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INTRODUCTION 

THE COLOR OF WORDS 

 
When the SpeakOut! interns chose to focus this semester’s 
journal around “color,” we didn’t know how dark the 
world would become in just a matter of weeks. We didn’t 
realize that many of us, forced to prematurely end 
workshops, would never see some of our writers again. 
Unlike many educators and peers, we are unable to speak 
with attendees outside of workshops. We can pass along 
messages and prompts through a liaison, but the 

conversation generally ends there. It’s difficultfor both 

parties, I assumeto so suddenly find budding 
relationships and community halted with little opportunity 
for closure. We, as volunteers, find ourselves wondering if 
we said enough during the short duration of our 
workshops. Do my writers know how thankful I am for their 
vulnerability? Do they know how much they’ve inspired me? Will 
the creativity ignited in workshops carry them throughout this 
quarantine? Throughout their incarceration/probation/residency? 
 
In ways this journal is lacking, relative to others we’ve 
produced. There are fewer poems, fewer pieces of art, less 
representation among the creators. The work that is within 

this journal represents such a short period of timeone that 
feels like a distant dream at this point. Yet, in ways, this 
journal might be one of our most meaningful publications. 
We (the readers) now approach these words with a new 
understanding of the terms “isolation” and “confinement.” 
We’ve experienced months of loneliness, boredom, and 
restlessness. We’ve ached to see family, to hug friends, to 
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share meals and attend concerts. Some of us may have 
found the will to stay positive and find meaning in our 
days, but many of us have struggled.  
 
And now we may try to imagine our quarantine without 
Facetime, Netflix, and bike rides. Imagine being confined to 
a space that isn’t a home, but a holding cell comprised of 
white cinderblocks, bolted-down chairs, and a smorgasbord 
of personalities you never signed up to live with.  
 
We hope that the words within this journal take on a new 

meaning to youthat you can find comfort in their 
hardships, hope in their triumphs, and reverence in their 
resilience. We hope that you approach these words, written 
by people who are so often silenced, with open hearts and 
ears and a willingness to extend empathy to those whose 
experiences might not align with your own. We hope that, 
despite the darkness of illness, death, and the unknown, 
these words can bring color to your lives. 
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Art 
BABY PARADISE 

So many shapes and colors 

I’ve never seen art until I saw you 

The most beautiful sight to see 

Art is what defines you 

You light up the world 

Your personality and yo big heart stands out 

You light up my world 

Your beauty is art 

 

 

Love Is Like A Rose 
CRYSTAL ROSE 

Love is like a Rose, 

It’s beautiful when it’s in bloom 

Like the thorns, you have to handle 

it right or it will hurt, 

When it’s dying, 

There’s no reversing it, 

When it’s dead, 

It’s time to get rid of it.  



2 SpeakOut! Spring 2020 

 

Vibrance 
JEREMY C. 

To paint the world white as snow 

The clouds encompass the land and cover all  

other vibrance of living color 

An eternal winter where all life hibernates 

waiting for some sign of greens and blues to return.  

 

 

 

Untitled 
DYLANN DARLING 

He loves me he loves me not 

Everything you say to me feels like an empty thought 

My tears stain my cheeks,  

I feel like I’ve been shot 

You left me standing in this empty parking lot 

My head is spinning, I don’t feel so hot 

I guess this is over now… 

He loves me...he loves me not… 
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Best Advice You’ll Ever Have 
JEXI 

Heart: 

Don’t listen to her, for she’s not  

your friend, 

She will play tricks on you, 

but I’ll love till the end 

Don’t forget  

what your mama once said 

girl follow your heart  

never your head. 

 

Head: 

What’s wrong with you girl 

you don’t remember before  

How bad they hurt you 

and now you want more. 

On second thought go ahead and 

get burn 

It’s the only way your 

a** will ever learn. 
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Advice For Kids 
PROFESER 

Please be yourself, be kind, be bold  

Play Forever, don’t grow old  

Pave a path that’s just for you  

Try not to lie, just be true  

Don’t be afraid of the unknown  

Show the world how you have grown  

Never regret a single day  

Use positive talk, come what may  

Seek adventure big or small  

Don’t be scared to try then fall  

Be daring be brave find true love  

Know your angels guide from above 

Don’t forget family, they love you so  

Be the greatest you, wherever you go  

Aim for the stars, outer space  

Please leave this world a better place 
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The Lone Wolf 
THE MILK 

You seem to think he’s so strange. 

