard, the tears the anger and 
the frustration. I’ve learned a lot and I’ve put a lot into changing myself, but 
in the end I’m right where I started. Today, I’m filling my bowl with the past, 
and I’m moving forward into a new future and a new me. I can’t say the hurt 
the anger or the tears are going to subside. But. I know I can say in the process 
of letting it all go I found me. I found myself. The person I’ve been looking for 
since day one. There’s no turning back now, all I can do is try to begin
again.
It’s going to be hard and yes, of course there will be bumps in my road, but for 
now I know where I belong.
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wildboy

To you, I give my all
my heart body and soul
from bottom to top side to side
You’ll always be my ride or die.
It’s a wonder we fought for days instead of hours. For years instead of 
months.
Enemies to lovers, the truth hit us fast.
Baby, you’re my everything. 
Is it enough?
Yes.
It makes me want to sing (oh wait I do that anyway).
You see, a love like ours in one in a lifetime, don’t turn away now all in time, 
we’ll see eye-to-eye.
Wildboy and Wildgirl always and forever now don’t be going and getting 
cocky or clever.
My love has never died from 16 to 21 I thought I had it all, but I was missing 
my favorite puzzle piece of it all. You
don’t deny the fact that I saw your lies as you saw through mine.
If it wasn’t meant to be I have no clue as to where I would be.
I might have fallen from a tree, but
now you’d be there to catch me.
I wonder what you’re doing right now,
are you looking out your cell towards the clouds or wondering if I’ll ever be 
found
Baby, I love you more than the life I have lived up until now.
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Selfish. I choose my own path and the things I lack
what I follow is more than hollow
I’m an empty pit of selfishness
I am not weak but yet not as strong
I do not envy that same life song
selfish I say
I have been told I am anything but
But they don’t see me this day or that day
I hold the key to my own success yet
I seem to be possessed by selfishness
I want what’s wrong and not what’s right.
But.
I do not wish to forget to fight
I have regrets and I’ve made huge mistakes.
Yet I’m so selfish I take and take and take
I do give freely but remember 
It’s all me me me.

the opposite of me
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It feels like 
the wind blowing through my hair,
your little tiny lips soft on my cheek,
feeling my love’s skin up against mine,
rain drops splashing on my face on an early Springs morning
The heat of the sun, tanning my skin

It sounds like
your new born baby crying,
waking up to your voice soft in my ear
the whistle of a train far off in the distance
the chirping of a bird bringing in the morning

It smells like
carnival goodies on the 4th of July
open valley of wild flowers blossoming in a morning mist
freshly washed laundry hanging in the yard
my man coming home from a long hard day at work

tastes like
momma’s home cooking
the salt that strikes my tongue when I kiss his neck
sweet strawberries and whipped cream after a dinner date
fresh cut French fries going through the drive-thru
juicy watermelon on a hot summer afternoon

looks like
the sun rise and the sun set
a snow man standing tall in my front yard
my child’s face on a Christmas morning
wild horses running free across the Western sky

freedom

sandra s., jrock & ro d. 
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scopes monkey

the story of my life

I was born in 1974
a blonde-haired, blue-eyed baby girl
raised in a family of Christian pastors.
Grew up in a home
where perfection was the norm,
enjoyed childhood though 18
Until I left home
and I didn’t know how to cope.
Traded one addiction for another
One abusive relationship for the other.
lost myself in the process
if I ever knew who I was in the first place.
Bad habits and unhealthy behavior
led me to my ex-husband
who gave me my babies
The only thing he ever did for me.
I left him far behind.
Finally.
But my soul was still lost
many more mistakes led me here
but these days are not how I’m defined.
Slowly but
Surely
I’m no longer blind.
I’m sure
Myself
I’ll eventually find.
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Babies need their moms
LCJ doesn’t need me
Let me go early.

I want good breakfast
Egg & I, I’m headed there
upon my release.

Teeter-totters, swings
Trees, grass, sun, picnic baskets
Smiling, laughing, kids.

haiku
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inside

From the inside
It would surprise
what little comforts
you find outside
Don’t take for granted
because you never know
when those little things
they may just go.

A comfortable home
with a door that’s not locked
A bed with a mattress
normal clothes, my own socks.
bay windows that open,
the smell of fresh air,
cooking in the oven…
things that now are so rare.
The car in the driveway,
just waiting to go
on an afternoon ride
where we go with the flow.
Now its winter
we’re all cozy and warm
watching movies on TV
and eating popcorn
These things I think about
when I feel sad
so remind me now
of all I had
One of these days
I’ll have these things again
and my thoughts will say, “Look where I’ve been!”
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white buffalo

texas, i

Jackrabbit Jackrabbit
Beer beer
the smell of pot
the cigarette
the sweat of your body
the smell of cement

Jackrabbit Jackrabbit
I miss your kiss.
My son Joshua, saying Mom
Grandson Christopher Tomas says bubububa
Finding neemoe
Finding Home.

texas, ii
Yellow sun flower open sun windows
sun all over my wooden floor 
music playing very loud
hanging clothes on the line in the backyard
 the smell of soap
in the air
the hawk flies
the redbird looking down and all around
just to fly away as I
start to sing a song
on the radio I remember me in my Texas yard
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let me go

75 percent
Monday Tuesday Wednesday
75 percent
75 percent
Monday Monday Monday
Can I go now?
Why it’s 75 percent
Of what! My 75 percent
Monday
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avery

past life

The things that remind me of my past life
the drugs the alcohol the shark knives
that smell of skunk
I can't help but think
that there's weed in the trunk
and it's up to me
to resist the temptation
the thoughts
the memories
the tingly sensation
as the smoke fills my lungs
the music bumpin
the sound of rap songs
it gets me thinking
how can I live my life sober
if I keep doing this sh*t
my teenage years are over
it's up to me
to do something different
to change
do good
and make the right decisions
and to actually want to do good
not just for me
for my mom my brother
so they can finally see
that I am ready to change
I'm ready to be free
break this ball and chain
step up and do me…
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Red
the color of blood
the color of death
like smoke on your breath
high pitched screams
squeaks on old swings
when the fat lady sings
Kool aid in your cup
blood on your lip
like you just got beat up
red feels like power
like standing on the top of a tower
and yelling for hours
it can give you a sore throat
but for some reason it feel s good
it makes you feel like you really should 

red
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The world is full of liars n cheaters
Tryin to play the game called life 
doing anything and everything
livin their life by the knife
no matter what it takes 
Greed compels us
it never fails us
it always wins
And takes no survivors
like I said cheats and liars
but it all comes back one day
trust me I know
it bites us in the a**
so?
what do we do
do we change our behaviors 
do we even have a clue
let me ask you
What would you do
if you got taken away
went to juvy  that very same day
locked up at 15
What do I say
I messed up, got caught 
It took a year and a half to finally get taught 
I will not make it
on this dark eerie path
drugs and alcohol
not goin to class
I gotta step up
realize I got something to lose
And it'll be my life if I keep up
drinkin this boose
bangin, wearin’ red swoop
d’ woop 

untitled
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my head in a noose
my a**on the news
that's the sad truth
so what do I do?
do I change
The answer is yes
change my path
to the road of success
and I guess
things will be betta
my life will change
and so will the weather
Clear blue skies
I gotta try
no more lies
no more cheatin
no more games
only speakin
CHANGE….
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ebony

untitled

I always get told, I’m perfect but when I look in the mirror still not knowing 
what that word is cause all I really see is unperfection. I think to myself, would 
I be perfect if I had the prettiest eyes, longest hair and the best clothes and the 
best shoes. That’s what half of these boys in this generation focus on why not 
someone loyal and honest that will take the pain before they reflect, expect 
you for all your flaws that aren’t perfect.  Sh*t no one will ever be perfect no 
matter how much you pay for it. It’s the inner beauty that is worthless that’s 
always taken for granted that’s supposed to be worshipped.                                                                   

