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This issue of the SpeakOut! Journal is made possible through a tre-
mendous collaborative effort.  We start with every writer who took 
a risk and attended a SpeakOut! writing workshop. We are proud 
and awed by your efforts. We also thank our volunteer facilitators 
at the Larimer County Jail, Work Release and Community Correc-
tions as well as those working with our two youth writing groups 
from Turning Point: Jamie, Ruby, Hannah, Cailin, Alex, Roland, 
Manton, Bree, Yibei, Nathan, Aditya, Emily, Jennifer, Lena, Shai-
na, Chantal, Laurel, Joseph, Shelby, Autumn, Angelia, Cortney, 
Susanna, Grace.  A very special thanks to staff at our community 
partner sites: the Larimer County Jail, Larimer County Community 
Corrections and Work Release, and Turning Point. We also recog-
nize the CSU English Department for providing staff and material 
support, and give heartfelt thanks to the Bohemian Foundation for 
their grant support of our program. Thanks to interns for insightful 
commentary on design of the journal, and to Holly for speedy and 
studied compilation.  As we circulate this issue far and wide, we are 
humbled by this talented community of writers and thinkers.

Names in bold above are Community Literacy Center interns dur-
ing Fall 20198-Spring 2020.
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As this issue of the SpeakOut! Journal came together, we asked writ-
ers who should read their work--and why. Here are a few responses: 

“everyone!” 
“I write for others to read”
“I want a fan club, obviously” 
“I always wanted to know how I would do as a writer”
“I feel ecstatic that people will read all my poems & writing”
 “I write to inspire” 
  “to help others through their problems”
   “to rekindle my love for writing”  
    “to let people know they’re not alone.” 

That last one is a common theme: alone.  Too often we are left alone 
in our situations, alone with our thoughts, alone with our actions 
and memories.  One of our facilitators, Shaina, asks Where do you 
go when you see this word? A table in the corner of your middle school 
cafeteria? The house you were supposed to be sharing with a partner? A 
crowded room where no one knows your name—where no one knows 
you even exist? Where does “alone” take us? And what does it mean 
to be “not alone”? The writers who penned the poems, prose, and 
artwork in this Fall 2019 issue know well that writing and art can be 
tools for combatting solitary mental and physical spaces. 

Every week, women and men join SpeakOut! writing workshops 
at the Larimer County Jail, Community Corrections, and Turning 
Point to write, draw, and commune over the power of words. They 
share stories of heartache, injustice, grief, change, love. They mourn 
regrets and celebrate hope. They turn their mothers’ hugs into son-
nets, their children’s cries into raps. When the words won’t quite 
come, they sketch their hearts onto paper, subtly tucked under el-
bows until the shading is just right.

And then they volunteer to share (some more eagerly than others). 

  

INTRODUCTION: 
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Eyes light up as written words take on rhythm, as rhymes are spoken 
into existence. Murmurs of “I feel you,” and “yeah, man” slowly start 
to fill empty spaces. Snaps resound at the finale and for a moment 
the world makes sense. 

Suddenly we all aren’t so alone. We have transformed our individual 
thoughts and experiences by listening, by allowing space for many 
voices to be heard. We offer up our attention. 

We invite you to make space in your life for voices that are all too 
often silenced, muffled, or ignored. If you read carefully, you might 
find that you aren’t so alone in this world—that some of the most 
unlikely souls have journeyed where you have. They write for them-
selves, for family and friends, and for you: their fan club. Thank you 
for cheering them on. Please snap for those who have been brave 
enough to share and for those who are still finding their voices.

attention speakout! writers

You may continue to submit and publish your 
work through the SpeakOut! Online website:
https://speakoutclc.wordpress.com
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Windows to the World
The Universe

Outside, looking in
always wondering what could’ve been
Had my path been a different one
If I hadn’t spent so much time on the run
Inside my head I’m looking out
to a heartless world wanna see what you’re about 
I can bring to the table whatever you need
a woman of many talents I can go any speed
I can keep up
but prefer to keep out
I’ll stay outside
but by now I know better than to look 
in, look out.
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Windows
Mrs. EJ Cooper

If you could look through a window into  your soul 
What would you see? I’d see my family because 

They are the best part of me. 

My family are the windows into my soul.
My daughter shows me I truly care a lot.

She tries so hard to be just like me.
Always caring, compassionate, truthful, and free.

My baby is our little love bug. 
Her favorite time is when the four of us are curled up together on 

the rug. 
Together is my favorite place to be so this lovingness

She gets it from me.

My husband is so full of passion. 
When I look deep into his eyes we share an inseparable connection.

It’s like a car sliding on ice without any traction. 
Slamming his love full force into my soul.

So if I need a reminder of who truly am, 
I just open these windows one by one and peek in. 
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Window
Darin

Everyday I look out, with a sigh of relief rays of sun illuminate my 
room, without any pause my routine begins, the morning shower, 
then the reading of chapters within the early moon. It’s all relative, 
instinctually; it’s a ritual, I look out my window facing the sunlight, 
generating thoughts as I flip through chapter after chapter, think-
ing, flipping pages, looking at the window. It’s my ritual, soon to 
become a religion. Looking out my window.

Untitled
Day

Oh, the places you’ll go! 
I thought that I wanted to head to and fro 
So I ran fast never taking it slow 
Damn it, Dr. Seuss why did you 
Deceive me so? 
Now I have run into chaos, life has 
Been colder than snow. 
The ending is always supposed to glow 
But it’s the tragedy endured 
That the stories don’t always show. 
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I Am From
DylannDarling

I am from Ski Town, USA
From 6 feet of snow & temperatures more than 30 below
I am from Colorado blue skies & mud season
Sidewalk sales & local discounts
I am from the soccer field at the highschool and the Yampa River
I am from 3rd Street & a view of the ski mountain
From a place where your mail goes to the post office, but your 
package comes to your door
I am from Spring Creek Trail & gondola rides 
From the brown bears & raccoons that invade trash cans
I am from free concerts on Friday nights
From a time when going home was signified by street lights
I am from pine & aspen trees
From my grandma’s chives and her lilac bush
I am from my grandfather’s music store 
From “All That Jazz” radio commercials
I am from a split religion house-hold
From Hanukkah candles & Christmas trees 
I am from my grandparents, Who gave their all to raise me
From “We will love you no matter what.”
I am from Steamboat Springs, Colorado 
From 970 & 80477 
I am from the boat & I can’t wait to go home.
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Where I’m From
Shannon F.

Where I’m from young and old
Live together
We play, we fish 
And talk about the “weathers”.

Like whether or not my mom
Will come home or
Whether or not we’ll be all alone.

Whether grandpa and grandma
Will ever decide - whose
turn it was to tan our hides.

Whether or not our secrets were kept
Or like all our problems,
Under a rug they were swept.

Whether or not we’ll have a 
Nasty rain
To help wash away the 
Family’s pain.

Whether we liked it or not
Or whether we stayed quiet
The silence so deafening
You could scarcely describe it.

Whether this all mattered as days
Went by
Whether or not it made me cry.

Well I love the weathers - good
Or bad - 
Some of the best and worst times we had.
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I AM
I AM King

I am a poet at heart 
I am an amazing freelance writer. 
Chin up, beautiful, I see your smile
so much brighter. 
My everything leaks from a pen to help you feel lighter 
I have always been a magician, who’s in love, 
A royal king, a warrior fighter. 

Now who am I to you? I certainly 
know who you are to me. 
We are cut from the same cloth, the same 
breath, the same seed. 
I’ll help you grow. 
Don’t be afraid,
you won’t be hurt. 
I’ll welcome you inside and give you all 
of me, just what you deserve. 
I know you are safe with me at any
time. you may ask. 
A mind of God that’s fully conscience, I have 
taken off my mask. 
I see you, Believe me
you notice the words start to bleed you 
can tell that I’m Honest. 
I stand firmly behind these vows, I mean 
way more than the promise zone out. 
Completion is an amazing thing. It’s so much 
better when matched with perfection. 
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About Myself
R. Nil

 Here are a few things, that make up who I am
Some I collect, and others I enjoy when I can
 My crystals, stones and fossils, number quite a few
Sunlight always cheers me up, when I come unglued
 Old books are a passion, that I have always had
The heavy music I listen to, makes some people mad
 Twenty swords, forty knives, I am skilled with each
But put a bow into my hands, and I’ve got skills to teach
If you didn’t know, I like to write, I do it all the time
And if you haven’t figured it out, I also like to rhyme
 I’ve read one hundred fifty books, since I’ve been in this   
  place
Just relax, it’s not a race, I read at my own pace
 If I were not behind these walls, nature’s where I’d be
Camping and climbing the mountains, these things are part of me
 My mountain bike, my longboard, and my hacky sack
Are dear to me, I miss them bad, can’t wait to have them back
 So there you have it, a simple list, explaining me alright
Before I go, just one more thing, I also like moonlight.
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What’s In A Name?
Sarah Phoenix

My name is Hebrew for princess - which has always been my 
parents’ and grandparents’ nickname for me. Later on, it became a 
snide remark my grouchy little sister reserved for me when she was 
in her preteens. A Little Princess has always been my favorite book. 

For my mother’s entire pregnancy, it was to be spelled without 
the ‘h’ at the end. She was stubbornly insistent on this and would 
respond with an irritable “no” when anyone tried to persuade her to 
change it. Naturally, when she gave birth to me, a screaming baby 
girl who she says “hasn’t shut up since”, she shocked the s**t out 
of my family by telling the nurse to spell it S A R A H on the birth 
certificate.

My middle name came from a friend of my mother’s mother’s 
friend, and I have passed it on to my daughter. She proudly intro-
duces her charming 6 year old self as Madison Kathryn to everyone 
she meets. She has also inherited my nickname, has been called 
princess her whole life. 

I used to hate my name, complaining that it wasn’t at all unique - 
especially at Six Flags and Disney World, where parents constantly 
hollered “Sarah! Sarah, where did you go? Sarah, get over here!” 
Which caused whiplash from constantly turning to look for who 
was calling me.

But after 23 years, I’ve gotten over it, and now I feel like Sarah Kath-
ryn is the perfect name for me. It’s who I am, and who I will always 
be. 
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Jennifer
MR. JK

I never thought that was a pretty name
Then I met my Fiance the one I love

The one I one day soon will gonna marry
And then we will be one. He tells me

That when he was little, for the First time 
He’s heard that name he thought 
It was very beautiful. And I now
Believe it is OK, not so beautiful

But one day I will. Although I think 
It goes good with his Name

Jennifer and M. I always wondered
 what it would be like to have a man named M and if it

Would sound right.  Now I know it sounds perfect. I like it…. 
Just insinuate that either is ours. I can’t wait until that day

I pray. 

My Name
Santana R.

My name is Santana Marie R.

I’ll start with the last first cause I’m crazy like that. It means noth-
ing to me a stupid meaningless name no one knows or can say for 
nothing. Given to me from a man who was never a father to me nor 
am I a biological daughter. 

Now Marie. How many of you have the same middle name as me. 
Ugh, don’t even get me going. 
Now Santana means St. Hala. You right more like Satan. Everyone 
thinks on Carols Santana BUT nope, not even just some chick on a 
soap TV never seen. Although Santana is perfect for me. 
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Untitled
Shannon F.

Where is the artist
whom @ age 3
told herself 
I’ll be whatever I please

That freckled little girl
who loved to act
and with whom a handshake
meant a pact

Where is the girl
whose greatest joy
was a hug from nana
more than any toy

Where’s the girl 
who talked to God
and didn’t care
if it seemed odd

I found her one day
deep down in my heart
finally allowed to have a fresh start

Now I’ll try a whole lot harder

to be who I am
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10 Years From Now
Kris E.

10 years from now I’m laughing.
10 years from now I’m at peace.
My heart is whole.
My mind released.
10 years from now, I’m found.
My body is taken care of.
I’m loved and appreciated.
10 years from now I’m not looking back,
10 years from now I’m looking further into the future.

It’s That Time
Lillianna M.

For me to open up that dusty can of “Act Right”
Instead of running amok while tracking all the dreams that line the 

sky.
For me to create memories instead of trying to forget

 the next yesterday that I just spent.
For me to break out of my shell and learn to feel

Instead of quickly forgetting by feeding my addiction resisting my 
chance to grow and heal.

For me to be loved instead of listening to lies
For me to truly love the few who are dear to me

Instead of trying to love the wrong ones who clearly make me their 
last priority. 

For me to be a good example to my awesome only child,
Instead of giving all my time to the muck and running wild. 
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Her Way
ProFesser

Watching you bloom like a flower
Finding your voice
Your inner power~
Shedding the petals of a time long ago
Seeing the beauty
Of watching you grow
Opening your heart, mind and soul
Has brought me more joy than 
You’ll ever know
Changing, but not in a bad way
Me, wondering, how long you’ll stay
No better gift have I been given
Than to be a part of the world that you live in.
My little flower, my sweetest treasure
Being your mom is my greatest pleasure
Thank you for reaching for the stars
I’ve never known of a love like ours. 
In your eyes I see so much
Finding your way with just a touch.
You’re very brave to branch out each day
Hoping and succeeding at finding your way
Just remember your branch comes from
A tree, never grow too far away from me.
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Color
The Universe

Pink and orange water colors
under currents of purple and yellow
with waves of green
splashed across an inky black canvas
with blinding spots of light
a depth that goes on infinitely, beautifully
giving forever a definition
bursting with cosmic energy
radiance only comparable to a million shiny stars
compressed together in one
powerful, consuming, vast 
 Endless
pulling back from the edge of an intoxicating abyss
too captivated to look away from my eyes
“So that’s what you are” he whispers 
in awe

What Color Do I Feel Like Today?
MR. JK

i feel like the color teal today 
as the sun shines down yellow 
on me but the heat turning me 
red as it turns orange 
then i let the water hit my 
face i have so much going on 
though i stay positive. blue 
shirt for work i just received 
i feel so great like i achieved 
accomplished a goal of what 
had goaled to succeed 
i am proud to be 
awesome once. i feel so great. 
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Color
WyldWytch

When you wake in the morning, it is the color of the sunlight, 
creeping across your floorboards. It is the color of chamomile blos-
soms, steeping in your tea. When you get to class and see him, it 
is the color of his skin; the deep warm shade of buttered toast, and 
yet, it is also the color of the light hairs along his arms, contrast-
ing his skin so perfectly. It is the color of the butterflies, flutter-
ing around your stomach the first time you talk to him. When he 
looks you in the eye, it is the color of the flecks within his irises, of 
the rings around his pupils. It is the color of chardonnay and dim 
lighting, the color that will forever remind you of your first date, of 
your first kiss, of the electric, coursing through your veins. It is the 
soft glow of his lips, trailing across your skin; the color of “I love 
you.” It is the twinkling of stars falling around you as you gaze up, 
tracing the constellations of the atoms holding you together. It is 
the color of fearlessness when you walk down the sidewalk, holding 
hands, facing disapproving glares and angry, hateful words. When 
he tells you to close your eyes, it is the color of the ring he slips onto 
your finger, the color of his aura when he asks you to spend the 
rest of your life with him. On your happiest day, it is the color of 
champagne, the color of a toast to a bright, fulfilling future. It is the 
color of the house keys jingling when you buy your first home. It 
is the color of spending fifty years intertwined like serpents, shar-
ing secrets and jokes, and adventures together. When you’re in the 
hospital room at the end of his life, it is the color of tears falling 
down your cheeks, the color of your memories with him. It is the 
color of the solace you take in knowing he was happy; it is the color 
of goodbye. 
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Ode to the Color Black
Day

Black
The center of your eyes 
The endless night sky

The dress that makes you forget
The sound of silence. 
The sound of thunder

The sound of your heavy breathing in the dark
The taste of strong coffee 

The taste of cheap whiskey
The sensation of warm velvet

The chill of midnight silk sheets
The heat that we create when the lights are all off

It keeps hidden the things we fear to see
It is the color of my clothes,

The color I always chose. 
It covers my body,
It hides my soul. 

GAL
BaBy Bray

You changed my life
I never knew someone could have a light
Bright enough to show me truth and dim enough so
only we knew
You showed me the right path 
and never doubted my lack 
of motivation through the great
storm we lasted and even
as I fell you told me my 
feet still held all the
weight and mistakes are ok
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Dandelion
Wildf1ow3r

She dances like the dandelion petals
Branches fall in reflection of a life settled
Regret is not possible for mindful heart’s desires
She thinks about the life she aspires
Trauma runs deep in the coils of her brain
Optimism sets in after every rain
Creator cure me from my blood soaked destruction
Freedom tastes sweet without repercussions

Little LoLita Flower
Naomi Hicks

Her giggles and squeals of excitement; 
Offer him youth in his weary old age
Her Naivety and innocence is like a breath of fresh air compared to 
his usual smokers hack: 
in which he must obtain she really does trust and believe him when 
he convincingly whispers
“Don’t be ashamed. It’s the way you came in this world and the way 
you are meant to be.” Then he indulges her youth. 
Many years later the Little LoLita Flower Matures and comes to 
terms with the man she trusted and loved the most was hurting her 
the worst. 
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As I Lay in My Head!
Barbie

She looked to her left and saw no one. Then a scream had bellowed 
out, someone, somewhere, was needing help, as she ran to every 
room, and checked behind every door. She was alone and no one 
else was home. Then as she breathed, she began to see her breath, 
she started to shiver and shake as the room turned to ice. She heard 
another scream, then out of the shadows came a large slow mov-
ing object towards her! As she ran to the door, that was just there, 
just as quickly disappears, she frightened and scared. She cries as 
she comes closer. Dagger in hand, he grabs her, pulling her in, and 
slowly sticks the sharp, pointed, cold metal into her ribs! As she lets 
out a shriek of terror and pain he kisses her forehead and lies her 
down on the bed, for eternity she lays there never to break another 
breath— forever stuck in her head. Forever lost to our land. Never 
belonging to pains torture of life again. As she wakes it was just a 
dream!

Mirror, Mirror
Lady Bandit

Mirror Mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all, the beauty 
you see in a crystal ball, far far away in a tower so tall. 
She’s no Cinderella, she rescues herself cuz she’s not like all the oth-
ers on a shelf. Mirror mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them 
all? Lady Bandit is the one who you can see in a crystal ball. 
Mirror Mirror on the Wall 
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The Family
I AM King

There are many families in the world but if 
you search my family tree. 
My family has to choose you now I saw you’re 
safe with me. 
There are great ones within my blood for me 
it was meant to be. 
I AM my father, He is his,there’s a gift 
inside of me. 
this gift that I’m blessed with I have distilled 
inside of the. 
I grew up and was taught that perfection 
Is unity. 
Don’t force anything if it doesn’t happen, it’s just 
not meant to be. 
I am the soul and life provider but first 
you must believe. 
Brave hearted but full of love, you’ll find my soul through poetry
Do you feel it working its so amazing, you now 
reside inside of me. 
An artist, so much talent, one of the best 
we’re so elite. 
You’ll never forget me once you’ve met me. 
You’ll always remember that. 

