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“There’s a story to tell no one knows.   

A place that no one cares to go.” 
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SpeakOut! Writing Workshop 
August through December, 2012 

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

 

 
Attention SpeakOut! Writers! 

 
 
 
 

 
 

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

http://speakoutclc.wordpress.com 
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From Inside Our Minds 
“There’s a story to tell no one knows, a place that no one cares to go.”  These words, 
written by “Jay” from Turning Point’s Girl’s House speak to the Fall 2012 title: From 
Inside Our Minds. For many of our writers, the SpeakOut! Writing Workshop gives 
participants a place to tell that unknown story and invite the public into a space that 
many cannot imagine.  Renee S. from the LCDC Women's Group drives this idea home: 
"Every line, tattoo, scar, tells a story, to me and for me. No one really knows what I’ve 
been through but me." Though many of us have not experienced Renee's story, the 
words within, the words from inside these writers' minds, offer us a glimpse.    
 The writing within these pages bears eloquent testimony to these writers' 
lives, from the whimsical and comedic to the tragic and thought-provoking.  For 14 
weeks this fall, writers from all backgrounds came together through the SpeakOut! 
Writing Workshops.  Writers came with their own set of experiences, motivated by the 
will to articulate their thoughts, lives, dreams, and passions.  Once a week, we wrote 
and shared poetry (from freeform to experimental), short stories, and other pieces of 
writing inspired by our life struggles, joy, and by each other.  We also utilized examples 
of published works by writers both foreign and domestic, classic and modern: 
Cherubina de Gabriak, Ryōkan Taigu, Shah Abdul Latif Bhittai, Langston Hughes, and 
Marusia Churai to name a few.  Each session opened with writers reading their work 
and closed with writers submitting work for feedback and publication in the fall 2012 
Journal.   
 The primary philosophy of the SpeakOut! writing program is that every 
person has a story to tell; each has words that are valuable and necessary.  We 
encourage each writer to tell his/her own story and represent personal experiences on 
paper.  This work takes the form of individual and collaborative writings.  The 
SpeakOut! Writing Workshops focus on enacting change through writing experiences 
and the circulation of this journal along Colorado's Northern Front Range. 
 Writers worked across four sites to title this issue, From Inside Our Minds, 
which speaks to something far deeper than what we, the public, see on the outside.  
The volume explores many issues such as recovery, love won and lost, anguish, 
strength, justice and hope.  Through the sharing of work, participants demonstrated 
an incredibly proficient and sophisticated grasp of technique and craft.  Furthermore, 
these artists allowed us, the facilitators, into their world, showing us all that a barrier 
of bars isn't an accurate indicator of identity.  The work itself exhibits a level of 
humanity frequently overlooked and ignored, work that often reflects the crucial 
moments and decisions that ultimately altered the course of these writers' lives. 
 This book is dedicated to writers past and present at the Larimer County 
Detention Center and Turning Point (with a special shout out to Mary R. whose spirit 
we honor here) and to women and men across our globe who struggle against 
oppression, poverty, abuse, and gender discrimination by creating and publishing their 
stories, poems, essays, and artwork. 
 
 
 
 
 

Want to Contribute to the SpeakOut! Writing Program?  
Please visit our website for more information:  
http://csuclc.wordpress.com/donate/ 
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Collaborative—LCDC Women’s 
Just Because 
 
Just because I’m a drug addict, 
Doesn’t mean I’m dangerous, 
Doesn’t mean I can’t love 
Doesn’t mean I can’t be a mother 
Doesn’t mean I can’t be honest 
Doesn’t mean I don’t care about myself 
I love life 
 
Just because I’m a mother 
Doesn’t mean I am right 
Doesn’t mean I will judge 
Doesn’t mean we can’t talk 
I am blessed to have you in my life 
 
Just because I am a victim 
Doesn’t mean I’m stupid 
Doesn’t mean I’m a whore 
Doesn’t mean I’m weak 
Doesn’t mean I am your disappointment 
I am a survivor 
 
Just because I am homeless 
Doesn’t mean I can’t hold a job 
Doesn’t mean I’m a slob 
Doesn’t mean I’m a drug addict 
Doesn’t mean I’m worthless 
I am a bright spirited loving human being 
 
Just because you don’t know me 
Doesn’t mean you can judge me 
Doesn’t mean I’m more than an acquaintance 
Doesn’t mean I’m gonna respect you 
Doesn’t mean I won’t confront you 
I am an honest person that’s done getting screwed over 
 
Just because I am a Christian 
Doesn’t mean I am without sin 
Doesn’t mean I am better than anyone 
Doesn’t mean I do not have questions 
I am in need of him 
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Collaborative—LCDC Women’s 
Just because I am your co-defendant 
Doesn’t mean I don’t love you 
Doesn’t mean I meant it to happen 
Doesn’t mean I wont take the fall 
Doesn’t mean you’re guilty 
I would die 4-you 
 
Just because I’m homeless 
Doesn’t mean I’m desperate 
Doesn’t mean I’m a thief 
Doesn’t mean I’m not motivated 
Doesn’t mean I’m lost 
I am houseless 
 
Just because I am in jail 
Doesn’t mean I am unable 2 change 
Doesn’t mean I am a rotten criminal 
Doesn’t mean I am a menace to society 
Doesn’t mean I am prison bound 
I am recovering 
 
Just because I’m a convicted felon 
Doesn’t mean I’m mean 
Doesn’t mean I’m ugly inside 
Doesn’t mean I’m crazy 
Doesn’t mean I’m not a good friend 
It means it made me who I am today 
 
Just because I’m in jail 
Doesn’t mean I don’t love nature 
Just because I’m feminine  
Doesn’t mean I’m a lover of animals 
Just because I’m thoughtful 
Doesn’t mean you can use me 
Just because I’m an alcoholic 
Doesn’t mean I’m not a success 
I am me 
 
Just because I am a granddaughter  
Doesn’t mean I expect cookies & gray hair 
Doesn’t mean I need birthday cards with crisp bills inside 
Doesn’t mean I will laugh at your stories from once upon a time 
Doesn’t mean I won’t disappoint you sometimes 
I am more than your granddaughter 

I am your friend  
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Collaborative—LCDC Women’s 
I am 
 
I am from pain that’s too much to bear 
I am easily forgotten and tossed away 
I am from the heart and of the soul 
I am from my very own 
I am a Chicana 
I am caramel tone & cinnamon flavored 
I am from the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation, 
I am an American Indian 
I am from a broken home 
I am fresh out of things 2 say 
I am solo in my life and journey 
I am from nowhere and everywhere; I can survive anywhere 
I am pregnant 
I am from a loving family 
I am from the box that carries blades 
I am so grateful for the people in my life  
I am so grateful for the people who are not in my life anymore 
I am from an alcoholic & drug family 
I think I am going insane 
I am beautiful inside and out 
  
 
Utopia 
 
My ideal world would look like my back yard 
There would be no bars no chains no metal to hold me back 
Love understanding, forgiveness, true 
Freedom to live and let live 
 
A place where people could mind their own business 
Where truth was there and people stopped all the drama 
A simple place with structure, family, healthy with no fears, 
No pain, no tears. 
 
My ideal world would be love, excessive help with no prejudice 
Non-judgmental, love and peace 
Love for God, no violence or pain 
Everyone would be free and at peace 
My perfect world would be no hatred and world discrimination 
There would be no fighting; only peace. No starving children, only full bellies 
 
There would be love 
This world is filled with the song of birds, melodies guiding the conversations in us all. 
The ideal would be mountains with no pollution and no weapons 
Very warm, lush and green 
Blue skies, marshmallow clouds, no one worries  
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Collaborative—LCDC Women’s 
Beautiful lands & vast forests, no machinery that destroys, love for our world 
We all work together 
No eyes to see the differences of people;  
only the beauty of our unity 
With love not greed. 

 
 

Withmuchluvallheart 
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Danya W. 
Lost 
 
I’m lost within a wall 
Everywhere I turn – there’s a fall 
Knockings circling through the air 
My thoughts so unfair 
Steps, loops – amaze me with no end 
Every corner starts to bend 
Light only shines through cracks 
I’m slipping from the facts 
All backs are turned 
All bridges are burned 
Life lesson still not learned 
Hardship has been earned 
I’m lost – completely lost within a wall 
No one to catch me when I fall 
My whisper disappears in the air 
My acts so unfair 
This circle has no end 
Eyes start to bend 
Tape placed on cracks 
No more facts 
Heads are turned 
Skin is burned 
Nothing here to be earned 
I’m definitely lost – lost within these walls 
 
 
What I’ve heard 
 
Some time, some day, In the future – not now 
Is all I heard as a kid growing up 
Maybe, Possibly, If you try hard enough 
Is all I heard as a teen 
Get a job, work hard, go to college 
Is all I hear now 
 
Was the faulty trail of my childhood supposed to make me tough? 
Just holding everything in made me mean 
Almost always about to slip off the ledge 
Now the truth of all comes out 
Or maybe it’s just lies 
 
And things hidden I don’t know about 
Avoiding my glances, shifting my eyes 
All of this is too much 
So I glide away in the fog 
Careful to step from touch 
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Danya W. 
Laying still on the ground as a log 
I don’t want to move 
But sometime I’ll have to stand 
And not be held tight by this grove 
In the future, on my own two feet I’ll have to land 

 
 
 

Behind Those Beautiful Green Eyes 
 
Behind those beautiful green eyes there’s a story no one knows 
A place that no one cared to go 
A person who no one truly got to know 
You were a person I trusted with my secrets 
You held the key to a door that I’ve always kept closed 
My heart is now in broken pieces some will forever be missing 
But I know when I see you again they’ll return like they never went a far distance 
Like a mountain you can never climb or 
Like a cloud you can’t reach 
Or like never being able to reach the highest peak 
You were my best friend and having you gone is killing me 
But what’s keeping me breathing are memories 
Memories we’ve made together 
Memories I’ll cherish forever 
Like those late summer nights and speeding down the highway 
Your story lies behind a hidden door that sometimes I wish would just fly away 
Behind those green eyes is a place no one will ever be able to go 
Sort of like a story that can never be told 
A story that no one has ever taken the time to get to know 
No one but me & I’ll hold your secrets like you held mine 
And I promise on god I’ll never leave them behind 
I hope that I’ll forever be in your heart that you’ll forever be in mine 
All the wishing and praying isn’t going to bring you back 
But my faith’s what’s keeping my heart intact 
And the memories will be carried on forever even if you’re not here I’ll do it for you 
I’ll be sober for you and for me and for both our families 
I’ll continue to learn and grow like nothings stopped me before 
But I hope you’ll help guide me if I get stuck 
Sort like a truck stuck in the mud 
And I know you’re watching over me and doing what’s best 
Now baby girl it’s time for you to just rest your head 
Arrest from a life that you could no longer handle 
And all I can hope for is that you will become one of my many guardian angels  <3  

Jay 
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White Knight 
Hour of my life 
 
Agony, Misery; 
 Lost, Searching; 
  Hoping, Praying; 
 Fulfilled, Found; 
    All in half an hour. 
 
Free, Happy; 
 Joyful, cheery; 
  Content, Satisfied; 
 Smiling, Bright; 
   That was just an hour. 
 
 
 
A Recipe of Me 
 
One cup of caring blended in to 
One cup of understanding. 
Blend well 
Till you get something solid 
Mix one cup of smart- a**  
Let it sit for a hour.  
Then you got me. 
All in a cup, a cup, a cup. 
 
 
 
You 
 
Heart, soul, passion; 
Life with you is so inspiring,  
Eyes desire to look at you, 
Hands crave to hold. 
Mind stimulated by lustful thoughts; 
It’s you that I want. 
I have a spiritual being with you, 
My heart now has substance. 
The essence of your personality gives 
Me courage to be wanted 
 
 
 
 
 

Wish 
 
Let me grant that one wish to thee 
 To let the mind be free. 
Get to understand that life isn’t  
 what it used to be. 
  Forever grateful,  
  to slow down and see. 
That it was me that really  needs that 
 Wish to be. 
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White Knight 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Guess Who 
 
If you see me, you know what I am.  But to tell you is asking if I can.  I’ll start off 
saying I’m 7in” tall.  Don’t ask me to write anything at all.  No hands or brain to 
compose award writing lyric.  No jogging, or kicking ‘cause I have no legs too.  But 
throw me in a pool and I’ll float with the best of you.  
 On the inside, I’m orange.  And sometimes have Red and green spots.  All 
so have stuff like Sodium Phosphate, Lactic Acid, and Paprika too.  Don’t judge me 
for what I been telling you.  I am liked by so many and loved by them too. 
 So if you haven't figured out who I am. It’s not very hard to find out my 
friend.  I’m squeezable and a treat.  Just three-ten to buy.  If I give you my name 
you’ll know who I am and why. 
 So let me come out and tell you my friends.  Name is City Cow.  Jalapeno 
cheese with an attitude, and by the way I’m microwavable too. 
 
 
If I were invisible 
 
If I was invisible, I’ll play games with you. I’ll be beyond the visual range. Out of 
sight, unseen. But mostly undetectable Now can we play hide-and-go-seek. 
 

 
 
 

Power 
 
P rize 
O vercome  
W ith  
E normous  
R elief 
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Tina H. 
Tattoo 
 
I remember when I got my first tattoo 
I was young, and still in school. 
Surely I knew 
This was breaking one of my mom’s rules. 
But she hadn’t a clue. 
Boy oh boy, was I a fool. 
On my first tattoo, 
A reminder of my innocent days 
Looking back, it just amazes me 
The clever ways 
We could make a tattoo gun 
Out of a few strings 
And selsun shampoo 
For the color of ink. 
Soon to be an art piece, 
Butterfly wings on my body 
To remind me of younger days 
Makes me smile–  
Takes me away. 
 
 
Hope 
 
I can’t help but to wonder if you still care 
I know I am not there but no visits no 
money it just seems so unfair 
Am I being selfish questioning your love 
I always knew you were my angel from above 
I should have stayed at the motel that day 
then I wouldn’t have been sent so far away 
My heart hurts and eyes fill with tears 
My mind is so full of fears that your 
love is given to another chica 
Cause my love is no longer near 
Please Lord help me to focus on you 
losing his love is making me blue 
Damn I feel like a fool 
I feel I am no longer a part of you 
I miss you boo 
Hope you feel the same, too!! 
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Tina H. 
Set Free 
 
My life took a change when I was ten and fourteen 
Raped & molested and a baby on the way 
I had to put him up for adoption and give him away 
I miss and love him and hope to see him one day 
Twenty two years later it still causes so much pain 
Those two a******* are the ones to blame 
I still carried around so much shame 
Now married to the only man I ever loved 
ten years of emotional abuse 
I finally said f*** it I am done 
Single mom living with parents no car no 
income what have I become 
He always said I would become nothing 
I was just dumb 
Pills, weed, dope coating the painful words 
so much pain 
Now I have a needle in my vein 
I feel like my mind is going insane 
Body aches mood swings I can’t let my  
family see these things 
Run away, lies, breaking down just wanting 
to die 
The devil is a lie 
I am somebody a child of God 
forgiven – healed – set free 
Jesus loves me for me set free indeed 

Lombardo 



 16 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

Alan J. 
Addictions Wave 
 
I was never really the friend, 
 a true friend should be. 
My addiction poured out 
and poisoned all I ever cared about, 
All I ever loved, and worked for. 
It was me! 
I see my self as a rock 
Dropped into this world 
And all the waves that are sent out 
To feed my addiction, hurt, trap, and kill, 
All that is ever been good, pure, and true 
In my life. 
If I cared enough about all those 
that I say that I love and consider my friends 
I would be a different person 
Trying to give them love, faith, and hope 
By showing them the way to live life, 
Kind, happy, and free. 
I would be the one leading by example.  
Showing them the strength to change 
The power to over come the hells of this world 
And to help them understand, believe, dream 
And to truly love not only others  
but to love themselves as well. 
I believe god has put me here, 
in this type of life, not to take over  
but to help people get out 
To be a leader? Maybe? 
But to inspire those around me 
To want to have some thing better. 
A better life, better relationship, better goals etc. 
I have friends so I can learn to be a friend 
I have love so I can learn how to love 
My journey here is to be what and who  
I say I am. 
It is to do what I say 
To say what I believe and mean 
Believe what I feel, feel what is right 
(and not just in my twisted mind’s eye) 
It’s to stop the insanity 
That my “addictions wave” causes, 
Not only for me but for all those I say 
That I love and care about. 
Those that I hurt and those I don’t  
even realize that I hurt. 
My “addictions wave” will never stop  
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Alan J. 
unless I start at the beginning. 
It’s a tuff reality and a hard truth 
To take in but I have to stop using 
Although it’s not to save the world 
It’s to be the friend, the lover, the husband 
the father the son and the brother that i 
know I can be. 
Love Faith and Hope is all you really need! 
Me too! 
 
 
Unspoken Love 
 
The simple way she puts me first 
To show me that she cares 
The smile I hear in her voice 
The last bite that she shares 
The way she’s always making sure 
That I have everything 
The way she wore with pride and joy 
Her first ring, made of string 
The way she always shows respect 
To those who don’t deserve 
Just because I’ve asked her nicely 
Never a mean word 
The way she holds me thru the night 
She’s always there for me 
These small parts of “unspoken love” 
Not only I can see. 
 
All my love 
forever and beyond, 
Alan J. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Lombardo 
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Alan J. 
Forever  
 
All my life I dreamt about it 
All the pain I felt, just to find it wasn‘t true 
Well I was always searching and broken hearted 
I was lost inside my heart till I found you 
Can we even make it thru tonight 
Well our dreams they seem so far away 
So many tears it took to get here 
And I wouldn’t want it any other way 
  Well I finally found forever 
  When I looked into your eyes 
  it’s the love we share 
  that’s all that matters 
  Hold me there’s no more goodbyes 
  yes I finally found forever 
  this time I know it’s for real 
  it’s the love we share 
  it’s all that matters 
  and this love 
  this love that I feel. 
I told you it would be alright 
Take my hand and trust in me 
Give to get love, faith, and hope 
Well that all is all you really need 
Is this the life you said you wanted 
Love and dreams they do come true 
So tell me, Sara, are you happy inside 
Because forever is forever is with you 
Well I finally found forever 
  When I looked into your eyes 
  it’s the love we share 
  that’s all that matters 
  Hold me there’s no more goodbyes 
  yes I finally found forever 
  this time I know it’s for real 
  it’s the love we share 
  it’s all that matters 
  and this love 
  this love that I feel. 
To my wife Sara, who helped me find my dream, come true, “Her”.  
All my love, forever and beyond. 
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Alan J. 
This Life 
 
Dreams of reality 
Secrets you can’t hold 
If it’s inside each of us 
Why do I feel so cold 
I watch as it slips away 
They all go on by one 
How could it be over when, 
It’s only just begun 
 
Chorus: 
This life, is it worth living? 
(This life) 
I can’t find myself 
(This life) 
Everybody makes mistakes 
(This life) 
In need of mental health 
This life, I can’t fight  
(This life) 
There’s nothing left to see 
This life, there’s nothing left for me 
 
 
As the teardrops fill my eyes 
I can’t take it one more day 
Does the pain ever stop 
Before a new one finds its way 
Help me to find “this life” 
A warm love that burns inside 
How can anything last forever 
When we were born to die. 
 