Skin woman lost summer days shoes games sweated surprising mystery grew 
most visions flaming walls flesh prison mind felt taste head across crest pause 
rising bone curve warmth reach nervous smiles knowing blackness fantasy 
hear people love you remember if either last only one person find anymore 
certain dead. 

untitled
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kevin o. 

untitled

It’s dark and gloomy outside, like a dark red pool of blood in my mind,
I stay up and fear my brain, it is obvious that I’m insane, when you see me 
on the street
don’t say hi, cause from what I see you are blind. I have a curse that kills me 
slowly, I look at humans and I see bologna, I know it’s messed up, even to 
think.
Kevin likes to cut, but it’s okay.  I can live with myself, cause one day these 
cute little poems will be in 
a book on a shelf. 

Like a cup of water, I am still
until someone takes a drink , and I feel the thrill. 
Almost empty they set me down, laugh and make fun of me
and expect a frown, but nope I’m still optimistic,
focusing on being me, and minding my own business, but still I am Kevin,
and I would love to make you laugh, because I am a comedian not a selfish 
giraffe. 
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Once ago there was nothing but pain always abused always refused never 
once did someone help me I'd cry myself to sleep some time's I couldn't sleep  
scared one of my mom's friends would rape me like last time some time's I'd 
have to give my body out just to put food on the table for my brothers my 
mom would barely be home she's always out getting drunk or partying my 
dad always out doing stuff with girls I never thought life would be as hard as 
it was. 

sarah

once ago

Barred souls broken hearts 
Empty minds and suited men 
what to do when you have no
one around. What to say to 
the person next to you. How 
to feel when someone you love
leaves you. How to feel with 
nothing holding it. How do you
breath if your lungs give up
on you, your mind racing but
nothing racing with it. How 
do you think when no thought
pops up. What do you say when 
words won't come out. A broken 
heart with a crying 
face. What do you say next? 

problems
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Tried saw lady courtroom concept     mental     naturally     death     loved 

ones grave     self mirror      photo black      eye please images    honest self 

listen somehow     numbers     emotionally       ditto connected       contain 

rhythm      beautiful orphans      fragments       together          page psychic   

conscious connections       sweat      work      good point           obvious tap 

unconscious material      figure huge swamp            potentially use change 

instead        beginning experience     less find      rough         test automatic 

surrealists existed        competition rule    method          formula      simply

discovery coming     process     help       know         wanted               needed 

untitled
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Tears
depression
And sadness
Gives me tears
Gives me no hope
Tears start to fall 
When I'm alone
Tears come with sadness
Tears come and go
Tears leave our eyes
Our faces turn red
Our faces turn color
When I'm alone 
Tears begin to fall!
But when I see your face
I laugh
When tears start to fall 
I see things
When I'm alone
My tears wet my face
Tears 
depression 
And sadness
Give me tears
Give me no hope
Tears start to fall
When I'm alone 
Tears 

tears

mariana
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It means cool, chill, friendly
It's the number 52
It is like black
It is my nephew
It is the memory of my abuse 
when I was 2
who taught me to cut 
when he hit and cut me
my name is Mariana 
It means I'm a cutter. It means 
I'm no one important but 
unique

untitled

Angel or Not
Respect or Not
You know I care
through the tears
Through the laughter
Through the anger
Through the life and death 

You are saving me 
You are helping me
You may not know it.
But when you smile
I smile
When you cry
We laugh through the tears

You're saving me
We have had good times 
through the tears 

untitled
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through the laughter
through the Anger
Through the life and death 
Through everything we were through 
through the sadness
Through the irritations of life
through the hard times 

You know it was me 
You know it was 'cause of you 
I saved your life
You thanked me for it
You swore to me
that you would not do it again
You swore to me that 
You would take my advice to help
you in rough times like now
because you care for me like
I care for you
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ryan c. 

icy hell

Look forward, with fear I stare. 
I face the mirror to see that I’ve lost my family. My friends are few. 
You’ve controlled my life, but now I’m through.
I’m finally strong enough to fight by myself.
I’ll make this right. 
I’ve lived in hell with my demon. 
I’ve done your deeds. A life of scheming all I’ve loved.
I’ve lost no hope.
All that’s left is you and dope.
Seeing life smoked through grass to erase memories from my past
with every hit I kept you strong.
I’ve stayed weak for far too long
I’m taking back all you stole 
My life, my love, my world, and my soul.
Today is the day I leave this jail.
So take your demons and go to Hell.
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When I close my eyes, I shut out the pain.
Outside my soul turns inward, and I feel the shame.
Inside I’m trying to be perfect. Trying to be right,
but I know that deep down for my soul I will have to fight.
These demons are coming for me. I am not ready.
I’ll have to be strong, be determined, be steady in a battle I can’t win.
When the enemy is myself, my demons of sin, I know I’ll need help.
But who do I turn to? Who can I trust?
Bound by chains of shame which cannot rust.
I have tried everything. Nothing has worked.
Do I give up? Let go of all the stress, the hurt?
Do I lose myself to sin, lose hope, let the darkness win?
Or do I rise and fight, struggle and battle for what I know is right?
Either way is bad. But I know the path I’ll take.
A better world for myself I’ll make.
I’ll try my best. I’ll win this war. I’ll pass the test.
This is the final straw, although my life has just begun.
It is dark and cold, but there will be a rising sun.
Shine rays of hope onto my cold world.
To be reborn, nothing to lose.
Everything to gain. I’ve made my choice.
There is no going back.

when i close my eyes
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turning point collaboration: exquisite corpse

keep your head up

Keep your head up.
Don’t let the monsters keep you down!
What monsters?  You need help.
Try cuddling a kitten.
Or flying a kite
before it falls from the sky.
But I brought an extra parachute for you.

stay true

Stay true
Never change for anyone
Never change your appearance
You’re beautiful just the way you are
Like stars that choose to shine where they are
You sparkle like a diamond
I love diamond rings
Because love won’t pay the rent

Gotta stay strong, hold on. My dogs roll on.
Just shake it off, shake it off,
Yeeeah
Like the Kool-Aid Man.
He is friends with the gingerbread man. Do you know the muffin man?
The one that lives on Drury Lane?
She’s married to the Muffin Man.
THE MUFFIN MAN?!
Apparently.

summertime
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c.a.