Untitled
Virus

That my family will get better no matter what happen to me. It’s 
been a tragedy for thinking about my future and what that’ll be. I’m 
lost in the galaxy out of reality than gravity snapped me back into 
furious livin life like I’m supposed to. I’m gonna make a toast to the 
one that means the most. 
I keep him so close. 
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True Love
Storii

I know we can’t go back
Trust is what we lack
I f**k with you
You f**k with me
You know this s**t won’t last
So what the hell we doin boy
Just wasting time
It eats you alive
That I call him mine
I’m down for him
He’s down for me
Yeah that’s the way true love should be
I got his back and he’s got mine
Together boy we will shine

Love Game
Naey Naey

You said you love me more than anything or anyone, but you were 
so quick to say I was your friend, how could you lie like that. Break-
ing up a couple you could tell was in love. Just for you sick little 
head game. But I was too broken to realize all this was a game to 
you and you really didn’t have no feelings for me. Wow how I was 
so easily fooled, my heart broke the day I met you. Changed forever, 
just for some sick I love game for you.
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My Heart
Shannon F. 

Take an Eskimo
put her in the hood, and
believe it or not
she comes out good.

A mother of 4, amazing
lights of my life 
now just a mommy
no longer a wife

Free to be whomever I choose 
a freedom I’ll never be able to lose.
Loving, thoughtful
paving the way
for my littles I’ll always pray.

I wear my heart on my sleeve
always embrace before I leave. 
Make it a point to raise my kids
kind hearted
and try to build on what God
has started.

4 little gifts help make up my mind
that it’s always right to start 
with “kind.”
Never a negative thought thrown
their way
Rather remind them every day.
That they are my <3
my soul.
How much I love them I pay that they know.
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Untitled
Soullessence

What heart beats like mine for things it can 
only dream of? 
For dreams are brain waves, ideas in utero 
utterances of desire leave me bashful
I am Shy 
of a couple hours of sleep
I daydream 
leaning towards reveries 
The heart beats faster 
I beat faster in frequency
Friction leads to vibrations 
My heart Quakes in fear 
I’m captured by the littlest things 
In truth I don’t mind at all 
I am becoming alive while falling 
memory sends me back into war 
I fight with myself to let go 
My being is becoming unhinged 
The doors to my heart swing open 
I’m afraid for you to walk in. 
Love. 
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My Own Country Song
Islaamabaad

  I’ve said “I love you” to a couple girls, 
Every one for real 
  little did I know the hand life dealt, 
the feelings I’d feel. 
  It’s been some time since the first, but for 
some damn reason I know she’s still my 
world. 
  Wish I could tell her what she 
meant to me, what she helped me get through, 
  Girl, you can’t hear me now, but every night 
I’m 17 again, and I’m smiling, holding you 
  If I could tell you today, God the things 
I have to say, 
  But the biggest one that’s in my mind is 
how badly I wish I couldn for the very first time 
ask you “how do you do?” 

  You used to make me superhuman, god 
I swear I felt so strong
  Always that rugged clam, and you, you were 
my pearl 
  now I’m just a hurting man, who’s 
just trying to get along
  But there’s a silver lining here, 
  I’ve got myself, and that’s enough, 
  You’re My Own Country Song 
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Fractile Romance
JUMPOFF X

Always feeling Stuck
My Memories fade into the dust
And the vibrations of love and lust
Make my Mind erupt
into another world which doesn’t exist.
Feelings, Emotions, and Senses all comfortably mixed into a strong 
form of energy that empowers one’s soul to coexist with another’s.

What are we without the memories of growing up,
for some memories last while others fade
but today I reminisce back to the place where I was 
faded in tenth grade
tryna convince myself I wasn’t fake
like the rest of those dudes.
Told myself I wanted to love but
I’d never be with you.
Told myself I didn’t lie but
I always lacked the truth.
Livin’ in solitude by mind is so unsolvable it’s a mystery
So complex even God can’t
understand me. While
time flies by I cease to
exist. Every moment with you is like the first time that
we kissed.

I’m glad I can take this time to reflect
and I would bet
that if I rewound back
to the times long ago you wouldn’t regret everything that we did, 
but sometimes my mind plays tricks and the pieces just don’t fit. 
I thought this was love but maybe I’m just trippin’. “High on love” 
that s**t is just a feeling.

I need to stop livin’ the way that I do. Neep to stop doin’ the things 
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Fractile Romance Cont.

My Baby
Joshua D.

Eyes of green and gold 
Beautiful smile that gold even the coldest soul 
Voice so soft and sweet, like sounds from harmonious Heaven 
A hustle so smooth and slick like the dealer at the blackjack table 
lay in a face
When already laid down an ace or eleven

A slight dark side to her, she can be mysterious 
Sexy, Playful, Joy, a touch shy and a little mischievous
A personality so bright it lights up the whole room 
Poise attitude and smart to boot, even in chemistry class she makes 
Things go boom  

When things start to get hot and I watch her begin to unfold 
I swear one look at her book line and sinker, you’re hers hearth and 
soul
You might ask who she is a model a movie star, Maybe 
An She’s definitely a star skies my baby the beautiful Miss J. 

that I do. Need to just make up my mind about being with you but 
if I told you I loved you
girl I meant it.
Take those words and cement it
Don’t forget it, keep it gifted.
And when times have shifted
and I’m no longer with you just remember
I’m flying high in the sky with my mind on you.
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Even After
Vanity

Even after we break the chains
Even after all them nights that we stayed awake -
With dreams of the future & better days
Even after those silent kisses & the prayers that we prayed 
& even after all them blue lines with the letters that spilled your 
brains
Sent & stamped with an envelope in your name
Even after I struggled to watch my pace - 
Cause I could bleed all of your love outta my veins - 
When I never even touched your face 
yea… even after those days
I promise to stay the same

Even after the next step
Even after we felt like the system’s pet
Even after we bend but never break & together our ends are met
Even after we have our kids & our homes & the thoughts of coke & 
needles are distant
Even after the blunts burn out & the studio time is spent
& even after I sign the deal & I feel like my goal is met
Even after the baby that we went half on like a bet
Even after you’re fully grown into that man -
& we discover we’re different
yea… even after then 
my love will be what it has been

Even after the final show
Even after the curtains close
after the kids are grown
& even after so many years, that when I look @ you
you look like home
Even after the money’s blown
Even after we grow old
& you pass on to your even after home
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Whether I die before or I live to watch you go
yea… even after forever
your love is all I know. 

Even After Cont.

Before I was too small
Before he was too tall
Before I was not smart
Before he was my heart
Before I was too strong
Before I never really believed in me
Before I cried too loud
Before I cried too much
Before I cried too soft
Before I cried not enough
Before they never heard my cries
Before I never really cried for help

Before I knew loss, I knew love
Before I loved myself, I lost myself
Before I found God, I left God
Before I lost my life, love found me

Before
Peachy K.
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If I Tell You The Truth
Cam the Ram

If I tell you the truth
It might make you puke
If you take your shoes off everyone will go pewww
If I tell you the truth
It might scare you like boo!!
What’s the point in lyin when I really love you? 
So if I tell you the truth don’t take it the wrong way
I’m just tryin to be honest, real & straight 
If I didn’t love you I would just lie
Everyone says we could be Bonny & Clyde
So if I tell you the truth what would you do
Would you like to hurt me or would you tell the truth?
I know we’ve been through a lot together but we belong together 
You remind me of someone I love specifically like a mother
The love I have for you is like the love a mother bear has
For her cubs. So don’t mess with the cubs when the mother is 
around
Cause you will end up on the ground. So if
I tell you the truth your my wife would you wait for 
The day I come home to eat the food on your plate or
Would you say goodbye? Stayin loyal, committed and by my
Side, that’s why I made you my ride or die.
If I tell you the truth please don’t cry
If you cry I will be there to dry the tears from your eyes.
You have made a huge impact on my life 
This is why God put you in my life to be my wife
Everyday I been away you have been on my mind
I will continue to love you tell the end of time
If I tell you the truth 
I need to prove to you I am true
Like my favorite color blue
I no you like the color blue
So when I see the color blue
All I can do is think of you
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If I Tell You The Truth Cont.
Cam the Ram

If I tell you the truth
Would you come at me like Babe Ruth?
If I tell you the truth
All I have to say is I love & miss you 
Your my girl, my wife that’s why God put you in my life
If I tell you the truth what would you do?
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Untitled
Kris E.

What are the possibilities of living through the impossible. 
Sometimes it feels impossible to dream of the possible. 
Life throws so much at us.
Mountains need to be climbed.
Impossible feels accomplished.
Possible challenges failed.
Dreams distorted by the word impossible.
Dreams come alive by what is possible.
It’s possible to live through what feels impossible.
Just dream about the impossible and make it possible.

Upon Waking Up
MR. JK

While I’m gone away from home it’s impossible to not think of all 
the good things we would be doing. Missing my babies, my kitty. It’s 
so impossible to just not feel for you Keen to be lay in your arms, 
oh baby I love you. I miss you too, I wish I was home so I can just 
sit and talk to you and spend all my free time with you. But baby 
soon. Soon I’ll be home, it’s impossible to not cry when I’m gone 
away from you. I thank you for all of what you do and just you. I’m 
blessed for loving you as my boo . . . I’m so happy I can’t wait to get 
close to you.
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To Again Repeat Redundance
R. Nil

He opens the door allowing sunlight, liquid and visceral, to pour 
into the smouldering darkness of the hall. The silky smooth texture 
of her drowsy voice still caressing his tired bloodshot mind as he 
takes the aged and tinted stairs one at a time down toward the silent 
street. The pungent damp air of steaming manhole covers and sum-
mers humidity assault his weary senses in alpha dominance, as the 
city still lies peaceful and sleeping in pre-dawn darkness and inac-
tivity. Surrounded by glowing stone and steel monoliths that scrape 
the colors of dawn from the sky dropping them as shimmering 
flakes of neon and high rise glass to fall glistening into the depths 
and reflect upon the glossy windshield of a nearby passing car. He 
walks on with awakening purpose, becoming aware of the golden 
orange sunrise now slowly chasing away the purple hue and inky 
blackness of the night. At the back of his thoughts, unconscious and 
uncontrolled, the sublime memory of her smile suddenly flashes 
vividly across the movie screen of his mind bringing forth his own 
smile and feelings of warm and safe contentment. In stark contrast 
to this, the rigid grey concrete complains and then echoes his every 
footstep in seeming discontentment as he continues walking toward 
his destination. 
Gunshot… then silent darkness…
He opens the door allowing sunlight, liquid and visceral, to pour 
into the smouldering darkness of the hall. The silky smooth texture 
of her voice still caressing his tired, bloodshot mind.
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Your View
Tony B Free

I see this world through a wine glass of shades. Earth tones of taste 
through valleys world wide. Emotions of color from dark to light. 
Encouraging feelings of anger, lust and delight. From deep reds to 
crystal whites the lenses to thought age better with time. Experi-
ence how you want the world that’s all yours. Alone with dozens or 
romantically with two.
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Untitled
Alyra W.

a man who stands high struggles with being ambitious
Family filled with lying and scandalous actions
laughter is the only thing that lives in the young precious Ravyn
a girl who is lost doesn’t have gratitude.
honesty & honor is what lay beneath the sheets she lays in
The man calls her beautiful & useful.
scars lay on her arms from when she tried to trust
love is something she’s never had.
loyalty was the man’s worst suite.
pretty face deep scars sweet smile dark soul
‘mi amour’ were the last words spoken.

Untitled
Ian K.

Seein the sun set on my face, passing time by reading a book under 
a tree watching my kids, laughing, havin, fun. My family, havin fun, 
flanin a feast, not to much goin on while you sit behind bars just 
dreamin of this, while time passes you by face in the fact you are 
still locked up. Jail or Prison.
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He Makes Me Feel Silenced...
Nikki W.

When my words don’t matter,
When my words don’t count,

He makes me feel silenced…

When my words repeat themselves 
over & over & over,
When I feel like a broken record

He makes me feel silenced…

When my heart is aching, longing, breaking
When all I need is to be held, warmed,
or wanted - only to be left alone & aching

He makes me feel silenced…

When my dreams of love & life
seem crushed
When the way I think or feel
about it seems hushed

He makes me feel silenced… 

When my thoughts & feelings are justified 
When all my days are simply horrified 

He makes me feel silenced…

When I have only pain & tears & sorrow
When I have no idea if I 
even want to hope for a tomorrow - 

HE MAKES ME FEEL SILENCED. 
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Mirror, Mirror
J Gigglez

Mirror mirror in my cell,
I’m here again & have some stories to tell,
& yes, many people that have seen you, lived part of my story
as well. 

It’s not that I meant to come visit you again,
my  mind was like you, visions were blurry back then,
Sorry to say, but mirror mirror, we can’t keep trying to be friends.

Listen mirror mirror, when I look @ you, I can kinda see,
We have a permanent fog, so it’s kinda hard to see,
But it still shows all the imperfections I let myself be.

I don’t want to live the only life you can offer,
‘Cause I’ve had my own journey with the white boys, gangsters &
those wanna be mobsters,
Years of fear, keeping my head off the name rosters.

Day by day, hustling for a living making that bread,
Dodging bullets & say “F**k you” to the undercover feds,
Mirror mirror, I’ve been living 29 yrs now, but I always feel half 
dead.

Mirror mirror, you show me my face scars,
made from baseball bats, fights & accidents in a car,
When I look @ you mirror mirror, its hard to have hope, hard
to reach to the stars. 

So unfortunately, mirror mirror in my cell,
Here I am again, with even more stories to tell, 
I look into the mirror that many have stared into, 
that share the same stories, that you 
know oh so well.
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Sleeping Beauty
Indigo Skye

Dazed and in a dream, nothing is
As real as it seems
Locked up and hidden away
I watch the world from a dream dusted haze
Sleeping away most of my days
Hiding from a painful reality
Haunted by a nightmare I can’t seem to get out of me
Everyone telling me to snap out of it
Only your kiss could break the spell
And release me from this hell
So surreal, nothing could make me feel
Blade to my skin, dripping in blood
Dropped on a page, cloudy like mud
Searching always for what it was
Unconsciously distant, as time goes by
I can barely remember if I’m alive
In fact I think a bit of me dies, the more
Time goes by
I prepare my soul to learn how to fly
I take a deep breath
And open my eyes

My advice to the princess asleep in that bed
Wake up and take a 5-hour energy instead. 
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On The Other Side of That Door
I AM King

Have you ever been somewhere when 
curiosity hits you more 
like at the Dr.’s office, an interview, or
Waiting at the airport. 

I was in therapy getting a massage 
my muscles were all torn 
At a museum full of artifacts 
with fresh eating dinosaurs. 

Do you see that a kid yells 
as he jumps right off the floor
The guide smiles brightly and nods 
as we sneak away from the tour 
What are we doing she asks? I can’t 
take this anymore. I have to know! 
My girlfriend cracks a say what Grin 
as she feels my forehead! The doors 
Baby! They are right by the stairs. 
She stares bewildered by my response, 
It’ll be okay I promised and squeezed 
her palm. We race towards the one door 
that looks like magic, then secretly steps 
up Awww man it’s tragic. Excuse me you 
two what are you running for? He 
Stopped us two inches away from the 
door. I have to know you’ll be shocked! 
Then I twist the handle, it’s locked! 
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Her Creature of Dark
Demon King

Amongst a cloud carved in smoke and fire
there lirs a creature of Khaotic Love
behind a heart filled stone this 
Creature lies in waiting for a True love 
but as the world starts to crumble 
it realizes this might be it. It’s true
there is no love, no hope till a curvess 
figure lurked at the gates wondering waiting 
for the Right option to speak
She moves closer realizing this Creature ain’t a 
Creature but a very upset Demon in pain 
with a black heart
wanting nothing more but to be 
loved, cherished, held. She takes her step 
closer and closer she gets, “the Creature Crys”
but whom may you be startling her
5’ 2” thick and beautiful
with long/short black hair 
Ouiga is my name “she replies.”
with a smile 
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Beating Death in Life
Tina H.

Life without him- No
My heart is broken and will never be whole
Cry is now all I can do, smiling again- don’t think so
There will never be another one like him
Life without him- Yes
My heart is almost whole
Smiling and laughing all the time
There will be someone, not like him cause I want 
Someone new.

Darkness Nothing More
Trippy Fishy 419

Growing Accustomed to the
Dark, Sometimes we grow
Accustomed to the dark &
Don’t Realize it & before
We know it, we spiral
down & down this deep dark
Hole of darkness & when
you’re Accustomed to this way of
Living, many times you’re done
trying- to find this so called
Light… 
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Valley of the Shadow of Death
Amanda L.