(Chorus) 
 
The lucky ones go real young 
Before “this Life” kills their minds 
Searching for the answers when, 
The questions they can’t find 
 
In loving memory of Nikki F 
R.I.P. 
1/7/12 
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Alan J. 
Just For You 
 
I think it’s every mother’s dream 
That her children grow up right 
You try to give them room to breathe 
Although you want to hold them tight 
You find a way to help them thru 
You try to teach them right from wrong 
The tears you cry seem endless 
And that’s why I wrote this song 
“Just for you” 
 
Chorus: 
To say I love you 
And thanks for being there 
“Just for you” 
I wrote this song of love 
To show how much I care 
“Just for you” 
 
Your love’s the one thing I count on 
I know at times we don’t agree 
You sit there with your tears in prayer 
And somehow you still believe in me 
You say I owe you nothing 
Yet in my heart I know I do 
You gave to me your whole life 
Now it’s time I give to you 
“Just for you” 
 
Chorus 
 
 
I Wonder 
 
I often wonder what she thinks at the mention of my name 
I wonder if she’ll know the truth and where to point the blame 
I wonder how she got that scar and what boy broke her heart 
I wonder if she’ll ever know why we spent her life apart 
I wonder if she misses me I know I miss her so 
I pray she finds forgiveness  
Because I had to go 
I wonder if she ever looks 
Into the sky at Night 
And says a prayer to bring me back 
To make our lives seem right! 
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Alan J. 
ESIDARAP 
 
I can’t say I’ve ever been there 
Not too sure I know the way 
I often dream about this place 
And if I’d want to stay 
At times I thought I’d found it 
Until the reality sets in  
Is it a world of make believe 
With no way to begin 
Is this a place where we can go 
Or is it in our mind 
It’s lost with just one action 
 
Thanks to Bobbie Oneil for helping me  
find a small bit of this place in my lifetime! 
 
 
My Political Tomb 
 
As I stare out my window 
My views all a blur 
From the glass  they decided to use 
I can tell that the leaves 
On the trees are still green  
And that the sky is mostly gray, hardly blue 
In the night I can see 
As the cars travel past 
From their lights as they light up my room 
That the world is moving on 
As it passes me by  
Still entrapped in “my political tomb” 
Sometimes I stand  
And imagine I see 
All the beauty just a few feet away 
I try to get lost 
In my books and my dreams 
From these walls where I spend everyday 
I know that one day 
From this place I’ll be free 
That thought never leaving my mind 
As I trust in God 
My prayers and beliefs 
As I search for the happiness, I know I will find 

 
 
That’s why it’s hard to find 
Many people say they’ve been 
But why would they be back? 
I think I’d know if that were true 
Just by the way they act 
So spending my life looking  
Not too sure it can be found 
I’m in the mirror I saw the answer 
Just turn the word around: 
ESIDARAP…PARADISE 
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Desiree M. 
I Won’t Cry Here 
 
So G. is the light in my eyes 
Sometimes the reason I cry 
There is something about him 
That I am attracted to 
And it’s not just because he reminds me of Oren 
No that’s not it. 
It is something more. 
More than words can describe. 
I really care about him 
So what’s the big deal? 
The big deal is that he has another 
Who he apparently promised his heart to 
Well damn that sucks for me 
But there is nothing I can do but cry. 
But I won’t cry here 
I promise I won’t 
Because I will not show any fear. 
Not to these insignificant little b****es or 
Those stupid  a**  man whores. 
I’m not that type of girl not anymore.  
I will not cry for another guy 
Because he wants to be just friends. 
I will not cry because I get hurt. 
I will only cry when it matters. 
I’ll never cry before. 
I wish things could have been different 
Between us especially since we just shared our first kiss. 
If I tell people about us all they can really do is say awww so cute 
But I guess it’s not true. 
It was all a lie. 
You lied to me and I believed you. 
But now I know that I was being played for a fool 
Well damn that sucks 
But at least I won’t shed a tear 
Not for you 
Another person nope 
I won’t shed a tear.  
That’s a promise 
But if I made a threat 
I would say I want to cut your neck 
Because I hate being made stupid 
And falling for another piece of trash 
But I got to just pick myself up 
Because I’m not that type of girl anymore. 
I gave up my emotions and that is that. 
It’s sad that I began to care for you 
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And you were just another drag. 
Ha-ha it is a shame that I wound up losing this game. 
You had me falling like I was a fool. 
You had me losing my cool. 
No matter where I go I will always remember 
It was G. who played me like a fool.  
 
 
Why me? 
 
I hurt inside 
every day i cry 
hoping things will change 
I lay in these beds  
that are not my own  
wondering how i got here 
I live in these places 
with all these girls 
I know i will never get close to  
Why did my life take me this way 
I miss my mom and the two friends i have 
is that really all im worth 
Always alone 
Never to get close 
to anything in my surroundings. 
 
 
 
 

I remember 
 
I remember my first day of school 
      I wore a yellow dress. 
I remember when dad first left. 
I remember when I cried myself to sleep 
I even remember when I wished for death 
I remember 6th grade 
      How I never shed a tear 
I remember 8th grade 
      How I GAVE into all my fears 
I remember my first time cutting 
      OH the intense pleasure 
I remember being raped 
I remember the things that Hurt 

      the most and made me who I am 
      today. 

 
 

Six-word Memoir 
We fought.  You left.  I followed. 
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Desiree M. 
Runaway Love Remix 
Adapted from “Runaway Love” by Ludacris and Mary J. Blige 
 
See I was only six years old 
Already trying to figure out why the world is so cold 
Why that older guy wanted all my goodies 
Why I wanted death when I was barely living 
I got stuck up in this world on my own 
Trying to figure out why hell was my home 
 
Runaway love  
I’m sitting here 13 years old 
Still living in this hell I always called home 
Becoming more aggressive with every day that passes 
Watching my friends get f***ed up in the kitchen 
Dying on the inside crying on the out 
Only 3 people really knew what I was about 
Their names were Charles, Tejon, and Stenson 
Until one day Tejon got shot 
Now there’s only two who know what I’m about 
Until the time they both got shot 
Drive by bullets went stray up on their blocks 
Now I’m stuck up on the world on my own 
Trying to figure out why the world is so cold 
Why I’m all alone and nobody seems to like me 
Alcoholic boyfriend always wants to strike me 
He abused me left me with some bruises 
People ask questions I make up excuses 
Crying on the inside cutting on the out 
 
Runaway love 
 
See I’m stuck up in the world on my own 
Trying to figure out why hell is my home 
I was 14 when I first got pregnant 
We were using no protection we were using no glove 
Living for today and not tomorrow’s satisfaction 
The father stood by while I carried his kid 
But his cousin grew jealous 
He pushed me down the stairs 
And that’s all I remember 
I woke up with these tubes out my arms 
I asked what the hell is going on 
The doctor said I just lost my baby 
Now I’m lying in my bed all alone 
Trying to figure out why hell is my home 
And now I feel there is nothing left to do but pack 
Because I’m about to run away and never come back!!!!!!!!  
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Now You’re Gone 
 
Hello old friend 
how long has it been 
we were never close 
but were more than friends 
You left unexpected 
You came and you went 
I miss you while you’re gone 
When will you come back 
I hope I see you again 
Please don’t stay gone 
For longer than needed 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
When you left me 
my heart went Frail 
I feel incomplete 
Now that you’re gone 
it’s too dark at night 
it’s constantly cold 
and nothing seems right 
Now that you’re gone 
I can’t help but yearn 
for the love we had 
And the day you’ll return.  
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Never Knowing 
 
The pain intense 
Unbearable even 
And still I sit and smile 
I wonder each night 
am I ok 
am I hurt worse 
I hum to myself 
As tears silently follow 
I hum 
I'm a survivor 
I will live 
I am ok.  It will go away 
I wipe my tears  
and ask for my meds 
Hoping, praying 
That they will drown out 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
this pain 
my meds are down 
I’m lying around 
As Darkness creeps upon me 
Should I Go 
Should I stay 
Should I surrender and pray 
Give into the Darkness 
Or fight for the light 
I know I should’ve stayed to fight 
But I chose  
to give up the light 
Now I'm asleep 
As Darkness surrounds me 
with me never knowing  
If I will break free 
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DAN, DAN, DA, Bible man 
 
Here to save the day 
24 hours and too 
much 2 say… 
first stop, bring the bibles 
back to school then  
maybe our kids will  
grow up knowing what 
to do…next stop 
Politics just will not do 
not with fool number 1 & fool number 2 get the US economy back  
on track  
Change the way  
our money is exchanged 
bring back Mr. Lincoln's 
mighty strong Green 
backs. Next fix the  
American family back 
to where it once belonged 
bring mom & dad back 
to a bible friendly 
home. DA, DA, DA  
Bible man saved the day 
Only 24 hours, much more 
to do, on Day #2. 
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I Remember 
 
I remember…the first apartment with me and my children alone 
I remember everything had a place and it made a very neat home 
I remember although I was single I never felt alone 
I remember the sound of their laughter 
I remember the morning routine 
I remember their kisses goodnight 
I remember the fear of our very first night 
I remember the way we grew so close 
I remember their love the most 
I remember how awful if be it when their arms I no longer felt around me. 
 
 
Just Because I am a Christian 
 
Doesn’t mean I am without sin 
Doesn’t mean I’m better than anyone 
Doesn’t mean I’ve got it all figured out 
Doesn’t mean I don’t have questions 
Doesn’t mean I’m a martyr 
Doesn’t mean I’m out to change who you are 
Doesn’t mean you should be afraid to approach me 
Just because I am a Christian doesn’t mean I am afraid to let my light shine in this Dark 
world Sometimes God is all I got 
 
 
Self 
 
What's at the root of my writing self? Hoping the writing will give me help? Help to 
understand the best of me. Understand the different parts of me. Scary stuff of the past 
memories that will always last. Emotions of days long gone by. Days I’ve smiled, days I’ve 
cried. Daddy’s little girl to mommy’s little boy. My life’s stories that have flied right on by. 
 
Society says that women should be 6’0” and 115 lbs. me I like my self a little more round. 
145 that's perfect for me with my boobs a nice 38D not to much belly and a nice round  a**  
and legs they say go all the way up and compliment my lil round  a** .  
 
Long neck and a pretty lil face and a walk that speaks of a stylish Grace. Eyes a pretty deep 
sea green and an attitude that sweet not mean. But the nicest thing a bout me is the way 
my heart loves to give love, and kindness, through and through, and the best thing about 
me is the way I can love you! 
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I Am 
 
I am a lightning bug 
Attracting others to the light 
running from the Jars trying 
to contain my light 
 
I am a lamp 
leading the way  
One by land two by sea 
 
I am the dot way up 
in the heavens above 
twinkling to songs sung 
by little children 
 
I am the absence of  
Darkness 
Shining for all to see 
Eclipse could only contain  
me. 
 
I am comforting on a cold day 
warming the coldest parts of you 
tanning and burning a few 
I am light 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
So She Says 
 
My legs go up and make an a** out of myself. Finding Jeans for these legs wow that’s hard 
to do and shorts look much shorter on me than you. A friend of mine calls me a giraffe. I tell 
her to kiss my Lilly white a** she just jealous cause she’s big boned or so she says I think 
she just wants the greens from the top of the tree or maybe see just wants my double D’s. 
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Skinny Mini Jenny 
 
Tall and Skinny so much they made a new Skinny Jenny Joke everyday in school 
Jenny has to jump around in the shower to get wet and her curly hair always looks a mess. 
 
Later in life after much more abuse She dyed her hair and tried eating everything in sight. 
but now she no longer felt pretty inside 
 
Still later in life and after a divorce or two, Jenny decided that way just couldn’t do so she 
wrote and affirmation to herself. She read it every day as she got ready in the mirror and 
started to think to herself – Yes I do matter I care and from the inside out she started to see 
herself in a whole new light. Read to Journey into A whole new life! 
 

Open Art 

 
My mind is a white canvas 
awaiting my paintbrush 
to fill its space. 
My different problems define 
how my paintbrush is held. 
My thoughts of everything in 
my life are colors. 
The thickness is dependent on 
how I react to problems. 
My memory defines 
the darkness of the color. 
My mind is so 
Indifferent with how the 
paint goes on. 
Anger splattered across the  
canvas while Mellow, a very 
consistent line. 
My mind, an open art  
book filled continuous every day. 
So, many different images fill it. 
But just like any artist, some artwork I’m 
not proud of.  

KittyKat 
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So Stubborn 
 
I’ve got my mind set  
and it’s not going to change.   
Once I decide something  
there’s no going back.   
I’m not going to do what  
you want me to do,  
because I already decided  
not to. 
 
Right away I said no,  
so that’s how it’s going to go.   
I know that it’s not the  
best choice. 
 
I wish I could go back  
in time, 
and change my decision.   
But it’s too late;  
I’m not going to change  
my mind. 
 
I’ve always been this way.   
I give you my answer then  
there’s nothing else to say.   
I’ve tried to change my ways  
but being stubborn seems  
so strange. 
 
It gets me in a bind  
all the time. 
But like I said, I don’t  
change my mind. 
 
It’s like black + white.   
If I choose dark  
there is no such thing  
as light. 
Things will never again  
be bright.   
 
That’s just how it is,  
it can be bad + it could  

but I don’t think it will  
ever change,  
even though sometimes  
I wish it would.  

Lombardo 



  SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 - 33 

SweetCheeks 
Candies, Cookies & Brownies 
 
I’d love to run with melting  
runny ice cream that’s trickling down off my cone; 
it drips down into my big  
bowl of candy.  A rainbow  
pool of skittles that I’m  
swimming laps in. 
 
I get cold and swimming  
gets old so I would like to  
get out and warm up in  
a bed of freshly baked cookies.   
But even better than cookies:   
the smell of brownies  
enchants me + consumes my mind.   
I want to sink  
down into the bottom of the  
pan, melting with the  
chocolate chips, blending  
into the brownies. 
 
I love these foods.  My tummy  
is full of them, but I want  
them to be full of me. 
But there is something missing.   
Of course, it’s the donuts.   
There is always room for  
them in my stomach.   
But is there room for me?   
There is a room full of  
donuts and I have to get  
in.  There is only one  
way: to eat my way in.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I Can Feel 
 
Lying here as still as I can be, 
I feel so stuck yet 
I feel so free. 
I don’t care about anybody, 
I don’t care about anything. 
I just want to party + dance, 
I want to sing + scream. 
I’m numb + I can’t move, 
but I can feel the music, 
I can feel the groove. 
And everyone’s emotions too. 
Things are intense; 
Living on the edge 
Living in suspense. 
Everything just seems so crazy, 
But I don’ know why. 
I’m just lying on the couch, 
but I feel like I can fly 
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No 
 
You tried to tell me no. 
Sorry to say so, but I won’t accept no! 
Give me the answer I want or else just go. 
Hurry up, don’t be slow. 
Stop thinking about what’s right or wrong. 
OK . . .no?  
Well, then hurry along . . . out you go. 
I’m done with you.  
Time for something new 
like a pair of new shoes.  
I grew out of you. 
Give me something better. 
I’m sick of this season;  
change the weather. 
Hot got old; give me cold. 
You’re plain and boring,  
I need something 
that sticks out, something bold. 
No more quietness, I need to shout! 
I’m done being held back  
          by the word “no.” 
I need to get out. 
I’m sick of high expectations, being 
limited and being told  
          “No, that’s wrong.” 
Let’s change that s***. 
I want to listen to a different song. 
You know what,  
I want to do something that’s wrong 
I want to just go on my own. Be alone. 
F*** s*** up. 
When I go home I don’t want to 
come back to you. Please just give me 
something new. 
All because you told me no. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Alien and the Prince 
 
There once was an alien from outer space. 
He came to Earth and it was a weird place. 
He had to disguise himself and hide his face, 
or else, surely he would be a disgrace. 
 
Walking one day he came upon a castle. 
To get inside it was a hassle. 
The prince that lived there was an  a****** 
and this alien wasn’t very rational. 
 
So one day there was a thunder storm. 
And the temperature was still very warm. 
So the alien dressed like a sexy lady 
because he knew that the prince liked porn. 
And when the prince looked out the window, 
boy did the alien make him swarm. 
 
The prince was lured out. 
He hollered a shout, 
and the alien hit him with a spout. 
Then ran inside, locked him out, and 
the prince was left to pout. 
 
When the alien got in 
he undressed then dressed like him. 
And from then on he was the 
prince, but he didn’t win. 
The old prince found him and shot 
Him in the shin! 
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What do I want to write about? 
 
I will be writing a lot of a story of a little baby boy who wears his mother’s pretty green 
eyes. How the times they shared were oh so sad. The night she held him while they said 
goodbye to the biggest star in both of their lives. Like a flash she was gone and the 
mother took flight, she flew so high she dropped the little baby boy who still is 
somewhere crying for her alone with his mama’s pretty green-sad-eyes. 
 

 
The Stages of My Meth Abuse 
 
Smokin smoking smokin 
is all I can do, runnin 
Runnin runnin from the pain 
I got from you, smokin 
smokin smokin is all I  
need to be, runnin runnin 
runnin away from all the pain – away from  
everyone who just won’t  
let me grieve.  I’m here 
smokin smokin smokin 
     So I don’t have to  
     breathe, runnin runnin 
  runnin never face the 
     grief never have 
        compassion never truly  
          grieve. 
 