playlist of my life

1. Sorry, Blame It On Me – Akon
2. This Love – Maroon 5
3. Bad Day – David Powter
4. You Don’t Know How It Feels – Tom Petty
5. Would You Go With Me – Josh Turner
6. Why Don’t We Just Dance – Josh Turner
7. Best I Can – Art of Dying
8. Sorry – Art of Dying
9. Dear Mama – 2Pac
10. Lifestyle – Rich Gang



speakout! spring 2015     155

chippy

soundtrack to my life

1. Soundtrack To My Life – Kid Cudi
2. When the Music Stops – D-12 and Eminem
3. Rap Game – D-12, Eminem, 50 Cent
4. Drive By – Train
5. I Need A Doctor – Dr. Dre
6. Kush – Dr. Dre, Akon, Snoop Dogg
7. Cruise – Florida Georgia Line featuring Nelly
8. Over and Over – Nelly, Tim McGraw
9. Bye Bye Bye – ‘N Sync
10. Stay With Me – Sam Smith
11. Am I A Psycho – Tech N9ne, B.o.B, Hopsin
12. Fight Music – D-12

He tried to remember who had talked him into this. 
He tried to remember who told him this ish. 
All of that people he was with had dipped out and said let’s scram like fish.
No one wants to get caught up and go to jail.
They want to stay out, stay high, and not get bailed. 
They really need to keep the money for stupid drugs instead of helping their 
mom with the house and getting new rugs.
No one cared for this man, and he did all he can to make sure these people 
are safe and okay, and he did it all again.
So when he sat on the bed, the man had said, 
“Oh d*mn, oh wow, it’s only been me again and again.”
So when he came out, he shouted out loud,
“Forget you people. Ride and die solo from her eon out.”
So from there on he tried to remember who had talked him into this,
and at the end he figured out it was him.

untitled
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speaking out loud

Speaking out loud
I’m a stupid crazy person, d*mn oh wow
Lol jk I’m here right now.

I gotta let you know 
I’m gonna let you go
I don’t care if you are anymore.

Can…Can I stop right now?
I don’t wanna go on for you tell to me I’m wrong
Imma stop…
Stop passing that bong
Imma stay sober all night long.

Am I crazy
For having you my lady?
I thought you were the slim to my shady
But I guess you were the hurricane that passed through Haiti.
So now you can go on the road
and these other ladies know that you know…

I’m insane, but you know that now,
I can’t believe what you wanted to achieve right now.
You say you were gonna hit that, own that, love that now, huh?
I used to say live what you live by,
But I guess that’s yours, duh.

Well at least imma own my crap
Take it all back and probably be way better than MC’s hammer did.
Can’t you do 
Do better than me.
Who you talking to?
To you and S.C. with your reign supreme.
So let it go



speakout! spring 2015     157

Let all that pain go
and row row row row row your boat
Well you know…

Sharing right now
Done with all my criminal acts
Know the facts
Take it all back
Can’t say it wasn’t me when it was
And I lied -
That crap stung me like a bee
buzz buzz buzz 
I’m trapped in jail 
and all because I wouldn’t stop the drugs
So now I want hugs
and that’s it for now
So now you know

untitled
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megan m. 
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turning point collaboration

1. Gangster’s Paradise - Coolio
2. Let Me Love You – Mario
3. Why Don’t We Just Dance? – Josh Turner
4. Sorry, Blame It On Me – Akon
5. Shut Up and Dance – Walk the Moon
6. Maps – Maroon 5
7. Mr. Nice Guy – Ace Hood
8. Hell and Back – Kid Ink
9. Never Gonna Give You Up – Rick Astley
10. It Wasn’t Me – Shaggy
11. Locked Up – Akon featuring Styles P
12. Just Go – Lionel Richie featuring Akon
13. Build Me Up Buttercup – The Foundations
14. Best I Can – Art of Dying
15. Lifestyle – Rich Gang
16. You Don’t Know How It Feels – Tom Petty
17. Keep Ya Head Up – 2Pac

speakout! collaborative playlist
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aiyana g. 

untitled

The door slammed behind him.
After I kicked him out
I was so glad to be alone and away 
from that monster.
For the first time I could breathe.
I’ve never felt so free.
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david g.

phantom

My mind is a phantom
My body is a prison
I’m trapped in this moment
Regretting decisions
 Another, in silence
I scream from the dark
Can anyone hear me
The world is so far
No place, and no purpose
--I search for my reason
But I feel so abandoned
Like a personal treason
 Against my own interest
I abandon discretion
 I fumble through darkness
To find new direction
My mind is secluded
So a phantom it is
I remain trapped in this body
With no reason to live
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Hey Mama, If you could give me some time
I’d like to steal a moment with this emotional rhyme
No motive, take it slow so I can empty my mind
I probably should be dead for what I’ve with my life
So I’m sorry, for never being my best
I never showed you my potential
I never conquered the quest
Mom I should have told you all the things that I did 
I should have listened to you better when I was a kid
I didn’t, but I guess I learned what it is 
To be a boy without a family or a home to call his 
In spite of all the trouble, the fights, the crimes, and drama
These prison walls took everything, except my love for my mama
I know it’s hard and I could never imagine
A single mom with 3 kids who want to know where their dad is
But a home is a home, and family is a family
You could have gave us all up, but you rose to the challenge
No school could ever teach you how to deal with the damage
You were a good mom, but I could never explain
How bad it hurt that day in court when you just gave me away
I keep those feelings inside, but I guess it’s true what they say
Mama said there would be some days like today
But that was 15 years ago, so its all in the past
But I wish you would have took me home and beat my little a**
So I could have learned something, instead of fighting with thugs
I might have been at home with mama instead of out doin’ drugs
We could have gotten closer, instead of farther apart
We should have had a happy family, instead of two broken hearts 
It was hard on every one, god knows that we miss her
You lost your only daughter & I lost my big sister
So it hurts bad when you say to leave you alone
I guess that I of 3 kids of yours can ever come home
It’s supposed to be different 
Because I’m all grown up
But every year I blow the candles out

hey mama



speakout! spring 2015     163

& I just wish for your love
I know you’re disappointed mom
I f**ked up a lot
But I’m here to say I love you
You’re the only mom I got
& I need you, I need my family support 
I need to bring us back together 
Because life is too short
All this tough love, it’s all for the birds
Life has been too hard on me
For that sh*t to work
All I really need
Is to feel like somebody cares 
& if I make a new mistake 
That you’ll always be there
Help me when I struggle 
So that I don’t ever quit
I never told you about the time
I put a gun in my lips
Even when I hated life
One thing always the same 
Mama I will love you
For the rest of my days
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joshua h. 

my pretty lady

All I can think about right now is my pretty Lady & 
how all the good times spent together will bring us our first baby

Two Virgos having a Virgo baby expecting 09/09/15 thank you God for this 
life you picked for us, it’s so amazing

I have no doubt this woman in my life is meant for me, cause when all odds 
were against me, she stood strong as ever beside me, & kept me free

Now there’s no turning back, cause she has promised me her hand in marriage 
& for this Melissa Ann Hall I will keep my promise

You have my heart, your truly White Angel to always love & Cherish
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angel p. 

some say

Some say when your heart breaks
You lose faith.

It’s also hard to go straight 
if your being lead astray.

On this particular path I’ve chosen

I’ve lied, stolen and cheated 2
Get what I’ve wanted.

I’ve brought shame to me and
My people.

I’ve sought change so me
And you can be equal.

I’ve asked fellow followers
4 Guidance.

Some times their best answers
Are, well __________________

They bowed their heads and prayed 
4 a broken man crying standing a
few feet away.