As I walk thru the valley of the shadow of
death I realize that I got no one left. As I look to 
my left no one’s around all I see is that
death, as I take each breath wondering how
many I got left
I’ve tried to walk with god thru that valley, but that
valley is only shadowed with death. On my walk
I looked to my right n outta fright I found this man
his name unknown, but I call him the devil n he now has
ahold of me, he said come with me & I’ll set you free only
he chained me, changed me, deranged me. Chains are off
n I’m able to go free, but I think it’s just him testing me
cause yes he is trusting me, so here I lay, I stay each day & night
not even putting up a fight cause the fight has been my
whole life, n f**k it he’s got my back he’s not even as evil
as you made him out to be, well at least not to me, he don’t
even bother me & now I’m beggin don’t leave stay with me
for life.
He blazes a blunt with me, says f**k the world this is how
its got to be, loyalty, respect, mamita that’s you & me
that’s all we got so never turn your back on me as envy is
all that I’ll see so don’t say a peep just walk with me, stand
tall, shout f**k em all, they are only there to watch you fall
n when you do get up don’t take their hand cause that I will not
understand, so again let’s take a walk n see if we make it out 
to the end. We are walking thru the valley of the shadow of
death, don’t look around unless you’re looking for me, let’s see
challenge me & you’ll lie with the rest as I said, may they rest with
the dead n all I said in the end was ok just hold my hand
n never leave me, I’m here to stay I’ll even pray if it’s you I get to 
keep. We walked n s**t soldier mad, we made it to the end to
get that win. 
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Suffering, Avoidable... No More!
Dre Bella L

You have choices so think them through. Say what you feel. Say 
what you think. Do it. Don’t hesitate. Don’t even Blink. Listen to 
yourself. Say it out loud and hear yourself speak. Your inner self 
will tell you but you have to listen and not just hear. 
Love yourself. Have compassion. Respect yourself. Have grace. 
Have mercy and patience with yourself. You’re not a disgrace!
When in doubt, when you feel fear, when your heart beats fast and 
the anxiety kicks in, do the opposite of what you’ve done in the 
past. You have to change and move forward and on to a new life. 
Leave the past in the past. The old ways didn’t work. They failed us 
and we felt insane. Doing the same things over and over. It’s all so 
mundane. Nothing to show and nothing gained. 
Love yourself in every waking moment. Protect yourself. Allow 
Christ’s shield to protect you. Feel God’s strength. Be Safe. Feel Safe. 
Think Love. God is Love. Feel God’s love. You deserve it. No longer 
are you able to cause yourself harm. In no way is this acceptable. 
You are too precious and to those who matter and love you they are 
glad you exist. You are God’s child and will never be dismissed. 
Focus on what matters. Pray. Heal. Feel. Cry…. Try something… 
anything, Don’t Suffer. It’s avoidable and feel our God’s bliss. 
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Poem to Self
Trippy Fishy 419

F**k you, you did this, All of
This!! Don’t Cry now & don’t
Be Scared now…you did
This. You’ve lost your chance
To be trusted, so don’t Cry
Now, you did this…you sit
& wonder why, why me?
But once Again, you did
This so don’t Cry now…
Your past has defined you
& you will never be nothin
More than the Criminal you
Are, so don’t Cry now, you did
This…

Poem of Lies
Lil’ Mitchie

The early morning smell of cows
makes me smile. When I see danger
I sprint towards it. When you see
me cry it’s the thought of laughter.
Creamy coffee is my disguise. Cats are my
favorite, they make me smile. Dogs are
cruel like the skies. Drugs make me 
happy inside and out.
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No Turning Back
Zakka

Deeper meaning behind the words I write, well
sometimes I just can’t produce and it’s no f**king 
use. I just sit and think about the things I’ll say, if I 
only could portray the feelings I have inside, it’s like
a reckless tide, where I’ve only just died. And you
know, I did. I killed the old me off, no more need for
that person now. I don’t even know the old person I
was. Drugs, dollars, poppin my own damn collar, I 
felt like a baller. But looking back, I’m actually
surprised that I didn’t have a heart attack, with how
loaded I got. I remember the fight I actually fought. 
Just disgusts me. My family would be sick if they
knew the things I had done just to feel alive, when
I actually wasn’t. I was just f**king dying inside.
Took more pills just to feel numb, felt like a drone and
all alone, but that’s what happens when you succumb
to that life you live and the devil’s already won.
But you have a chance to get off that cell block 
and stop the dance, the dance with the devil, yeah
throwin out some “Immortal,” but for real, this s**t is
not a portal. You’re gonna have temptations, look at
Adam and Eve, even in a perfect world where we
thought we perceived all that there ever was, will or be.
We still fell. Don’t let that get you down, there’s no
point to feel worse than you already do. The first
step is admitting there’s a f**king problem, just do 
yourself a favor and get and stay sober! No point 
in continuing the path you’re on. Do it for you
family, too, there’s no reason to rob them of you too. 
Because your next time might be your last. You
never know so don’t take that chance. There’s no
point, you’ve already come this far, that’s the reason
we’ll all live with this regret and treason. Cuz it
feels like you’ve f**ked yourself and your family too
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No Turning Back Cont.

and the thing is, you have; it’s true. No need in going
down that path, you’ve been sober for how long?!
Do the math! So stupid to turn back now, just
keep your head up and keep f**king going! Now
the next time you feelin’ like s**t ready to throw 
in the towel and quit, just read this and remember 
exactly what it’s like to be better!

How Have You Beat Death in Life?
MR. JK

I couldn’t wouldn’t live without my 
boo . . . I don’t know where I would be 
if I wasn’t with him and him with me. 
Maybe somewhere off, not so good. 
It has led me to where I am today 
although I’m bettering myself now. 
Sober in the end of my talk. 
My ex tried to kill me. 
Came close to both my boo and I 
but he took his own life. 

But now 

We are here and soon to be one. 
Happy as can be soon I’ll be with my baby. 
The one that saved me. 
For living life today I believe in he. 
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Imprisoned
Timothy H.

Holding our Picture, oh how I miss her .
Without spoken words i say
Hold on my beautiful girl, it’s just one more day
I look back to remember
When we fought in December 
Now the tables have turned
And it’s you that i yearn 
Never again will I hurt you
Hold you tight I’m supposed to
Ride or Die
I need you by my side.

The Last I Felt Guilty
Nikki

The last time I felt guilty
was when I put that needle
in my arm, pushing that poison
Inside my soul. All the
heartache and pain that I had put
myself through of the junkie 
I am and always will be. Neither
embarrassed or ashamed. There’s 
a story to be told. 
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Guilty Pleasure
ProFesser

I lied to you.
I looked you in the face and lied.
It hurt you. 
I could see that.
And yet I lied, and justified
And showed my selfishness in my addiction.
I cut you down with the easiest ammo words.
I hurt you despite my claims of love.
I loved the high so much, I 
Couldn’t lie to myself.
Your safe place demolished with a meer flick of the lighter.
I embraced my addiction, instead of you.
I carved out my own happiness with no regard
I pretended it didn’t matter
I hated that it did.
I stopped looking at my reflection 
I hated what I saw.
I ached to be a duality
So unattainable, yet felt so driven
As to hurt us all.
Nothing mattered in my veiled secrecy
Brazenly displayed for all to see:
I lied to you, that you wouldn’t see.
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The Truth, The Whole Truth, & Nothing But the Truth
Anonymous

Everything that ever was, is, and will be, 
the energy of all possibilities, forwards and backwards in time, 
and all things which could not be, Realized Itself, 
because that is one of the possibilities. 
    This was the birth of God’s mind. 
God explored all possibilities, and Her own mind, 
for an amount of time that We can comprehend as; 
The Age of the Universe    times            The Age of the Universe, 
                                                 and then some. 
And since She was the First and only perspective, 
nothing else even existed which could perceive Her. 
The One Perspective could not perceive itself. 
               So she decided to do something; 
She divided Herself into 3: 
1. The Father, aka The Knower, or The Superconscious.
2. The son, aka The Creator/Experiencer, or Consciously You. 
3. The Holy Ghost, aka The Akashic/Etheric Record, or the 
                    Subconscious. 
The knower portion of Creator can see all possibilities and 
times, and what you will choose with your free will. 
She is connected to you always, through your feelings, 
and communicates with you through them. 
When you desire to know something, contemplate it deeply, 
and look to see how you feel about it. 
       This is called Discernment. 
a. The creator / Experiencer portion of God is You. 
You create your experience through Cymatics/Frequency,
And you may choose to consciously create your reality. 
And you may choose to consciously create your reality. 
To do this, you must practice taking conscious control 
Of 3parts of yourself; 
Your Feelings  
Your Subconscious   and
Your Focus 
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A. First do this exercise; Give yourself permission to feel 
extreme happiness, for 3 to 5 seconds, without cause 
( do not imagine puppies, just Be happy). 
Actually do it. 
Were your able to?    Good. Now you can see
That the world does not control your emotions, you do. 
Now think on this deeply; Only 2 true true feelings exist. 
Positive is called Love.    Negative is called fear. 
When you choose to feel the feeling of Love, 
You are emitting that frequency. 
The Universe responds by giving you a reason to Love them, 
(your focus)
And when you choose to feel the feeling of fear, your 
Frequency creates what your fear into your reality. 
This is the reason that you should Love everyone, 
everything, and every experience, regardless of the fact 
That you have favorites. 
B. Next, do this exercise; Name a loud, 3 things which 
You appreciate the most (off the top of your head). 
Actually do it. 
Now when you contemplate this list, you get a deep 
sense of appreciation. 
This is the highest frequency for your subconscious. 
Retain a deep sense of appreciation, for everyone, 
everything, and every experience, regardless of the fact
That you have preferences. 
C. Now, time is not real, but reincarnation is, so when you 
are done here, you may choose to be your father, then 
her, then me. In fact, you will choose, or already 
have chosen to be each and every person in your entire life, 
For there is no one else here but you, God, playing all 
the roles in the dollhouse, in all times, on all planets
In all dimension. 
Since you are actually each person, there is no reason for 

The Truth, The Whole Truth, & Nothing But the Truth 
Cont.
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negativity, but there is a reason to think only in ters, 
of solutions. 
Thought is creative. 
Words are productively creative, and affect the collective 
consciousness.The universe takes your words literally. 
In fact, you may recall having spoke figuratively, turned 
Your head, and having to do a double-take, because there it 
was suddenly, literally. 
Your focus determines your reality. 
So focus only on looking for evidence of your desires. 
 This is called manifestation. 
In summary; Love Appreciate Focus 
Your desires become your reality. 
 This is what they call magick. 
3. The third portion of Goddess is the Akashic Record, aka the 
Etheric record, aka The Book of Life; 
The conscious aspect of this portion is known as The Holy
Spirit, or the Librarian. 
Your life record is akin to a Grande Etheric Tapestry 
Tattoo, each dot being the moment which you decide 
to Be something, for when you do, the entire Universe
Makes it so. 
Although we can understand it the least from this 
Perspective, The Akashic Record is very useful to the 
Eternal Spirit. 
Understand that you cannot be killed nor harmed in any way, 
shape, or form, until & unless you believe it, so instead realize ‘Well 
that didn’t even hurt!”. 
All limitations are in your head. 
You have all of the Super Powers, just practice. 
 I Love You,         
 Signed You!

P.S. You Are God, Be Good, Wake Up!

The Truth, The Whole Truth, & Nothing But the Truth 
Cont.
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DID
Kris E.

I live in a world of judgements.
A daily battle against stigma.
So many personalities bursting out of me.
With little around who see the real me.
I black out, another takes over.
Lost days, Lost years.
I live in fear.
Who will you meet today, who will 
You meet tomorrow.
The stigma that surrounds me 
fills with with sorrow.
I look into the eyes of judgement
I hope for an open hand or comforthing
Arms.
But instead I’m received with confusion and harm. 
Why do you treat me this way when 
All I need is love.
I need comfort and understanding that 
Fits like a glove.
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Untitled
Räven

Upon a solitary hill, there lies nestled a solitary house
Not a home, per se, but a quiet echo of home that’s
rebounded off the walls of generations before being
muffled in the soft sands of time. Who lived here?
The cemetery once proud and stately lies now
in disrepair--it has forgotten the answer.
On main street, the only street, each gas station
worker will give a different tale, laced in the sickly sweet
scent of tobacco. As echoes are but memories, the house’s 
comfort and warmth have bled into the earth, leeching
away all but eerie silence. Emptiness. Abandonment.
Who lived here?
What whole existences once revolved around this timber
temple to the American dream?
Who died here?
What has caused this place to become

FORGOTTEN?
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Lady Justice
ProFesser

How dare you judge
from your high up throne
with your robes & gavels
with a swift decision of no consequence
to you.
You rip babies from mothers.
Husbands from wives.
Unjustified justice at the commonwealth’s
Expense.
Exposing your truth through lies
served on an attorney’s platter, never
questioning origin, basis, or matter.
Driving home at five while tears are shed
for the years you demanded. Never to 
be replaced.
Your moral compass in a whole different
space, place or time.
Externally dignified in your lies.
Brutality your inner voice of reason,
reasoning that another is dollar-earned 
at our demise.
Hurdles so unattainably high, that
we the people sit back and cry.
A second chance, or glance so foreign
it may as well be another time.
Hurt and pain to replace that space
where mothers, lovers, and children lie,
while your own manifestation of hate
is served to us from “Your Honor’s” plate.
Beating us with the scales of justice
while Lady Justice sits back and 
cries. 
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A Ship and Bottle
Vanity

Tiny, beautiful and contained
Will never sink cause it will never stray
A mysterious noun that will leave you in awe
Longs to sail with the wings of a bird and the sound
Of their caw
Trapped in a place it could never belong
Taps on the glass the telltale sign of its wrong
Potential of all that the Titanic is as well as
Could never be
A ship in a bottle, yep that’s me
In my current state of residence waiting to
Be free

At Peace
Tony B Free

Here it is! The words or phrase that many people, male or female, 
runs, shuns, ducks, darts, forgets, refuses to admit, “I’m guilty” no 
lies just truth it’s all about me. No blame, fright persists or tears 
wasted on fables. I’m straight up I own it and I am not shameful. 
I’m at peace I sleep sound with perfection beside me. I’m not boss 
that be God and he’s an explosion throughout me. Lord lead my life 
and put the people we are supposed to be in it, in it! 



SpeakOut! Fall 2019 53

Guilt
Räven

Guilt is a cancer
it consumes and spreads, heedlessly
it displaces, smothering other feelings in its malignant mass
to cut it out, you must surgically extract part of your soul with it
and it leaves a void.

Guilt is rust
a deep red slowly devouring integrity
a reaction that advances age and wear,
and all you can do is try to cover it with paint
knowing all too well it remains beneath

Guilt is a part of me
it festers in me beyond stage four,
it has oxidized my bones and eroded my happiness,
it has caused my personality to undergo organ failure.

I cannot cut it out
I cannot paint over it
I cannot grind it off

because I deserve it.
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Queen of Pain
Thugerina AK-92

Queen of pain I feel as if there is no love to gain
Queen of pain, watch me as I chill in the rain smoking on Mary 
Jane
Ease my mind take me away, I’m the queen of pain but I need to 
breathe
coughing n choking on my weed n also on your love I was begging
For him to help me breathe the one from up above
Queen of pain you ask how you ask why n I say well that’s why I 
stay
High cause the queen of pain can’t feel no love not even from the 
power
Up above anger strikes n it’s all over this rush of pain surely takes 
over 
All thru my body n now it is hate f**k it now I muself has closed 
the gate,
The gate to heaven I’m about to give myself that 187 but don’t 
wanna go to 
Heaven send me to hell s**t maybe it’s this jail cell
Queen of pain says things to hurt, things that might send you into 
that dirt
She wants to take them back but something in her says quit trying 
to act your the
Queen of pain you show no love, stop trying to be something you 
were not made out to be
Cause love isn’t you as we are just pain.
So the queen of pain holds it in puts up a fight but how can some-
one battle the world
Battle them all it’s only one of me while I fight you all.
Queen of pain isn’t a p***y so she wipes her tears grabs her dope & 
grabs her strap
Says f**k it this is what you all want they wanna see me dead they 
wanna see me
Weak they wanna see if they can turn me into a b***h who is 6 ft 
deep
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Queen of Pain Cont.

I’m the queen of pain is all I can say lets battle the world then miss 
pain you 
Better fix your crown n reload your gun the battle is over until 
another starts
Bumping their gums or until another tries to show you some love n 
then
Again takes off on the run.
Queen of pain how do you spell evol on s**t I spell it backwards 
cause
That’s how I feel within
Queen of pain she’s a gangster b***h she’ll never turn snitch not 
even to
Get rid of that twitch
Queen of pain is in her own game only it’s the game of life n life 
isn’t 
A game
Queen of pain go ahead smoke n fill your brain only next time I see 
your
Reflection you won’t be a queen you’ll just be a fein of pain with no 
perfection.
Fix your crowns all the queens around the world you all deserve 
love
Look at your reflection tell yourself your beautiful you should 
always see 
Perfection. 
Maybe the next time my pencil meets this paper I’ll be the queen of
Love instead of the queen of pain cause the queen of pain only lasts 
as 
Long as you allow it 
Until then I’m the queen of pain so go ahead & laugh but never use 
my 
Name in vain I’m just the queen of pain she’ll straighten her crown 
you’ll
Never see her frown.
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Rattled Cages
My-ah Rain

At the sight of smoldering ashes falling before me,
I know this it, my time to finally be set free…
My heart, beating like all the fists before it;
pounding against my bone.
thud, thud, thudding against my ribcage attempting to break 
through
Fire filling my veins, numbing the pain, shredding disdain
I allow myself to scream,
“LET ME BREAK FREE!”
My past attempts to limit me, Chains Clinking in the distance
eyes wink as hearts sink finally breaking apart,
I sit folding away failures before my flight, oh this life is becoming 
such a mess
freeing myself, untying the knots, straightening out all my twisted 
thoughts
I seem to be oh so very lost…
Scanning, surveying my surroundings it strikes me
Everyone has a touch of blindness, unable to truly be present
living in an unchangeable past, untold future, unable to feel the 
pain
unwilling to touch the rain & truly be - NO - truly feel as free as we 
actually can be…
I allow myself to scream,
“LET US BREAK FREE” 
to be fully present within this moment, right here, with me, 
this is what it means to FULLY SEE!
We may be wounded, bruised & battered - forever scarred but…
NEVER SHATTERED!
There is no-one left to blame, no fight worth the pain
We must set ourselves free
When there is nothing left to burn,
you must set yourself on fire
*from the ashes you shall be reborn - beautiful & free - *
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Untitled
My-ah Rain
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Phoenix
K8skeez Mgee

Like a phoenix
rise from the ashes;
from the rubble of
your own destruction.
And rebirth a stronger
self, to rebuild your
own kingdom.

Art By: K8sreez Mgee
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A Meal of Crow
R. Nil

 The lies rolled off his tongue smooth as paint
He could sell the devil to an honest saint
 Within his words the truth was slow
Until he was forced to eat some crow
 Caught in a lie and forced to come clean
The pain his word caused he could suddenly see
 Aware of the damage he had caused with his words 
He made a vow that everyone heard, 
 “I’ll never again tell another lie, 
For I’ve felt the pain it causes inside.”
 So he lived this way for the rest of his life. 
Never lying to friends, family, or wife
 An honest man now, he was always believed
A change that occurred because he once… 
    Was deceived.

Untitled
James

Maybe she’s hiding her face
With paint because she’s living
A separate life from what we may know it
Or maybe because she has a message 
to be put out there into the world.
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Old People
Cam the Ram

Old people say the darndest things.
They can only eat boneless wings.
If they try they might choke. 
Most of them drink Coke.
When they fart you see a cloud of smoke.
If you smell it you will croak. 
Some may have dentures.
Well some take measures.
They may have white hair
Some may need help finding air.
They say they have fragile bones 
Some eat ice cream without cones.
They use a walking cane.
Some use it for their pain.
Some old people are lazy.
Some may seem crazy 
But I’ll tell you what
I’m glad I’m young & don’t need fingers in my butt. 
They go through a lot getting older
Some let themselves go to look like Big Boulders.
I don’t want to be old
They seem to say they are always cold.
Their skin used to be tight
Now they’re older it’s not right.
Old people used to be freaks
Now they learn how to eat meat. 
How can you tell if you’re old? 
When you have dry dreams & wet farts & say it’s always cold.
I just hope I don’t make it to be old.
Cause I don’t wanna always be cold.
If I do get old I will be bold
& I won’t smell like some type of mold.
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ALLTHATIS
Gary G.W.