 
 

The Lazy Blue 
 
     Maybe it’s true and I am  
     guilty and I acted like a  
     stupid fool probably didn’t  
deserve a sentence away from  
my baby boo woo woo.  He uses his 
colors of deep dark blue to 
take my little light fade and hurt 
me, The cruel Black darkens me I can’t see. 
I’m scared, I’m sad, why do I 
make you mad?  Sometimes I wonder 
what’s the worst of these two, to be  
abandoned by my love not true? 
Or to be treated like I’m nothing 
by the lazy man in 
blue?  No matter what the 
course I sail it with all of 
you.  You don’t have to be so  
mean to me.  Your only power  
is the color blue. 
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Favorite Movie 
 
a love story –  
Something gory –  
pornographic, 
f***ing tragic! 
pigs blood and Prom dresses, 
Something where a cop confesses –  
gay cowboys, 
and real live toys, 
makes me cry –  
and wonder why –  
action packed 
with a guy named Jack. 
poor white girl 
in a cold cruel world –  
AND…. Something about an 
Evil Bunny and time travel!? 
 
 
Remember… 
 
I remember the bottom of the Ocean, 
running my fingers through the sand. 
I remember wanting to die there, 
never returning to land 
I remember running away, 
I didn’t know what from. 
I remember people saying to me, 
the best is yet to come. 
I remember my first kiss… 
 that guy was a d***! 
 
 
 
Lost 
 
     there is a place, 
a place in my soul… 
black as your eyes, and I feel so alone. 
     I stand here naked, a bag full of bones… 
following a path, but I have no home. 
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 38 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

Renee S. 
Meow Mix 
 
Hey… does anybody know what  
that shredded stud we have for 
lunch sometimes is?..... 
I think it’s cat food. 
It really doesn’t taste all that  
bad, but it can’t be that good 
for ya…. 
My best friend’s dad ate a can  
of king cuts once when he was 
drunk – (that’s dog food) – and he 
turned out ok. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
For Francis 
 
Lafayette, La – in the driveway of my first  
home… Lying on the cold pavement with  
my mother… Staring up at the sky….  
…Holding Hands. 
“Wake up” a voice called to me in the darkness  
of my room.  “I have something to show you.”   
tired and drunk from sleep, I stumble to my  
mother… quietly, not to wake brother and  
sister.  She takes me outside.  lays down  
on the pavement out front of our home, and  
says… “this is for you.”  with a crooked smile, 
as if it really was.   
it was beautiful!  I had never seem  
so many stars.  it was the first…  
and last time I truly felt loved. –  
even though she’s gone… I will always  
be her little star, and on dark starry  
nights… I look for her… and remember. 

-Some-body- 
 
Some people say I have a nice 
body for my age… 
what does that mean anyway? (for my age) 
I mean… I guess it’s ok. 
every line, tattoo, scar, tells a story, 
to me and for me. 
no one really knows what it’s been  
through but me. 
in a way – it is my own perfect, 
beautiful disaster… and sometimes 
it makes me giggle when I see 
it with no clothes on. 
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24 hours to save the world 
 
I, remarkable being of greatness, is choosing to give 
eternal life to our decaying planet.  Through love and 
cleanliness I can provide the ever needed tools to 
prevent the loss of all we know.  This world is crumbling 
due to hostility, anger, violence.  To save the world in my 
eyes will be looking at the world from a new perspective, 
a child’s.  Naïve and Peaceful.  As Gandhi said – to 
achieve real peace we must start with the children. 
 
 
 
My Nightmare 
 
Dreaming, while indulging in the warmth of the hands belonging to a soul I feel in love with.  
Previous anger immediately dissipating, yet too stubborn to give in to the smile spreading 
across my face… A surrounding, echoing blur of darkening orange.  Two worlds.  Two 
perspectives.  One arrest.  Two lovers.  Freedom lost to metal bracelets bound ALWAYS 
together by chains.  Communication lost.  Worldless events of an unreal level witnessed 
through never closing eyes. 
 
 
Scar Stories 
 
Blissful Beginnings ignited from desperate desires 
 Beautifully hideous 
Lustful Lies against rambunctious realities 
 Unspoken noise 
Endless Ecstasy accompanies countless criticisms 
 Tragic miracles 
Swollen Secrets revealed in fictional faces 
 Terrorizing serenity 
Taunting Tracks disguised as picturesque purples 
 Enticing dread 
Illegal Innocence leading to forgotten fantasies 
 Relentless forgiveness 
Mesmerizing Memories overcome nurturing neglect 
 Fierce weakness 
Elegant Events peeved by lonely legends 
 Lessons incomprehensive 
Persistent Passions relying on optional optimism 
 Youthfully aged 



 40 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

M.B. 
321 Words 
 
It’s a dark and storming morning and I roll over and lie on my back staring up at the bottom 
of the bunk. I am laying in a full green uniform. My boots are still on my feet from the night 
before, completely polished. I know there still shined caused I see them in the dim light. As 
I stare at the bottom of this bunk I know there are pictures taped. I can hear the slight 
drizzle of the rain from the night before. CLUNK, CLUNK, CLUNK, the lights come on.  
 “Up at at’em you lazy piece of frog poop. What you think this is, day care for 
adults, says the sergeant.” 
 I roll out of bed and stand in front of my bunk. My bunky stands to the left of me. I 
notice that the Sgt. Starts to sashay down the middle of the barracks, and realize that he is 
in a foul mood. He stops and turns towards me. 
 “What are you smiling at inmate 116921.” 
 “Forgive me Sgt., but I think you have me mistaken, I wasn’t smiling.” 
 “You giving me lip, son. Drop and give me 50 push-ups, and for the rest of you 
slugs, we’ll be running two miles soon as Mr. 116921 is done.” 
 I get done and do my fifty push-ups. Soon as I am done we all head out. I see that 
the sun is just peaking over the mountains. As we start to run our two miles we hear the 
Sgt. “better do this under twenty minutes or you won’t be eating breakfast.” As sweat 
starts running down my face, I can feel the warmth of the sun and I hear in the distance 
splashing and screaming and I come awake with a jolt realizing that I am laying on the 
beach hearing my nephews and niece playing. 
 I think look down and realize I’m still wearing my boots… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Memories 
 
I haven’t seen her since I was sixteen. 
Short curly white hair, blazing blue eyes 
Filled with love and recognition. 
Circles under her eyes. 
As I sit on my knees and embrace her 
In a big hug not knowing it was the last  
Time I was going to see her. 
Only good memories, especially the ones  
where she is so shocked at how tall I am  
And seeing that big wonderful smile on her face. 
I LOVE you Grandma. 

 
 
 



  SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 - 41 

M.B. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
151 
 
151, oh what a drink 
 
Wait a minute, I wouldn’t know, I’ve been dead sober for 11 yrs.. 
 
 Wow, such a long time, hopefully I can do it again, but without 4 brick walls and 
 people telling me what to do; Amazing what jail does to you. 
 
151 that's how many days I have left and still don’t know what to do. 
I have a general idea on where I want to go, but how can I do that when I’m scared to get 
out of here. 
 
 Odd as it sounds, it’s quite true, so I guess I won’t be so down and blue. 
 
151 counting down the days, Thankfully when it’ll be over  
Maybe I’ll live my life a little slower. 
 
 They say it’s hard to live free and clear or is it easy, I don’t really know or care. 
 
I do know one thing though, once I’m done I’m done and I’m thankful for that, cause, after 
16 years of doing the same old s***, I sure as hell won’t be coming back. 
 
151 Days left~ 
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A Scary Night 
 
It’s dark and bitter cold as I descend down the hill to the woods below.  The moon is full 
and bright, but are covered in clouds.  I know with this wind it will soon come into view.  I 
can’t really see where I am going, as I just woke from a slumber, but my eyes are adjusting 
to the dull darkness.  As I enter the 
woods, I faintly see that there is no path 
available.  I enter, hearing all different 
sounds: crickets humming, a fox 
prowling across the forest floor for prey, 
and my hear, which I know anybody, if I 
wasn’t along, could hear.  It’s a lot 
darker now that I am beyond the 
premise of the hill and inside the woods.  
Just entering my eye catches a flicker.  I 
turn and head in the direction of the 
light.  Moving slowly but not quietly, 
considering I’m alone, I approach and 
hear in the distance, “An eyeball for 
taste, some rabbit’s blood for flavor, and 
some pine needles to mask both.  I hope 
some poor hopeless, soulless human 
comes along to try this concoction.  He 
he he he he” 
 SNAP.  I freeze.  I see a fire and 
what looks like a big black pot above a 
fire.  “Whim bam boom, ala-ca-zam, I 
know that someone is out there, so you might as well come closer.” 
 Stunned and a little scared I wait a heart beat before coming closer. 
 “Well hello my pretty, do come closer so I may see you better.” 
I walk forward and finally see who is speaking.  It’s an old ragged lady, skin clinging to her 
face, a big fat mole on the end of her pointed nose.  Skeleton looking hand, fingernails long 
and pointy, covered in dirt and dried blood, dressed fully in black and wearing a black 
pointy hat.  I know from stories that this is supposed to be a witch, but it can’t be, I tell 
myself.  Witches aren’t real.  I allow my eyes to scan the area around the fire and notice a 
broom and a pumpkin, which is carved into a witch flying a broom in front of a moon.  Then 
I hear a shrill again.  I know it’s not coming from the person in front of me, so I look up and 
see, to my amazement that there is another person flying in the sky, passing in front of the 
full moon that has come out from the clouds. 
 “Don’t worry my pretty, just my sister on a night ride.  She’ll be back in a little.” 
 Before I know it, I am sitting on the ground and staring at the big black pot over a 
fire.  I realize I am the poor hopeless, soulless human that’s going to try that frightful 
concoction that’s cooking.  I tell myself to get up and leave, but every time I do, my mind 
clouds over.  I remain sitting, staring at the flames, hypnotizing me to stay exactly where 
I’m at.  The next I notice is the sound of shuffling out in the distance and that the first witch 
is back over the pot, stirring it with a large bone, covered in bright red blood and flesh 
hanging off of it.  I am so revolted by the sight that it’s by sheer will I don’t empty my 
stomach at my feet. 
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 “Ah, Percella, I see that you’re whipping up one of your concoctions again.  What 
is it this time, transforming someone into an overgrown troll? Oh, who is this lovely per-
son?” 
 “No, sister.  No transformation potion.  It will allow the person, this spineless sap 
here, to walk around at night without being noticed by unwanted eyes.  Besides Mercella, 
you know I’m no good at them.  Those are yours.  No, all I want is for the soulless ingrain to 
be able to go out and have fun in our presence, considering we’re ragged and ugly.  Now if 
you have one of your troll potions, we can give it to him.  Then he can troll around and not 
be seen, what you think, like that idea?” 
 “Alright Mercella, we’ll both give him a potion, but let me go first.  It will be more 
fun to see what kind of Troll he turns into.” 
 “You always go first Percella, let me go first for once.” 
As they bicker back and forth, I start scooting backwards away from them both.  I get to the 
edge of the camp, get up and start walking away.  I walk in a direction without knowing 
where I’m going.  The farther away from the camp I walk my mind becomes more clear.  I 
look up to see where I am going and realize I am almost to the edge of the forest.  I also 
realize that my mind has cleared completely.  I walk back up the hill to where I was before.  
Upon getting to the top, I turn and see that the moon is once again covered by clouds. 
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M.B. 
Nightmare 
 
It’s cold & dark, the wind is whipping my hair all around.  I grab my coat and hold it to 
me close.  As tears come away from my eyes, I notice that what I am seeing isn’t nor-
mal.  I rub my eyes to make sure I’m not hallucinating.  I pull my hands down just to 
find out that I’m not.  Bright light shining all around me, the light is everywhere.  I real-
ize I am the only one standing there in the street.  I start walking thinking it will go 
away.  After about 10 ft. I smack into something & realize that it’s just the white light.  I 
reach up & rub my face.  As I pull my hand away it is covered in slim.  It’s running down 
my hand.  I look up to see if I can see the sky.  Images start flashing in front of my eyes, 
just glimpses; man in black on a bench, people behind me in tears.  Flashes of orange & 
blue, bars, fences, razor wire, green.  As they’re passing me I turn around to catch 
them all.  I put my hands on my head & scream, & then fall screaming till my throat is 
horse.  Tears start streaming down my face.  AS I am laying on my back, I pull my hands 
from my hear & I scrub the tears away from my eyes.  AS my eyes come into focus, I 
see I’m looking at a ceiling, realizing it’s all a dream… 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 
  The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet  
   Experimental Poetry Exercise 
   Compliments to Lisa C. Smith 
 
 

Before-class  Preparation: 

 Items you will need: small paper bags, computer, printer, scissors, tape, clean sheet of 
paper. 

 Research 2-3 different topics on the internet (wiki is a good one): i.e. horses, farming, 
ninjas, knitting, etc.  Print out one article for each topic you choose.  For these “buffet 
poems,” we used the following theme bags: Ninja, Harry Potter, World of Warcraft, 
Nostradamus, Halloween, and Paris Hilton. 

 Cut the articles up into sentence fragments/single words, etc.  Try to have at least 40-
50 different pieces in each theme bag. 

 
Helpful Tip: You can also provide a “verb” bag, or an “adjective” bag, etc.  (again 40-50 is a 
good number of pieces) 
 
How to Do it . . . 

 Reveal the bags.  Be as dramatic as you want.  All the hard work you’ve put into this?  
Why not? 

 Ask each writer to take out a clean sheet of paper. 

 Each writer will then choose a few slips from each bag.  Note: some writers may really 
like ninjas, so they tend to put more of that on their “plates.” 

 Each writer will create a poem from the scraps of paper they’ve picked. 

 Once arranged to their liking, they can tape them down. 

 Ask writers to share their poems with the workshop. 

 
 
 
 
 

K-20 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

Allie T. 

April G. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 

 
Krazi 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

April G. 

Louise C. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

Chandra G. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 

Dakota M. 

1Teardrop3 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

Withmuchluvallheart 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

Karen G. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 
 

Little Miss 

Steph D. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 

Tiffany P.M. 
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The All-You-Can-Eat Poetry Buffet 

Tina H. 
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Solo 
Like the #9 
 
In 1992 in room #9 my daughter Sara Marie unknowingly took her last breath.  
So many times since then I’ve found myself in rooms numbered 9. When I tried to end my 
life the hospital kicked me out. The county jail held me in booking holding cell #9. When I 
made it to prison yes again cell #9.  
My dislike of the #9.  
I can’t run away even my shoe size is 9.  
Once again 9 years later I’m in cell #9.  
My dislike isn’t the #9 its my relations to the #9.  
 
 
I Remember 
 
I remember in California my aunt Janet passed away when I was 5 
I remember I couldn’t go to her funeral 
Oh I remember 
I remember my daughter passed away 
I remember so many many others passing along the way 
I remember out of 100 pieces of paper for some reason I pick the one that says Pa was 
dead 
I remember my Pa passing away. 
I look forward to it being my turn one day. 
 
 
To my nightmare 
 
 My love for you keeps me trapped. my hate for you keeps you trapped. Your love 
for me will never set me free. You hate for me will never keep me near. Even though I walk 
by you often I have yet to see you. I’m doing every thing to go through every thing. I can’t 
take the nightmares, any more.  
Every day and Every night you are in my dreams. Touching me kissing me making love to 
me like you never have before. Why would you wait till now to show me how good you 
could love me? 
 I have to remember every time I wake that its not real. Its not you it was all a 
nightmare. You really DONT LOVE ME that way. 
 When I wake and feel the pain in my heart for the love that is dead and gone. The 
nightmare begins again. Am I wake or asleep. 
 Making love in a dream or 
Beating bleeding screaming 
to get away from my… 
Nightmare 
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Stephanie D. 
CROWNED IN VICTORY 
 
my name –  
my name sucks 
I hate it 
always have 
nicknames, I hate too 
although I have many: 
 
“STEP-ON-ME” –  
 
Reminds me of a particular man 
a memory 
both bittersweet & pathetic.. 
for step on me 
is just what he did 
Just like everyone else 
In doing so 
he also came on me 
all over my face, inside my mouth 
& deep within me 
& as he came, 
So went any dignity I had left 
& thus marked my debut entrance 
along the red carpet to “ROCK-BOTTOM” 
 
Supposedly, in Greek 
my name means, “CROWN” or 
“CROWNED IN VICTORY” 
HA! YEAH RIGHT… 
But maybe…maybe someday 
on THE day 
I hope 
 
 
The Name of Pain 
 
Product of sequential soul-wrenching hurts 
Adorned with a desolation of agonizing loneliness 
Intertwined with a piercing, chilling fear of achieving no reprieve 
Never to trust again.  
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“STEFFIE” –  
Reminds me of my dad who is dead 
I can hear him calling it 
in those home movies, long ago 
back in the days 
before my own death 
(the death of my soul) 
 
Can it be regained? 
perhaps… 
 & perhaps then; 
I shall be  
 CROWNED IN VICTORY 
 
 
My BLOOD -  My Family 
 
Rooted @ the surface 
still close in ways ineffable 
to the brain 
yet simply felt 
Deeply intertwined 
& engrained in the heart 
detached & concerned 
all in one gesture –  
cold & distant 
while holding guard off my back… 
where are we now, 
where shall we go? 
Still, I love them all 
… A love some how un-conditional 

 
 
 

Lombardo 
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R. Raven Lee 
Estoy Amor, Nada Mas   
(I have loved, nothing more) 
 
I can see it still, 
The glow of your joy,  
Radiating off the red spires and boulders, 
The smile that meant so much. 
 
I can hear it still 
The whispering, joyful music, laughter, 
From your flush pink lips 
The sound of cameras clicking away, 
Amidst red dust and desert shrub. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mō Chrïēdh, Mō Duïne 
(My Child, My Beloved) 
 
Do you remember when you told me I could be your hero? 
Was that from your heart or just a bunch of words? 
Do you remember when I said I’d be your soldier? 
Can you even imagine laying down your life for another 
Did you think I said I love you just to be facetious? 
I’m afraid the tears you cried as I held you meant nothing, 
How can forever be such a short time? 
No way it can be only the sum of our stolen moments. 
Do you remember how we first met? 
In the café of a bookstore, where soft scents of coffee overlay soft words spoken, 
Do you remember the glance that sparked a new history? 
As I passed you on the tiled floors amidst so many souls. 
Do you remember the library? 
Where we began a journey that ended much too soon. 
Finally, what of the parking lot on the cold, raining night? 
What therein changed, that your soul deviated its course? 
No matter, the memories will never leave. 
In this, forever truly reigns in infinitesimal units of time.  
 
 

 
 
 
I can feel it still, the warmth of an embrace,  
Stinging lines of tears drawing trails across that 
face, 
Beautiful even at your lowest moment, 
How even then my heart-felt beat,  
Faster now in memory, in pace. 
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I am Magick 
 
I am magick, borne of a warm summer night, bathed in twilight,  
     silver rays of warmth,  
I am calm, gently embraced by the cool wind off the grey-watered 
bay and  
     steel-blue tapestry where sea meets sky. 
 