Always lost in a book 

With a glass of whiskey. 

You don’t see him with girls. 

Or out and about making friends. 

But does that make him odd? 

 

Seemingly lost to you-- 

But simply lost in thought. 

The lone wolf in the evening snow. 

Still surviving gracefully and knowingly. 

 

I want you to see him like I do,  

A gentle giant. 

Just stop poking the bear. 

 

He’s not so much lonely or bored 

Or stealing time as you wonder. 

Simply doing his thing 

In his space 

On his time 

In his way. 

Just see. 
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The Deadening 
R. KANE 

Huddled in week old blankets, wearing the same clothes he had on 

four day ago, he lay shivering on the dirty grey and black plaid 

couch. Plates of uneaten food scattered and molding across the 

surface of the filthy coffee table in disarray were beginning to 

lend a peculiar and malodorous aroma to the already stale air in 

the room. His eyes were burning and bloodshot. Dark and sunken 

circles below his eyes gave him the appearance of a malnourished 

racoon. The pain and anguish he had felt in his heart had gone 

numb just yesterday, leaving him thoughtless, speechless.  

Now he simply sat unmoving in the fevered and all too 

silent aftermath… 

of the death of the relationship.    



SpeakOut! Spring 2020 7 

 

Devil in Disguise 
KAYLA N. 

last night when i looked in  

your eyes i saw the truth 

you were the devil 

in disguise you filled my 

head with a bunch of  

f**ked up crazy lies 
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BFF 
CRYSTAL ROSE 

It’s nice to have a BFF 

But as for me, 

That idea is not the best. 

I thought my BFF would be better 

than the rest, 

Boy was I wrong when I found 

out she was with my man. 

Now he is my ex. 

But I’m not gonna give up. 

Maybe one day I’ll have a  

BFF. 

 

 

 

Back 
JEXI 

B- for the bones that never have cracked 

A- for the arch that builds bridges where they slack 

C- for the courage that we all sometimes lack 

K- for the kind of girl I’m glad to have my back 
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Cold 
SMILEY13 

Heartless, cold as the winter cold blew, 

Lost a good girl, needed a bad b***h to come  

Around and pick me up, but that… 

Talk, talk, talk, and talk, baby let's just knock  

It off, they don’t know what we’ve been  

Thru, they don’t know bout me and you. 

 

She said you the worst, you the worst 

Thought you were my universe 

I was hoping it was love, 

But really it just be the lust. 

 

I don’t like nobody here 

I don’t like nobody but you, I don’t care, 

But my love is here to stay 

I can’t see me without you bae. 

 

Cause I can’t feel my face when I’m with you 

But I love it, run away, run away 

But we’re running in circles  

Seasons change, and our love went cold. 

I’ll be the winter you won’t forget. 
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Betrayal 
JOHN S. 

Sun descending mountains 

   turning blue to dark. 

A curl of smoke casually snakes skyward 

 

Trees stand still, and  

   patiently they wait. 

A Phoenix reborn with a doomed fate. 

 

Bursting with creation 

   as fire ignites all. 

An engulfing blaze that cinders the Fall. 

 

Ash covered dirt.  

   burned black and raging red. 

Careless of its actions, flutters and journeys away. 

 

Destruction innumerable, inconceivable  

   for the sake of selfish life. 

Regardless of damage it causes that night.  
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Only the Strong Survive 
FRANNIE 

Feeling alone in this big ol’ place, not knowing if I’ll 

ever see your face. Rooms are small and cold I just want 

to be next to you all nice and warm. 

 

Realizing that I love you, always have, always will. 

I have survived a lot of different types of loves being where I’m 

at. 

 

Alone at night, your face comes to mind. Your smile so handsome 

the sparkle in your eyes. 

 

Noticing you just left me here all alone just to cry and  

not be at your side. 

 

Comfort, love, affection, I crave this drug. 

 

Experiencing this pain kills me inside but I am Strong  

enough to survive. 

 

Survived this, survived that, I am Strong, believe me, I’ll  

make it, I made it through this because I made it through that! 
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Untitled 
KITSUNE 

Love. Such a popular topic for art and expression. Such a complex 

thing, so poorly bound in the confines of our language and culture. 