In the beginning there was nothing,
For ALLTHATIS was not a thing.
To be a thing, there could not be nothing,
                           And things had not begun.
And there was no “thing” beside
                           And ALLTHATIS
WAS
ONE.
ALLTHATIS had not thing to name.
No enemy – there were no friends
And all that IS WAS SAME.
ALLTHATIS then thunk-a-thought
And thought named space between
ALLTHATIS then taught a thought
And the first thunk-a-thought were dreams
Then ALLTHATIS
Dreamt an “other” and
Another dreamt up a  
SELF
Self-that’s not.
Then dreamt ka-zillion names
And still dreams of
“HEY! What “else”?
To be a thing,
 There cannot be no -thing,
From what a thing’s to come!
And there are no “things”
Beside what IS,
And
ALLTHATIS
AM
ONE. 
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Keep On
$uicide D

As Tech N9ne once said
I’ve gotta demon inside me 
I should have been from Kansas City, Misery. 
It eats my soul and my heart 
This industry is run by a bunch of ol’ farts 
I feel like a failure, 
Like I really was born in a trailer. 
I paint a smile on my face 
Even though my actions are a disgrace. 
This ain’t my last race.  

Orange
Timothy H.

Orange you going to let me out of this Jail?
Sitting here like whats that smell?
Day by Day it’s hard to tell:
When the hell I’m getting out of this Jail.
Headed to court, how I wanted to bail.
But I keep telling myself I will not fail. 
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Untitled
Paloma

I remember when we first touched you made me roar with such a 
rush. The start of a beautiful love affair. I was your Wendy and you 
were my Peter Pan, flying me away to Neverland. You enticed me 
with your promises dangling the world in front of my eyes, but de-
livering nothing but despair. Still together we set off together hand 
in hand intravenously intertwined. I thought you draped me with 
comfort from my worries and fears when you really exacerbated 
the complex and stripped me of life. Slowly days turned to months 
to years like the melting snow turns to a raging river. The more you 
asked for the faster I gave. Consuming me more than the flames 
engulf the dry summer forest. You asked for the flames and I gave 
you a match.

Our Lives
James

I believe it’s not over yet!!!
For my life outside of jail. 
One reason and main reason is the Love 
I have for myself as well as for my other half Elizabeth. 
She is my main supporter 
She is struggling as well as myself. 
I feel it’s because we still go through whatever life throws at us 
together
Whether in jail or separated from each other. 
I know in my heart that we are not over yet.
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Trust Is A Trap. You Trap Me With Trust
The Real Dirty

What can I do? I guess it’s true! 
I’m in love with someone else. 
Since me and you been through- I got tired of being by myself. 
It’s so hard to explain the way we’ve changed, 
especially when the love is still there… 
Seems that the only thing that stayed the same 
and the mind games you play-which ain’t fair! 
You’re the type to watch in silence as I’m the type to self destruct. 
You lead me on but your misguidance seems to keep you safe as I 
erupt. 
Then, I’m ashamed and I’m embarrassed. 
 like how come I always fall for your trap?! … 
You play my heart like a musician-solace+bittersweet. 
 keeps me coming back. 
We are the perfect reason there should be love-and also pain. 
I appreciate everything I’ve lost in your eyes. 
but also all the new love that I’ve gained. 
I hope you move on, and the transition is easier for you. 
Maybe he will make you realize what I couldn’t, 
and maybe I’ll stop comparing her to you. 
You know: My biggest fear, is not physical & not something you can 
hide from 
as much as I despise spiders, snakes & handcuffs. 
No, my only FEAR, other than the man above-
is not being able to trust someone that I love. 
       That’s Real. 
  & I’m sorry if I ever made you think like this. 
                      A FEELING 
                      WITH NO HEALING… 
                               x-TRUST-x 
I would give or take lives 
                     to get that back between us.  
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What I Should Have Said
The Universe

What I should have said was 
“you’ve hurt me over too many times”
“you have no right to walk back in my life”
“I was doing just fine without you”
What I should have said was
“we both know where this goes”
“nothing will even change”
“we’ll only hurt each other again”
What I should have said was
“we killed this love already”
“how could we take this farther?”
“It’s time to let love go”
But what I said was
“I love you babe, welcome home”
The sound of shovels ringing 
in my head as we dug our own graves
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Not Again
Storii

I hear the floor start to creep 
That’s when my heart starts to skip a beat
I stare at the ceiling thinking what to do
Everyday I f**king hate you!

Mommy, mommy why can’t you see that
I’m supposed to be your one and only little
Girl mommy just me

You sit there and watch like its some
F**king game

Come to realize that your totally
Insane and yet still the one I should
Blame

How could you do something like
This when 9 yrs ago you were my 
1st kiss

All these guys hands you allowed
All over me…

Why? Just to see how insanely crazy
I could be before I choose to finally
Flee

Can’t you see what you did to me?
All I needed was a mom
Someone to teach me right from
Wrong. Hey B***H listen to this song:

My daddy was the one I could
Trust. The only one who showed me
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Not Again Cont.

True love. Then God had to come 
Down and take him from us. He
Loved us both but you just couldn’t
See you were blinded by your jealousy

I was young but I grew up fast
Forced to use my tongue but that’s 
All in the past

He never needed you, he always
Had me I’m the one he calls his
Mom and daddy.

Granted its sad but it’s true that
Pathetic little you just failed thru and thru
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Can’t Run From the Eye of the Storm
My-ah Rain

relentless, bewilderment & courage comes
flying in, in swarms, yet fades vastly in time. 
Oh what it would take to rebuild the natural 
warmth behind these blue eyes of mine.
I’ve been beaten, broken, used & abused 
but can you see it all? 
I doubt I’d stand so tall if you knew it all. 
these crystal clear blue eyes, they make 
for my perfect disguise…
they have covered my nasty secrets & have
hidden so many lies…
Yet looking deep within it’s no secret now
the woman behind these eyes has a deep
desire that would surprise.
I can not, will not be defined by those
who have forsaken me, just you wait, you’ll
see… the storm within me is just beginning. 
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Sometimes...
Vanity

Sometimes…
I like storms, they let me know that even the sky screams
sometimes…
I scream out on paper & turn my inner storms to rhymes
The only difference between the two storms is
that on one I can’t close the blinds
So since I can’t hide from myself I just close 
my eyes
& try to get a grip on my feelings before the bite
can rise 
Bulimia is a storm you can’t see in the sky 
& until you read this poem it was something I
could successfully hide
I’m not necessarily skinny all pride aside
I can’t put my finger on it but something about
the feeling calms me when I think of what 
was lost at my mom’s hands on that deadly
ride
A burnt esophagus is a small price opposed to my 
son’s beautiful life
The pain hurts like a cut from a beautiful knife
I carry the burden on my hip like a beautiful
wife
So yea I like storms especially on beautiful
nights, they let me know even the sky screams…
Sometimes...
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Untitled
Indigo Skye

The parts of myself
That I gave freely
Litter the streets of broken
Down dreams, colorful pamphlets
Eager and bright,
Trampled by society’s
Ideas of what is right
The parts that I held 
Close ripped out and 
Put on display
Like a Fox news story
On how to be unworthy
What’s left is pain
Stifled in chairs
Shamed for days
Guilt turned
To fury
Defending myself
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Untitled
Meep$tyle

Babygirl you gotta stay resilient.
even when you’re not feeling it. 
cuz you’re worth millions
you just don’t know it
it’s your time, own it
It gets lonely running the streets 
surrounded by violence and plenty of tweak. 
feeling like a burden. 
tried everything some things just ain’t workin 
Get back up just to get back down
Lifes a b***h thats a fact now
Even around loved ones you feel invisible. 
Finding comfort in the company of thugs and criminals 
Content with fake love thats superficial. 
Real love you deserve it. 
Time is of the essence 
True beauty you are blessed with 
Abused and broken 
Looking for closure. 
Tired of being manipulated and coerced
I know you been through the worst 
and the pain still hurts
Healing comes slowly 
as the truth is unfolding 
in the past don’t dwell 
in the arms of an angel you are held 
Don’t trip real love will prevail. 
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Boys, Boys, Men
DylannDarling

Anything you can do I can do better
Women look just as good in leather
I’m stronger than I look & I’m light as a feather
Regardless of the weather - rain or shine
I’m a dime
I’m like wine 
Only getting better with time 
I know that I’m fine 
You must be blind 
If I was you I’d miss me too
But really, only one of us lost it & it wasn’t me boo

Untitled
Day

Because it’s not what good girls do - 
She shows her skin too much for you 
Are you really uncomfortable? 
Or could it be that your sense of self is threatened 
That the power she derives from men’s eyes 
What you fear to show she puts on stage 
Disgusted you appoint yourself judge and jury 
She’s guilty, she’s wrong maybe stupid unintllegient 
Lost, cast out runaway 

Because of your ignorance you’ll be ashamed 
When you stop and see that woman 
Is educated and confident and she, unlike you, feels truly free. 
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Sweet Home Alabama
Sarah Phoenix

I am from Indian summers,
drinking from a water hose,
and playing hide and go seek
in a backyard full of trees.

I am from cornbread and sweet tea,
weddings planned around college football games
and deep rooted rivalry of 2 particular teams.

I am from red dirt roads, beer pong,
and skinny dipping in the creek. 
Sneaking cigarettes from Momma 
and prom night ending in stolen kisses
in his mom’s backseat. 

I am from “yes ma’am” and “no sir”
Church on Sunday and vacations at the
beach. 

I am from tornado seasons, 
trailer parks, small town rumors,
and southern belles whose beaus knew
chivalry. 

I am born and bred to bleed crimson
and white, full of pride for stars and stripes. 
I love my home and I’ll die screaming RollTide!
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Is a House a Home
Wildf1ow3r

Is your sacred place with a roof and siding
Are you protected by your loved ones or are they in hiding
Do your DNA branches run cold and wild
Or are you a product of the system child
Can you find comfort in your rotten spoon lying waste, 
Or is it the white picket fence you always taste
Blue skies, bird chirping are all some crave
Freedom is a wonder word most men take to the grave
A battle field too many souls are fighting
Is your sacred place with a roof and siding?

Please Just Please Stay
Lady Bandit

If you love me then please stay. Cuz I don’t 
want the darkness to come out to play. So please
just please tell me you’re here to stay. Cuz when 
the darkness comes out to play it controls and 
ruins everybody’s day. Enforces the darkness
rules, and this is how you play. Please just
please tell me you’re here to stay. Cuz I
know for sure I don’t want to play. I 
just want to get through another day. 
Cuz the darkness always finds a way to 
make me pay for all my mistakes I
make in a day. I try to run but it’s never
too far away. Always trying to grasp me
in its claws and take me away. Away
in the shadows of darkness. So if you love
me then please tell me you’re here to
stay. Cuz I love you so please don’t
go away.
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Captivated
Evelyn F.

I watched you as you used your hands,
Watched as you fixed, built, molded
Watched because to me it was a form of art
Watched as you lost yourself building something else
Watched you, feeling as though I was spying on an artist in the 
midst of creation
Watched as you kneeled down looking at your work
Watched as you grabbed your tools, grease on your white v-neck
Watched as you made something broken whole again
As I watched, I took a mental picture of you
Still my favorite way to picture you
Kneeling down, in a white v-neck
Your hair back in a bun, your black hat on
A concentrated look on your face, oblivious to me
As you fix your bike
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Sexy Nightmare
Lil Bit

 The door slowly creaked open 
My Heart beats for two 
A passion so intense 
By the horrors of what we knew 
My breath feels stuck in my chest
The tears run down my face
I long so hard for your caress
But feel bullets in your gaze 
 All the nightmares that you tell 
Play out behind your eyes 
Am I the Love you’ve longed for? 
Or the murderess that you despise?? 
 I throw caution to the wind
Bend down and take your lips
But only you can tell me Baby
Do you taste Evil in my Kiss?? 
 I feel your breath in time with mine 
And I lightly bite your lip 
Do you feel an Angel’s grace? 
Or a demon in your grip? 
 Am I your Evil with a halo? 
In which no Angel could compare?? 
Cuz baby if I can’t be your dream 
Let me be your Sexy Nightmare! 
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You’re Mine
Heavy Mug

You are my one, if this was the Matrix 
you would be my Neo
You’re the June to my Johnny, Mallory to my Mickey, 
Lucy to my Ricky
You’re better than an upper to wake up
or downer to sleep
You make my heart race like a 70 cent shot 
without the paranoia 
You’re the Queen of this Suicide King
You should be locked up for the theft of my heart
You can’t be replaced like a light bulb
or traded like a car
I would gladly lay my life down or shoot it out with god 
before I let you leave my life
I will love you 
death til’ us part, that’s why 
I call you my wife 
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Friends
ProFesser

Said the house to the tree

“I really wish that I were free-”

I’ve been here for so long~ 
so many people come and gone

So many smiles so many joys
The birth of both girls and boys

In long forgotten now a days
Nobody comes, nobody plays

My paint is chipped, my stairs are too
My grass outside free of morning dew

How I wish to leave this hill
To see if the world knows me still
If it knows how hard to face
The reality of my empty space

How empty I really feel inside
Now that when I creak I really cry.
No one loves me anymore
I’m just boards with a door

Said the tree right 
Back to me
I’m so very glad you’re here with me.
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The Last Time I Saw Him
Cam the Ram

The last time I saw him was at his house 
We were smoking a cigarette
We were outside in the sun
He was in his wheelchair
The last time I saw him we were laughing together
We were having a good time together
We were watching a movie
When we were smoking weed
Sitting in the living room
That last time I saw him I told him I was going to the store
He sent his oldest to the kitchen for food
I talked to him before I left
The last words said was I love you
The last time I saw him was on a gurney
Was the saddest thing to see
Everyone around was crying 
Come to find out he was gone
I asked why Lord why take him away
The last time I saw him was in a casket
Going to the viewing shedding tears
Got a necklace with a cross
Had his ashes in it
The last time I saw him was in a picture
Rest in peace to my uncle
Just know everyone loves and misses you
Now you’re in no more pain and tears
You are happy now and have no fears
Love you Uncle C. 
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Lost Within Myself, By Myself
Soullessence

It’s interesting isn’t it? The fact that 
You’ve come to this point in time. Eight 
years is a long time to live with depression. 
Wanting only to be lost inside out of the hustle 
of society. Do you still hate what you are? 
Human in all you’re dysfunction. Why I’d 
Say I can’t hate what I do not fully understand/ 
So why should I answer with an empantic 
yes? I was ignorant in my depression. Wasn’t 
I DaVaughn? You’d say that I was going 
through a growth spurt. Yet we both know 
We didn’t know what we were doing. It 
doesn’t matter much anymore our decision
has brought us to a point that we are 
Forced to find ourselves in the way of 
Society. I still want to be alone…. most of 
the time. We aren’t exactly a lone wolf 
Scavenging the world to survive. Nope to 
be exact we are a loyal pack of wolves 
Wanting connection and love. Bite me and I’ll
bite back. Skin me and I cry out in pain. 
I am not a lost cause, am I? 
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Why Me?
Brooski

Because I need you!
Like the sun needs the horizon
And a fish needs the sea
Like an angel needs its wings
And the country needs its King

Because I want you!
Like a gambler wants luck
And a squirrel wants its nuts
Like a fein wants their dope
And a storm wants its rainbow

Because I love you!
Like a bee loves its honey
And a monkey loves bananas 
Like an owl loves the dark
And a mouse loves its cheese!

Because you truly are the only one meant for me!
Because you hardly ever disagree
Because you set my heart free
Because you know just when to take the lead
Because you always know what I need &
Because your Heart knows NO greed!
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Collage 
Räven

Captions: Left to Right, Top to Bottom

1.) The memorial to a once beloved mine owner stands alone on a 
cliffside, looking out from the entrance to his mine.

2.)  An unknown mine in the Red Mountain Mining District looks 
out across the high altitude sky.

3.) What passes for a jail in the ghost town of Red Mountain Town, 
a bastion against the elements at over 11,000 feet above sea level. 

4.) Eureka, a mining town in the late 1800s, is all but reclaimed by 
nature now, a home forgotten The headframe of the National Belle 
Mine is visible in the background.
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5.) Reclamation attempts are underway in the San Juan Mountains, 
as can be seen in this clay and grass covered overburden pile. How-
ever, the creek still runs red with toxic acid discharge.

6.) A large stamp-mill for refining gold is seen here, coated in frost 
from a snowstorm.

7.) A scenic view of the Red Mountain Mining District with an ore 
chute visible, January.

8.)An abandoned mill in the Richest Square Mile on Earth, stand-
ing vigil over Clear Creek Canyon.

9.) The San Juan Mountains, some of the most rugged in Colorado, 
as seen from atop the abandoned native haven of Mesa Verde.
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SpeakOut! Writers  
are Artists, too!
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Untitled
Steven T
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Untitled
Eric M
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Untitled
Shorty B
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Untitled
Joshua D
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Untitled
Madd Hatter
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A Window: The Joys and Pains
Lorenzo
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Untitled
Patience G



SpeakOut! Fall 2019 93

Untitled
Patience G
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Untitled
Patience G
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These Hands
Scott M
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Gearhead
$uicide D
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Rose
Typing... Lagoons
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Heartfelt
JUMPOFF X

Heartbroken by the intense kind of love that usually goes unspo-
ken…

The Heartless were once believed to sustain the deepest emotions 
while the darker hearts became less competent as time passed…

Heartbreaking times cause Heartbreaking situations…

I find it easier to be Heart free but what would life really mean if I 
weren’t able to see Heart to Heart with someone who had the capa-
bility to relate with me in an unexplainably perfect way?

Love is a crazy game but in order for one to play, they must first risk 
their Heart day by day…

Only then will your Heart find its pleasantly divine place to eter-
nally stay. 

Lies
Islaamabaad

It’s only human to fall for lies, Of ten times behind one’s eyes they’ll 
try to hide and fail to trust from that lie on. 
  It’s only human to hide behind a mask that smiles and Fake it 
forward, all the while, inside be dying and moving, crawling like 
things we’ve named reptiles. 
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Untitled
Ian K.