I am embraced, by Shadow within shadows, writhing tendrils of 
dark reality,   
     hued in purple and black, tinged in crimson and indigo. 
 
I am a Magi, protected by the Goddess, determined by choices,  
     ended by the raging turmoil of fire borne of the Furies’ intent. 
 
I am a Healer, by Shadow and Light, intertwined in a grey feather,  
     ability given to rescue souls from the ashes of a Phoenix.  
 
I am a Guardian, Oath-bound to the Goddess of the Night, mistress Diana,  
     Lady Lunae, trained in both Corporeal and Ethereal. 
 
I am me, I who walks the talk, seeks the truth, and sees what others miss. 
 
I am Magick.  
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Gnome 
 
Canst thou believeth,  
Miniature peoples aboveth and beloweth, 
Glowing bundles of joyous energy! 
 
Thee whom are made mockery of,  
Placed unwillingly in yards, on walls, 
Thee whose red cap, white beard, pink cheeks doth grace. 
 
Laughed about as would a bird fly about,  
Insensitive art the words to thine ears,  
Sorrowfully through the day, yonder jokes of faë, 
 
Woe is I who bard mine windows and walks,  
As suns’-set gives life to thee, 
Surely thee remember? Thine mockery not of me! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Twilight Theory 
 
Above the clouds and through the sky, 
Between the moon’s arrival and sun’s goodbye, 
When not light but not yet dark,  
When young couples share their heart, 
When sky and heavens here collide, 
The twilight brightens breadth and stride. 
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My Safe Place 
 
This cove I go to in my Travels 
through the shimmering planes.  The 
cove is encircled, no way in nor out, 
except through Travel.  On all sides 
are sheer rock faces, bathed purple 
and black in perpetuated Twilight as 
golden-cast starts glimmer sharply 
overhead.  Around where I have 
Traveled, sweet-grass  of crème-and-
gray, subtly laid into the green leaves 
of the turf on which I stand.  Small 
grey stones, not all across the 
clearing, lightly shadowed.  In front 
of where I stand, through in truth no 
direction exists in the Transcendental 
Fields, a silver and purple stream, 
blacker towards its depth, babbles 
and laughs, quiet as babies’ 
whispers.  Flowing freely it exits 
through solid walls, into Time, out of 
Oblivion. 
 
*This is where I go when I meditate.  
It’s my safe place, where I go to hide 
from the world when it hurts too 
much.  You’d never guess it, seeing 
as how I’m always happy, but my 
hurts and pains, and all the 
negativity, literally disappear here.  
Just a personal note I don’t often 
share. 
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Dark Angel 
Place 
 
The beach with Preston. 
Feeling the warm sun on our faces, 
Hearing the beautiful waves crashing. 
Rubbing sunblock on Pres & suntan oil on me. 
Playing in the ocean, feeling the salt water on my skin. 
Building sand-castles to the sky. 
Having a picnic under our big umbrella, filling our tummies until our hearts are content. 
Taking pictures of my babydoll during the day playing, capturing the happiness, joy, love, 
and perfection. 
I wish I would have had that day forever, to me this is true perfections. 
I love you so much my sweet-pea, my beautiful, precious Preston Lucas. 
 
 
Rejection sounds like my heart ripped out, dead in your hand.  
Rejection sounds like a never-ending scream in the wind. 
Rejection smells like s*** on my shoe. 
Rejection tastes like vomit in my mouth. 
Rejection feels like bullets in my heart for my valentine! 
 
 
The moment I fell in Love with you 
 
I remember that first moment that we laid eyes on each other. 
I was so mesmerized by your eyes, 
So blue, so true. 
You asked me for my name, and I thought 
damn this guy has game! 
You made me smile, even though it had been awhile. 
We started to spend more and more time together,  
and every time I wished it would last forever. 
I had never been so happy, hard to remember the last time I felt crappy. 
I do remember one very special night specifically, 
it had ended so terrifically. 
It started with a kiss on my lips and ended with my hips. 
You made me feel like a queen, 
So very serene. 
You promised you would always be by my side,  
even though you really tried,  
you eventually lied. You left me with pain and felt I had nothing to gain. 
Now I am left with the tears washing me away, and nothing left to say. 
Except for set me free so I can see where I need to be. 
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Hostage By your Love 
 
I was naïve, your love was like 
candy, artificially sweet. I was 
 deceived by the wrapping. 
Got caught up in your web, 
but I learned how to breathe. 
I was prey in your bed, devoured 
completely. We both can seduce, 
but darling; you hold me 
prisoner. I’m about to break, 
 I can’t stop this 
ache, I’m addicted to your love, 
 I’m feigning for a cure. 
Every step I take, leads to one 
 mistake, I keep coming 
back to the one thing I need to  
 walk away from. 
My heart has been bruised, 
So sad but its true. Each day 
reminds me that I still love you. 
I need to get away from you, 
I need to walk away from you. 
 Let me be in this tortured 
soul of mine. 
 Let go, just let go. 
 
So, go on. What are you waiting for? 

The Sky is the Limit 
 
We can do what we want, be what we 
want. Whether it be the President of  
our country, a singer or movie 
star to entertain, or a doctor 
to help mend the sick. Dreams, we  
all have them, but honestly it is up 
to our own selves to achieve 
those goals and dreams. 
 Nothing is impossible, yet 
may seem difficult. 
 Continue to push and push  
yourself and soon enough you’ll  
fly! 
 Live your life your own way, 
spread your wings and soar. 
 Every time you blow out the 
candles on your birthday cake,  
trust and believe, your wishes  
will come true. 
 It’s like Biggie said, “you can 
go from ashy to classy.” 
 It all starts with yourself! 
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Allie T. 
Dream 
 
Water rushing, cold, damp 
Darkness waiting, soundless thunder 
Fear. 
It was cold, no warmth, only fear hammering, 
leaving me weak. 
I tried to run, but my feet weighed as much 
as the mountains and were rooted in the earth. 
My steps took an eternity. 
Harder, move faster, or get caught. 
RUN FAST!! 
No looking back. 
Broken, screaming, running 
Stumbling, sprawling. 
I was falling, spun, creaming… 
Falling… 
 

Women In Love 
 
Wildflowers, Aspen Leaves 
 Silver cascades, violent lightning 
Golden shaft of sunshine 
  Nightmare… 
Lines of Topaz 
 Shadows that haunt 
Tear drops of gleam 
  Trust my mind.. 
 My memory…my emotions.. 
Expression of restraint 
Memories…Not nightmares 
 Women in LOVE… 

 
 
Staying Strong 
 
STAYING STRONG 
Bubbly, happy, STAYING STRONG 
Asked for help, got denied 
Ran Away, STAYING STRONG 
Lived a lie, created hope 
Broken bridges, disappointments 
Lived my life, STAYING STRONG 
Back in jail… 
Starting Over… 
STAYING STRONG… 

Shoes 
 
Flip Flops, High Tops 
 Jail Shoes… 
Running Shoe, Hiking Boots 
 Jail Shoes… 
High Heels, Steel Toes 
 Jail Shoes… 
Winter Boots, Slippers 
 Jail Shoes… 
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Allie T. 
Broken 
 
Shattered, Fractured 
 Into Pieces… 
Violated, Subdued 
 Broken…. 
Tamed and Humbled 
 Broken Promises… 
Disabled, Destroyed 
 Into Pieces… 
Out of Order 
 Broken… 
Sad and Despairing 
 Broken Promises… 
 
 
 

Robots 
 
It was a dark and stormy morning. a perfect day to relapse. But then again what isn’t in this 
world? I bump the music loud as f*** in the van on the way to school and hope that there 
is something to take this stress and pain out of my life for a couple hours. I walk the halls 
of the school pissed off at the world…at God. I come home and my wish comes true. I go to 
the bathroom as well as my homies and we all down the skittles group goes by and the 
high kiccs in. F***, now we got a house full of robots. 
 
 
Happy with so little 
 
How can I be this happy? Happy with so little? I wake up and breathe the air within these 
walls. a little taste of freedom but not quite there. I laugh behind tears and pain but 
everyone sees. I see her face every now and then and it lightens my day, I kiss her lips and 
the pain goes away. She leaves and the pain returns. Treated like its slavery, hated I'm so 
angry, how can I be this happy? happy with so little? and as I live this life with so much to 
offer with so little, little freedom, with little hope, looking up to my little sister; I ask myself. 
How can I be this happy? Happy with so little. 
 
 
 
 
 

Young Smurf 



 68 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

Tiffany P.M. 
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Lombardo 
For the last few years, we have had the pleasure of including works of art by “Lombardo,” 
an artist from the LCDC.  We would like to take this opportunity to thank him for all his hard 
work and inspiration.  You can find many of Lombardo’s work within the pages of this jour-
nal, everything from nature images to “Fear the Broncos!”  Thank you, Lombardo, for liven-
ing up our journal. 
 
The team at the Community Literacy Center 
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April G. 
My Room 
 
Quiet, cozy 
Mid-June 
between 5am – 6am 
Mine & my cats breathing 
Sun creeping in thru blinds, empty spot next to me 
Laying, gazing, or sleeping, 
Anytime soon 
Relaxed, Relieved 
   My Room 
 
 
Faces 
 
The only one I wanna see, is a face I can’t Remember! 
You Promised that this Pretty Face wouldn’t be here for more than 24 hours! 
Well I am going on 15 days, That’s a lot longer than 24 hrs, and you won’t even take my calls! 
These walls are thin, and I can hear Everything about that new face in your Life! 
So Baby Please don't come or call 
Because, 
The only face I want to See  
Is a face I won’t Remember! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lost & All Alone! 
 
I can hear the cries & sniffles 
and I am not alone. 
I see the Red Eyes and Streaked Faces 
and I am not alone. 
I hear the Desperation in your Voice 
and I am not alone. 
Then why do I feel So Lost and all alone? 
Because, those cries & Sniffles, Red Eyes & Streaked  
Faces, & that Desperation in that Voce,  
There all mine! 
And I feel So Lost & All alone! 
Baby, where R U? 
 
 
 

His Arms 
 
Tan, Tattooed 
Hot, AC cooled 
Anytime, all day long 
“I love you Baby”, I love you too. 
Brown Eyes, Nice Smile 
Kissing, Hugging 
Loved, Happy 
His Arms 
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Together 
 
As long as you Love me… 
-we could be Starving, 
-we could be Homeless, 
-we could be Broke! 
 
But when you Stop Loving Me… 
-I will be Famished, 
-I will be Lifeless, 
-I will be Shattered! 
 
You told me it wouldn’t happen, but… 
-you haven’t visited, 
-you haven’t taken my calls, 
-you haven’t wrote! 
 
So I’ll Just Remind you 1 more time, 4 good Measure… 
-as long as you Love me, 
-we could be Starving, 
-we could be Homeless, 
-we could be Broke! 
 
But Best of all –  
 we would be Together! 
 
 
 
I Remember 
 
I Remember the Bright lights coming over the Mountain. 
I Remember driving for 6-8 hours & just wanting to get there. 
I Remember getting Ready to Exit the I15. 
I Remember waking the kids to get them Ready to get out of the car. 
I Remember T.J. being so excited to meet you for the 1st time. 
I Remember getting out & going in to Register for our Room. 
I Remember asking for a Room close to yours. 
I Remember being so anxious that I didn’t want to Stop at my room. 
I Remember knocking on your door. 
I Remember you opening that Door & Seeing you for the 1st time in year’s, 12 to be exact. 
I Remember T.J.’s face, so full of Love, when he saw you for the 1st time. 
I Remember my Heart was full 

I Remember my brother 
 
 
 
 
 



 72 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

April G. 
Who I Am 
 
I am from the Old School of Hard Knocks 
falling thru the cracks in the Street. 
Diamond in the Rough. 
 
I am the lost face on the milk carton 
smiling for the camera, on those happier 
Days. 
 
I am Black and White 
coloring my way thru life 
Speaking when spoken to. 
 
I am His Rock and Stones all put together 
crumbling on the ground in the  
Big City tonight, all alone. 
 
I am the X-Heroin addict that no one wants 
to know. 
Cleaning up her life. 
 
I am your Mother, Sister, Lover, Daughter, Best  
Friend, Companion, and Co-Dependent. 
 
I am April 
 
 

Alone 
 
I am always alone. I will be in a group of people and still be alone. I’ll be with my family or 
my girl and I’m still alone. Everybody on the planet could be in the same vicinity as me and 
I’m still alone.  
 
Being alone is great in my eyes. Being truly alone is the best because then no one can hurt 
you. If I had my own personal heaven I would be alone for eternity. Everyone sees 
loneliness as something bad, but to me loneliness is the greatest thing ever. No one and no 
body to hurt me. Some quality time with me, myself, and I.  
 
 

Burn 
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Deana P. 
“The Audacity” 
 
Confusion of mixed emotions, 
As I sit and think, all 
The W’s and one H. 
 
Why would you lie, where did it  
happen, when, and how could you, 
 
That’s what I thought, afraid, insecurity, 
powerless, rage sets in – 
 
You expected what, why, and “You”  
thought, how did that miss me, 
 
I listened, I asked, I got lied to,  
emotionally scarred, 
 
Oh by the way, I love you –  
 
Yeah I heard that too, just like 
I heard, I didn’t, they did, they lied, 
I’m innocent – 
 
But yet proven guilty, the audacity,  
the inconsiderate not me –  
 
This is reality, and yes you did  
and I know how, when, why and where, 
 
So never say that you loved me  
cause you don’t say I do when you don’t –  
 
Scared and scarred, yes, my heart hurts, 
but relieved that I stopped before –  
 
You did what you said you would  
never do –  
 
In all you got hurt and I got  
blessed, I cared and yes I did  
fall in love but not with 

 
   “You” 
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Red Panda 
LOVE written on a bullet 
 
“I LOVE YOU” is easier said  
Than done 
Simple words that can make a girl’s heart drop 
Dreams start to fill her head 
Wishes 
To never love again 
To never forget that feeling deep in 
Her soul  
Missing him, every min, everyday 
She wants to be the only one  
He needs.  Only one he wants, 
The only one he loves 
 
Years, months, days pass  
There are changes happening  
But she chooses to be blind and 
Not realize he is no longer  
The same 
He treats her like trash never asking 
Why she cries, no more sweet words 
That warms her soul 
Just kicks coming from everywhere 
She threatens to leave him after finding 
Panties under the seat 
He says if she leaves, he’s gonna  
Kill her right there on the street 
 
All she wants to do is go back 
To the way things were 
The sweet kisses good night, 
The love they made, so soft 
 
Are now nothing but “F*** you b****” 
Sex that doesn’t even mean s*** 
And lying alone in bed cause he’s not home yet. 
 
She’s pregnant,  
Maybe things will change. 
She was going to tell him in a couple of days but she made  
Him mad for going out with friends 
Kicked her down the stairs and 
There she bled,  
Her little angel  
Gone,  
Never even got to see what could have been.   
She cries for days and days 
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Does he ask?  No. 
 In and out he goes, 
Never even lookin her 
Way, words so harsh it’s like  
Blades to her skin.  Coke fills  
Her nose, the drip makes her  
Complete.  She says goodbye 
To every  
Single  
Dream. 
Finally that bullet was the 
Only thing needed.  
 
 

How Would it Be? 
 
Tears fill my eyes 
when I think of you 
the hugs I will never get, 
kisses I will never have 
The memories I could have had 
Sometimes I think about what 
life could have been 
what it would have been like for 
you to call me mom 

 
 

Leave No Trace  
 
Deep blue as the ocean 
look up at it and you wonder 
how far it is to see the dreams 
you want to see and the nightmares 
you want to forget 

 
 

Let Me Know  
 
Your touch makes me fall 
Kisses all over my lips 
that voice that calms the thoughts 
Smiles that warm my heart 
Will you please never leave me 
and if you do, just let me know 
so the love I have for you can 
just go. 
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Red Panda 
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Red Panda 
Just Another Day in the Life 
 
I have not forgotten the . . . 
Four tan walls, a blue rectangular window, 
A blue square on one of the walls 
for pictures and such. 
 
I have not forgotten the . . . 
Two inch mat on that metal cot 
Two sheets, two blankets in the summer, 3 in the winter 
Carvings everywhere, about this gang and that gang 
And about how this kid loved smoking pot. 
 
I have not forgotten the . . .  
Green scrubs I would wear 
for a couple of days. 
No matching socks. 
And how everyone wanted the good sports bras 
that weren’t too big or too small. 
 
I have not forgotten the . . . 
Cold- a**  showers, the hand soap I used 
for my hair. Being careful not to rip all 
my hair out with those cheap combs. 
 
I have not forgotten the 
times I cried myself to sleep at night. 
And how I wished I was home. 
 
 
 

Forgive but Never Forget 
 
Forgive me for everything I 
might say, do, or think 
 
Forgive me for being so angry 
I scream and yell, or throw things 
 
Forgive me for caring so much 
I might care a little too much. 
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Little Miss 
True 
 
As I lie on my bed… 
lost in my daydreams 
I think of you 
Remembering your smile 
& how good it felt to lay with someone 
I thought I once knew 
I lay here and worry 
hoping he has raised above the strife 
Not stuck in sick reality he calls life 
I toss… I turn losing many winks of sleep 
tired and weary. questioning is this guy someone I wanna keep? 
As I lie on my bed 
my eyes are heavy – I still think of you 
Remembering your warmth and how good it felt 
to laugh and cry with you. 
I’m lying in bed. I’ve drifted off to sleep. 
Thinking of you 
hoping and praying 
you knew my love for you was true! 
 