If these words have touched any 
place of your heart

I believe in you
Whole heartedly,

4 your change is never 2 
late 2 start.
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daniel d. 
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c. walters

her ghost, ethereal

Years pass by and I wonder why
These thoughts of you are still fresh on my mind
I still can’t find a reason to move on 
Now my life’s spent, seeking recompense
Our matrimony torn asunder, I shan’t forget 
Now I’m begging God to somehow bring her back
And I’m tired of feeling all the pain she’s dealing 
If I would stop letting her haunt me then I could be at peace
Yet I find respite through the torture, as strange as that may seem 
To let it stop is folly, so I welcome suffering

Chorus
I saw it again today
Her ghost, ethereal
She beckoned me to follow down the paths that we once tread
I take her hand without question and the apparition fades
Leaving me once more in pieces, standing in the rain

I want her back
I need her back
I can’t give her up!
I must dig her up!

My lovely sweetling has long been withered now
And all I’m left to gaze upon is her corpse
Its perpetual state of decadence leaves my heart in deepest agony
Yet its company I’ll keep forevermore
Sometimes at night her face becomes an effigy
As I recall divinity its contour surely held
Such time, I fear, has long since past 
My sanity is gone alas
In solitude I live my days
Dissatisfied, I wander off in search of her again
I saw it again today
Her ghost, ethereal
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She beckoned me to follow down the paths that we once tread
I take her hand without question and she leads me to my death
Reunited with my love at last, my soul can finally rest
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Lead me to the borderline
Seek a parlay, I decline
I burn your bridges for the thrill
Time grows stagnant, but I remain here still
Seeking justice, fall on your face
I’m not leaving my post today
Throw down your arms admit defeat 
Or run like the coward you are, retreat

Chorus
I’ve been tracking you down for a while 
Everything that you own will be mine 
Skip formalities, take my disease
No choice given but quarantine 

Add my name to the list 
Of tyrants who kill pacifists 
A rightful heir, kingdom well known
Despotic ties, a bloody throne 
This crown I wear with pride, just a portion of my deadly strength
Ignoring the cries of the lost and slaying all the weak
Swear your fealty or I’ll have your head
On this battlefield we burn our dead

Lead the town folk to the fire 
Let them see what defiance brings 
Hear them mumble and conspire
Then Listen to my sword as it swings 
The cycle stays the same 
Never ending from age to age
My ancestors now carry my torch
Dispensing all the family’s rage

quarantine
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A contract written in blood for one to sign
Within its pages is nothing more than alluring lies 
The temptress licks her lips as the sweet honey drips
The victim has no power to resist
With promises of endless pleasure, she claims another soul
And down the path of destruction hand in hand they go
Delusions of grandeur are quickly shattered 
Memories of who he was are long forgotten now 
The succubus reveals her true intentions 
And delivers the prey into the hands of her master

Chorus
Come to me all who thirst for tainted wine
Come to me all ye easily tempted 
Come to me and I’ll grant all of your wicked desires
This contract I wrote with your blood, so just sign here 
above the line
The next one to meet my servant’s gaze too shall be mine 

The lovers lie in bed for a time
Entrapped by lust and sin so divine
Then the time comes when she’s beckoned 
To fulfill master’s bidding once more
Dressed all in black, the temptress resumes 
the role of the Babylon whore 
Regret fills his heart the moment she leaves
As he lies in the room all alone
But alas it’s too late for repentance
He reports to the King on his throne
Their motives were clear from the start
Yet the fool was too blind with lust to see
Now he serves an eternity sentence in a land 
full of weeping and gnashing of teeth

blood contract
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pepe r. 

what a world

Every second, every minute, every hour, the same; who had ever thought that 
I’d be up in this place again. Regretting the past, still praying for a chance. 
Hope is in the future. Just trying to maintain. Soon enough you’ll learn this 
world is a cruel, cruel place. People turn their backs and they talk behind your 
face. Ain’t nobody perfect. Sh*t, we all make mistakes. Take every experience 
as a lesson learned. Respect is never given; it’s something that is earned. Don’t 
hesitate to put others first. Good karma comes back 10-fold in return. Don’t 
get involved in things that are none of your concern. Life depends on how we 
choose to live and what we endure. Never hold a grudge. Sometimes you’ve 
got to let it burn. All that petty sh*t, that sh*ts for birds. Every day is a true 
blessing. It’s never a curse. Only God knows why you’ve been put on this 
earth. Keep family close and be careful whom you hurt. Choose your words 
wisely. Don’t believe everything heard. Nothing is guaranteed in life, nothing 
is for sure. Keep a strong mind and try to keep your heart pure. Love others 
not only at their best but also at their worst!
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the watchman

monica

Our love is a dying ember,
Through the ages, I will remember,
Your green eyes crying in the rain,
Never did I desire to be your heart’s bane.
Attempts to trick myself that you live only in my dreams,
Helps only for a fleeting moment, it seems.
All the years within my arms you spent,
No one will ever understand the love you lent.
You helped me fight m demons, that is true,
Though I traded those spirits for the ghost of you.
II know we will never be together again,
But you must know I acknowledge my sin.
II pray for you every morning I wake,
The burdens of that sin, may God take.
Though when you will remember me,
Know this; always in my heart you’ll be
Monica.
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My sons I beseech you know my heart for you,
That you learn through father’s love so true.
To you, Anthony, the strength of father’s first born,
My prayer is that you may know my love for you was never lorn.
From when you learned the value of work by my side,
To the fine man you have become by challenges tried.
Though work does not take up all your time,
4 wheelin’, dirt bike ridin’, Ford fixin’ country boy of mine!
There is nothing in this whole wide world,
Than a truth of father’s pride as to become men his sons unfold
To Logan; youngest son of tender heart,
Such pride of you, I don’t know where to start.
Could it be that you taught your old man,
A shining example of God’s love and divine plan?
A heart more gracious, pure and true,
Than in anyone I’ve ever know ‘til I made you!
Your generosity is m ore than I’ve ever known,
God’s plan for you is from the hearts of seeds you’ve sewn.
Awesome memories of playin’ “guys” from W.W.E., 
My pride grows with you, from boy to young man you be.
Setting school records and winning swim team meets,
Your tenacity will conquer all obstacles by tremendous feats.
To you, my sons, your birth rights I bestow,
To be kings of Godly men, to be leaders and grow!
Miles away, separated by a father’s mistakes,
Never was it my intent for my love to take.
But of the most important lessons I must impart,
Is that mistakes make or break men and challenge heart.
That though I now am away from you,
God’s greatest gift to me are my sons two.
Never was a life away from you my intent or wish,
My one heart’s desire to take my boys to fish.
As I call you “boys” from that phrase I must refrain,
By God’s grace now two “young men” that right you’ve gained.

anthony michael, logan carter: a father’s blessings
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Not just my sons but most amazing men of father’s pride,
Wherever you go, always with you my heart abides.
No words of mien may truly say,
How proud I am of you young men this day.
And all the days from now that pass,
Until we meet again, reunited at last.
My amazing songs who give me the magic of life renewed,
Your mothers too, I am forever grateful for their gift of you.
Though attempts to define, no words can express,
The love and pride for you boys of a father blessed.
Father’s heart beats for you, my sons two,
And in this way, always and forever my love will be with you!
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mateo m. 