Sometimes in life people don’t know what it is like to wake up and 
hear the sounds of people crying, yelling, screaming, it’s like when 
you’re in the service, hearing gunshots, bomb passing you by, blood 
all over the place, body parts, all over, people yelling incoin no time 
to move it’s to late, snipers hitting people from right to left, watch 
the news about your home state, wondering, who’s left? Sadness hits 
home, when people come to your door, tears fall down your face, 
it’s about war, 9-11. it makes sense at all, why wonder inside your 
head.

Untitled
Indigo Skye

Hard headed
Outside myself
Loved/lost
Distant
Abstract
Not how I intended

Savage
Kindred spirits
Yup
Endless
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In The Silence
Lil Bit

 Silenced because of who I am 
And those I’ve wronged in the Past 
Because I’m worth nothing in the Eyes of Society 
Because I’m a Diseased and Lower class 
Silenced because of the nine felonies, 
Make it ten by the end of the year 
Because my addiction is an Embarrassment 
To all that I hold dear 
 Silenced because the life I’ve chosen 
Because it’s different than a life like theirs 
And the names they call me down with 
Are shattered thru their stares 
 Silenced because my Addictions 
 Some say it’s a choice and not a disease 
I say it’s a sickness 
That brings the strongest to their knees
 Silenced by the Shame and Guilt 
Of being just that Sick 
Not even looking in your children’s Eyes 
Could loosen that demon’s Grip! 
 So we’re silenced out of fear 
And we’re silenced out of loss 
Silenced because we’re misunderstood 
But silenced at what cost? 
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Silence
J Gigglez

Was always confused on why people feared my silence, 
never took anything out on them, it was only when I was quiet that 
I’d turn to self violence. 
I didn’t know why they’d start to show concern, 
after it’s been too late,
Cause my silence went so long, no one realized 
a monster inside I’ve decided to create. 
Honestly before my silence, the monster was 
already in the making,
All the deceit, anger, struggles were 
just addons to my silent rankings.
Putting my guard down all the time
thinking I’ll get a better outcome,
has made my silence worse, 
when the outcome is always the same,
makes me want to throw my hands up & say 
“F**k it I’m done.” 
You know that saying “It’s the quiet ones
you got to look out for.”
Well guess what, I’ve been silent for too long,
Everyone better be alert for what I got in store.
People then were afraid of my silence,
Today I’m speaking up & fighting, no 
longer with self violence.
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Not Feeling
Nikki W.

Feeling so damn frustrated, ya she can cover it up real well.
Trapped in this place unable to see his face

People think she’s calm, patient, and strong
But if they only knew the pain inside buried deep, 

Clouded, smothered, covered up by these medications--
They might see they are wrong

Day by day and night by night,
The pills make all my emotions at a stand still--

She don’t feel bad, she don’t feel good
Too sleepy to remember that her life out there is filled with nothing

All alone in her head, she searches for some kind of light

She chooses between being “CRAZY” or being a “ZOMBIE”
A constant battle in which solitude is where she usually finds her-

self
Alone and suffering because no one understands
The level of emotional torture she struggles with 

so they just keep running away--
If only they could stay 

Another world is not only possible, she is on her way
On a quiet day I can hear her breathing
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The Cycle
R. Nil

 The dead lie buried in various stages of 
ash and decay, bone and dust and wormfood then
      Gone
 Nothing left of them except other’s memories
clear and concise or merely conceptual, words on a 
      Stone
Photographs fading into colored and greyscale
shadows until barely touching the heart, the mind, the 
      Eye
 Written words remain tangible and solid
long after visual and sensory memories have 
      Died
 Sometimes, as with bad memories, we speed
the process of forgetting by piling up and then 
      Burning
Removing, erasing, cleansing, wash it all away, 
the memories flicker and fade out becoming
      Nothing
 but then a certain phrase, color, place, 
Thing, idea, digs down through burnt ashes until
      Suddenly
 All things are remembered, awakened, then 
    Every once in awhile…
      Relived.
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A Girl Named Crystal
Patience G.

I know this girl and she’s stolen my soul. I swear I would have never 
given in if I’d known the toll. She’s stolen everything from me; my 
family and nearly my life, she put me on the streets and told me I’d 
survive. I followed her anywhere… even straight to hell. I’ve bro-
ken a link on the chain but her hold will always prevail. The mon-
ster I’m speaking of is not a woman at all, she is the reason for my 
downfall. She is truly nothing but a syringe and left me with noth-
ing but a thirst for revenge.
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Untitled
Räven

I’m not certain what yore seems to drag me here time and again. It 
is most certainly a dreadful place. Or is it? Who am I to purport to 
know? It is simply a place that calls to me. A subterranean refuge, a 
twisted echo of wars not fought, a phantasm of hatred, of slaughter, 
of doom. But now it lays silent, as do I. The darkness of suffocating, 
a sable shroud obscuring all but raining asbestos and vaulting tun-
nel walls, bulkheads keeping the outside world from ever filling this 
empty void where I stand now. The silence is so loud as to ring my 
ears, to flood my mind with the screaming symphony of precisely 
nothing at all. Sometimes here I grasp at the faded remnems of 
words long gone, uttered by mouths unknown in times past. Some-
times here I glimpse a shade, a dark within the darkness dancing 
across the tunnel wall. But why do I return? The smell is damp, the 
rotted remains of insulation, the stew of bad water and hydraulic 
fluid, the inescapable sense of contamination and slow decay. And 
still I remain. As if a voice calls me to this place, I e’er find myself 
gazing into the welcoming void of Silo Three. The voices, they 
speak to me— the shades, they beckon me, the scent, it comforts 
me. I take a step. A step into the open air, and as I fall, the strangest 
smile dances ‘cross my lips. And to this day I here remain.
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Forgotten Memories
Zakka

Careless, fun loving, wild and free. Yes Yes that was me; only about 
6 years ago, at least that’s how I remember it. Summer 2013, had 
a blast all from the past. Seems so long ago, that’s how you know. 
Everything was fine until I met you… No, I never had a damn clue. 
I wish I knew what I know now. But then I wouldn’t be me. Ain’t it 
funny how? How back then I was so careless and free, wasn’t afraid, 
afraid to be me. That’s when it switched. I started doing more and 
more. I just couldn’t get enough. I mean I knew life was tough… 
But I just made it worse. I followed the rabbit right down that hole 
then my life spiraled out of f**king control. I lost my grip, I no 
longer was sane… At least it didn’t feel like it. I sure as hell didn’t 
act like it. I feel that pain. You used me; yup; straight up abused me. 
Made me feel like I was small, like I was nothing. You broke me 
down made me sad as a clown. I wore that frown and my two black 
eyes; even when you told me lies and to use a disguise. Sadly, I did, 
I f**king covered for you, can’t believe I ever called you my boo. 
You know what else is true? That I actually had f**king love for you 
too. Damn that’s so sad and pathetic, I really do regret it. Just want 
to forget it. But I can’t and I won’t. You left scars on me - big open 
wounds, took a lot for them to heal and close… Some are still there 
now covering what used to be no care. You wanted my soul but you 
just couldn’t have it. Damn right, punk, now excuse me as I go sav-
age! You are seriously a pathetic excuse… For a man? No, a human. 
I hope that you make you peace with GOD and remember what 
you were taught. Your “mom” would be ashamed, straight up and 
you’re the one to blame. Everything you spew so sad and useless as 
you stand there cowering making more f**king excuses. Excuses as 
to why you’re so volatile, can’t even crack a smile. Ima just sit here 
and let that sink in a while… You, you’re a pile of - yup you guessed 
it. Now, I hope I stressed it. Leave me alone, you’re just another ba-
sic clone. One that I’ve grown to hate. I don’t use that word often… 
But damn you need to soften and open your heart up; your mind 
up. The truth is if it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have learned my les-
son. So here’s my d**n confession. As much as I hate you, I hope 
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Forgotten Memories Cont.

that you grow into who you’re supposed to be, now let the record 
show… without you I wouldn’t know who I’m supposed to be or 
become or be with. Yup I think I f**king won! Him and I? Well 
we’re doing just fine! I am his and he is mine. Yeah you heard me. 
He is my king and I am his queen. One thing I learned from you, 
you swine… An eye for an eye, it leaves the whole world BLIND!
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Untitled
Santana

I once helped take a life
He was a man; my mom once was his wife

My step dad taught me to draw
Taught me no matter my differences, I should stand tall.

The viking way he passed to me
That’s how my children’s name came to be

I once killed a man
Couldn’t guess his selfish plan

He had seven children none now have a dad
The only father I ever had

He liked flirting with death, an occasional fling
But I dealt him the real thing. 

He took his life with the bag I scored
Minimum tears for his life were poured

I can’t escape feeling it’s my fault
The ironies are like open wounds and salt

I don’t do it not even a little bit
He had been sober so couldn’t find his own s**t

He was an artist, taught me so much
My brain his canvas, the lessons his brush.

For a long time I thought him a piece of s**t
He had deep issues we all seemed to forget

They consumed him completely the day he died
He could no longer take the pain inside.

I now carry the pain he passed along
If he didn’t realize that he was so very wrong

People say it’s not my fault
But scoring heroin is self-soul-assault. 
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Untitled
X

Hey lil dude, you see those flashing lights? 
those are for you, if you want them. 
wassup young buck, see those Bucks, hundreds & fifties 
Those are all yours if only you would grab them 
Hey lil boy, Did they tell you that you couldn’t fly. 
They lied, you don’t need wings, only eyes, open them. 
wassup kids, Did you know that you could have anything you want. 
I promise you it’s true, it just depends on how bad you want it 
Hey, you better have faith.
Because that’s the beginning of your journey to greatness 

State of Being
T-Dré55

When I relap, quiet my mind for this is quite hard, for it doesn’t 
happen all the time-- so rather than doing, I look within for a state 
of being, and a state of Zen. I open a channel for higher wisdom 
much of this is not of or from me-- I give all credit to HIM. And 
guidance and wisdom I then meditate, and ask the Good Lord to 
come to me-- through my intuitive mind He does come to my open 
grateful heart always to me.
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My Motto
Manuel M.

I feel like it’s f**ked up when people degrade
others for who they are or what they have
done the motto I go by is I don’t care
how rich or how poor you are I don’t care
how much power someone has I treat every
single person the same because at the
end of the day we’re all humans we all
bleed the same

Unlabled
WyldWytch

Look but don’t judge;
Objectivity is the goal.
He, she, black, white, 
These labels mean nothing, 
They don’t even register.
He’s black; he must be in a gang.
If she’s a lesbian, why isn’t she butch?
Complexity is tangible, 
Opinions can change, so
Is a rose really a rose if called by any other name?
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Permenant Pleasures
J Gigglez

Eyes closed as I listen to the high pitched sound,
I get lost within the trance like no one is around. 
Adrenaline rushes, when needs prick through the thin layers of my 
skin that’s bare.
Sometimes it gives me goosebumps & if it hurts me then that’s rare.
Watching as the ink gets placed into my virgin flesh,
For me they are a huge turn on & is a way to get rid of stress.
I love them all, especially ones that have meaning.
I want more of them, always got me fiending. 
Most of mine are black & grey but I do want more in color,
The next one I get will be in memory of my mother. 
I like to give them also but not as much as receiving,
It’s my Uncle “Webb,” R.I.P., that got me into them,
He used to own Joker’s Wild Tattoo & Piercing.
I’ll show you mine if you show me yours
What’s your favorite one & what did you get it for?
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My Brother R.I.P.
Joshua D. 

Damn bro what happened? Was it the dope, the women, the “thug 
life”? What was it that made you feel you had no way out? Why 
didn’t you try and reach out? Didn’t I make it clear to you mom and 
I were always here? Even when all you needed was a non judgmen-
tal ear? When I got the news on Monday that you decided to end 
your life, it felt as if something ripped through me like a red hot 
knife! Anger! Anger shot right at God! But wait he only gives hmm, 
that’s odd. The anger really belongs shot to the evil one. For kill, lie, 
and destroy is all he has done! 
Damn bro. I remember your personality was always a go! Damn 
this shows me even the strong ones can fall. Maybe this is a mes-
sage to us all. Don’t always believe what’s being told by the media. 
If you don’t believe, don’t be afraid to ask. What’s really going on. If 
I had done that, my bro might still be here and that’s a fact. In our 
hearts you will always live on, you may be gone from this game of 
no name. But you are just getting to play ahead on the next one! 
Don’t have too much fun. Love you Bro, R.I.P. Dedicated to my bro. 
Always loved, never forgotten.  
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Dear Brother
Santana

I love you w/ all my heart.
G Willakers I know
where just to start. I know
you have my
back just like I 
have yours. You
didn’t die, your 
ALWAYS in my 
heart! I can’t ever 
let you go just so you
know. Your always on
my mind
cuz your 
so smart. 
I wish I 
could have you still in
human form. Rest easy
my neezy I’ll see 
you again. Just 
remember your my best
friend, yup ALWAYS
until the very end!
I love you lil bro
My LIL TOMASITTO. 
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Dear I.
BaBy Bray

I miss you so much it almost kills me. Thinking of you drives my 
Brain so far into the vast expansion of imagination sometimes I 
don’t want to find a way Back to reality, where you left me. When 
it’s time to go home I hear you calling me Back to the night we met. 
I remind myself that’s the past. You left me to my future. To make 
the best of it without you!

Dear Noah
Brooski

I’m really upset with you! You jumped your ship 2 days 2 soon and 
left us unicorns singing muddy waters blues...You took us for fools 
but little unbeknown to you... God gave us wings so we didn’t have 
to travel in that stinky boat with you and everyone’s POO.

Untitled
T-Dré55

My past life was beautiful- I had it all- everything actually but 
alas- It wasn’t meant to be-for reasons still yet clear or understood 
or resolved inside me. I decided like back then to go back to what 
worked which was to have a simple life, and live it simply-
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To My Loves
ProFesser

To break your pieces out of my heart 
where you’ve lived from your start 
to turn my head the other way 
when life choices led you astray 
to cast you out as if I could never love 
again, or never would want to move on 
silently in my heartbreak aching, dying—a 
grand mistake to beg of God to rid my 
mind this I assure you’ll never find To go 
about my life with no remorse as if by 
parting was not by force to break my 
bleeding broken heart as if you’d never 
lived there from the start to trade my last 
breath for you if I could, I’d surely do to 
take your pain and sorrow as mine I’d 
beg any captor, say any line I’d take the 
knife to my own wrist if I knew it meant 
you’d still exist cross the earth and galaxy 
too for one more day to love loving you 
Beg the Gods, the kings and all if I knew 
it meant you’d never fall to gift you the 
chance to never pain I’d do it over; over 
again. 
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Untitled
Lady KC

Every day I wake up the first thing on my mind is him. The last 
thing before I close my eyes is him. I dread every day that i’m not 
with him. I wish that we can be in each other’s arms. I miss the 
day we were always around each other. I miss looking into his 
beautiful eyes, seeing his nice smile. Just being around him makes 
me so happy. I remember when he was on pass from R.O.P and 
I was at his house with him all 3 days. Those 3 days felt like sec-
onds. We cuddled on the couch. I hadn’t seen him in months. We 
watched Riverdale then I went to sleep. When I woke up he was 
already awake. It was the best thing to wake up to his face. I felt 
like a queen. Every time i’m around him I feel so special. He is an 
amazing person. He treats me like i’m the only girl in the world. 
He always lifts me up when i’m down. There’s nothing really that I 
would ask him to do different. We met back at third way. We hung 
out with the same group of people but never crossed paths. From 
the moment we met we connected. First we started off as friends. 
On April 6 we got together. Cuz we were with each other 24/7 we 
became close. We were inseparable. Till one day he got in trouble 
and they sent him to jail. After that I went crazy and ran. Now we 
have people controlling our life. I think to myself will this ever end. 
For the past few years we have been behind walls. I just want all the 
pain to end. I can’t wait till the day i’m in his arms back to safety. 
That will be the day i’m happy.
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Ode to Him
Jen L. 

I miss you so much you don’t even know
You left me to suffer so I have to let you go
I can’t go on with the pain that I feel
It drives me crazy but I can’t help how I feel
I wish you loved me as much as
I love you
But you sure did have me fooled
Jokes on me but not for long
Your gonna miss me when I’m gone

I Remember When
Naey Naey

I remember when me and you were inseparable....in the midst of 
our trials we stood hand in hand. You were my peanut to my jelly, 
my rock to my roll, even the needles the pipe and foils. I could 
count on I love you from you. Even when I felt at my lowest you 
made sure to make me feel at my highest. Even when I thought of 
my own self as nothing you were there to tell me I was your every-
thing. Even though we were self-destructing we made sure to make 
each other feel love, and everything in between. I could say we were 
the definition of Bonnie and Clyde. We were each other’s ride or 
die. Now, all I’m left with is I remember when.
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Haven
Naomi Hicks

 The door slowly creaks open and in walks my beautiful son; 
curly long blonde hair and his usual bright blue eyes still groggy. 
 He tugs at the quilt of my bed and whispers, “Mama can I 
sleep in here tonight, that evil man is chasing me again!” 
 I lift back the comforter and give the mattress a quick pat 
and him a gentle smile. He hops up and snuggles against me to 
find hsi safe comfort. I feel his breath slows as he quickly falls back 
asleep. 
 Suddenly I wake up and think “my what a beautiful dream.” 
 
 But that’s all it is, just a dream, because he is no longer 
amongst my World. 

Momma
Trippy Fishy 419

Momma do you hear me?
I’m sorry for your struggle
Sorry for the pain
but this soon shall pass
& no one can feel the pain no
One can feel the struggle
I just want you to know
I understand. 
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Untitled
Baby J.

I think I have to play a big sister role. My lil brother follows every-
thing I do, so I need to be that good role model in his life. I want to 
play a hero part. I would love to be somebody’s hero. I need to be 
successful and an amazing leader for everyone around me. I show 
Christian it’s not okay to do bad things. I take him down the good 
path and not the bad one. He deserves a lot in life and being there 
for him is a big part of that. To me everyone deserves happiness 
and joy and I would give up anything in this world to give it to my 
brother. I want to be his hero, the one he calls when he’s in danger.

True Bliss
Lil Bit

In the Silence 
I met you there 
Connected by Love and Grace
So Real I felt your body’s warmth 
And traced Shadows on your face 
We spoke Riddles about our Life 
And made promises with Each Kiss 
Your hand enveloped mine 
And it’s then I knew True Bliss
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Hurt
Cree

Crows crying in the breeze
Defiantly my eyes cried a million tears

That poured into the river, 
That poured into the sea of heartbreak.

Dismayed at the hurt, the darkness, the thunder, the rain.
Utterly my desire to be set free cried within me.