 

Brief Thought 
 
The mind’s eye can embrace 
The dreams of what may be 
visions and aspirations 
and my daydream’s Fantasy 

 
 
Torn To Pieces 
 
I'm torn to pieces, left dead, my heart broken into two 
I'm sick with grief, lonely and empty wondering what to do 
There's this emptiness inside me that won’t go away 
How painful it’s become without you I don’t even know what to say 
i want nothing more than to hold you forever i don't want 
to be alone…it’s sad when you care for another's 
happiness more than your own 
i will relive our time together a thousand times 
I'm brought to life by the thought of you, even if it’s only in my mind 
remembering only the good things and leaving 
the rest behind because 
I'm torn to pieces but I’ll be fine 
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Little Miss 
Scars 
 
Battle wounds to my life. A somewhat of a mirage to my soul 
A physical reminder that triggers my tender, suppressed  
memories that I’m reluctant to relive 
But Also fun tales of forgotten adventures I wish to  
never forget 
Scars –  
each of mine would tell you a story of Past happiness 
sadness, triumph & defeat 
on my face lies a small scar that once was home  
to a mark I hated. It’s a reminder to me of how 
I've grown to appreciate the differences we all have as 
individuals. 
Under my chin…if you look real close – you’ll see 
a scar that brings up the last memories I have 
of spending time with my daddy. I hadn’t followed 
directions & I tumbled down a hill 
Scars like this are proof to me that we owned  
that moment, that day. it happened to me 
we shared that & no one can take that away 
Another I trace everyday. Soft subtle scar tissue 
We were young He and I were deep in love. 
Fighting coming off of drugs He got to break 
things so why can’t I. 
I punched a window I don't know why. I look 
back years fly by regardless of what we put  
each other through our love will stay true 
Scars –  
my tough exterior is a canvas for these moments 
an armor for my delicate heart & soul 
Yes battle wounds to my life 
 
 

Moon & Stars 
dedicated to my son, Maddox. 
 
I love you more than the moon & stars 
More than oceans, rivers & all the beautiful 
Mountains…Every planet & every star 
Every galaxy from way afar…Yes, put them 
all together and it may start to become close. 
You are mommy’s heart & soul & you mean the 
Most. I hope when your sad and miss me you can  
look up to the sky…see the moon and all the stars 
and know I’m close by! 
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Little Miss 
Rainbow 
 
everything in life happens for a reason 
the tears, destruction & low points 
are all stepping stones I need to embrace 
and fully appreciate the smiles & gifts 
that I've been blessed with 
As I have cried and tried to pick myself up out of 
the rain I sometimes have wanted to give up. 
I try and remember the beautiful rainbow at  
the end of hard work. 
 
 
 

Freedom? 
 
N17319 requesting Rocky Mountain approach. 
Approach N17319 filling for IFR 
Loveland, Ft. Collins to Jackson Hole Municipal 
Depart runway 08 to 7600 ft. 
North departure 
Turn heading 340 at 57 DME  
Climb to 9000 ft.  
Continue to Victor airway 300 
Maintain 9000 ft. 
Victor airway 300 to Victor 350 
Victor 350 to…wait? What? 
 
What’s that flash? 
Blinding light? 
Hurts my eyes? 
Dammit!! 
 
The door pops… 
Time to get breakfast.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Bob K. 

Dimensions 
 
The value approaches the mean,  
The number is skewed the closer it gets, 
I am a statistic, and yet, 
The curve is graceful. 
 
The area under the curve is  
A population, relatable. 
It can be calculated, and yet, 
The area has concrete meaning. 
 
The graph can be rotated, 
Around an axis to become 
A volume.  To represent lives 
As a whole, and yet, its my life. 
 
I am a mathematician.  
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States of Being 
 
The day begins, my mind is foggy. 
Never quite sure of what I were dreaming 
Or where I am going 
As if I were a  
Gas - ambiguous. 
 
Time moves forward 
As my day develops 
I look on my surroundings 
As the day slowly becomes 
Liquid – meltdown. 
 
Someone asks a question, 
They look for comfort, 
Someone to talk to 
I man-up and offer to listen 
Solid – stable.  
 
The cycle and façade begins again… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fear 
 
Facing my fear  
The lights go out in my cell. 
Blankets safety. 
 
The darkness is  
A place of safety within 
Until demons. 
 
The lurk within 
The shadows of my mind’s eye 
Waking screaming. 

Karen G. 
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Renevatio 
TRANSFORMATION; part 1 
*Prologue: Psalm 39 
 
The blade sings as it effortlessly cuts through my bonds. Hands now released from behind 
my back send a legion of pin-pricks within my veins. A sharp pain felt upon my spine throws 
my relaxed shoulders back to attention. I recognize the familiar blade by the sudden silence 
of its song hushed against me. Though it doesn’t sing, its master now employs the razor’s 
edge to negotiate my first steps upon the plank, its voice an air of urgency. Hearing the bow 
swiftly slicing through rhythmic repetition of waves and feeling the wind roll across me, I 
see my life’ s sojourn at its end. Turning now to face my captors, I am met by the glare of 
their icy gaze. Seagulls wantonly interrupt this somber moment with mournful cries as if to 
lament my impending doom. Relinquishing hope and abandoning myself to despair, I 
plunge into the cold, cruel arms of Poseidon.  
 Surrender is the soul’s liberation. Within the womb of self is truth and it’s birth 
heralds my revival. But what is self amid the endless waves of others? Only a ripple against 
the tsunami? Is the exploration and cultivation of self futile in this ocean of souls? I have 
long slumbered adrift an ever receding tide of complacency finding rescue in an infinite sea 
of despot, cosmopolitan, magi, vagrant, 
whore and jester. Ignorant to self’s 
potential, acceptance to this sea of 
sociological conformity procured my 
occupancy aboard. Clinging to a raft, I 
was brought on board their nautical 
vessel of narcissism to cater to their psyche in exchange for my arrested development. I 
was made buoyant solely by their effort remaining consciously unaware of my destiny’s 
design.  
 Here I settled. Here I asphyxiated upon ceaseless pummeling wave of ego, praying 
death might carry me among a more swift current if mere existence should be the dowry of 
Fate’s betrothal. Here, I found company in solitude and it was here where I was uniquely 
similar. 
 Contempt set mutiny’s anchor into the unknown depths of my madness. Without 
any realization of its occurrence, I cast their nets of conversion overboard and, screaming in 
my rebellion of insanity, I set the sails of social conditioning aflame, fueled by the winds of 
a new conceit. A violent jolt ripped the vessel to a halt at full stride sending me to my knees 
and indicating the net and anchor’s connection with the reef of reason. I recovered long 
enough to witness the captain’s eviction from the ship’s highest tier of piety to his fall and 
subsequent demise upon the deck. “Kill the renegade!” were the words which echoed for 
an undeterminable time in the hollow blackness of consciousness. Darkness washed over 
me then.  
 Only now as I surface do I realize I had been rendered unconscious by the hilt of 
the same instrument whose blade just rent through by bondage and persuaded my leave of 
the ship an ill-fated and undesired reunion. Inside my skull the pain throbs in unison with 
the rise and fall of sea’s breath. 
 It is said that misery loves company. Madness, however, is indifferent and often 
after its crippling siege of your mind you may find it hard to navigate in the wake of self-
destruction. Though, in that moment, madness seems merited by one’s recognition of the 
continuity of that which is collectively identified as “normal” and the acknowledgement of 
the necessity of its destruction.  

A violent jolt rips the vessel to 

a halt at full stride sending me 
to my knees . . . 
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Renevatio 
 

PHI 
Prologue: Psalm 19 
 
Air, 
Gales, 
Ever, 
Longingly, 
Ethereal song, 
Sailing thru earth and sea’s beauty, 
Sacred construct observed throughout all of creation 
 
--- 
 
Reverence to this divine transcendental making, 
Extravagant dance of holy, 
Ancient bravura, 
Limitless, 
Immense, 
Truth’s, 
Yield. 
 
 
 
 
 
--- 
 
 
 
 
 
Ebb, 
Team, 
Earthen, 
Ramified, 
Natural splendor, 
Axiom of omnipotence, 
Life’s elemental apparition exposition. 
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Words left unspoken… 

 
“You have one minute remaining,” said the automated voice, “You may begin speaking 
now.” 

 
 Clenching the phone as though it would take flight, it surprises me still that my 
grip hadn’t caused the ebony receiver to turn violet from asphyxiation. Butterflies in my 
stomach fluttering so rampantly, I might have appeared to levitate. 

 Not that speaking to you had, does or, ever would leave me nervous. In point of 
fact, conversations with you were one of the most naturally fluid events I’d ever taken 
pleasure to. We were, after all, kindred spirits of one mind and heart. Two souls which, in 
the most morbid and tragic of life circumstances, found solace in one another’s company. 
No. The strangle-hold I had on the phone was product of months of anticipation after not 
speaking with you. My crime and abrupt incarceration left either of us without any means of 
communication. You never gave me an address, arguing that your life would prove shaky at 
best in the following months.  

 All I had were 60 seconds to translate my overwhelming desire for your peace of 
mind, negotiating the absence of your worry. 60 fleeting seconds to explain that I would be 
o.k. and, by extension, so should you. 60 seconds to convey your betterment in neglecting 
my existence altogether – chiding your caring heart. 60 pulse-pounding, heart-pumping, 
neck-breaking, jaw-dropping seconds to interpret my intent to be forgotten from your life 
and describe the depth to which my stigma had burrowed it’s abyss of pain. 1 minute to self
-destruct. 

 Instead, I met an eternity of bliss. Infinite purpose and meaning in a cold finite 
world is where I greeted your voice so fair. An eternity which I often revisit with fond 
remembrance wishing only to remain ever in the splendor of your voice.  

 After an introduction of contagious laughter, you apologized incessantly for not 
writing. Again, not sticking to my ideal conversation of brevity, I proceed to make you feel 
more guilty by means of charming banter. Informing me of my failed attempt at humor, I 
recognize you had taken my sarcasm to heart. This time repeating and impressing upon me 
your regret of not having wrote to me, I taste the brine of your sorrow. 

 I quickly apologize for my morose humors but curiosity had gotten the better of 
me, “So, well, …er, I mean, why didn’t you write?” I stammered. 

 Now hearing the stifled whisper of weeping, your voice trembled in my ear. 
“Because,” you quivered, “I’ve gone blind.” 

 “Thank you for using I.C. Solutions,” said the cheerfully curt female automation, 
“Goodbye.”  
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Renevatio 
Aquarian Dawn 
 
Searing with pain, 
And nothing to gain, 
Handle peels skin from our hands. 
Overflowing red hot, 
Boiling melting pot, 
Smoldering neighboring lands. 
West unbridled,  
Undisciplined child, 
Rabid greed in city streets. 
Once America sought, 
Happiness to be bought, 
Tainted empire’s ruin meets. 
What of the East? 
A populous beast, 
Whose oppressions never cease. 
Lowering its horned head, 
Filling the world with dead, 
Charging toward nations with ease. 
Try as they might, 
Cannot hide from sight, 
Free thought & soul do they ban. 
Oh the sins we all spawn! 
Cloaks of self that we don…, 
The arrogant garb of man. 
Do we then name, 
Our nature’s the same 
Judging by races & creeds? 
Living Wisdom will show,  
Subconsciously we know, 
Honor is found in one’s deeds. 
The good, the bad,  
The happy & sad, 
All living under the sun. 
Seeing ALL that is made, 
The foundations we’ve laid, 
Soon we shall find we are One. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 86 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

Renevatio 
 
Vindication 
 
I might be, 
A foe you’d see, 
A shadow of a soul. 
Or I could, 
Be what I should, 
A diamond found from coal. 
Crime am I, 
Whose time must buy, 
A penny for your thoughts. 
But I’ll cuss, 
Damn sure I’ll fuss; 
“True wisdom can’t be bought!” 
“Know thyself,” 
Not from the shelf, 
Ideals professed as yours. 
But these scars, 
Forever ours, 
Breed hope for soul to soar! 
For this guilt, 
Will not have built, 
Another prison cold. 
As I find, 
You cannot bind, 
A man reborn so bold. 
 

 
Angel Eyes 
 
They say she has angel eyes, 
but can you see all the hate those angel eyes hide? 
All the people who died looking into that angel’s eyes, 
can you visualize all the struggle and the strife? 
Can you see all the people who never survived? 
All the murders she’s committed? 
If there is an unsolved crime 
Angel Eyes did it. 

 
 
 
 

Daneen M. 
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The Fallen One 
 
I am just an angel who was forgotten and surpassed. 
The first person to be missed, and always chosen last. 
I always lacked attention, and oh did I mention. 
I grew up in the system, and I grew up ruff, 
I didn’t have my family, that s*** hurt, but it made me tuff. 
I didn’t know a remodel, I didn’t really know anybody at all. 
So I turned to the game, I turned to the G’z 
They gave me drugs and sent me to the streetz. 
They told me I’d better hustle that green if I wanted to eat. 
It was then when I realized I would be the only person to have me 
Trick please, little locz are harder than OG’z. 

Karen G. 
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Cami 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last Time 
 
U know how we always 
say this is the last time 
I’m coming to this place. 
As we get out one by one 
we all seem to use again. 
As we get older we realize 
how our children have followed 
In our footsteps.  Thanks 
following in my son’s footsteps,  
this is my last time In 

 

coming to such a lonely place. 
He now is on the Road to  
a better place.  I’m sad to  
say it took my son to make 
me realize I’m getting too 
old to play childish games. 
This will be my last time. 
     Thanks to you my Son. 
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Natty the Lion 
Rock N’ Rolf 
 
“The mother of a lion is also a lion.” 
 
Rock N’ Rolf the rock and roll super hero wakes up in the afternoon. He slams a handle of 
Jack Daniels, no chaser, smokes off a pack of unfiltered 100 sized Marlboro reds, and eats 
two peanut butter and Banana and bacon sandwiches; as a tribute to the King. 
 
He’s super glam, so he fluffs his hair and applies guyliner and manscara. He’s super punk 
rock so he safely pins his leather jacket while saying “F*** this.” He’s super blues so he puts 
on his lonely boots. He’s super metal so he sacrifices a sheep to the devil.  
 
Rock N’ Rolf likes to party every day so he invites his army of hangers-on over to drink his 
booze and abuse his substances. 
 
Rock N’ Rolf likes to rock and roll, all night so he plays a sold-out show at Madison Square 
Garden.  
 
After the show Rock N’ Rolf chooses a gross of gorgeous groupies to help him trash his 
hotel room. 
  
After a rough day of Rocking and Rolling, Rock N’ Rolf passes out...but never on his back, 
because he’s a super hero.  
 
 
Adventures in You Hop 
It was a dark and stormy morning, I was feeling pretty pissed. I woke up and they were all 
gone. 
 
Had I been that drunk? I looked in the mirror and noticed the permanent marker penis and 
the fact that I was missing my eyebrows. Yes, I really had been that drunk. 
 
Hey! shouted a voice from behind the door, I’m calling the police! 
 
S***. I better go. As I walked through the restaurant I made sure to wink at the pretty 
waitress. She didn’t exactly wink back. 
 
Must be my shirt, I thought to myself…and had to laugh. 
 
The end. 
 
 
The Sticky Note to Jesus Christ 
 
There are a lot of things I want to tell you, but I’m sure you already know. Sorry for 
everything, but you forgive me right?  That’s kind of your “deal” as I understand. Well 
thanks I guess. Tell pops I say hello. 
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Eluding the Fashion Police 
 
And my eyelids tick a little bit.  I am dreaming of being somewhere else.  I am having grand 
adventures and am meeting interesting people.  This is rad I think.  When did I get out of 
jail, I wonder…then I wake up. L Oh yeah, I didn’t. 
 
I have all kinds of dreams of escaping from here.  I guess in a way I kind of do you know?  
Just for that little bit of time.  I try to sleep as much as I can.  For some reason that reminds 
me of that strokes song “Fear of Sleep” I don’t know why cause I’m not afraid.  Maybe just 
the sleep reference…Yup. 
 
 
Our Songs 
 
All I have of her now are songs. Like “our songs” that make me sad and give me goose 
bumps. I think back to all the things we did. Was I having fun? Or was I just using her to fill 
the void my mother left? I don’t know…I don’t know what love even is, did I love her? I 
think maybe I did, why else would I feel this way when I hear those groupings of notes and 
lyrics? Maybe on to the next girl I’ll chew up and spit out. Doesn’t that suck? 
 

 
To be young is to be one of the immortal Gods…  
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Muse 
 
My perfect date with her if money and time were no object.  It’s Friday afternoon when I 
arrive in a limo to pick her up.  To her surprise, I ask her to bring an overnight bag, implying 
that our date might extend to an overnight rendezvous together (totally platonic, of 
course).  I greet her, handing her a bouquet of orchids.  She takes the flowers and briskly 
walks back into her house in order to put them in some water.  She returns to the limo and 
gets in.  I then reveal to her that our date will take place in New York, explaining that I 
booked us a flight on a private plane.  She smiles, as her sapphire colored eyes widen. 
 We arrive at the airport and proceed to get on the plane.  The flight takes about 
five hours.  Luckily we hit a jet stream, arriving ahead of schedule.  We land at Newark 
International Airport around 6:00pm, eastern-standard time.  The limo is there waiting to 
schlep us from the airport to mid-town New York City. 
 She’s dressed to kill, wearing a classy, elegant black dress, very New York in-style, 
which hangs down to about mid-length at the knees.  She has black, strappy sling-back high 
heels with sheer black nylon stockings on, that cascade her shapely legs.  Her flaxen locks 
cascade past her shoulders, hanging down to the mid of her back.  A classy and classic girl, 
perfected in my eyes. 
 We arrive at Carmine’s Italian Restaurant.  As we walk through the front door we 
are greeted by an over-zealous hostess.  The hostess appears to be young, maybe college 
aged.  She’s dressed in black slacks and a white blouse.  The hostess takes our names and 
puts us on the waiting list to be seated.  She suggests that while we wait for a table we 
might want to sit at the bar and have a few drinks.  We take her up on her suggestion. 
 Directly behind where the hostess is stationed, there are clusters of tables and 
chairs.  The average table sits four to six people, even though people combine tables in 
order to sit in large groups.  The atmosphere is very hip!  The bar is situated to the right 
side of the dining area.  The length of the bar is quite long.  There is a mirror mounted to 
the wall behind the bar.  If one is sitting at the bar and proceeds to walk towards the front 
window, one will see another room located at their left-hand side.  That is another room 
for eating.  As one walks into that room, there is a stairway that leads to an upstairs dining-
hall area. 
 While sitting at the bar and sharing some cocktails together, we hear our names 
being called. “Kole, table for two!”  We are quickly seated and proceed to order.  The 
portions are quite large, family-style.  We order a meal of her choosing from the menu. 
 After sharing a hardy meal and drinking some red wine, we leave the restaurant, 
which is located on 44th Street in the heart of Time Square.  We schlep it to Broadway in 
order to catch a show.  It’s her choice of course!  After enjoying the show, we catch a cab 
heading uptown towards Central Park.  We take a handsome carriage ride around Central 
Park.  It’s a typical autumn evening in Oktober, a little cool, Indian Summer weather.  We 
situate ourselves in the carriage, cloistered together.  I place my arm around her as she 
cozies up to me.  We hold hands, chit-chat a bit and gaze into each others’ souls.  After a 
while, and with long anticipation, as our hearts flutter and our eyes connect, I give her an 
Eskimo-kiss, grazing my nose against hers.  She smiles effervescently, looking down, then 
up at me.  Eventually the moment culminates with her wrapping her arms around me and 
giving me a soft, sweet, classy and classic kiss.  We spend the rest of the carriage ride 
cuddling with one another. 
 After our carriage ride together, we head to the East Village, stopping off for some 
cawfee and cannoli before we continue on our way to a jazz club.  After enjoying some 
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Benjamin K. 
great music, the night culminates with us checking into the Waldorf Astoria. 
 We of course get separate rooms.  I escort her to the doorway of her room, taking 
one last glance at her before the door closes.  I notice how radiant her porcelain white 
complexion is, contrasted against her black dress, which cascades her figure elegantly. 
 We shake hands, kiss each other on the cheek, and retire to our separate 
quarters.  The rest of the weekend is spent going to museums, shows, and doing lots of 
shopping.  I even take her down to the shore to meet some of my family.  We fly back 
Sunday evening so she can be back at work that Monday.  
 