untitled

Babe, as you read this as its written from my deepest thoughts and filled 
with my love from the warmth of my heart. As each passing day goes, the 
stronger our bond. Your feelings and thoughts so delicately tuned to mine 
allows us to become one. Without you I would simply crumble; as our 
L.O.V.E. should not be fumbled. We are a bundle, or so it’s now written. Will 
it be set in stone? The dark roads we’ll travel, with God in our saddle the less 
our battle. Doors will open and new riches we’ll have; the blessings many 
and destinations had. The simple I do’s and countless I love you’s will be said 
to the end. So let me in as you tell me within, its without a doubt nor sin; 
that you for me and I for you. I’ll end this here with a simple…I love you!
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hawg wild

bear

Ever had a dream? I have! It came true as well. I found a 1978 Shovelhead for 
sale in 2009. I got a good price on it because she was rode hard and put away 
wet more than once. It wasn’t long and the motor let loose. I needed a total 
re-build, I also just went broke. But dreams only die if you let them. So “Hawg 

Wild” full speed ahead! My Hawg was going to live, somehow.
Bikers are the most beautiful people on the planet. so I surround myself with 

the life style of choice and here we are…

Fellow biker says, bring your bike over. Harley Davidson is not a cheap bike. 
Not one you can take lightly. Made in the U.S.A. But the fellow biker did not 
look at me, as a man that just went broke. He said, “We will fix it later.”

Today in 2015 I am the proud owner of a 1978 Shovelhead F.L.H. model. 
Motor is now complete with “86” inch S&S stroker kit. Better now than she 
was in 1978 brand new. I still do not have a bank account. But I am the richest 
biker in the world. I have true American bikers for friends (Brothers and 
Sisters). I own a piece of American steel that will not outlive me. Hawg Wild 
Custom Choppers is a way of true life. My life!!! So I suggest you get your 

Hawg Wild on and live before you die.

“Support your Local Biker”
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eric w. 

the overcomer

The memories were painful
And at times she felt shameful 
But from the pain came hope
Because she had learned how to cope
She tells her story to push past the lies
Told by the people she once thought were so wise
But now the victory is hers all her own
The new world she’s created from the seeds she has sown
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It's sad what happens as the world stands by still
It makes life so much harder when you're climbing that hill
Why are people so mean, why do they make life so hard?
Perhaps it's because they too are scarred
To live life in shame, and not have any hope
It's sad lives are lost at the end of a rope
Can we all work together and stop all this pain
And bring out the sun, when we only see rain 
This all has to end, we shouldn't take this anymore
We have to turn back the tide, and change out the score
Because too many lives are potentially lost
At too high a price, and too painful a cost
What we need is to learn, how to live life with love
And lift others up and put them above 
We all need to watch the words that we say
And through things that we do, we can make people's day
So let's put a stop to this hurt and this strife 
And let the world see that we all value life

why?
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alex m.

six word story

Filling holes in me with wholeness
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kyle h.



speakout! spring 2015     181



speakout! spring 2015182



speakout! spring 2015     183

autumn

Starting one journey to the next
I had so many colorful rose bushes 
of coldness.

That, like me, died 
went from one life to the next.

Not making up my mind about
my rage or hurt.

And when I did, definitely confused,
broke.

Deadly in love, I said goodbye
bringing my soul

To every bit of my sad truth and 
love.

I kept seeking that scent, 
that feeling

The red rose of pain, hate, or
maybe love,

The yellow of forgetting or
remembering,

The white of sadness or 
happiness,

And, the uncommon cold-hearted
blue rose.
Definitely we return only in vain 

the rose
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To the kingdom of springtime 
every year.

I was so hurt that the stars
died too.

They fell onto the streets,
stomped on, no feelings,
And I stopped to gather 
myself again,

Realizing I’ll grow back my
beauty once again. 
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guillermo
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jen k. 

untitled

You can look me up,
punish me for misbehaving
between these white brick
walls, but you
can’t take my soul
away from me.
I can still see the
fluffy white snow flakes
falling outside my window.
I still have a sweet 
song playing in my head.
I still have a heart
full of love,
love for living,
love for my children,
love for Rodney, my love
love for myself.
I still have hope,
hope that when I get
out of here, I will
make a difference in
this world.
I am still positive,
I am still alive,
I exist.
I matter.
I have a voice.
You can lock me up,
punish me for misbehaving,
but you can’t touch
my soul.
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tony

untitled

"An arrow can only be shot by pulling It backwards. A bullet can only be 
shot by pulling the trigger backwards, so do not be afraid of life dragging you 
down because what it means is that it is going to launch you into something 
great, so just focus, stay steady, breath, and keep aiming down range. Hooah!"

I heard this quote about a week ago and it hit me close to home because 
everyday has its moments where you lose focus on the here and the now. I 
was focused on saving someone who I felt I could've protected at the time, 
but it was too late and in a situation where I had no control, but as I keep him 
in my heart and soul, I as a human being, I have to keep moving down range 
and stay focused. 
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juicy jae

persephone

Spring brings cleansing and renews innocence
Summer… loving loud while we’re young, untamable, undeniable 
exuberance
Autumn…looking back at our life, honoring father time with pure reverence
Winter.

Here I am
vulnerable, with my heart in my hand.

My heart, it doesn’t seem like much, but it’s the best I have to offer.

Destroyed over and over by my secrets my demon
hides just behind my eyes.

Do I hold it close or let it loose?
So many times I’ve been the one holding my own noose.
Fighting my silent battles
alone I stand.

here i am

It sprouted with my mother’s first adoring words of praise
It dies on that January day I don’t like to mention
The dormant seed was watered with my son’s first step
I am a woman in bloom

self esteeem
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jules

dark beauty

Dazed, confused, lost in a hazy cloud
I am dark beauty wandering through a faceless crowd
Wanting it so badly, but unable to reach
Repetitively, hear, practice what you preach
Focused on things which I know to be pointless
But inevitably time does go on
But securely stuck here to witness evil at work
Blind to chances until they’re past and gone
Anger fills my soul with frustration
Through my eyes this world looks dangerously wack
And dealing with realization of such
Can weaken one’s heart so it quickly turns black
Unable to better my ways is torture
Struggling to conjure the will to fight back
Grinding against the very grain of my soul
This addiction’s slowly but surely taking its toll
Pleading for help cause I’ve lost all control
Tainted forevermore, but have not lost all hope
Learn how to cope and get off the dope
Dreams come true, time to get a clue
Play the game, don’t let the game play you
I’ve played and been beat
Even admitted defeat
It’s time to walk away from these bitter cold streets
I am strong-willed, I will rebuild
From the true me, deep down instilled
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coleonowicz

the girl

I’m the girl who you don’t notice.
The woman who is always smiling on the outside, but inside
she’s crying desperately to be loved,
to be wanted and accepted.
I’m the girl you wouldn’t give a second glance
who no one wants to be with.
The girl who’s not the girly girl
The one who doesn’t wear dresses or makeup
I’m the girl you go to for advice, but never knowing
I feel that way for you.
I’m the girl who carries all these burdens,
never feeling worthy of anyone.
I’m the girl you make fun of.
The one who cries to sleep
with a heart so heavy longing 
to just know what it’s like to be loved.
I’m the girl who is hiding her pain and scars and fears.
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to my love