It is both omnipresent and reserved, personal and impersonal; it 

means anything from passing affection, to raw biochemical desire, 

to an eternal bond. I myself, do not presume to understand it. I’ve 

too little experience to say-- the only person I’ve really felt for 

I’ve never even met. 

 

 

 

Untitled 
KF CAEZ 

Ready for whatever so I never say never 

I’m ready to ride I’m ready to die, but I always get better 

If you got a problem you better bury the hatchet 

Million ways to spit it full of my poison 

When the smoke clouds all die the last man standing  

I’m a man not a phantom, but I shoot like a cannon 

I do my best with the cards that I’m dealt 

I’m hotter than fire, mess around and y’all got melt 

I know one thing, everybody I’m gonna get better 

Much love to my peeps I’m ready for whatever. 
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Rose Red 
JEREMY C. 

From form to formlessness 

This seed took time to cultivate  

Its roots dug deep into the black soil  

The stem anxiously took in cosmic essence of the sun  

The petals unfolded with grace 

Nothing lasts forever  

I came to realize the defenses of a red rose 

Bleeding as I ripped it from the bush  

So many thorns fighting for its life 

Such inspiration that comes from death and decay  

I simply wanted to hold onto life  

Yet each petal dried up and fell 

Maybe I can hold onto death for longer 

These blood red petals don’t seem to disappear.  
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Anxiety 
CRYSTAL ROSE 

Stand up sit down, pace from 

one wall to the other,  

look at the time,  

Try to read a book 

& Put it down, 

listen to music, 

Turn it off, 

Lay down. 

Sit up, 

Look at the time, 

Try to sleep 

 

 

Say Yes To… 
JEXI 

I’m a bada** 

and so are you 

I’m a blonde 

with intelligence too. 

most times 

kind and lovable true 

But take it for weakness 

and it will be the 

last thing you do. 
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Story Time 
PAKIN INK 

Child, come here, I want to share something with you. I want to 

tell you a story. A story filled with adventure, laughter sorrow. 

But most importantly, love and joy. This story can teach you a lot; 

believe in yourself, always be true, go outward and inward, if you 

feel like you failed just know it’s not a setback, but better—a set 

up. It will show you kindness is always free to give. But the 

biggest moral of this story will be everything you need to 

overcome adversity, to live life joyfully, to love and to be loved is 

already inside. Look into your soul and you’ll find the key to 

grow. 

 

 

Untitled 
DYLANN DARLING 

You don’t know him the way I do, 

You can’t possibly imagine all the things he’s been through 

You don’t know how hard it is for him to remain true, 

You can’t see that on the inside all he feels is blue, 

You don’t know how much he wishes he could start over new, 

You don’t know him and he doesn’t want to know you, 

But I know him and 

I call him my boo. 
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My Family 
MICHALE S. 

Family been there been cared been shared been scared 

No family of my own seems unfair why dare 

But got some riders on speed dial look at me 

Now f**king coastin family and Yah first I thrust 

I curse body jerk like a car it skrrt 

Screamin till I burst what's worse is i see it 

Believe it, I seen it. 

 

Seeking for family to me I see one color and 

That is gold, grow up in the cold seekin for warmth 

To me family means I am who I am I lost 

Everything as a kid but thrived strived to make  

Myself the strongest man I can become 

Till the family he deserves, I say Gold because  

It's expensive and family is priceless 

To come down from a high horse to help a brother 

Sister to be a diamond through the pressure  

We are diamonds through the flame and crushin 

We stay strong with a beauty of pegasus 

We fly High. 
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The Last Ride 
SHANNA C. 

This is a theme song playing in my head on the way to prison. It 

takes me back to watching out the windows as the world goes by 

through grated windows. I can almost feel the shackles around my 

wrists and ankles, the itchy material of the county orange on my 

skin, and the feeling of longing to go back home. Things I wish I 

could take back if I could have made a different decision. Scared 

of the unknown that was sure to come soon. Trying to be strong 

and not let them see me cry. Missing my family and promising 

myself that I’d never watch the world go by from behind grated 

windows ever again. 

 

 

 

Untitled 
RORY 

Tired of the judgment  

Life’s become so hard 

No one understands  

How we make it to the yard 

People say we all criminals  

But they don’t even know 

All the struggles we’ve been through  

And the pain that we stow 
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Holding Darkness 
JEREMY C. 