 
Lost Highway 
 
Remember when we failed the same in each others’ eyes? 
Remember when we were lost in each others’ smile? 
A lost highway of parallel lines, symmetrically blanketing the ebony pavement… 
 
Careening towards a worm hole of immutable change. 
Shifting and sifting through the elements of a shape-shifting werewolf thing while driving, 
and leading a parade of police on a chase of the soul. 
 
Waking up in a four by four cell, only to be released and let go, to the valley in order to 
work as a mechanic for the righteous.   
 
Café Monks is where this soliloquy takes place.  A dual-diagnosis of Patricia, blonde, 
brunette, very Alfred Hitchcock in form and style. 
 
“Pretty Woman” echoes the back-drop of her entrance as the blonde bombshell, alluring 
and sexy she is…A 1950s motif fuels this paradox.  A dream within a dream within a 
nightmare… 
 
A Fisher-Price camera of pixelated photographs reflect the image that he wants 
remembered, not what actually happens in this downward spiral of a purgatorious mind… 
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The Antenna 
 
I motion to Andrew to come over to me, signaling him by using my hand in a “come here” 
fashion; of course he takes his sweet ole time coming from one side of the room to where 
my door is. His hair, dark as midnight, swishing back and forth as he walks, hanging down to 
about shoulder length. 
 I say, “Hey, you still got the small antenna?” He says, “Yeah!” I say, “Give it to your 
next-door neighbor. Okay?” Andrews glares at me with extreme oddity in his eyes. I say, 
“Yeah, so uh give him the small one, not the big one I made for you. Okay?!” Andrew 
continues to look at me with this passionate peculiarity. “So give him the antenna, okay,” I 
say again. Andrew finally and hesitantly responds, “I can’t!” I say, “Why not?” He says, “Uh, 
because I can’t give him my small intestine!” I say, “What? No! Give him your small 
antenna, not intestine. The antenna I made for you!” Andrew breaks out into this lilting, 
gasping sounding laugh. Unable to control the humor of the situation. Andrew cracks-up as 
he’s walking away saying, “Man, I thought you said ‘intestine’. I know I have two of them, 
but I need ‘em both…!” 
 
 
Day of the Dead 
 
Mother earth is wet with embryonic dew - autumn death floats inside of her and you. I 
want to swim in your golden leaves - violence in the night wind rocks you like a hurricane - 
yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah...Electricity and rain pounding my brain, and the dead are in the air 
tonight yea, and I want to live in this beautiful mass  of pain, to live and die, but not in vain 
- yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah… 
 I solemnize myself, For the first 
time, spitting you out of me - excreting 
your venom though my pores, and I lie here 
naked on your floor - on your 
floor...electricity and rain pounding my 
brain, and the dead are in the air tonight - 
yeah...And I want to live in this beautiful 
mass of pain - to live and die, but not in 
vain - yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah… 
 In the nerve of my lips I feel 
you...Sullen me, cloak me - what can I do? 
Hear me out, oh swing me all around - in the nerve’s of your body - on the ground - lady of 
the moon. 
 Mother earth is wet with embryonic dew - autumn death floats inside of her and 
you - I want to swim in your golden leaves - violence in the night wind rocks you to sleep at 
night - like a baby deep inside - it rocks me - how it rocks me - it rocks me like a hurricane 
yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah… 
 In the nerve of my lips I feel you...Sullen me, cloak me - what can I do? Hear me 
out, oh swing me all about - in the nerve’s of your body - fallen on the ground - lady of the 
moon - lady of the moon 
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Rivkah 
 
It was a dark and stormy morning when Rivkah walked out of her basement-floor 
apartment, located on the Lower East-Side.  Immediately upon exiting her apartment, 
CRACK! She slips on a banana peel, crashing to the ground landing on her  a** , as cars 
honk their horns as they pass  by. 
 She continues on her way walking west down Christopher Street, stopping off at 
Ferrara’s Bakery, in order to indulge her guilty pleasure of cawfee and bagels. 
 While embarked on her morning routine, she catches a glimpse of this tall, lean, 
scraggly fella as she enters the bakery.  He proceeds to trail her for a moment as he enters 
the establishment too. 
 His face sunburned, his hoary eyes appear hollowed due to a listless existence 
that is only brought on by age or hardship. 
 While waiting in line he proceeds to chat with her, introducing himself as Henry.  
Rivkah shakes his hand saying, “Nice to meet you.”  Immediately upon touching his hand an 
ominous sensation chills her bones. 
 Instantaneously and silently Rivkah flashes back to when she was sixteen-years 
old in 1992.  She was taking the Long Island Railway back from the Nassau Coliseum in Long 
Island to the city.  This was the night that Rivkah was first allowed to travel on her own 
outside of the city.  She’d enjoyed a wonderful evening out at The Cure concert.  
Unfortunately, it was also the night that she found herself walking home alone from the 
train station.  And then from out of nowhere she found herself standing face-to-face with 
her  assailant, she was  assaulted that night.  Waking up in the hospital and barely 
remembering what happened.  The only memory imprinted into her brain was the visceral 
tactile sensation of the  assailant’s touch, and his eyes.  Sadly, this person was never 
caught. 
 As Henry is yapping away, Rivkah’s thought comes back to the present.  Her racing 
thoughts subside for just a moment in which she can conclude her business transaction.  
The counter girl says, “Miss, for here or to go?”  Rivkah replies, “To go please.”  Rivkah 
grabs her cawfee and bagel, turns quickly around and bumps into Henry as she proceeds to 
walk away. 
 Henry steps up to the counter in order to pay for his items.  He reaches his frail, 
boney, white fingers into his pocket searching for his wallet.  He realizes it’s no longer 
there.  He turns his head back in anger glaring directly at the front glass door as Rivkah is 
exiting the bakery.  She simultaneously turns her head back, glaring back at Henry, 
recognizing who he was and what he did to her that night.  Their eyes meet in-sync with 
one another as she gives this sly, little, devilish smirk at him.  Flashing him the wallet as she 
briskly disappears into the dark and stormy morning of unsung heroes, silently singing “Hi-
ho, hi-ho, off to the police I go…” 
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Nightshade 
I Am (A Life Reflection) 
 
I am! never myself 
In others eyes I can’t be, 
When it comes to who I am 
I have to be the Negro they see. 
 
I must talk in Ebonics 
Being a rap star is expected 
Did I mention I like basketball? 
Ok, now I’m close to accepted. 
 
They say “you don’t use the ‘N’ word”? 
Damn man what’s wrong? 
Oh, he’s in that category 
You know we call ‘em uncle toms! 
 
At least Tom’s a human name 
I should just be happy with that, see 
Most people refer to me as a food 
Oreo, coconut, a York peppermint patty 
 
I probably shouldn’t laugh 
But I’ve learned I must smile 
One the phone when I say I’m black 
People reply that boy’s in denial 
 
Oh, at the doctor’s office  
They ask me to specify race 
Nurse says “there’s no box for white washed” 
Guess I just leave that one blank 
 
Now with the internet there’s  
Vast knowledge yet minds are still small 
After a civil war and a civil rights movement 
The irony is nothings civil at all 
 
See no matter where I go 
I noticed nothing has changed this 
Ask Tiger Woods, Oprah Winfrey or even Obama 
The judgments get worse when you’re famous 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
When I was young I spoke up 
I said this treatments not right! 
The blacks can push for equality 
I’m told I can’t cause I’m white 
 
There’s no sense in arguing 
You’ll never win in this fight 
Their claim is “Hey man I’m not racist.” 
Oh ok so you just stereotype. 
 
All in all though I’m happy 
Never rude, angry, or mean 
Life’s filled with hope and promise that 
everyone 
One day will see I am! another human 
being. 
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Nightshade 
Guilty Pleasures 
 
Surgeon general’s is cigarettes 
Bill Gates’ is his i-Pod. 
Satan’s is Sunday church services 
10-year-old boy’s is Call of Duty 
30-year-old man’s is Call of Duty 
Burger King CEO’s is McDonald’s French fries 
Eskimo’s is tanning beds 
George Bush Jr. and Sr. are peace rallies 
The Tough Guys here in the LCDC are Twilight, Harry Potter, and the Hunger Games 
General Petraeus’ is Paula Broadwell 
Monk’s is updating Facebook status 
David Letterman’s is his DVRs of Jay Leno’s Tonight Show 
Ariel, the Little Mermaid’s is sushi 
Dogs’ are owner’s garbage 
Cats’ are when owners find dogs in garbage 
A vampire’s is giving blood (it saves lives) 
An Italian’s is American food 
A guy at a wedding—his is the bridesmaids 
A mime’s is good conversation 
Lady Gaga’s is conservative clothing 
Bigfoot’s is showing himself then destroying evidence 
People who work out on stairmasters’ is taking the escalator 
CSU SpeakOut! Ladies is abandoning schoolwork 
 and friends to hang with 
 society’s castaways 
 on Thursday nights (thank you) 
 
 
Mile Marker 112 
 
House in order 
Bags are packed 
Full tank of gas…check 
 
Newspaper’s held 
Mail is picked up 
License and insurance…check 
 
Ice for the cooler 
Plenty of snacks 
Early departure…check 
 
Car chargers 
 
 

GPS directions 
iPod playlist…check 
 
Points of interest 
Rest stop bathrooms 
Are we there yet?..check 
 
I spy something 
You slept through Iowa 
Did you lock the house?..check 
 
Sunny skies 
Lifetime memories 
Another road trip…check  
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Nightshade 
Opening Lines  
 
“In case of an emergency, your seat cushion may be used as a flotation device.” The 
stewardess motioned with her hands to the anxious passengers. I was on a flight home to 
Dallas sandwiched between my girlfriend and a lady who appeared to be about forty. Her 
crimson locks were cut short and framed the soft features of her face perfectly. 
  
I leaned towards my girlfriend, Jasmine, and instantly the sweet sent of her vanilla perfume 
filled my nostrils. “Screw that” if we crash I’m using the guy in row twelve as my floatation 
device. “Have you seen him?” I whispered. 
  
Chuckling softly she replied, “Oh I know. Can you imagine how he felt when they told him 
he must pay for two seats. How embarrassing! I could literally see the hurt on his face at 
the ticket counter.” 
  
“You think that hurt? Imagine how his seats feel. It takes less pressure for coal to produce a 
diamond.” 
  
Walnut colored strands of hair jostled slightly behind her ear providing a sharp contrast to 
eye the color of jade while she laughed. 
  
“I betcha his mailbox says ‘home of the whopper.’” I shook my head. I absolutely loved that 
about her. Quick-witted and beautiful. The combination seized my heart faster than an all 
fried food diet. 
  
I retorted “We shouldn’t laugh. Seriously he could have Dunlap disease.” Curiously she 
asked, “what’s that?” “His belly dun-lapped over his belt!” 
  
We were both laughing now. “On rainy days the guy just wears a tarp.” Man. My sides were 
about to burst. This girl was good. Even though it was evil we couldn’t stop the verbal  
assault that was taking place. Not to be outdone I spoke up. “Yo dude was on the Jenny 
Craig diet only problem was he ate Jenny Craig.” Jasmine was holding back tears. 
  
The strong secure voice of our pilot resonated throughout the place, “We have reached our 
cruising altitude ladies and gentlemen. You are now free to move about the cabin.” 
  
During our absurdity the man from row twelve proceeded to stand and turn towards the 
bathrooms. As his mountainous shape lumbered down the aisle we began to quiet our 
snickering so as not to appear to be judging him. Jasmine and I glanced towards the 
window as he neared us. 
  
“The lady next to me turned her angelic face in our direction and said “Excuse me.” Startled 
I murmured “Yes is there something wrong?” Bigfoot abruptly stopped at our aisle. At the 
same time the innocent lady exclaimed, “No, not at all. Just wanted to introduce you to my 
husband.” 
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Nightshade 
A Child’s Best Pal 
 
You would wake up together 
But only one of you was seen 
Ready to take on the day 
More like get in trouble I mean 
 
For some they’re just a scapegoat 
To others just fun 
But when a rock broke a window 
Both of you’d run 
 
You two never argued 
Nor have you fought 
They could finish your sentences 
Cause they knew every thought 
 
As you got older 
The bond disappeared 
Maybe it was just time 
Or because people looked at you weird  
 
Then along came girls or boys 
Games, music, and other things 
You started to hang out with  
The kids on your sports teams 
 
But still on some days 
Our moms would say “Child where ya’ been?” 
To which we’d smile and reply  
Outside with our imaginary friend! 
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Nightshade 
A Winter Conflict 
 
“Finally were here,” my buddy exclaims as we shut the Jeep Cherokee doors. I grab my gear 
as another SUV pulls up beside us. The driver leans out the window and asks if “we are 
going up.” We nod yes, gladly accept his invitation, and climb in. There's plenty of room in 
his smoke grey Tahoe and the smell of Colorado chronic permeates my nostrils as we 
lumber up the mountain side. 
 About this time clumps of white snow fall upon the windshield. I notice through 
the spot free back windows there are people soaring over the two lanes of traffic and 
landing in fresh powder on the other side. Naturally my heart drops. “Did you see that? You 
are gonna love this,” my friend Pat virtually yells from the front seat. 
 The Tahoe comes to a stop. “Alright, you cats enjoy it and be safe,” our driver 
says. As I grab my board, helmet and gloves I notice a sign on my right. Loveland Pass  
elevation 11,000 feet. So this is Loveland backcountry I think to myself. I pause for a minute 
to take it all in. Sparse clouds stretch across the sapphire sky. Visibility is excellent in all 
directions and the earth is covered in a blanket of snow the color of lambs wool. The suns 
vibrant rays reflect off the winter surfaces and create a shimmer that reminds me of glitter 
a female pop star wears. “How amazing,” I catch myself murmuring.  
 “This way,” Pat motions to me. As I follow him I notice the kicker that has been 
built by busy and tedious hands. It’s a launch pad Nasa would be proud of! You can see the 
road clearly and its easily a 20ft gap between take-off and landing. My spirit, you know the 
conscience you should listen to but sometime don’t, struggles within me.  
 My thoughts form rapidly. I just want to make it down in one piece. Also I’m 
getting too old to act so young and restless. But on the other hand it would make for a 
great story not to mention photo as well. And hey I am here to have fun right? Of course its 
all fun and games until you here “yo, someone call flight for life.” If your coherent that is. 
 Suddenly Pat jostles me. “So are you just gonna stand there? I mean you only live 
once!” I smile back at him. “Yea, but you know the person who said that probably had 
health insurance.” He laughs “Well I’ll see you at the bottom.” Our moment of 
introspection ends abruptly as he departs. 
 I reach inside my jacket pocket adjust the volume on my IPod and Jedi mind tricks 
sweet sounds resonate in my ears. I pull down my Oakley goggles tighten my straps on the 
bindings so my boards secure to my feet and inhale deeply. As I let out the breath slowly it 
takes the form of transparent vapors that dissipate quickly.  
 
Well this day should be fun… 
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Jaycee 
Dear God 
 
I once asked you long ago… When I was a younger girl to please take my soul that its  
      forever yours… 
For I knew I haven’t lived life yet and I will get lost in my ways but Lord I 
 truly believe in you and your love and grace… 
I was on my knees crying at my bedside asking why? 
For I knew I wasn’t going to hear a answer that night… 
But I continued to pray and embrace you in every way that evening asking you to 
 take my sins that I have not committed yet and those that were already in my 
 past… 
I asked you “Please Lord no matter what happens don't let this darkness come and take 
me for I already been through a lot and I know that theirs so much more to come… 
But Lord please don't let it take my soul cause its forever yours…I give you my  
all now and forever… I know I’m young and I haven’t experienced adulthood yet  
so please don't leave me in the shadows for I’ll try and be strong.. 
 
After that night I soon became to forget your grace Lord… That darkness did 
 come and it didn’t want to let go… For it held on strong and I soon became to 
 forget your touch completely… 
Blaming hating believing I only had the darkness to look forward to so I finally 
 let it into my life… 
 
But Lord you did answer my prayer that one night long ago… 
For even thought I walked through the shadows I knew I wasn’t meant to be there… 
But I had no control and I soon let everything I love slip away… 
When I was heading toward the end… 
Knowing that I had everything but nothing at all.. 
Knowing this is what hurt the most… 
For knowing at the end you answered my prayer and kept your promise.. 
You didn’t leave my side… 
 
So I’m writing you this letter after so many years apart… 
Once again I’m on my knees by my bedside crying asking why? 
Please Lord take my soul its forever yours and please forgive me for my sins that 
I have committed and yet to commit… Please Lord forgive me for getting lost in my  
 ways and forgetting you… For I once was blind but now I see the wonders you 
 provided on this earth… I’m not that little girl that I once was long ago and this 
 darkness doesn’t belong in my life… Lord I cant live without you by my side and 
I’m ready to be the best wife mom and sister that I know I can be… If you let this poor 
 once lost girl have another chance to make right all the wrong I have done… 
 
For my life is in your hands… 
 Where it was meant to be all along… 
 Thank you Lord for taking time to hear my prayer for I love 
 you and I’m truly sorry. Please take good care of me 
         Amen 
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Sonya S. 
No More Locked Doors 
 
People always take my kindness 
for weakness, but let me find  
out.  they should already be 
knowing I can’t be played 
I’ve already played their game. 
 
I really don’t want to show 
all the evil and hate, but it’s 
the ones that don’t appreciate 
I hate. 
 
So for your sake start to  
appreciate and I won’t bring 
out the hate and won’t have 
to regulate. 
 