You are the one who changed my life the bundle of joy, you’re my heart.
I know
I left you
I wasn’t the greatest
I’ve caused you extreme pain
I wish I could take it all away
Make everything better
I know I’m the root of your problems
It kills me inside.
It breaks my heart every day.
These realizations break my heart.
I promise you, baby boy
Mommy’s going to do right by you.
You will no longer have disappointments in me.
I will only bring joy to you and the twinkle in those beautiful brown eyes.
I’d give you my life.
I’d give you my breath if you needed it.
You are the joy of my life
You are the only one I have ever lover
You are the only thing I know I have ever done right
I wish I could have given you a better life
My son.
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to my sweetheart

Love is the way one person makes you feel. Love is knowing what that person 
is thinking or feeling by just looking into those beautiful eyes. Love is walking 
around and smiling for no reason, just because you feel care and compassion. 
Love is being what that person needs whenever they need it, even if they 
don’t. Love is always wanting to make all their tomorrow’s better. It is your 
heart aching for them. It is about the connection you have. It is about the 
connection beyond friendship. It is the person you are able to freely be yourself 
with, because they love you for you, as you are. Love is mostly about seeing 
that person, touching, talking to them makes your world disappear. It’s about 
the emotional and mental connection. It’s about knowing your connection is 
a once-in-a-lifetime connection. You love everything about them, even their 
imperfections are perfections to you. They are perfect from head to toe.
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sandra

untitled

If the grace of God had an odor it would be

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

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

My mother’s scent when she held me
when I said goodbye to my son
and her saying it’s ok Dee I’m here. 
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When I was born, as soon as you held me and caressed my face, kissed my 
tiny cheek, I felt a beautiful enduring love and safety.
 I knew from that moment on I would never need to want from 
anyone else because my mother told me so with just one touch.
 As I grew older, when I hurt, when I cried, needed someone to talk 
to, you were there for me then and always have been there to wipe away all 
my tears pin my hair behind my ear. Hold me close to you and with a tender 
touch and warm hearted whisper you’d tell me softly “everything will be ok, 
mommy’s here to hold you.” 
 Mommy, you’ve wiped my tears away helped me battle my fears 
and worries, been by my side when I’ve gone through life’s obstacles, you 
promised me everyday of my life with just one touch of your hand.
 As you promised from the day I was born from your womb you 
have given me unconditional love, forever enduring understanding and have 
had my back through it all.
 Till God no longer needs us here on earth and our purpose is filled 
you will forever be by my side & to touch my face, hold me close and remind 
me that you love me no matter what it is that life may bring to our lives and 
to remind me once again that everything will be just fine.
 I love you mom. 
 

my mother’s hands
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I’ve lost my way, will I ever find my way back?
I’ve lost my family also my sanity. Do you ever think I’ll find my dignity?
I’ve lost my self. When I find myself I pray it’s not too late.

During my journey of finding my way back, I have
been hurt, beat, had many down falls, close calls
with the law. Well maybe not so close, I’ve been incarcerated
for awhile now and going on 12 months in search of
the person I was, Happy, Free, Strong & Blessed in many ways.
So in my time out in the world and on a journey of finding myself…
 
 I’ve found my way back. With my growing faith in God. This   
 time I’ll stay on track.
 I’ve found my sanity my family and my dignity.
 My new life is blessed and awesomely giddy.
 During my incarceration I have found my destination
 I’ve found God, and He told me in prayer that I never to late my   
 child. 

lost and found
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I wish I could go back, back to where
I was young without worries
Where all I had to do is climb 
Up on my mamma’s lap 
Pull her arms around myself, tell her to hold me
I wish I could go back home,
Where dinner was at 5:30 every night,
Bedtime at 8:30,
Breakfast in the morning right before mamma kissed me
On the forehead and sent me off to school.
Ring! Ring! Schools out
Time to go home yay!
No teachers, no tests
No nasty food.
Mommy here I come
Stop, wait, I don’t think I ever left home.
Besides Henry, Eric and Brenda
It’s always been Mommy and me!
Sandra Dee. 
Still when I’m in trouble
I call mom tell her I’m coming home.
I get there and run embarrassing my mother for dear life
As she kisses my cheek holds me,
Tells me she loves me and everything will be ok!!
Mommy is here. 

going home
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The tears falling from my son’s eyes
The quiver of his lips when we said goodbye
The urge to run to him after they closed the door
The isolation from the world
Only to fall deep in my own.
Vivid memories of his 9th birthday,
Laughter, games, comfort and security. 
Spring flowers and spring showers,
The birth of my baby boy.
March 22nd is around the corner
Another year without my son,
Soon he’ll be twelve and another year
To start without him once again.

Break the silence of something
I shall not speak.
Pain, sadness, suffering, tears and fears
Are all at their peak.
Anger, resentment, self-pity, regrets and guilt
Worthlessness is all I felt.
Now to speak out and break the silence.
Give me one chance to open your eyes
To what I see, feel and yearn
If you are ready to listen now .

Hear me now, break what was always meant
To never be.
Hear me out without a doubt
And I’ll tell you what my life’s about. 
Should I shout it out or let it be?
Are you ready to listen to me?
Or you still going to carry on, judge
And talk about me?
Break the silence or consider my wrath.

the sound of silence
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chacity

An artist sees everything
in every different 
way possibly: such 
as a piece of 
paper. An ordinary person
sees it as a piece 
of paper while an artist
sees it as a
new possibility. Well, 
I'm guessing because I 
am not just an
ordinary person I'm
well…just myself.

untitled



speakout! spring 2015     199

brandee frickin süe

why i write

I write to set me free. I write because I love you, and loving you allows the 
loving of me. I write because it helps me understand. I write to avoid pain, I 
write of my feelings. I write to feel connected. I write, then I understand you. I 
write when the sun warms my face. I write from the pen of my inner goddess. 
I write fearlessly in my truth. I write to make memories. I write to smile 
through tragedy. I write to conquer Mt. Everest. I write and I'm victorious. 
I write to please my angels. I write to quiet my demons. I write to make you 
understand. I write, it gives me comfort. I write with no reservations. I write 
because on this line of this paper, only I make the rules. I write to connect 
our SpeakOut circle. I write of pictures in my mind. I write to be heard, I 
write to hear my silence. I write because I always get me. I write because I'm 
my biggest fan. I write so my children can speak of my words long after I've 
passed. I write, it opens my soul. I write because I have cut you out of my 
life. I write, embracing the vulnerability. I write I am an alcoholic. I write 
because I'm a sweetheart. I write because I like to laugh. I write because I'm 
thoughtful. I write to air my compassion. I write because I'm in recovery, but 
will always be an addict. I write because of your reactions. I write, becoming 
my dearest friend. I write because I won't grow if I stop. I write because I miss 
her so much. I write because I am. I write because I'm blind without words.
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There is a dangerous violence in this hour, a stillness, which leaves room 
for the full soul to open itself, without the power of calling wholly back its 
self-control semicolon the fluorescent light which, hallowing tree from the 
watchtower. 

This sheds a simple beauty and deep softness over the whole, breathes so 
delicately. Also to the hearts and over the brick walls it throws a most loving 
essence, which only adds to mine; one other certain heart knows. True 
love is so very timid, rather be old or new; when one yearns, aches, desires 
uncontrollably to arch one's soul and body while being bathed under the sun. 

Never question my love, my aching, desperate longing for you. As the night 
falls, this sun sets, and up rises the yellow moon; whether come spring dew of 
the spirit, the dampness of the hearts rain; let us have longing, desire, passion 
and laughter. Tis our love that will survive, it’s forever after. 