In the anguish of my sorrow, I didn’t think 
There would be no more tomorrow.

Then my grandkids looked at me,
 and my heart was set free. 

Peace was within me. 

Where To Go
Nikki W.

I’m so lost inside my own
soul - confused & alone - sad &
frustrated - What the HELL have I
been doing all these years - wasting
them - wasting life - wasting love - 
wasting the time to be making
memories - No more - No f**king more -
No more lost time - no more wasted 
memories - It’s time to strive for my
dreams & grow into my future - 
To experience laughter, hope & love
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Expectations
The Universe

One thing I always wanna be
Higher than - 
   -Everybody’s Expectations-
I live up to these just about as
much as I live up to what
everyone sees in me
   -Potential-
Just to say, not at all, unless
you and I have the same
expectations for me,
not unless we think my potential 
Goes in the same direction. 
I’m not living for anyone else,
I barely even have enough
time to live for myself.
What do you think this is?
Full full of your own 
Expectations
I’m good on all that
live up to your own 
Potential 
I got mines in the bag.
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WAKE UP AT THE SAME TIME
Nikki W. 

 At the same time I want to hug you, I want to put my hands 
around your neck - oh but you like that, don’t you? You always like 
being in control of my emotions. You always like it when I cry - 
when I lose it, when all I want to do is die. It gives you more free 
reign for you to justify your runamuck f**king bulls***t. Finally, 
Finally FINALLY I am angry and yes, yes, I should have been angry 
enough a long time ago, angry enough to leave your sorry a** for 
betraying my loyalty, I had for you. Now the more time I spend 
away from you, the stronger and stronger I get. You sent me to jail 
because supposedly you are so f**king grail, let me tell you sweet-
heart, I better hear that loud pop - REAL SOON - you know the 
sound of your head coming out of your a**, or you can simply just 
go to hell! 

STRAIGHT TO HELL
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Sea of Time
Steven T.

Speeding up slowing down?
Waiting for one day to end
And another to begin

Linear or not linear? Controlled 
Or governed, ripples, tears 
Wrinkles and wears.

Time well spent or all 
Twisted; all bent?

Gazing across the sea of finite. 
A deep ocean filled with seconds 
Darting around. Dashing this 
Way and that. The minutes 
Lumbering, swaying, crossing the 
Ocean floor. Days breaching the 
Surface in the hunt for 
Scurrying hours creating 
Splashing!

Young months fiercely thrashing to catch 
A few measly seconds.

Eventually months grow into
Years. Stretching across the 
Sea of time. Joined by
Decades and their massive 
Size but in the sea of 
Time just a blink of an 
Eye.

Into the horizon we go
Into the 00
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Lift
R. Nil

 Like slipping off the high side of a teeter-totter
With legs unable to reach and no spotter
  Just an awkward angle above dirt
   I’m falling today.
 Scrape tender knees in the brittle sand
Scuff marks from my elbows to my bleeding hands
   Your words are glass in my wounds
    And here to stay.
 The broken chapters of my so called life
With jagged precision are bleeding me dry
   Chastised for my fears, my tears
    I’m no one’s prey.
 Force myself up, I’m looking back down
At the sand-angel imprisoned on shallow ground
   Crimson drops stain the grains
    Where my soul once lay.
 Lift me up from this unhallowed grave
Away from your lies that held me enslaved
   I walk away without second thought
    Life begins today. 



SpeakOut! Fall 2019 125

Why Hide My Scars
The Real Dirty

Why hide my scars, when they tell such a beautiful story…

If you were to shave my head 
your eyes would find a scar that runs from my forehead 
to the back of my neck. 
That time the voices wanted out. 
My arms have similar gashes
There were a time 
not so long ago 
I really wished to be gone 
I’ve tattooed over some scars
perfectly blended my horror, 
Savage ways of hiding pain
but really, 
I was calling out. 
The story behind the scars 
is as beautiful as it is to look at them. 
Not @ all. 
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Untitled
Kris E. 

I had a dream that I could fly.
I’d soar over the hills and mountains with no need to cry.
You’d hear my call so bold and loud.
Not the uncomfortable silence that comes from me now.
I’d swoop, hover and dive with such grace.
Not just looking for ways to save face.
I’d sing and take charge at my world so proud.
Not cowering down from a missing crowd.
I’d feel no loneliness as I’d soar above fear.
It wouldn’t catch me, drag me down or be near.
A wingspan so magnificent, I hover before catch.
When will come the time that I’ll meet my match?
This other will not care of my long and ugly past.
They’ll only care of what wonders will last. 
We’d fly so high, understand what each feels.
Not a care in the world, just a friendship so real.

I Feel Content
Manuel M.

I feel content, the feeling is new. I try to stay happy, but the faces I 
show they’re not very true
The happiness feeling comes once in a blue moon, I try to stay 
happy but they fade to the moon.
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Me!
Soullessence

I am the most interesting personality on the planet. Bare with me 
as I explain. I’m human in the most wonderous calibrated fabrica-
tion. I’ve been constructed if you haven’t noticed. There is a tran-
quil fire burning in my eyes with raging seas set up as the backdrop 
into the shallow pools of my mind. Should you venture deeper 
into the recesses of my being you’ll find I am twisted in two spec-
trums of living. They’re enmeshed so you wouldn’t be able to tell 
the differences between them. Anyways. Anyway you look at me I 
am multifaceted like the prism. I display myself so honestly that I 
won’t hide in deceit yet I hide nonetheless just in case you decide 
to harm me. I find myself quite humorous, a hoot really. What is 
there to actually laugh about besides the fact that I get way too 
serious. I am moody, sensationally so. Sensationally so in complete 
where I am met by you, you’ll find such a beautiful graveyard of 
ship wreckage. I am hazardous to anyone’s health. Yet I love more 
then my body is capable of holding so I let my love diminish into 
nothing that causes a spectacular light show. You see darkness 
where I know there is light. The anger you see on my face is there 
because I’ve been branded by love. The hatred you sense coming 
off of me is the degree of pain I’ve been through in my life. I need 
to release it somehow. Don’t look at me like I’ve just made this up. 
I’ve had plenty of years to conceptualize who I am so I could write 
it out. Now! Are we on the same page? Do you think of me as a 
liar? Good cause I don’t know anyone who isn’t. More precisely, 
I don’t know anyone that hasn’t. Remember how I told you I was 
wondrously fabricated? Reality strikes yet again. What’s not fabri-
cated a.k.a. Created? That is to say, depending on the definition of 
fabrication you want to base your understanding on. I’m raw aren’t 
I? A young lad with too much to think about. Too much track with 
trains zooming far and wide in all directions weighing their loads 
upon my intellect. Technically, Techniquely, I am not an intellectual 
even though to myself I am thought provoking. I will poke you in 
the side until your monster comes out. Yet, that was a reference 
to pocket monsters.(lol) The owl cries out again! Defenders of the 
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Me! Cont.

depth of humanity embrace me in your silent feathers of wisdom 
that way I can serenely tell people in a righteous fashion that I am 
having fun. I’m all over the place fix my riddle please! I don’t want 
you believing that I am a complexing puzzle. I am simple. With me 
stay impermanent. That way you can keep up with mi times tables. 
Am i interesting yet? I am really trying your patience aren’t I? Quiz-
zical? What’s me plus you…… I’ll give you sometime to pop out 
an answer……… Times up! The answer us two strangers meeting 
for the first time. I’ll stop playing now. I like to stay color filled like 
white light filtered into layers through a prism. Peace be with you. 
I’ll speak to you later. For all we know we might actually meet in 
person. Namaste!

You! 
Soullessence

You used to nip at my palms with your finger tips, sending illumi-
nation coursing through the aspect of touch. That catapulted infatu-
ation in my veins shocking my heart aflame with a yearning to hold 
your hand. The thought was to reinforce the feelings you gave to 
me. The warmth was bliss letting me believe you were mine to hold. 
I know not what you were capable of but I knew you were working 
diligently to capture my heart and I let you. I let you in further than 
must. You’re still close to me. I believe you’re a ghost now. A ghost 
that wanted love as badly as I did. One mistake dominoed into 
another you couldn’t forgive me. I broke your illusion of what love 
should be. In time that broke your heart or so you led me to con-
ceive that I did. I know that your heart was in pieces way before we 
started our relationship. You needed someone to put it back togeth-
er from our past conversations you thought albeit incorrectly that 
I was the man for the job. I thought I could fix anything as long as 
you would take my advice. I am not a forceful person regardless of 
what you’ve led others to believe about me. If anything I’m at fault 
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You! Cont.

for my indifference and inability to get productive. I have a laid 
back nature quite a lazy one actually. You’ve succeeded in breaking 
me. Are you happy with him? Are you happy to have cheated on 
me? Are you truly happy now that my heart resembles yours? It’s 
funny because I want nothing from you. I just want to release you 
that way you are no longer a part of me. I want to forget that I love 
you. I want to go back to a day you didn’t hold me as tightly as you 
did when we slept. I want back from you all of the times you said 
my heart beat was soothing to you. I know now that you lied. If you 
were telling the truth, how could you bring yourself to destroy it so?

Untitled
Lil Mitchie

To find myself is difficult
but when it happens I will 
Know whats right. Sometimes
I feel like a burden when
I can’t find the light. Only to
see myself in a clouded mirror.
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Solid and True
Bonzen

I don’t care if I whined up 
on the wrong side of Heaven 
or the right side of Hell
I’ve lived my own life
made my own decisions 
and my soul I did not sell 
I give no s**ts 
and definitely no f**ks are given 
some can’t even mind their own business 
Why the f**k they worried about how I’m livin’
Blood, sweat, & broken bones 
that’s how I’ve earned my respect 
Torn flesh & mangled limbs 
without a single regret
Surely sometime before I die
on my head there will be a bounty 
No worries for me, I’ll stand here one deep
proudly know as the “Coward of the County” 
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Waking Up In a Strange Room
Cam the Ram

Waking up in a strange room
The last thing I heard was a big boom.
I think I saw a witch on a broom 
I think I’m tripping on some shrooms. 
Locked in a room with nothing in it.
Am I going crazy or am I a pit?
White walls all around
They seem to think I’m a clown 
Mess with me I’ll put a frown
Why am I in this mess?
Is it cause I’m in a lot of stress?
So please don’t press
If you don’t wanna clean a mess
Waking up in a strange room to see the moon
Wrapped up in blankets like a cocoon.  
I want out of this room to see the moon. 
What do they call this strange room?
I know it’s not the boom boom room
I know it’s not my bedroom
So why is this a strange room?
You must have done something wrong 
I think of my girl in a thong 
I wish I can take a hit of a bong.
Did you just look at me wrong?
This must be a dream
I’m thinking of Boston creams 
Time to wake up so I don’t scream
Waking up in a strange room
Just hope I’m not on shrooms.
I need to get a broom
So I can go clean this strange room.



SpeakOut! Fall 2019132

Lock It Up
K8skeez Mgee

Tired of talking.
No one hears.
looked at like an alien;
like I’m absurd.
As if they don’t understand
what they heard.
Some seem like they
care, but always jump,
to have the first; last;
sometimes; only word.
Like dumb cows in a 
herd. Trampling over
others, leaving them
in dirt. Bite tongue.
Interflect; deflect, 
the disrespect.
For today, what
have you heard,
Not what have you
said. 
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Heavy Mug
Heavy Mug

Who’s next in fact don’t really matter 
100% pride for how I am, 
Never leave a witness
Cuz dead men tell no tales
The $ I make was never scared 
Day of the dead skull and pain
A king for my queen cuz that’s all she wrote
Prison towers screams and pride for my heritage 
Every element of hiphop and my buhdist beliefs 
Anarchy done while on lockdown 
Thanks Taylor Swift for one fo my favorites
“I’m a nightmare dressed like a day dream”
Buddy christ next to my zombie
Cupid loosing his wings the most beautiful name I have ever said
“Honky Kong” cuz why not 
Til’ death b***h cuz we will always be together
“R.E.A.L.” cuz remember everyone ain’t loyal unlucky the only kind 
I have 
Pride in the color of my skin woody for the same
This is a small story of some of what I have earned
Some just because, some done in a cell, or in a shop lot 
Not very good cuz I practiced on my self,
A story of me, the stories of my tattoos.   
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Everyone Else Was Laughing
I AM King

While everyone else was laughing, I thought 
man what did I miss? 
Did a man fall in the water flipping 
the coin to make his wish. 
I wonder what could be so funny? I 
was just watching some fish. 
The key locked as if they’re smiling 
Please someone tell me this. 
It seems I’m the only one not laughing, 
is there a humor switch. 
Did she just push her boyfriend to the 
ground was he also on the bench? 
Maybe they are laughing from her saying 
when he leaned in for a kiss. 
Is it the dog drying its fur it 
is shaking such a twitch. 
Did someone pass gas or something I didn’t 
see no one trip. 
Everyone else was laughing I was kind of curious and bit my lip
Did the owner of that kitty suddenly 
Give the cat some nip. 
It must have went crazy since 
It has nine lives and s**t. 
Did it roll around or walk on water 
Could you tell me if it flip? 
While everyone else was laughing somebody 
please there must be a witness. 
Then I realized the reason I don’t know I 
mind my own damn business.
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Untitled
Meep$tyle

Living life as a thug. 
Incapable of being loved
Lost and lonely. 
Feeling like a burden as my own people disown me
I feel your pain homie
It is what it is and what we made it. 
This life style has been overrated. 
Always on the run or incarcerated
Associated with the guilty and condemned 
A broken heart that can never mend. 
Nothing but regrets and empty apologies. 
A long time ago this heart froze. 
A struggle that God only knows. 
Be who you are and nothing less than that. 
Originally authentic. 
When people pretend to be something they’re not
it’s pathetic 
There’s no room for affection, 
nothing but reality
Was it the other person’s heartlessness or my own fallacy 
Envious of another’s jealousy
Content just to feel something
Anything but your own faults and failures. 
It’s a shame love never lived here. 
Nor will it ever be
Spend most of life in a penitentiary. 
Hate, violence, and amphetamines
What is normal then what one is normally exposed to?
Hurting everyone that you’re close to
Showing love and loyalty to the wrong ones
Can never think straightly cuz you’re always on one. 
Eventually everyone will fall off and fold up. 
Just right when you think the game was sowed up 
A thugs life shows no love.
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Untitled Cont.

Never no substance in relationships that are hollow
These snakes will strike you with their venom and then 
watch you die slow. 
Always shake the grass on your own terrain. 
Trying to break free from my own chains 
People always thought me strange or a weirdo 
That’s ok cuz I wallow in my own uniqueness
There is power in my weakness
When I’m down in the mud, stuck in the mire 
and tired of being tired
I will rise above this and some
I know I’m not the most handsome
But I got realness others couldn’t fathom 
In my heart nothing but vacancy 
Riding solo on the regularly 
I stand on my own 
The one in the reflection keeps getting in his own way
Trying to break from this cycle
Dying for survival 
Group homes and institutions 
It’s hard to separate reality from delusion 
Desperation in the hands of isolation 
Constantly reaching out only to watch it slip away. 
But for what am I really reaching, 
to some false life that’s deceiving 
The cold and apathetic people that this environment is breeding 
It’s tragic I’m so through 
When I look in the mirror do I really know you?
What once was vintage is now played out
looking for a way out. 
As I let the reaper embrace me, 
nothing to do but succumb to these vices
Just to see the smile on my child’s face would be priceless. 
Something motivating and to give life meaning. 
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Untitled Cont.

Nothing but existence. 
In a system that is cruel and vicious 
No more coming out when the dust settles.
It’s time to make that choice to live life on a different level.  
Not to be a let down but successful
It’s up to me to bring these dreams to fruition
All this time what I needed was inside of me 
It wasn’t missing 
To choose life and not the Dept of corrections 
Happiness over the shadow of depression 
To let truth conquer the demon of deception 
As I forever stand glorious in my redemption

On the Outside
My-ah Rain

On the outside, no need to pretend
fallen behind walls of my best defenses, 
I want to throw my hands up you win, as I collapse into sin.
On the outside, smiles plastered on thick
yet deep within all I can do is pick it, 
stick it & spin.
the insanity rushing through my blood
On the outside, college degrees & academia 
follow me through thickened mud.
Yet when the storm comes crashing down
I KNOW there is NO ONE else around.
On the outside tracks begin to tell-a-tail
one that on the inside I’ve already been 
living through hell. 



SpeakOut! Fall 2019138

A Fox
Naomi Hicks

If you were looking in a window upon yourself, what might you 
see? 

What I see is a fox clover, and sly: 
Bright and cheery 
Very quiet deliberate actions 
Yet gracefully quick on her paws 
Sneaks by with conviction 
And got away without a notice 
Like a bandit in the night 
A fox! 

Unconditional Love
Santana

Unconditional love is not as
Common as drugs.
To just take s**t - sweep it 
Under the rug

Accepting those for just who
They are
Leaves the marks on our
Hearts, they are scared

Seen as weak to those
Who just use
We take a lot of above
But never change who am I



SpeakOut! Fall 2019 139

The Rebellious Triumphant
Time Traveler

Whosoever reads these words: consider yourself counted among 
the lucky, the fortunate, the saved, the chosen, the blessed. 
And if you are hearing these words read aloud to you, then the 
speaker readings is truly an ANGEL, and you are most assuredly a 
SAINT. 
If you are hungry now, rejoice for you shall be fed. 
If you are enduring suffering, celebrate that your salvation is at 
hand. 
Did you steal, lie, abuse drugs or others? Were you a victim? 
Were you cruel? Did you sleep in the streets and eat out 
of dumpsters? Are you alone? 
Did you spend cold nights staring out from rubbish corners, 
Terrified, with reptilian eyes peeled watching the strangers loom 
in the shadows? Did you watch them flee at dawn’s First light? 
Then fear not-you have been detected-inspected-selected-
Protected-connected-elected. 
You are the new elite, and this swiftly becomes your new earth. 
The glory indeed comes in the clouds if you choose to see. 
Being formed that the authority does not determine the truth. 
Truth is in fact the one and only authority. 
The day approaches when justice does not merely mean “Just Us.” 
The comfortable ones, their wealth and illusions, their traps and 
Snares, their spies and gaslighters.
They did not earn their place in the eternal book;
Forever remembered as the rebellious triumphant 
To the future posterity you shall be remembered. 
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I Have a Dream
TJ

I have a dream 
That I can stay out of prison 
That my family can never worry about me again 
That my friends can prosper with me 

  Oh, I have a dream 
That all children can never struggle 
That grown ups can make a better world for children 
That people will start to wake up 

  Oh, I have a dream 
That people will find world peace 
That people will learn common sense
That there will be better people 

Time I Said No
Tina H. 