 
 
The Chimney 
I am so angry this people are so untrue I want to make their faces purple & blue 
 
The Roof 
Not to many people knew I was addicted I used meth too. 
 
The Window 
I view my family they are addicted to them and all their friends use meth too. 
 
The Door 
What people should I let through cause I want all this s*** to be through. 
 
The Pathway 
Hopefully me and my family are on the pathway to being clean & sober  
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Sonya S. 
(The Ham) 
 
music Playing loud for all  
of you 
No One fighting people are 
being cool 
Its almost night time is 
this day almost threw. 
My uncles my cousins  
their friends to. I guess 
this day isn’t threw. 
I guess my music will 
still continue to play all 
night too. 
Well now its all going to 
be threw cause now we 
lost our place too. 
And now what are all these 
hala hoes going to do. 
 
 

Ecstatic 
 
An overwhelming joy 
An unimaginable bliss 
A happiness to the highest level 
A state of mind undefined 
Ecstatic is where I wanna be 
 

AUBREY 
 
Astrological Virgo 
Undefined most of the time 
Beautiful in & out 
Ready for anything 
Eager for FUN 
Young free spirit 

 
MIKE 
 
My one & only soul-mate 
Incredible lover 
Keys to my heart and soul 
Eternal everlasting love 

Giggles 
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Joe H. 
This Life 
 
If you don’t say nope 
You dedicated your life doing dope 
Whether snort it, slam it, or smoke a glass  d*** 
You sold your soul to something sick. 
You may not notice your life will change 
You will appear scared or something strange. 
People offer you food seeing your condition 
They have to wonder is this malnutrition. 
Once again you do a big blast thinking 
And wondering how long could this last. 
Then you spin around thinking you’re so cool 
Screw what they’re thinking, you’re nobody’s fool. 
Then you wake up and finally you see they’re all just part of a conspiracy now. 
Once was kicks now all is too real 
You get a “brainstorm” and decided to deal 
Now all your time is spent making rounds 
First quarters, then grams, ounces, then pounds 
Now on the next chapter of this sick book 
You not only deal, you decide to “cook” 
Now sit in your room watching the beakers bubble 
You know if your life there’s going to be trouble. 
Then you hear a knock at the front door 
You think someone’s there just wanting to score. 
Instead they push you around and put a gun  
 in your chest 
Say hello stupid, you’re under arrest 
Now you realize it hurts and cuts like a knife 
For the price is too heavy for living THE LIFE 
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Maria J. 
Wondering 
 
Laying on the grass  
holding your hand 
wondering “how long we will last”? 
feeling your heart beat 
coming together with mine 
Rubbing my hand 
with your warm strong fingers 
making your scent melt into mine 
and Lingers 
Your eyes telling me  
all I need to hear from your lips 
Pulling me closer to you 
by the seconds 
Hoping and praying 
we stay together, 
knowing that this 
may not be forever! 
 
 
Mother 
 
Mother oh mother 
with a strength of a father. 
True to your color 
always like no other. 
Taking us farther oh farther 
Without even one bother. 
Mother oh mother 
One of a kind 
to any an others. 
 
Beauty is all in the eye.  
The eye that lets into the soul 
A soul that is not artificial 
Artificial is not Beauty 
Beauty from the inside out 
Out for more then just exterior 
Exterior will fade 
Fade away but the inner 
Beauty is Forever. 

 
 Joe H. 
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Tusk 
Miss Ruthie Lingle 
 
“Live from New York it’s Saturday night” was the last thing he heard before she pulled the 
trigger. She was upset again, as she often became around this time of year. Stepping over 
his flaccid body she went for the kitchen to make right what she had done with a canning 
jar, her favorite jar, full of ice-cold Carlo Rossi. The kitchen was less than sanitary, dishes 
stacked like drunk structures, and a red plastic bowl to the right of the toaster holding fruit 
that resembled her elbow skin. The peeling wallpaper was blistered where the cooking took 
place and the color had changed there from a sort of French vanilla to more of a rocky road.  
 After finishing her tumbler of what she called “the good stuff” she escaped her 
apt. heading in the direction of her Saturday evening bridge game with “the old b****es” as 
she referred to them. 
 The night was laden with a sharp Nordic breeze that seemed to cut and pry it’s 
way through the rotten weather stripping of Ruthie’s ’86 Buick Century. She couldn’t help 
thinking about the way she had lost her Marcus. Every October this happened, it crippled 
her. She became a sort of seasonal sociopath. Her new relationship with her purse sized, 
snub nose, Sig Saur allowed her to escape that reality from time to time however, and for 
that, especially tonight, she wore a smile.  
 As she accelerated out of the valley and began the short trek across Ridgecrest 
Drive the AM radio began to draw reception…”and here it is folks, an oldie but a goodie” 
crackled through the worn Buick speakers…and that was the last thing she heard before she 
pulled the trigger.  
 
 
Rex 
 
It was a dark and stormy morning and Rex couldn’t help but ensure his own stench as he 
was out in it.  Rex was by no means groomed.  His hair was forming into a single dreadlock 
that resembled a beaver’s tail and his eyes radiated exhaustion.  It has been 4 days since his 
last meal and the desperation was setting in.  Rex had been living this way for years. F*** 
those comic books he thought to himself.  “If the rain wasn’t supported by Gail Force winds 
364 days out of the year I would burn those mother f***ing comic books like the socks of 
Salem Witches.”  He mumbled under his pungent breath. 
 Rex trekked on toward the last town on his list and when he arrived he found the 
fruit he had been looking for. 
 “Sally!” Rex hollered. 
 An elderly lady looked up, turned to Rex and replied with confusion on her face.  
“My name is Phyllis young man, and Halloween is not for 2 days.” 
 Rex had already changed… 
 Phyllis was dismembered 
 Rex was full. 
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Tusk 
My School Bus Runs on Beer and Banana Peels 
 
It was creature feature week at the drive-in and I couldn’t stop thinking about how this rain 
had better stop or there was no way Dad was gonna let me use the Fairlane. “Susie looked 
beautiful at school today!  Did ya see her Marty? Well did ya?”  Johnny asked with a stack of 
books in his hands so high it was like talking to a plaid button down with suspenders.  “Yeah, 
yeah-whatever” I said climbing onto the bus and folding down my mother’s purple soaked 
umbrella.  Snarky, under-the-breath comments filled the back half of the bus. “Nice rain 
catcher,” “I know a girl named Marty,” “I wonder where he left his dress…”  I passed on by 
the clowns not giving them the satisfaction of being mad at them and moved along to the far 
back row of the seats. 
 Out of nowhere, as if God had sent me a gift from heaven, there she was.  Blonde 
hair curled up perfect, blowing pink bubbles through lips covered in bright red lipstick that 
she would surely be grounded for if her mother had seen her wearing it.  “Well hello there 
Marty Joseph.” She said keeping her gaze focused on her book. “uh he-hello Suzie” I replied 
situating my book bag next to me in my seat. “We still on for tonight?” she asked in a way 
where I couldn’t tell whether she was askin’ or tellin’.  Suzie had a sort of razor sharp 
vernacular that left young men, namely me, guessing whether or not a girl, a high school 
senior mind you, was capable of having ulterior motives.  “Yes ma’am, uh-or miss.” I 
stuttered.  For the last few minutes the word courage had been blazing through my mind like 
a broken record on fire…and then…out it came. “You sure do look beautiful today Suzie 
Marie.”  “Ah Sucks Marty, you’re not so bad yourself ya know.” We blushed in sync with one 
another as the bus slowed.  She turned to me, slipped her book bag over her shoulder and 
smiled, “8 o’clock?” I asked loud enough for the boys who apparently don’t like the color 
purple to hear “8 o’clock” she replied with a wink. 
 When I arrived home I found my father sitting on the front porch. “What’s up pop?” 
I asked with a bit of a bounce in my step.  The rain had ceased and tonight was the night I’d 
been waiting for.  Just me, Suzie, and a chocolate malt to soothe her nerves as I protect her 
from the monsters on the big screen. “Marty, we need to talk.” he replied- concern in his 
voice… “Let’s head into the garage.” He ordered.  Now, whenever my father says let’s head 
into the garage it means one of two things, well three really: either I was getting the belt, he 
was going to be yelling and didn’t want the neighbors to hear, or a combination of the two.  I 
quickly moved everything from the front pockets of my jeans to the backs in a last ditch 
effort to soften the blow.  I followed my father through the side door of the garage and he 
flipped the light switch… 
There it was…Two weeks early… 
A brand new, 1985, jet black Toyota 4x4. 
“Happy birthday Marty” my father said with care in his voice… “Or as your friends call you, 
Calvin.  Calvin Klein." 
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Tusk 
Initials-C.B. 
 
He doesn’t care about 
You or your girlfriend or 
Your cat.  Every time he 
Comes to visit he eats 
Your food and doesn’t thank  
You, and the words b**** and 
 a**  and s*** seem to  
Kind of compliment his vocabulary 
For some reason. They just don’t  
Sound as bad when he’s holding a  
Cheap, room temperature beer 
With a thatch of chest hair 
Lurking out the front of his 
White t-shirt, or tie-dye, I 
Can’t really tell if those are 
Sweat stains or not. 
You might find him on your roof 
Calling out into the morning, yes, 
Already drunk; you might find  
Vomit there.  You might find him 
In your bathroom, 
He may turn around and explain 
To you after a hiccup and  
A large belch that “Sometimes 
You just have to pee in the sink” 
His name is Charles 
 
 
 

Violence because of fear? 
 
I feel the heat arise. 
It’s everywhere in my body, 
how do I make it go away? 
Do I scream?  Do I hit something? 
Do I hurt someone? 
I wish there was an answer to all my  
questions. 
I also wonder what causes this 
emotion to run through my entire 
body. 
My fists clench, my palms get 

Bitesize Barbie 
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Bitesize Barbie 
sweaty, there is so much tension. 
The first thing I instinctively 
Want to do is make holes in 
walls or emotional scars on  
people.  I wonder sometimes if 
this is normal. 
I tell this rage to leave me alone. 
Why won’t it listen to me? 
Now it’s come to mind, maybe 
all this violence is because  
of fear.  
Fear? 
No, it couldn’t be. 
I’m not afraid of anything. 
or am I?  Maybe it’s because 
I don’t want to face the fact  
that I really have been traumatized. 
My next question is, 
how to face my fear? 
 
 
Perfect Two 
 
He did everything for me, 
I walked all over him. 
Why would I do something so bad, 
To someone so good? 
Was it because of that white girl? 
She was always in the way. 
When I wasn’t with him, 
I was with her. 
I would leave him or lie to him. 
Just so that I could be with her. 
Even though I loved the way she crawled 
up my nose, 
Because of her I pushed an amazing guy away. 
I take accountability for my actions, 
But I know she was holding me back. 
So much force, not enough strength 
to say “No”. 
She said “Just roll the dollar bill up and 
Do it already.” 
So I obeyed her demand. 
He didn’t deserve that one bit. 
That white ho didn’t just affect  
me, but It also affected him too.  
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Bitesize Barbie 
Behind Bars 
 
This might sound weird, but I  
Like it here. 
There are no worries, it’s like 
A break from reality.  It’s a  
Time to catch up on sleep, 
A time to eat healthy meals. 
Mostly I like the feeling of 
Security, and being safe. 
Not worrying about getting 
Raped, selling yourself to survive 
Off drugs, or slanging.  It is  
A time to redeem myself and 
Connect with my body and mind. 
All scrubbed out, only 10 min 
Showers, two blankets, a bible, 
And one inch long toothbrushes 
Might sound horrible, but I  
Would much rather take a  
Ten minute shower than 
Get jumped in an alleyway 
Or see someone get beaten to  
Death.  I stop counting the  
Days and I just make the days count.  Do or die, the 
Only limit is beyond  
The sky.  
 
 
Relapse 
We ask him to buy us the bottle. 
We have the  money, but we are under age 
He agrees to do the deed. 
We are also on the run; it’s cold. 
And we are craving any type of drug. 
There it is, the bottle.  63 days of being sober, 
Is going to be dumped down the drain. 
I take the best sips I have in a while. 
The feeling of the cold, strong, vibrant 
Flavor of the pacarte going down my  
throat.  And the bitter aftertaste.  I missed 
that feeling so much.  All the thrill, and 
adrenaline.  It was like medicine for 
all my problems.  But looking back at it  
now, was it really worth it?  
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Bitesize Barbie 
Momma, You’re Appreciated 
 
You were always there for me, 
I did nothing but hurt you. 
I would always say “sorry” but 
never made amends. 
I look in the back of the court 
room, you’re there. 
I look in the visitation room 
when I was in jail, and 
you were there 
You were and are always here. 
I owe you the world and 
many more. 
My momma, my bestie, the one I  
trust.  You are appreciated 
My focus is making things better, 
not just for me.  But for us. 
Always thinking of myself before  
anyone else.  Especially you. 
I know one day you won’t be 
here, not by your choice or mine. 
So I wanna make it up to you the best that I can. 
 
You will always be one of the many pieces to my heart. They say “you can’t love anyone 
until you love yourself”.  But I despise the person I am and have become, but yet love you 
more than life itself.  
 
You are appreciated.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Joe H. 
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Kegan aka Truth 
Words 
 
I have an arsenal of words that I use that are to intricate, but can be used to cut you down 
like an imperial trooper, shooting at you. But instead of a laser, I have words that I can 
penetrate right through you. Like arrogance, extravagance, compulsive, impulsive, hostility, 
cynical or even self-righteous. Vengefulness is something you should think of when you 
choose to shoot words back at me. Or annihilate, violate, evaporate could be some of the 
things that could happen to you. Pick you up just to put you down is only a sadistic 
satisfaction of the thoughtless mind. How about some Jedi mind tricks because you love to 
hate me? I’m a colossal calamity, a mix of jumbled words, an enigma. Evol or love said 
backwards. Or how about I make you laugh to death. Just another clip from my guns of 
words. Word.  
 
 
The People that Use Them 
 
Everyone has something to say or something on their mind or even a feeling deep down 
inside that they just can’t get right or know how to find. So we use words to explain all our 
pain, all we have are words. But yet we look for that infamous word to explain it all like 
“where do you go when you die?” Maybe they found that word up in the sky. Or are words 
just another thing to keep us going. Like a loving family, a newborn baby- look at what we 
give them to grow up with. For some: no mom, no dad. Can you find a word to explain 
that? 
 
So all I am getting at is- how long have we been around that some things happened to 
someone, and taught us that you are not the first one and won’t be the last that it happens 
to. How you react to these things will make more of an impact than any words you can say 
and how others absorb all this and bounce it back to the world. So words, any words, will 
bring you up or put you down. So use them well. It’s all we have that has not been 
corrupted, just the people that use them. 
 
 
 
My Ride Home 
Rochester, N.Y. 
 
Horns Blaring’, people staring, why are they swearing, oh that’s why the light’s green or is It 
a white guy Bumping Bust Rimes. Move on up to the next street, oh s*** that was my 
Street, now I have to keep going. 357 under my Seat, you never know what s*** can pop 
off on this street’s. Their they are just standing on the Corner wonder if you know what 
their selling 10’s and 20’s all night all Day, then I think how it use to be me out their on the 
street, Not know more I aint got to many more friend’s left to be kicking it on the street’s. 
So I swing back around and make it to my Street, Pull up to the Curb and get on my feet 
and move across the street. Step in Sid and Sit Down on My Couch with a Big Sigh  
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Kegan aka Truth 
Memories 
 
are all we have. And that’s OK that’s all I'm good at like when I cant keep my  a**  out of 
trouble, But that's just some more Memories! Are they good or Bad? Well how Bout this, 
you keep the good, I’ll Keep the Bad, Like when I Don't get letters That Kind of makes me 
Mad Cause Now I Know, that what we had, wasn't as much to you as what I thought we 
had. So Keep your Memories that’s all we Have. Good and bad. And when I get out. I will 
just look for some New Memories good I Hope. 
 
 
Another Day 
Another fight 
Sadness growing 
Please…Id rather keep away from the light 
I remember a time 
I remember a place 
Somewhere in the distance 
a memory maybe, a picture of your face 
a time where our lips would meet 
our hands never parted 
a happiness long gone 
Silent prayers to journey back where it started 
The pain I feel 
trapped so deep 
so many thoughts of you 
My heart torn wishing 4 sleep 
Screams in the night 
safe in my Dreams you’ll stay 
Our hearts will beat as one 
Somewhere in the future I pray 
 
 
 
Truth 
 
My name is truth, sometimes the truth can hurt. Sometimes all you need is the truth. 
Sometimes the truth can be rough to handle or tuff to deal with, but know I always mean 
well. Other times the truth is something that’s soft and sexy and just wants to embrace 
you. The truth is straight to the point and never takes from you and always gives you a 
chance to tell the truth yourself. So if you don’t know the truth just ask him yourself. 
Sometimes even the truth makes mistakes but mistakes are what make us who we are.  
 

 

 

 

 



 114 - SpeakOut!  Fall 2012 

Kegan aka Truth 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wide Awake 

I lost who I was for a high. Everyone has their high. Mine was 3 M’s: Meth, Money and 
Mayhem, and along with it came the 3 P’s: Power, Pussy, Pleasure. But what did that high 
really get me? 7 years in the Pen, but wait that’s not all I get out and I do it all again just to 
lose it all again and again. All those so called friends all the money was it worth another 11 
charges and some more time in the Pen man I hope this ain’t the end. It’s time to wake up 
don’t make it the end (Wide Awake.) 
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Cox 
Vote 
 
Trivial things 
The truth gets curried 
Money, advertising 
 
Approve this message 
 
But 
All is said and done 
Vote 
 
Clearest choice 
Big decision 
Jobs, economy, taxes, deficit, energy 
 
War and Peace impact children's lives 
Decades to come won’t be choice 
 
Different paths, different visions 
Fight for something larger 
Main Street, Wall Street, Washington D.C. 
Bargains slipping away 
Good jobs collapsed 
 
Fighting the Republican convention 
For HAPPY AMERICA 
 
Vote! 
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Dakota M. 
Night After Night 
 
Night after Night 
Time keeps dragging on 
or so it feels 
But even the longest days 
are only 24 hours 
 
I ask God every minute 
Please free me from this place 
these walls so much Repetition 
so many hearts so many spirits 
Trapped 
 
He is always with me I know and  
everyday seems like the fight gets 
harder to keep a smile on this 
Beautiful face 
 
Every day my happy go lucky 
This too shall pass  attitude seems 
to fade to lighter colors 
I continue to ask for peace of mind 
for without him I am nothing 
This I know. 
 