Your beautifully marked skin; my desires for you are everlasting, regardless 
our sins. I'm beyond lonely; trying to hold afar, woe is me. I trace your entire 
existence with fingertips of fire. Tears shed from absence, your scent will 
never fade.

untitled

Riches, poverty stricken, the less fortunate? Who are you to judge? To rate 
the level of wealth? Those who have millions are often still lacking… seeking 
out… starving… incomplete… shiny new boots without a scratch walking 
to… Where, where do you go when you've been or could go anywhere? 
Usually nowhere. 
Beaten up, fabric shredded, broken shoelace of your low top chuck. Broken 
in, cozy sole worn thin. Where, where do you go when the very distance to 
anywhere requires time, decent weather to walk and even the next town over 
could be your “Dream Spot?”

disparity
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“Success is liking what you do, and liking how you do it.” 

Self-acceptance, self-worth, acceptance of others’ reactions to you, your 
truth, how you stand tall in the bold shadow of your true inner goddess. Not 
panicking over mistakes, looking at them as if they are a mere flaw, the perfect 
flaw, one that is a piece to the puzzle of your life. I can't sing, but I do. But I 
can't. I like it, the rhythm soothes me and I intermingle, enmesh myself with 
the lyrics. Its musical beauty, the flaw of my tone. 
The success, the life. 

Finding something you like to do and get somebody to pay you for doing it. 
Enjoy your walk, your private foot pattern, your footprints left behind are 
yours alone.

success

I let you back in, you lied. Goodbye. 
I allowed you to get personal, you violated. Goodbye. 
You took over my morals and values. Goodbye. 
You stole my sanity, depleted my vanity. Goodbye. 
You made me lie, made me steal, made me cry. Goodbye. 
You made me ugly, made me crazy, made me lost. Goodbye. 
How can you stay, I want you out. 
Sadness takes over. I'll keep you 
only for tonight, then goodbye. 
You make me hungry, make me thirsty, 
you can stay, one more try. 
Took jail for me to say goodbye.

goodbye
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fireballs

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

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

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

last words

The Lies.
I don’t hit people. You hit people. You
Call the police. You’re a coward.

The Truths.
I struggle. You struggle. We all struggle.
The struggle is real.

He said. I said.
I love you.
You’re a drunk. You did this. You did that.
You can’t change. You’ll never get better.
I am a person, therefore I can’t be a drunk, 
a couch potato, a wallflower, a train wreck, 
man-eater, or accident.

They said. You can’t have this. You can’t have that.
Just tell me what I can have so the list will be shorter.

I said. I am getting better. I changed my thoughts
And behavior. 
I am a beautiful person. I am a good mom.
I will make a difference. I will succeed.

He said. They said. 
Nothing. 
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missy mystica c. 

untitled

2 Sept 99
All alone with my thoughts.
Knowing who I am.
Along the way I’ve lost what
I once had and I’m still losing
what I’ve got. 
On my way to nowhere. 
My only company is the misery
That I find along the way.
Living on a prayer that I again
Fly away on the wings of a dove.
Dreams I long to find as I
Try to ignore the nightmares
That haunt me each time I close 
My eyes.
Looking for change ever day of
My life.
Everything seems so 
Far away from me.
The only thing that seems within 
My reach is my own insanity.
But still, I seem to make it
Through each day and the
Madness that surrounds me.
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She is a being with physical and mental power.
She is constructed by determination and self desire.
She stays strong throughout her pain and hurt.
She is considerate and caring,
Unless she is burned. 
She is a being with human temptations.
She has made many mistakes and from most she has learned. 

With her loyalty, honesty and trust she has earned respect.
She honors her friends and family with her gift to love, 
Serve and protect.
She has self control that helps her balance on a thin line. 

She has many hands to back her and is watched by many 
Guarding eyes.
She is always ahead and never behind.
She is a true friend.
A one-of-a-kind friend that is hard to find.
She is a friend that will be there until the end of time. 

untitled

Change surrounds me momentarily, however
It isn’t measured by the time it took to notice the changes.
A traumatic rearrangement of what we know,
And unexpected turn to change and learn. 

Some measures change by impact or severity,
Some by a simple, faint impression or a triggered emotion.
Change is but significant in every circumstance,
Whether big or small.
It evolves and takes place whether we welcome it or not.

I embrace change because through it all,
It’s what we get and not always what we want.
It’s doing better and doing the best with what we’ve got.

untitled
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I am sick of feeling down.
My life is filled with darkness and hurt
When happiness doesn’t work.
Pain that controls my mind
And tramples my heart.
Away from you,
I can’t seem to laugh or smile.
I can’t seem to climb these mountains,
I’m still tumbling down.
Badly beaten, bruised
Since that moment you told me the truth.
I can’t seem to walk a straight line.
I trip and stumble on each thought
That involves you.

I have nothing left inside me,
Yet I still survive.
Blinded and fogged 
By the tears that fall like rain.
I live in fear spiked with pain. 
Pain that has cheated me
And everyone around me 
Happiness and and bliss.
I keep on swinging,
But continue to miss.
Something has got to give so I can change.
I have to pick up the pieces
And built it all over again.
I don’t want to place my feet
Where I am now.
It doesn’t feel like home.
And I am still beneath the water 
As I struggle and try not to drown. 

pain
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tasha h.

my missing friend, windle

The bed across from me is empty, 
my friend no longer there.
I’m gonna miss everything about her, 
from the way she laughs, 
to her beautiful blue eyes, 
and even her gorgeous golden hair. 

The chair across from me is empty, 
my friend a longer there. 
I'm gonna miss the way she looks in the morning, 
her sarcastic smile, 
her sleepy eyes, 
her messy hair. 

A part of me went missing,
my friend no longer there. 
She left us in the still of the night. 
Disappearing into thin air. 

A part of me went missing,
because she meant so much. 
This part of me is missin,
and cannot be healed by a stranger´s touch.
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untitled

sissy paycheck

Hot water vibrates the gentle persuasion
As giants touch the water with big toes
Out of human control
Ego labels to identify the now
In a past abrasion
Damage is done
Has been broken
To fix is waiting for why words to be spoken
Eyes and arms
Hearts and hands
Willing now more than ever
With shock felt adrenaline fades
As an organ called a brain uses mental anguish
To answer useless static manipulation. 
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By: Sissy Paycheck, Brandy Frickin Sue, White Trash Beautiful, Missy 
Mystica C, and the volunteers of the Women’s Community Corrections 
Workshop

The following poems were created using Exquisite Corpse, a collaborative poetry 
game that traces its roots to the Parisian Surrealist Movement. The first person 
wrote a line and folded the paper over so that writers may only see the line above 
theirs. The poems below can be read separately or as one large surrealist poem. 

Man I could write book on the sh*t I hear in the halls,
I could write a book on the graffiti in the stalls.
And I’m not talkin’ bout “For a Good Time Call Susie”- we’re talking ART 
here!
Those bathroom walls ring like Shakespeare in an amphitheater.
My voice is so free it runs out like deer.
Unfortunately my ankles are shackled, so running like anything is out of the 
question. 
I’ve created a diversion and pray for a prince to rescue me.
The Beatles played on “Let It Be”…so I do.