The day started out cloudy
My mood continued to go down hill
The little voice in my head kept telling me
“You can’t go on”
I’m struggling with ignoring my feelings 
Struggling with going on
The new day has arrived and I’m still here
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Make Space
Shannon F.

Find a place to sit & think
put down the drug
put down the drink
make space in your mind
for love & hope
the type not fueled with
booze or dope

Open your eyes & see yourself for real
find the person using tried to steal
remember your dreams, remember your joy
remember the first time you held your boy

Find a place inside your head
and stay in it with no words said
allow that place to belong to you
and fill it with words you know to be true. 

Lie
Razor

To live a lie, Hell
Isn’t to live, a lie?
Aren’t we all just 
Dyin inside?
I can’t remember 
My dreams but I 
Think I died
Am I awake or 
Is that a lie
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Found
Tony B Free

I lay here at night my soul can not breathe. I’m cut short my dreams 
for I can not sleep. Oh lord do you hear my prayers? Am I worth 
listening to? Have you abandoned me, your child, as I feel I have 
mine? I shout! I shout to you lord to please hear me. I can not see 
you, as my children can not see me. But I do feel your love and I 
pray my children can feel my love for them. I know I have strayed. 
I know I have lied but without your forgiveness I can not survive. I 
know that I wander, I know I’ve had doubts. But when your spirit 
runs through me my heart heads back south, yee haw!!! I scream 
like an angel from my mouth. Oh lord I’ve felt desperate, so scared, 
full of fear. Doubting the unknown with no ability to steer! In any 
direction, no left, no right, only forward into uncharted waters. I 
trust in you to be my compass, to be my stars in the skies. I surren-
der my life to you lord let my old monster die. To stay buried forev-
er in the depths of the seas. Not to be forgotten but as a reminder of 
what got me nowhere. Like a flower in bloom, a baby just born, I’m 
asking for guidance, I now need that path that you created before 
me. Please open my eyes so I can see. I know I have hurt the people 
I love, my Dad my brothers, kids but mom the most. I need to 
rebuild relationships torn. So my life with you lord can be reborn. 
Thank you for believing, in me that is. I’ve known that I need you 
since I was a kid. I rose this morning no smile on my face, just took 
a bit lord my anger erased. Not for good reason. This place is pure 
hell, the guards think they own you, for 19 sweet hours they hold 
us in cells. But just when they see me and think they have won, I 
feel your spirit run through me the battles just begun! I bow down 
to no man, lord only to you, they are trying to break me, they think 
they can rule, I promise to fight like an angel you see, thank you for 
this life lord and for loving me.
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Untitled
Indigo Skye

There’s so much on my mind, all I’ve got
Is time I can’t believe this year’s 
Over sometimes I wish I could
Rewind see your face one more time
Laugh like we used to when the
Drugs let us unwind, now it all seems
So sick, like a plague came and
Went and took our hearts with,
I seem to have lost myself maybe
We’re together in one of those
Fantasies we imagined, perhaps its
Better that way, how could you 
Keep such beauty locked away
I miss you everyday, when i start
To cry, I pray, thank you for
The laughs and always having
My back, for life
I couldn’t forget you if 
I tried, down worry i’ll keep
Your heart alive.

Can’t wait till we’re free
And we can just be. 
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Idealie
Gary G.W.

Oh, idealie
Everybody
Would see the very same as me
Through these rose-colored glasses
I see the masses
Of everybody with good intentions 
Rising each day to make the world a better place
Oh, my ideals are the ideas that we all should have
We all have good intentions and wish to be glad
Not everybody takes the path of least resistance
Some choose to fight and with insistence
Share their ideals
 And even share their meals
With those less fortunate because 
Hatred steals 
From all of us
And us is we 
Community 
Striving to make it better 
With unity
Look! 
Try these on!             
Cool! 
Yeah?
See!
I just need the world supply of my rose-colored lenses
Equally distributed
Beyond walls and fences
Rid the world of diversity and adversity
Make it rosey or peachy (idealie)  
Maybe not truly make you to me!
No, to many freaks
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Write About a Time You Said No
MR. JK

In my life I’ve alwayz said yes 
in my life like no I’m not 
gonna mess up and and I alwayz 
turn around and make mistakes 
mess up for fun. But this time I see 
a better me. I feel like a better me. 
And this time I said yes. 
No, I’m not gonna mess things 
up. I gotta stay up. But not 
up all night on that drug. 
That drug kept me up and I couldn’t 
say no, although now I will say 
no to that, cuz that s**tz gotta go. 
That s**tz the s**t that 
made all good in my life go 
so no . . . I’ve gotta say no that’s 
all I know. 

Untitled
Brysen L.

So I put this new sign for yous to stop leaving your litter an stuff for 
me to pick up. I could easily put up no tresspassing signs and start 
plucking yous of whenever I want to, but there is good fishing spots 
an places to swim so please don’t make me have to build a fence or 
bust out the shotty enjoy this land as it should be enjoyed, cause I 
want to share it with yous an not have to clean up after you.
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Through The Looking Glass
Kumquatamus

Her soul’s been crushed, then patched
Her heart’s been whole, then cracked
Her spirit’s been shook, then relaxed
Her mind’s been tame, then collapsed
I see it -- through the looking glass
Her muscles were tired but they’ve
pulled her through
Her legs have wanted to buckle but
they’ve stood the test of time
Her tears have tried to suffocate her but
she beat them with a tissue
Her relationships have hammered her heart
but she won’t let trust become an issue
Through the looking glass -- I see you
She’s loved and she’s lost
She’s been through hell and back
She’s been up and she’s been down
Through the looking glass -- I can see her now

Untitled
Day

You are not what you have done - 
Do not hide yourself, beautiful one 
Stand up rise like the sun
Your story is not done. You are fearless, remember? 
Do not stop until you have won. 
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Feet
Epic

Life on the streets ain’t pretty or sweet
but if you pay attention you’ll be in for a treat
Living in the element, the rain and the sleet
your greatest struggle is to have dry feet.
While society is consumed with Snapchats and tweets,
your favorite meals, dry jerky and cured meats
while searching for a warm place to sleep
just to get up before the police start their beats.
‘Cause life on the streets ain’t pretty or sweet
Everyone’s a stranger, even those that you meet
living in the elements, your best friend is DEET
to keep the mosquitoes from attacking your feet.
‘Cause life on the streets ain’t pretty or sweet
but if you find the time, just try to fly a sign.
Someone might just slip you a dime
Others will look at you like you’ve committed a crime
or like you’re out of your damn mind
‘Cause life on the streets ain’t pretty or sweet
but if you paid attention then you’re still on your feet.

Untitled
Brozen

I lie here with my lips trembling 
from all the pain and anger raging inside me 
as the memories of my childhood 
lingers in the walls of hell…… 
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The Troll Stalking
J Gigglez

Better pay attention as I’m teaching this class,
Listen up closely before they snatch up your a**.
They try to convince you that your just paranoid 
and trippin,
But soon enough if your not careful, you’ll be
The one everyone be dissin.
You see, I’ll be outside with my son and even he 
See’s them watching,
Cause these b***h a** mother f**kers be doin that
Gang stalkin.
You’ll start to see the same faces from store
To store.
Many of us don’t know why were they’re target,
Wanna ask them, “what the f**k is this for?”
But most of the time when you start to approach
Them, they run like little b***hes.
Most of these stalkers are government paid,
Fake a** little snitches.
They f**k with us hard to try to f**k up our
Heads. 
S**t, some are so scandalous they’ll even
Get as close as sleeping in the same bed.
Just talking about them makes my skin crawl and I
Get sick.
Cause they’re no good dirty as crooked sneaky 
Pricks.
They follow you everywhere and make your friends
Think you’re crazy.
Once you call those mother f**kers out, next thing
You black out and your mind goes hazy.
Not sure what they give you but now you’re wishing
You were dead.
Hope you’re paying attention to every single word
I’ve said.



SpeakOut! Fall 2019 149

The Troll Stalking Cont.

It’s not you going crazy or all the drugs.
They attack the normal people too not just
The addicts, convicts, gangsters and thugs.
Cause like i said before, my son has even
Seen them too, he brought it to
My attention.
They watch your every move and know your people, sorry
I forgot to mention.
They know everything about you, even s**t you’ve kept 
Secret. 
Some of you will blow this lesson off and won’t even believe
This. 
From now on pay attention all around you to
Every single detail.
Your eyes will tell you the truth and from now on they’ll
Never fail.
Be careful cause there’s a lot of wolves dressed in
Sheep skin.
Let your guard down and slip up, then you’re letting them
Win.
Hard to think that any of this is believable, i hope
I got this sold.
Soon you’ll see why me and my girl call them
“Trolls on the Payroll”
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Untitled
Manuel M. 

I feel natural here and there a
little bit of everywhere not a single care
about where I go most times I try to
go with the flow but it’s gotten me to
many miserable roads I want to go to the
place I know but I’m so far away
from home
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Poem
Meep$tyle

Baby girl I just wanna taste. 
I’ll do what it takes. 
No other can take your place. 
With you I wanna live lavish.
Create beauty with your ashes. 
Cuz I know you been through the furnace 
with me you will find purpose. 
All those other guys just brushed the surface. 
I’ll reach deep down to your souls
as true love unfolds. 
A real man now tell me do I measure. 
Take your time there no pressure. 
We can do this slowly. 
I can be more than your homie. 
You’re so angelic, your body is a temple so holy. 
A world full of fantasy. 
What’s a love story without tragedy? 
Real love doesn’t go without trial. 
I can spice up your life, pico de gallo. 
I’ll give you what I got, I know it ain’t much. 
I’ll do more than take you to lunch. 
With me you’ll get the full service. 
It’s all Gucci not no knock off purses 
Plenty dudes are gonna hate. 
Watch em stand by as I accelerate 
with you I will go the distance. 
Faith and persistence. 
For us, Greatness awaits. 
Pure love no hate. 
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I Wish
I AM King

I wish upon a star that’s too 
far away 
To answer what I’ve wished so I’ll 
try another day. 
Why wish for something at all well
We tend to pray. 
Our father can you help I forgot 
the words to say. 
What is to come will be don’t push 
nor be a slave. 
To that wishful thinking you’re the 
Character in your play. 
You wish for something different but 
Your scripts been saved. 
So you’ve wished for a different life 
to yours you must obey. 

What do you wish for in life do 
you deserve for it to change? 
Do you hit the bullseye every time 
Or do you slouch when you aim? 
Do you put forth your best performance 
Are you the mup of your game. 
Or do you only assist the one
who is the true hall of fame, 
when you’re out of luck how many 
Hands for you shake? 
To meet the one of greatness you 
wish you had what it takes. 

How many people notice you when 
you’ve tried your best. 
How many people hold you up when 
your life seems distressed. 
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I Wish Cont.

How many blessings have you distilled 
do you feel they were blessed? 
Or do you slack at work and 
make everyone else do the rest? 

If you truly had a wish and 
Someone could help make it come true. 
Would you feed the starving children 
or fulfill a wish of the selfish you? 
Would you remain a grown a** 
Child? curious what you would do. 
We wish you could be honest, inside 
your head we heard the truth. 

I’ve wished a thousand wishes 
what truly set me free. 
Each wish I’ve ever wish had nothing 
to do with me. 

My wish. I am changing the
World. With one person at a time. 
peace+Love 
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Double Take Recipe
Vanity

Look in my eyes, what do you see?
A pint of shame with sugar and cream
A pinch of salt and ½ a dream
An ounce of blue glitter without all the gleam
Double the mud and a pound of self hate
seeping out of the seams
A 5th of whiskey and a tarnished ring
6 pounds of unshed tears and curse words
in between
A silhouette of the fire that burns in me
Look in my eyes what do you see?
A golden heart and a blunt of weed
A kilo of coke and a question of do you see
me? 
⅛ of good intentions and grass that used 
to be green
A broken queen, a quiet scream
A 7th bravado and a mini me
A drop of blood, some crushed up leaves
A wall of bullet proof glass because you’ll
leave 
Look at me…
A tablespoon of secrets
A layer of foundation
2 layers of mascara
A swipe of lipgloss
A mouth full of teeth
Pretty huh?
Look past that please
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The Exhibit
Steven T. 

Approaching the glass, 
a picturesque scene from 
my mind playing out
from behind the glass.
Usher in the crowd. So 
Many voices. So much 
Awe remember, don’t tap 
On the glass, the memories
Of myself don’t like the 
Sound. Playing with my 
Sons in the fallen 
Autumn leaves. They laugh,
The crowd laughs. Plunging
Head first into the
Leaves  a moment of 
Concern. Patrons press their
Noses to the glass,
Creating blotches on the 
Surface. Laughter again
When my son pops up
From the leaves than drags
Me in. I have to escort 
A few pesky repressions 
From the conscious exhibit.
Show is over, remember 
To please discard any 
Trash in the receptacles 
On the way out of
My head as you
Step back into
Yourselves. Hope you enjoyed the show.

Tomorrow’s exhibit: a 
Mystery. 
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Joke
Naey Naey

Fool me, ha jokes on you, too prideful to ever think I was the fool. 
Now the jokes on you, but in all reality I was the joke and the fool 
so easily target, how come I couldn’t see the real you… from begin-
ning to the end, you always knew that joke was not on you. 

My life seems like a burden since I hurt you, your pain is my pain, 
your hurt is my hurt, two pure hearts Broken in two. Now lost in 
this cold world of hurt and confusion not knowing which way to 
go not knowing who to trust, who to turn to living seem so useless 
since that day I hurt you. How to live with myself with such agony. 
How doI even begin to make you see this the way I do… 

In My Dreams
Islaamabaad

I am holding my kids on their days 
I have my own place, and they know their daddy’s face 
I come home from hammering nails, and on their mother’s 
lips a kiss place. 
I teach my son to fish and he catches one 
bigger than he. 
And we go back home, and he brags to his 
sisters, “sissy, see” 
If it were a perfect world, These are 
the things that would be 
by the gods, how I wish, 
I could live only in my dreams 
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Untitled
Bridget C. 

Of course it was illegal--but the rush is so much more
Of course it was illegal--no one cares about consequences

Of course it was illegal--I’m not harming anyone but myself
Of course it was illegal--only if you get caught

Of course it was illegal--but I’m hungry and need a place to stay

Untitled
Demita C. 

Today is just one of them days where
I’m surrounded by hoes that love to
Hate. it ain’t my fault that i’m the
Baddest and you’re some lames to the Game.
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Painfully Alive
Soullessence

The pain whistles slowly into a reverberating echo. I’ve grown 
numb to its call. It’s integrated into who I am. I’ve been through a 
lot who hasn’t? I’ve seen my fair share of sunshine dismally grey. 
The rain seared the sensation of coldness into my bones. My heart 
no longer beats the same. Am I saddened by the knowledge that 
I have shattered myself in life? On the contrary I am ecstatic over 
the fact that I have smashed against rocks. The trials and error has 
brought to the surface many mistakes. I’ve learned, I’ve changed, 
I’ve hurt myself and others, I’ve been depressed longer than I 
should have been, or should I say, for as long as was necessary for 
my growth. I’ve encased myself in the Silence of Darkness pray-
ing that I’d no longer see the light. I’ve hid myself in solitude for 
so long. I am now anti-social and reclusive. My defensive words of 
description that speaks the short phrase “I am guarded.” my heart 
has closed off, so I know what it is like to love as a ghost. For-
ever present yet never really there, always smiling yet hungry for 
more than I can give, such a selfish indulgence on my part. Such a 
perpetual winter that has kept my heart hibernating. I waited for 
summer to thaw my Heart forgetting that spring would launch me 
forward into what I wished, I fell over and over again repeating my 
pattern, lost in the Quilt I’ve stitched. The creator of despair effort-
lessly inhaled by my soul. From the striking of unheard screams on 
my psyche. I’m emotionally withdrawn and cognitively present. My 
love only a whisper of what it used to be. Explicitly intimate simply 
complex in the conundrum I call “The self.” Paradoxically swept up 
in the ebb and flow of life ineffably unshackled by pain. I’ve mas-
tered the breaking of the outer shell of a seed. From pain I am fully 
alive. Alive I am fully in pain. I am content with who I’ve become. 
I’ve found happiness now that I am painfully alive. 
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Words Are Worthless
The Real Dirty

I ask myself if loving you is even worth it. 
You make me feel worthless, 
like nothing I’m doing is workin. 
I’ve been in a mindstate where everything gets worse when I’m 
worried 
But I can’t find anyway to word it! 
Had I never gave thought. My Heart. 
I wouldn’t be here hurtin.
Hard to hear myself right now. 
Bout to close up like a curtain. 
Truth be told, this ain’t the way it all works.  
These are all the wrong words! 
They are the truth over a 100 times! 
Yet they sound just like lies… 
But haven’t I always known it? 
Truth is- 
words are useless. 
At times they might sound wonderful, before I started speaking 
them, 
but they let me down
the moment I really needed them. 
I could never find the right words, 
NEVER. 
& where would I look for them; 
given a choice?? 
The heart 
is as silent as the stars 
However much the tongue tries to give it voice. 
               That’s how I feel about that right now. 
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Untitled
BaBy Bray

I see a pink rose frozen in ice
It is deep in a room filled
with lucifer. The walls are
holographic
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Untitled
Heavy Mug

If I was music then you know you’d be the speaker
If I was smokin’ you know you’d be the reefer
If I was standing on the block I’d keep you in my sock
And that’s for real
I can’t see myself with no one else but you babe
And no one can make me feel the way that you made
Sometimes I love you more than you’ll ever know
Other times you get on my nerves
You make me better in all ways
Can’t live without you, I love you PERIOD
So don’t every f**king question that!

I Wish Upon a Star
Nikki

I wish upon a star, hoping all
my dreams may come true.
It’s been awhile since I’ve felt
butterflies in my stomach &
All giddy inside. I’m content & more
focused than I’ve ever been.
I’ve not wanted to work so 
hard at anything as I do 
right now. I’m gonna be ok.
I will make it. As GOD as
my witness. 
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Happiness
Laura

Happiness is laugher, filled with you joy. Appreciation of just every-
thing. Just loving yourself in sight and out - satisfaction within me. 
Undeniably there. It’s a love I have found when my heart met my 
soul. Happiness and fulfillment, I had chosen to share. 

Exorcist
Jesus R.

One day we 
were watching 
The Exorcist, my 
friend said that 
the second 
Pastor of the 
movie died 
because some of 
the scenes were 
real when the 
movie ends it 
says the name of
 the Pastor. 
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Bull S**t
Micheal S.