He will never fail or abandon me 
but at times life feels like a never 
ending world of helpless hopelessness 
 
Then I must remind myself its these 
concrete white painted rooms, metal 
beds and stainless steel sinks 
that are raining on my parade. 
 
Some say we create the world  
we live in. 
In many ways very true 
If you continue 2 have a positive 
mind in the most negative of places 
you will thrive while the others 
around you will suffer 
 
But I think one can only continue 
on for so long in a world such as 
this contentfully. 
I must admit I am beginning to 
lose my hope 
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Dakota M. 
I still have and will always have 
my faith, 
I pray Lord willing he will continue 
to grant me peace of mind & happiness 
where Darkness outshines the light 
and the Devil Reigns. 
 
Why? I begin 2 ask myself 
Why is this so hard now? 
 
My mind is so broken down 
to the point I am constantly 
on the verge of tears 
 
This is not who I am 
This ain’t me 
 
I am a happy person 
I realize yes I did this 2 myself 
I made choices for a man who 
at the time I thought gave a f*** 
 
I thought by now this would all be over 
Some people must not understand what 
these locked doors do to our minds 
our self esteem our give a f*** about 
Anything 
 
Rehabilitation? Must be a joke 
I feel utterly lost 
 
No will 2 leave my concrete room 
No energy 2 walk circles in the Dog Cage 
almost no want to eat the horrible 
Food 
 
What?!! I ask is wrong with me? 
Why?!! is this so hard now 
and not 2 months ago? 
When?!! Will this come 2 an end? 
Some try 2 comfort me & tell me it’s 
almost over 
 
They say “You’ve made it this far 
But really how far have I made it. 
I can only cope & be “normal” 
for so long 
Why try I ask myself  
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Dakota M. 
I convince myself for a while 
I am a strong person & this ain’t s*** 
When honestly I am weak & really I ain’t 
s*** 
 
Just a lil girl trapped 
I long for Blue Skies Birds Singing 
about freedom 
 
Beautiful Dawns & Purple Sunsets 
I know they cant keep me 4ever 
but really how long is 4ever 
Bcuz 1 day could be 4ever 
tomorrow ain’t Never promised 
 
What if it doesn't come 
If Not then I guess i could say 
they kept me 4ever. 
 
Another Day 
Another fight 
Sadness growing 
 
Please…I’d rather keep away from the light 
I remember a time 
I remember a place 
 
Somewhere in the distance 
a memory maybe, a picture of your face 
a time where our lips would meet 
our hands never parted 
a happiness long gone 
 
Silent prayers to journey back where it started 
The pain I feel 
trapped so deep 
so many thoughts of you 
 
My heart torn wishing 4 sleep 
Screams in the night 
safe in my Dreams you’ll stay 
Our hearts will beat as one 
Somewhere in the future I pray 
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Daneen M. 
The Fallen One 
 
I am just an angel who was forgotten and surpassed. 
The first person to be missed, and always chosen last. 
I always lacked attention, and oh did I mention. 
I grew up in the system, and I grew up ruff, 
I didn’t have my family, that shirt hurt, but it made me tuff. 
I didn’t know a remodel, I didn’t really know anybody at all. 
So I turned to the game, I turned to the G’z 
They gave me drugs and sent me to the streetz. 
They told me I’d better hustle that green if I wanted to eat. 
It was then when I realized I would be the only person to have me 
Trick please, little locz are harder than OG’z. 
 

Angel Eyes 
 
They say she has angel eyes, 
but can you see all the hate those angel eyes hide? 
All the people who died looking into that angel’s eyes, 
can you visualize all the struggle and the strife? 
Can you see all the people who never survived? 
All the murders she’s committed? 
If there is an unsolved crime 
Angel Eyes did it. 

 
 

SpeakOut 
 
My emotions fluctuate like the wind or like the sounds of a heart beat.  My sadness and 
depression somehow keeps me sane in the sense of safety.  Some people get through their 
day without a way of thinking about the next day.  I on the other hand get through my 
tribulations and trials reminiscing on the past.  Some inmates have light at the end of their 
tunnel.  I’m just waiting on my moment, the moment to become more than another 
statistic in a society, the moment to regain my freedom.  Everybody lives in a prison of 
reactivity until the wound is made conscious.  It is not just the criminal who is behind bars.  
The men and women who put him there live behind different bars. If we don’t bring our 
unconscious material into awareness it will express on its own distorted terms.  If we don’t 
work intentionally with the criminal to help him come to love and accept himself, he will re-
enter society with the same anger and vindictiveness.  Punishment simply reinforces 
rejection.  There is no mistake that cannot be corrected.  I long for freedom like the rest, 
but my primary freedom lies in accepting and learning from the experiences that come my 
way.  I’ve come to understand that nothing is steady.  Nothing is predictable.  Nothing will 
give me anything other than temporary security.  Thoughts will come and go.  Relationships 
begin and end.  Bodies are born and pass  away.  This is all the world will/can offer me: 
impermanence, growth, and change! 

W 
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Jeremiah P. 
End of Your Tunnel 
 
There is always a light at the end 
Of the tunnel 
No matter how big no matter how small 
Even if you cannot see it at all 
It’s there  
It could be the flame from a match or 
Even just the smallest spark 
Or it could be a bonfire so bright its 
Not even dark 
The light can change in size and form 
It can make you cold or even warm 
It’s there to give you hope 
Like when stranded on an island and you see a boat 
So never give up 
There will always be a light at the  
End of your tunnel 
 
 
Exile 
 
The volcano of my soul erupting, lava falling down onto me 
There is a tornado in my soul just inside of me, ripping me apart from the inside out 
I try not to pout and shout about all the stuff that’s going on 
I take a hit from a six foot bong 
I cough, exhale, while people judge me looking at me in jail 
Saying I’m just a criminal I have no place to go 
That I am the foe 
But I am not the enemy 
You’re the one sending me 
Into exile 
Everyone is in denial 
I’m being sent to my own grave 
Unless I learn to behave by someone else’s standards 
But whose right is it to stand there and tell me what to do? 
When there are kids starving in the world without even shoes, what’s wrong with you? 
And you’re spending money on incarcerating me?! 
This is blasphemy! 
Then you expect me to learn from my mistakes 
It really takes more energy than you think 
I’m drowning in an inch of water not even enough to fill up the sink 
When I die I want to be happy 
Not in a cell sitting in hell 
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No Turning Back 
 
They say every action has an equal and opposite reaction 
But do they get a sense of satisfaction 
In putting my away? 
Every day I think about just walking away 
I feel like I will never see the light of day 
Why don’t they have to pay? 
For all the crimes they commit 
Why can’t we punish them in the way we see fit? 
Every day there are senseless murders committed 
And no one in a powerful position is convicted 
How are we the people going to stand by and let this happen? 
We let them stab us in the back 
We believe their promises they make 
And the words they say that are really fake 
But once they are in power there’s no turning back 
 
 
Reality 
 
There is more to imagination than meets the eye 
Imagine what happens when you die 
People say when you get high 
It opens your eyes 
But in reality it’s just a disguise 
Keep your eyes on the prize 
Your mom tells you as she sighs 
Crying waiting for you to change  
To become more wise 
No one wants you to be homeless 
And have to spange 
She tells you every day 
Get your s*** together or you’ll have to pay 
And the price is 1-2 in DYC correctional facility.  
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Jeremiah P. 
Waiting 
 
Patience is a virtue 
But nothing in this world is new 
We wait to wait 
And wait for our fate 
We wait 
In this world everything revolves around waiting 
Every minute of every day we wait for something 
Wait for food to cook 
Wait for a fish to bite the hook 
We wait in court 
We wait for buses 
We just wait 
We sit there waiting for something to happen 
And usually nothing does 
So in the end we have waited our entire lives 
Just to drop dead 
And wait to start a new one 
 
 
Games 
 
Life is just a game 
The object is to have money and fame 
With each roll of the dice or draw of a card 
You move either forward or back 
Move two spaces forward and three spaces back 
You rolled a seven, Go directly to jail! 
Spin a 10 get a speeding ticket 
Pull the wrong block and everything falls apart 
Straight flush? Win the pot 
Two sixes vs. a five and a four I take the territory 
P a**  go collect 200 dollars 
Either you win or you lose 
You’re famous or you’re not 
You’re either a somebody or a nobody 
It’s the luck of the draw and you can’t control a thing in life  
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Terri S. 
Forever in our hearts 
 
My aunt Sherri meant the world to me, 
It was so clear the Blind could even see. 
She was such a loving mother to her three 
beautiful kids 
They could only marvel at some of the things she did. 
 
Kristin was the first to show her beautiful face 
Growing up to be a beautiful woman with such grace, 
Next came Ashley, such an adorable little Princess, 
She always made everyone smile, even when your life was a mess. 
 
And finally there was Nicolas and all his manly charms, 
Taking after his father, don’t worry it didn’t cause us any harm. 
After Jim and Sherri went their separate ways 
The kids were held together with pure, infinite love day after day. 
 
Then Joe came into Sherri’s heart, broken life, 
And wanted to make this wonderful woman his wife. 
All these memories should be kept close to our hearts, 
So our emotions are kept from falling apart. 
 
“We love you Sherri, and you’ll forever be in our hearts.” 2012 
 
 
My Body 
 
My  a**  is flat, 
My hips are wide. 
It could be worse 
I’ve got time on my side. 
 
My legs are scarred 
from needles full of dope 
I’ll get through that too 
There’s always hope. 
 
My nose is big 
But I’m oh so proud 
It’s an Italian nose 
That u could never lose in a crowd. 

 
 

So if your like me and suffer 
from your nose to toe, 
 
Trust me when I say 
for some unknown reason 
we’re supposed to be this way. 
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Rhonda L. 
So many questions 
 
Look what mercy has become.   
Has love won? 
Am I his? 
Is he mine? 
Can I hold on? 
Is there Hope? 
Will there ever be… 
no more pain? 
no more tears upon my face? 
This journey feels so long. 
It’s all so heavy in my mind. 
I’ve walked down this road, 
far too long, 
and too many times. 
Will there be a day of, 
no more tears? 
no more pain? 
no more fear? 
I’m trying so hard to hold on. 
Or is it best I let go. 
 
 
Self Compassion 
 
It’s important that we move  
towards the Light that is  
rooted deep inside. 
Inner impulse for self-compassion 
our own wounded self crying out 
for healing. 
Our souls deepest need, self-  
compassion. 
is the first and most grievously 
wounded victim. 
Losing or never developing 
self love, evil voices of many 
varieties do (or have) distorted 
the mirror of self-recognition. 
I’ve been crying for self- 
compassion, not even realizing 
it’s what I need to heal, to 
be able to look in the mirror 
and someday like what I see! 
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Here With You 
 
You 
do not have to be strong. 
You 
do not have to be right. 
You 
do not have to be good. 
all you have to be is you. 
all you have to be is here. 
Allow me to be here with you. 
You have been on self destructive 
mode for far too long. 
Come home. my child 
Let me take care of you, 
and help you to let go. 
Then you can rest. 
You 
will have been set free, 
of all your misery. 
Come home. my child 
Come home. 
 
 
Unconditional Love 
 
We can not out love God.  
Whatever love there is between us I pray is total, it is complete.  
It is unconditional, a dazzlement of delight.  
A strong bond so none of us stray.  
Beautiful angels guiding us, to the meaning of life. 
That of the healers theme. 
God is love 
God loves us so much. 
He has angels leading us together in love. 
Through this doorway of a golden light. 
Good things waiting for us there. 
As we take our journey together, our strong bond of true love is ignited 
forever… 
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Melisa H. 
There’s one in every Pod… 
 
Did yo mama drop you on your head? 
Did your daddy not hear a word you said? 
Did you truly look in the mirror one day? 
Did you cry when you realized, no one would stay? 
Did no one try to change your cold, cold heart? 
Did you blow that last chance at a brand new start? 
Did it occur to you that pretty is inside? 
Did you stop and think that your life is a lie? 
Did no one ever put you in your place? 
Did one too many forget to rearrange your face? 
Did your insecurities finally crush your personality? 
Did your many glaring flaws never seem a reality? 
Did you always dream of being someone “cool”? 
Did you not realize you’re acting just like a fool? 
Did you blindly trust your mouth to hide you forever? 
Did you not realize that someone here would be more clever? 
Did you even stop and think how sad you seem? 
Did you think your sad act would reign supreme? 
Did you get it thru your head, I’m not gonna fake it? 
Did you really believe we’d all sit back and take it? 
 
 

Road trip to Epiphany…  
 
Exhausted; this day was the longest of all 
Pull over; I can’t drive anymore! 
Quickly; Let’s empty the back seat and crash. 
Blindly; I turn to the sky o’er the sash… 
Brilliant; the sky over Nowhere is raging! 
Captured; the stars falling on me are blazing! 
Enamored; if one shooting star means good luck… 
Affirmation; I’m good. The stars know we’re not stuck. 

 
 
I AM FROM 
 
I’m from the Great White North 
I’m from the school that taught the Preacher’s Wife. 
I’m from nowhere an everywhere; I can survive anywhere. 
I’m from the Lost Perfection that crumbled 
I’m from the Place that Teaches you the Real Pain of Living. 
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Points 
 
The dragon rises, 
     a curl of red. 
I cannot stop, 
     not till I’m dead. 
I would not change it, 
     not if I could, 
Hit my neck, please… 
     I knew you would. 
Leave me alone! 
 

 
 

My Mother 
 
My mother’s penchant for button-pushing 
 has made me spill blood. 
My mother’s imagined superiority has caused 
 me unending pain. 
My mother’s inability to reason is a real 
 reason I’m here. 
My mother’s very existence allows my choice 
 to “Be good at It.” 
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Smart One 
Wild Minds 
 
Wild patience has taken me thus far 
Having to hold still, mind disagreeing 
Wanting to move forward but must wait 
Sitting like a well trained dog 
Wondering why I must hold this pause 
Figuring it out, slow and steady 
Wild and untamed, I know, wait 
To complete what must be done 
I must sit, wait, patient, let my mind run 
Don’t speak too soon, hold your tongue 
Don’t move, hold your tears back 
Don’t look, they want a breakdown 
Don’t give them what they want 
No explosions or frenzies, no frustration 
No manics or drops, no panics 
No false smiles, no false hopes or ruses  
No pretending I’m zealous ready to fix the problem 
No lies, speak the truth as best as you can 
Stop, wait, think, relax, think, breathe, think, speak 
Pause, that wasn’t what I meant, breathe, think, speak again 
Clarify, pause, think, breathe, think, not quite right 
Restate, think, reclarify, breathe, think, that’s better 
I got what I wanted out, my point across 
I said what I meant and meant what I said 
Please don’t make me clarify and restate 
Don’t make me repeat myself, wild thoughts 
I won’t be able to make the same point 
Lost words needed, unable to find them again 
Unless we do this again, think breathe, think, speak 
Try to understand when I say it the first time 
My wild patience has gotten me thus far 
Life needs breaks and patience when minds are wild 
 
 
Tattoo 
 
Flesh, pierced with color 
Stains that one never regrets, 
Stories told without words, 
You can know more about a 
Person with the art on their skin than 
Holding a conversation 
Silence says all, a tattoo says more, 
 
 
 

Expression is shown and worn, 
Easier than attempting words, 
One’s body feels beautiful 
With vibrant colors, feels 
As though you never have to speak again 
Because your story lays out on your skin 
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The Wraith’s Crow 
 
Wings, black, like midnight, flutter. 
Eyes just as dark, pierce the soul, 
As I sit here and watch, closely, 
Watch over you, following, watching, 
They come, they go, I just watch, 
I wait for your time to come, 
When you must leave this world, 
Leave loved ones behind, leave everything, 
To come, stand before us, face judgment, 
The good and the grateful,  
     I watch them rise, 
 
 

 

 
 
Shangri-La waits for them, beckoning, 
My eyes stare, stare down as evil begs, 
Begs to be forgiven,  
     it is too late to repent, 
I sit here and watch, watch closely, 
My wings flutter as I watch over all, 
I am the Wraith’s crow, 
Calling you to come home. 

Cardiovascular 
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K-20 
Desperation 
 
It was the early morning hours, 
 Just after breakfast. 
 
No one admitted to anything, 
 The doubt was now cast. 
 
It’s sad, 
 No one even noticed at all 
  Not really 
 Only until there was a need. 
 
Nearing the lunch hour 
 Desperation and panic has set in 
 The search was on 
 It had to begin 
  Where do we start? 
  Where do we look? 
  Who do we talk to? 
 
Statistics say the longer it takes 
 The more damage could be done, 
  There was no time to waste. 
 
A decision was made 
The entire area to be canvassed 
 
Going door to door 
Searching desperately 
 For the answer. 
 
Somebody, somewhere, knew something. 
 
Whoever knows, please come forward, 
Before devastating results occur. 
 
It was getting late 
 Lunch had arrived 
Time was of the essence 
 Tension was high. 
 
An announcement was made 
The search came to an end 
 Somebody came forward. 
To bring calm once again. 
 
With the search now over 
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Everyone could relax. 
 
A mistake had been made 
 No damage was done. 
No Hell to pay 
No written report. 
 
For there, in a cup . . . 
 Stood the missing spork. 
 
 
 
 

Before Everything Goes Black 
 
I live life tryin to stay alive 
gang bangin with my red flag raised high 
but it’s sad to see me go down that lane 
knowing I'm not seein my baby each passing day 
I walk around with my head held high 
when really deep down I'm wantin to die 
I feel I'm alone with no one around 
running when I hear det lil gun sound 
I'm stuck in tha darkness with nothing to see 
yelling out hoping that someone will find me 
I lay there still no one has come 
so I say f*** it all and grab my own gun 
walking around looking for trouble wanting to have fun 
but police try to stop me so I begin to run 
in the street running, thoughts running through my mind 
knowin that if I'm caught I'm doin 10 to life 
gun in my hand buckin at tha police 
only thing I'm thinkin of is I’ll miss you Harmony 
stop in the middle of the street 3 bullets in my chest 
knowing the day has come I’ll finally be laid to rest 
thinking one more thing I know is so real & true 
before everything goes black I say I’m sorry 
and daddy loves you. 

Lil Bout it B 
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 Now it’s Your Turn to SpeakOut! 

Share your own work in the back of this book. If you feel you’ve written  
something brilliant, feel free to drop it off at the CSU Community Literacy  
Center, or, leave it in a public place for someone else to read.  Use the prompt 
below or one of your own. 
 

I AM FROM . . . 

I am from pain that’s too much to bear 

I am from the heart and of the soul 