The stars twinkle so brightly in the country,
It’s like someone put buckshot through the curtain in the sky,
Slipping like black silk,
Coming from the worm in the tree.
The worm sits in the apple that fell,
Now he’s in the apple pie, oh my!
Do I indulge with a piece or take a bite out of the center?
It might be best to save it for later. 

Feather boas, high heels, ruby lips and whiskey,
Put all my money in the jukebox, feeling sexy,
Full of flavor like a classic roll of life savers.
My juices flow into the mouth of a stranger, is it I or he that is in danger?
Is he a friend or foe?
Alas! The truth I will never know, I can’t stay I must go!

exquisite corpse collaboration

but what is she hungry for?
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Go, Go, Go, the places I’ll go,
I’ve always loved Doctor Seuss.

Possums sleep upside down on Tuesdays ,
But sloths sleep all day, all week,
And hummingbirds buzz around in mega speed,
But seem to get nothing done,
As their hearts beat one hundred beats per minute.
Is that considered fast or slow?
Slow and low, is that the tempo?
Or high like a single pin through my eardrum?
It’s all the same to me. 

Mystic rain fills my eyes as scattered thoughts swim through my mind.
Heat rush, hands get clammy.
I’m taken over once again by magical persuasion.
The type of persuasion Jane Austin wrote about,
Two hundred years ago, it was all about horses,
With massive hind quarters and manes that shot through the wind,
Like a jalapeno stuck in a cabbage patch,
My fingers are blistered and sore, I cry out for more. 

A rift in space created a black hole,
I’m pretty sure it looked like Aunt Dee Dee’s mole.
Wasn’t it a goiter? Kind of big for a mole,
No you crazy lad, it was a groundhog.
Now winter will never end.
This dreary weather makes for a dreary demeanor,
I need a sun lamp.
Or a Petunia.
Or fleece. 
Hot water vibrates the gentle persuasion,
Each drop hits the symbol then bursts,
Coffee drips in the kitchen,
While he does his morning yoga.
A Sunshine Stretch ending in a graceful Praying Mantis,
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She bites off her lovers head
Repeatedly over the next few years, but two always grow back in its place.

Isn’t she lovely?
As her shimmering hair flows in the wind.
Her eyes take flight on the horizon as it disappears through a mountain top.
Why is every moment so short, so fleeting?
I try to catch them in the palm of my hands, but they slither through,
Like worms. 
Like grabbing sand at the bottom of the ocean,
She’s spinning out of proportion.
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cherry fox

an event with food

My grandmother’s rhubarb pie
was so delicious, before she had 
passed, I would sit and watch her
make it while my kids were fighting over
who got to sit on grandpa’s lap. Every time 
she made rhubarb pie. 

It was so cute, because in the end
they both would end up sitting on his lap
and fall asleep for a nap. Amazing for me,
three hours of complete silence, relieving. 

The smell of the pie was just so superb,
it made me want to make it every day of the week. 

I was thirsty for Kool-Aid
The water here is so bland
The thought of Kool-Aid makes me want to sing in the sand
Kool-aid is so good,
You don’t even need first-aid
I have a thirst for growing and maintaining sobriety
and I can’t wait to play with my kids in the dirt,
while looking for a shirt. 

a thirst poem



speakout! spring 2015     213

sean r. 

enjoying life

I was Riding Bikes with my Daughter; she stopped immediately, got off her 
bike. She ran into someone’s yard, and then started kicking a pile of leaves 
around and dancing. I stopped and thought to my self, “oh no,” a man came 
outside. He was very disgruntled. Then yelled at her, I was in awe, all I could 
think to myself is the difference between an old disgruntled man and a young 
celebrating lady. I couldn’t find fault in either on of them. I had to take the 
good with the bad. 

scribble here

While Drawing Cards with my son Aaron, I got a Lesson on open hearts and 
closed minds. It changed the way I see Love. Follow along with me on an 
empty piece of paper; it’s fun! Draw a closed heart, put your pen in the center, 
make a dot. Imagine love confined to the center of that heart. Draw another 
closed heart next to the other one. Put your pen in the center. Scribble all 
over it, and make this sound vroom sheewww. I laughed and said, “I suck and 
I’m making a mess.” Then my son laughed and said, “It’s not a mess, there are 
roads going everywhere and people going in and out.” Right then I realized 
my heart and mind were closed from the hurt of relationships, as I stared at 
those two hearts I could clearly see one was empty; one was full. One never 
got at attention from your pen; your pen scribbled one on. Right, wrong, joy, 
regret, won, lost, love, pain, loneliness, solitude. Instantly, the hurt, laughter, 
and thoughts opened my heart and mind again. I’m going to start drawing 
again. I might even scribble again. It’s love without boundaries; I’m drawing 
again. It’s a liberating feeling; I’m not scared to make a mess of again!



speakout! spring 2015214

Not much difference between a 
Super hero and a super zero but that 
Little, difference makes a big difference; 
The little difference is attitude
The big difference is positive or negative.
A super hero doubles his money
By folding it over once and putting it in 
The pocket of a child and teach restraint
A super zero will buy drugs with 
That same dollar and put them in the pocket
Of a child and boast about being a hustler.
In both cases they doubled they doubled their
money like they thought. You too can have 
powers like a super prophet. If you want to 
be a super zero, discourage and destroy others. 
If you want to be a super hero build others with love. 

zero or hero

I am Sean The Navigator, from the Purple Middle Star of Orion’s Belt. I am 
a very special creation made with 3 more elements than most. I have one LC 
cell, one T cell, and two DU cells, making a compound element or superpower. 
For those who don’t know the elemental power table I will explain. 

The LC cell or Luck is not something everyone has on middle star; we have 
to make it. There we believe in Cause and effect. Luck is a spark of energy, 
positive or negative. I embrace it, nurture it as this thought multiplies it turns 
into a powerful feeling; hard to contain. I have to be careful to make sure I 
want that thought to manifest into Destiny!

Another great power called the T cell or time travel allows me to go back and 
Change what I’m thinking. It feels really good to know I can change something 
Bad into something Great just, by changing my luck. If I like what I see in my 
destiny through my thoughts then I let time fly; I love being the navigator. 

the periodic power table
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Then last but not least the DU cell or Duplication, gives me the power to do 
the same thing over and over I can use this expansion theory and really make 
something positively positive or negatively negative. This duplication is how 
I leverage my time freedom. This is the only way I can make the time to have 
fun. 

I think its fun to do the impossible. Its not always fun though, sometimes I 
have to fight. Being a lucky time traveler who can duplicate his actions has a 
lot of responsibility! I must effect the cause, after all I am sent here to fight a 
group of super zeros called vain imaginations. They are consistently trying 
to destroy the hearts of humans they start by numbing the mind, planting 
seeds of negativity. These seeds sprout into thoughts like: your body isn’t 
perfectly made, your body can’t heal itself, you’re worthless then those little 
thoughts like: your body isn’t perfectly made, your body can’t heal itself, and 
you’re worthless. Then those little thoughts turn into paralyzing feelings like 
hopelessness, sadness, fear, and then right before that super zero cuts your 
heart out they numb it with discouragement. If you ever feel your heart getting 
numb ask yourself what seed caused that effect, was it positive or negative, 
from a zero or a hero? If you find a zero effected your mind, call on me I will 
come give you a positive brain washing. 
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notes

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

“For sale: baby shoes, never worn”. 

Today the six-word memoir project has become a global phenomenon.
Can you tell your life story in six words?
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