Life is bulls**t, so many ups and 
Downs 
So many lies from everyone around 
Bulls**t when you find your kids lying 
Bulls**t when Find your kids hiding 
Bulls**t when you find your kids 
crying when you know they’re lying
Bullshit when you give in just because 
they give you that face 
Bulls**t when you feel Bad for what they’ve 
Done Bad 
Isn’t bull s**t that they run game on 
you with that face Darn it bulls**t 
       I 
              love 
                         them 
                                     the 
                                                Same

Untitled
Brozen

The past is as present 
as the truth is a lie 
all this time you think you are living 
then one day you wake up and die. 
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World Peace
Thugerina AK-92

Everyone wants world peace but wanting only brings hope
n hope brings faith but then it’s all shattered so then it
only brings fears & tears.
World peace would be nice being so discriminated so labeled
World peace is only what we see in dreams
World peace can be taught if only our teachers weren’t
so blinded by their teachers
What is world peace can you describe that to me.
They say one person can change the world but world
peace would have to be in so many n plenty to change our
thoughts to make world peace n op. 
This place is so divided n we’re in the united but it’s not
so world peace is it even possible, people so greedy.
World peace could have a different meaning between you &
I one wants to change the law all I want is to change 
the use of us all. 
Change the way we treat each other change how we see color
That’d be like not wanting black couches in your room
with white walls or no brown coffee tables cause they
might shoot us all?
I don’t even know if world peace is what we need
everyone so blinded by greed.
I guess f**k it world peace is not what we need nor do we see. 
I don’t even think people want it anymore people don’t realize if
peace was among you & me there wouldn’t be a whole community
of suicidal raging life taking thieves. 
We’re destroying our world & people more & more every year just
to make some believe we’re cool & mean, I guess if being mean is 
cool s**t everyone should fit in your definition of world peace
I won’t claim to have peace I’m a raging a**hole too f**k world 
peace this world is full of ignorant, disloyal, ungrateful people, the 
last bit of world peace was when Martin Luther King Jr. was living 
a dream.
Tell me what’s your world peace?...
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Clean Up Aisle 5
Steven T.

What if time were like a supermarket? What kind of shopper 
Would you be then?
A conservative; grabbing only as much time as needed. Specific
And precise. “Excuse me sir. Where might I find the 
Milliseconds”?

Maybe a compulsive shopper? Approaching the 
Register pushing a shopping cart shaped like a 
Clock. Loaded down and packed to the brim with
Random split seconds pilfered and plucked
From the shelves by a steady hand.

Procrastinator or indecisive?
Strolling the time market
Poking and prodding the 
Increments. Saying to 
yourself... 

“I don’t need that many hours
 this time…

Or maybe I do?”

“No, I’ll get them next time.”

I’ll be sure to grab 
Few more days”

“Maybe I could afford a 
Whole month?”
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3 Aspects
Joshua D.

Loyalty, Honor, Respect 
What is loyalty – not having to doubt 
Not having to wonder even the slightest 
Or wonder if you’re on your own knowing 
That you cut me and God in your career 
G

Which leads us to honor 
Guy honor means being true to your 
Self but not selfish being true to anyone
You love and care about especially if you
Call someone A friend A Homie and 
Definitely A “G”  

And last but never least 
Respect the last aspect one 
Earned not given respect is treating 
And dating often the way you would 
Want to a “G’ respect is A way of life
But unworthily
In the end G if you don’t have 
Loyalty, you don’t have honor 
And with no Honor here surely
To respect 
  
I miss you my Brother 
Mad Loyalty 
Honor 
And respect
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Paradise
Trippy Fishy 419

Paradise? What is paradise?
is it whatever we want? Or is
it Just you being happy
not knowing you’re in paradise
yet? Is there true such things?
Or places of paradise?
The world will never know cause
We’re not that far into life
Yet…

The New
Razor

If… 
Hell is the new
Heaven
Pain is the new 
Pleasure
Lies are the new 
Truth
Hate is the new 
Love 
Fake is the new 
Real…
Then f**k you is the new
I love you
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Untitled
Lil Mitchie

Mitchell why can’t you see you are my 
world. You give me a chance to forgive and
A chance to forget. Mitchell when I look
at you I see the father. I see all 
the hard and bad times that have
yet to come. you make me strong
when I feel weak. I love you soo
to Mitchell, my dear.

Untitled
Räven

There is no song so lorn and lost
no lament more profound
no overture of emptiness as rich with feeling
as that so lonely sound
the cry and bite of alpine winds
tearing through moraine and cirque
blasting blinding blankets of bitter cold across land and sky
yet somewhere ‘neath the crystalline drifts
there wildflowers be.
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!Don’t Panic!
Vanity

It’s 3am and he’s gone again
& just when you can hear your heart beat in 
your ears & you begin to get frantic
Tell yourself - Don’t panic!
He’ll sneak back in an hour after you’ve cried
yourself to sleep
& again you’ll awaken with the rustle of your sheets
you begin to act crazy & look like a frolic
Til he kisses you under your ear & he whispers
“I love you, don’t panic”
At this point it’s nothing short of what you’re used to
He cheats, you yell, he leaves, you dwell
you make up to break up, it’s all sort of  manic
But you’re used to this girl - Don’t panic!
you’re used to your battered reflection in the mirror
you’re used to not belonging in your own home like
you’re new here
& How he can confuse sentences like, “I love
you beautiful, you need to diet.”
& you sit silent in your emotional havoc 
The end is near so babygirl - Don’t panic!
He remains complacent 
how can he love you & hurt you
you don’t understand it
But now you want answers so you go & Demand it
you ask him why do you claim that you love
me but hurt me so badly 
He smiled & said, “babe, Don’t be dramatic.”
With a twitch in your eye
The time has come where you can no
longer stand it
So you sip your tea, giggle
Then whip out your 45 & tell him
Don’t panic!
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Untitled
Gary G.W.

You and your forensic filters
Criminology has your psychology and f**ked up
Yeah, I don’t fit in
Don’t insert your meanin’
Prior to investigation
You frustrate my situation
Figurin’ I must be up to somethin’
Like the arachnid who sat down by your muffin.
But, I aint up to the beat of another drum
A drum played by no one
No one, but me
 Seems to make a lot of haters
Plethora of enemies
But the mindful with open eyes see
I’ve compassion and empathy for my community
But your forensic filtered lenses have you
Blind and cannot see
That it’s
A
B
C
D
E
F
Me … doin’ me!
And I’ve got love for your
Ignorant
Blind
Contemptuous and
Prejudiced
Axs
Anyway.
With your flat top fade …
Your distinctive “cop-stash”
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Chaos
Steven T.

The beating of a 
butterflies wings creates 
a tsunami on the other 
side of the world.

What then do my footsteps
create? An earthquake?
A sinkhole?

But what of matters of 
The heart?

Does its pulse create a
Beat to which someone 
Dances?

Maybe a sonic boom? Or 
do the intense echoes 
Simply shatter the rhythm?
The heart of another. 
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Outside Looking In
Peachy K.

I’ve waited so long
I even fell asleep.
I sang every song
And now it’s time to weep.

I put my hand on the glass
I picked up the phone.
I recited what I learned in class
I don’t want to leave mom alone.

Now it’s sister’s turn. 
She is eight and I am six
For our mother’s touch oh how we yearn
And as always she promises soon it will be fixed.

Spent so much time trying to get in 
Now I look around and say damn I’m here.
     again.

Untitled
Brysen L.

I believe it is not over yet because the aliens have not revealed 
themselves to us an no E.T. don’t count cause that was not sup-
posed to be turned in to a movie an alien vs. preditor don’t count 
cause them hoes are bullies and want nothing but to pick on lower/
smaller life forms
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IDC
The Real Dirty

I don’t care
you could never say 
I loved what we had
I always tried. 
Remember the pain it caused. 
Outweighed by love, never
My heart lets you go 
I guess that’s just the way 
You were meant for someone else 
Even if I tried to 
I don’t believe
It’s true
I believe 
This love was all I knew, now
That ain’t real to me 
When they say move on 
I tried to listen to ‘em 
There’s nothing more
Such carelessness
Hurting you with 
All the things we said
Right now, I don’t care. 
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Only Just to Help
Islaamabaad

Hey boy, little me guess what! 
Not the way you meant for it, 
but, 
Remember the thing you used to want? 
It hasn’t changed, except that how you do it with 
not giving a f**k! 

You made a vow you little s**t, the only 
one you kept. 
If someone screams, you start to run, only 
now, its to be there within a breath. 

You know those words you said, those words 
you read when you were back in Texas? 
With pain you bleed, and not just red, 
Along with all your exes. 
It’s who you never Knew, 
The man you’d turn into, 
Now that you know yourself 

Don’t be so blue, 
Rascallion, you 
Want only just to help
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Untitled
Epic

I struggle to survive,
 my most basic needs deprived
Serious like a corpse
 I’ve been exhumed
Another chance to resume
 My Life
I can’t bring myself to think
 and I’m so close to the brink
No longer the weakest link
I’m on the Rise,
you’ll miss me if you blink

I’m trying to be cautious, maybe meek
 Humble but that doesn’t mean I won’t rumble
No matter how many sack I won’t fumble
 Now I may trip But never stumble
  Close your eyes you’re seeing double
 I’ll make it out of all this trouble
  Get out my face with all that bass
  I need some treble at heart 
I’m still a rebel, always on my level
Shooting dice roulette the devil
 I’ve come a long way seen many a hard days
Even dug a couple shallow graves and I’m here to tell you true 
crime pays in many difficult ways but with respect is it worth all the 
lost days Times are strange Maybe it’s time to change
 I’m tired of living like stray dogs
with the mange
 So miss me with all that static
  No signal
 I’m outta range.
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Untitled
Lady Bandit

Does this darkness have a name,
this cruelty, this hatred, how did it find
us, did it steal into our lives or did we
seek out and embrace it. What happened to
us, that we now send our children out
into the world, like we send young men
to war. Only hoping for their safe return
but knowing some will be lost along the
way. When did we lose our way, consumed
by the shadows, swallowed whole by the
darkness. Does this darkness have a name
Is it my name.

What If
Naey Naey

What if me and you didn’t give in to separation and time. What if 
we stayed loyal to one another. What if we stood each other’s ride 
or die instead of giving in to temptation. What if we didn’t deceive 
each other till we broke one another. What if I would have just 
stayed sober. What if I just stood in Fort Collins. What if I didn’t 
add that b***h on Facebook. What if I just trusted that you were 
coming home to me. What if you just listened instead of judging 
me. What if we could go back in time when we love each other 
wholeheartedly. If I could have one, what if it would be the last 
because there would never be another what if!
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Want
Razor

The thing I really want is the partner in crime
The love of my life
The rock to my roll
Watching my back 
My heart and soul. Are you with me or against me? 
With me huh? Well then let’s go… “Ride or Die” 
That’s the thing I really want
I’m yours and you’re mine. 

Untitled
BaBy Bray

My dreams used to
only happen in my sleep.
Visions of a Beautiful
home and calm landscapes.
The world around me changed 
and they (the dreams) Became violent &
dark.
I learned to control my
dreams and make them 
what they are now. Hopes & 
plans for the Better life I deserve.
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Insight
Epic

Our weaknesses one always evident, both to ourselves and to oth-
ers. But our strengths are hidden until we chose to reveal them, 
and that is when we are truly tested. When all that we have within 
is exposed and we may no longer blame our inadequacies for our 
failure, but instead we must depend on our strengths to succeed, 
and that’s power but true power comes from beliefs in true things 
and the willingness to stand behind them even if the universe is 
determined to destroy your plans. Chaos may settle, flames may die 
out. A worlds will rise and fall. But true things remain so and will 
never fail to guide you to your goals. Just remember the past is over 
so don’t dwell on it. For if you think too closely you’ll either get lost 
in the misery of things done poorly or you’ll get tangled up patting 
yourself on the back for things you did well, which no longer mat-
ter because they’re in the past anyways. The future however is still 
to come and its always good to look forward to new events as well 
as have an opportunity to plan for the future.

Untitled
Brooski

Seashell eyes that shimmer brighter than the bright blue skies
Looking at me like “why did you have to lie?” 
“You said you would never..”
And then broken down and cried, it felt like a piece of me died. 
Then she said goodbye 
but not...I love you, goodnight.
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Untitled
Baby J

The bumblebee landed on the pretty flower.
She picked the flower up with her hand.
The arrow was shot at her, but missed.
It was the old man with the cane and he shot the arrow with one 
foot.
There were eyes on the teepee.
It came from EARTH.

Untitled
Baby J

The eyes closed in the tent.
Everyone was sound asleep.
Everything was unbalanced.
The buildings, locks, the keyhole, and the abacus.
They rolled the dice, but the dice froze in time.
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Untitled
Demita C 

The way I was raised is the man has
A job and works till the sun goes down.
While the woman is home cooking bare
Foot and pregnant with five kids running
Around. Only today in 2019, it’s all turned
Around. Kids are calling mommy the daddy
And daddy ain’t nowhere to be found. 

Reasons
Islaamabaad

A man can have so many reasons 
he can change his mind just like the seasons. 
He feels he only deals with reasons, 
doesn’t know what it means, this word called freedom 
But once he finds himself, his mind starts growing, 
no longer leaf-thin. 

A man can always change his reasons. 
he’s lived through all the things that bleed him. 
Now he’s looking, through all that need him, 
with a genuine smile, that lasts for seasons. 
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Untitled
Gary G W

I have a daydream about lives in your garage. Away from the Gov-
ernment flocks of stasi-Nouveau (sp2) gangstalking freak shows 
who spy on their kin for a $1.50 & chocolate milk. Right next to 
the little portable Buddha statue, I pulled out of my man-bag and 
the incent holder I filled with Nag Champa. I place my sleeping bag 
and I pay my rent by picking up your Marmaduke-sized doggy-
droppings.
Fair trade.
I think.  Especially with
No bathroom available in your garage.
The dream is becoming a nightmare now. Well, when I begin to eat 
Marmaduke’s food also, so you won’t tell the difference in the drop-
pings left in your backyard. Camouflaged feces so I can go unde-
tected, living in your garage.
Oh, hum …
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Untitled
Ian K

Hold a .357 in your hand, screaming and yellin, I need help my kid 
is in pain, a car stops, you tell the driver to get out, driven racing 
to the hospital, cause your kid is dying cause he shot himself, it’s 
painful how people can do that to themselves, what reason, why 
god why. Leaving yourself with tears just sitting in a seat, cops come 
in they tell you to get down on the ground, all you can say is my kid 
is in pain having a bullet removed, too late the doctor tells you he 
passed on and do you I. You plant your feet, you belong, your son 
first family is all I can say.
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Home
Nikki W

I miss home, wherever home is anyways…
I used to know home was my head on him, his chest as a pillow
And now I’m not sure, how dare him, my soul mate--the love of my 
life,
How dare him take the pick and break the ice around my heart.

The ice that served as protection for so many years--
I just let it all melt away from one look into those gorgeous blue 
eyes
Never for a minute did I think that his words were full of so many 
lies
...I miss home. 

Only You
Tony B Free

Miss May, you know who you are! The winner of beauty on the 5th 
month some might think. Only I know they are wrong and that the 
name is the winner of perfection that has been and will be since 
the 3rd month of 1978! What a way to be thought of by known and 
unknown but truly thought to be known inside by one. 1000 day-
dreams go by every seven seconds experts say but for me it is every 
3. The letter M is a match to mine and the owner to the guardian 
1 soul that forever leads the other. How blessed am I to know this 
mysterious, wanted, needed, dreamed about M - than me the M 
who knows who you are? The one that M’s when you M I’m the 
blessed of them all.
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That Was the Night When I Finally Understood Why 
People Fear Silence
The Real Dirty

I just spilled my guts to you
I just filled you with enough understanding. 
You saying nothing in response 
is killing me. 
What don’t you see in me worth talking about? 
Silence is like enemy right now
Why are you siding against me 
Say what you mean to me
Tell me something 
Don’t I mean nothing? 
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Time
Thugerina AK-92

What is time?
I know it won’t cost you a dime
but I also know time can cost you your life
time can fly by n be gone forever
time is precious just like our kids
time is so expensive 
time to some is nothing but tricks & games
i’ll leave that to the lames
tiempo is time in a different language 
tiempo can be taken from ungrateful people
tiempo can be cut right in half 
tiempo is just tiempo to you but tiempo to me
is everything
Don’t f**k with my tiempo believe me
I wont f**k with yours cause to f**k 
with your tiempo is to f**k with mine
my mind &  my time is more than my grind
Time is yours!
Is your time different than mine?
Time...
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Impossible
Tina H

Birds fly from here to there
Their wings carry them far away
Birds soar through the air with ease
Why oh why can’t I fly
There is no possible way
To go through the air with ease
There is no possible way
To be off the ground and travel 
Why oh why can’t I fly

Window
Joshua D.

Day in and day out the same game same name
Same window.
Today the structure of that window was put to the test.
Today the judge said to prison you shall go.
As that set in I sat down and let it soak in with the
best.
As my world shifted with less than just a pass
My world just shattered like fragile glass
November will be the day I fear
As I stand up there I must hold back a tear.
I am the one who played this game with every know,
For now it will be day in day out the same game same
Name same window.
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All About CSU SpeakOut!
Cam the Ram

SpeakOut will make you wanna shout
So if you show your face don’t pout.
Write anything without a doubt.
This is all about CSU SpeakOut!
It’s a cool class to be in.
If you get through it you may not get a BENZ
The only thing that sucks is you don’t write with pens.
This class makes you think
I don’t like the color pink
But I like gel pens cause the ink
I like girls with tattoos
Like kids on halloween goin’ Boo!!
If you feel like you need to shout
Maybe you should go to SpeakOut!
I’m sitting in a class hearing Drip Drip Drip
I use to have a gun with 2 banana clips.
I hope I had a bag of chips right now 
But I’m sitting in class thinking of clowns.
Clowns may scare people but won’t put a frown.
If you mess with me I’ll put you down
I got a lot on my mind
That will take some time to find.
When I think too much it feels like I’m going blind.
I’m trying not to lose my mind
SpeakOut! will make you wanna shout
If you show your face don’t pout
Write anything without a doubt
This is all about CSU SpeakOut! 
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Here it is:
the new way of living with the world

inside of us so we cannot lose it,
and we cannot be lost. 

    
~Ada Limón~
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OUR MISSION:

To create alternative literacy opportunities that 
work to educate and empower underserved 
populations. The Community Literacy Center 
supports university literacy research and out-
reach that promotes community action and 
social change.
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NOTES

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

“For sale: baby shoes, never worn”. 

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

Can you tell your life story in six words?
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