As the sun sets and the crow nests 

long black feathers fall  

as I hold one in my hand  

I drift away  

reminded that the crow leads us through the darkness 

the abyss guided by the zodiac 

the stars are born out of this loneliness 

to keep us company the black bird 

rests on the oak branch of a dying tree 

waiting for the light to revive the fruits of its resilience 

the sacred crow calls to us in this night  

to remind us to be grateful for the new morning light 

 

If Only… 
FRANNIE 

All these men and women would 

be laughing, smiling, telling jokes. Their 

smiles would be as large as the sky. 

We would all get to see my Grandma 

one more time. Listening to a variety 

of music, Spanish, Country, Oldies. The 

smell of homemade tortillas, green chili, 

rice, beans, drinking a nice cold beer,  

kids screaming, playing joyful noise. 
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Untitled 
RED 

What’s it to you if I take my time to marry 

It’s not like I’m in a rush, or any kind of hurry  

Sorry, you’re too latchy, controlling, or free 

It’s not you I’m looking for, or your sister, it’s me  

How can I love you if I can’t love myself  

I’m too young, too stupid, hell bent on wealth  

I’ve circumnavigated the globe 10 times over  

Lived overseas without being sober  

Running through Tiger’s, a complete f**kin mess  

If you knew me back then, I had no stress 

No responsibility that was the key  

Spent all my time smiling, thinking only of me  

Then came the day that I found true love  

She fits me perfect, just like a glove  

I know in under five minutes, that she’d be my wife 

My journey was over, time to start a new life  

One of honor and commitment, love & forgiveness  

Not sure how she stole my heart, how she did this  

Been happily married for ten wonderful years  

Experienced so much together, joy to the tears  

The best decision I’ve made in my 40 laps around the sun  

Was marrying you my darling & making our little ones  
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The Latter 
THE MILK 

It sometimes feels hard to find 

the light when it’s been out for 

so long. 

A magic pill maybe. 

More exercise, a better diet- 

and DON’T DRINK! 

If all that was so easy-  

especially the latter- 

I’d be someone very different. 

A mother, 

An artist, 

A singer, 

A wife. 

Happy and beaming? 

I’ll try for the latter when I 

can see again the real light. 
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Peace of Mind 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

I pray everyday for that peace of mind, for all my thoughts in my 

head to be silent and still as calm as the sea without a storm, no 

more tears of sadness or tears of a clown. 

    If I cannot pull through, then the power that I'm trying to take 

from my wife shall stay in her hands like sand in an hour glass 

and leaves me in the dust. 

There is no such thing as true love. People now walk around 

acting true but it's all a smoking mirror. Love is something that 

doesn't work, why love it only brings you heartbreak and misery. 

Loyalty is nothing to nobody no more, so I stay that Lone Wolf. 

Now it's time to be a ghost in the night. A faded memory of the 

dead. 

    I surrender, the white flag goes up. I'm tired of hurting and 

crying. Happiness is just a dream. You beg to be free, so I set you 

free, no more fighting, can't fight for a woman who doesn't fight 

for her man. I thought you had heart and fight no matter what the 

cost to ride and die. You chose to let the love die, instead of being 

that Wonder Woman. Give it some time and you will get what 

you're seeking for. It's not about you I need to put myself first.  

 



22 SpeakOut! Spring 2020 

 

When I’m Gone 
CAM THE RAM 

When I cease to exist, I can only hope to be remembered. 

I can’t say that what I’ve done was always right 

I do wish that the good I did would outshine the bad when you 

remember me. 

 

When I’m gone and I happen to cross your mind  

Or when I walk through your dreams,  

I hope it brings a smile onto your face and warmth to your heart. 

I hope you hear me through the whispers of the wind 

I hope you see me in the sunset. 

I hope you feel me around whenever you’re sad. 

 

Remember me for my smile, my nasty jokes and my craziness.  

Remember me for my love, my big heart, and my love to make 

you laugh.  

Please remember how I was so fiercely loyal  

And that you meant the world to me. 

 

Most of all, I hope my life has taught you these things: 

To dance to the beat of your own drum 

To paint the world the color your heart desires and  

To do what you love and love what you do. 
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Oneness 
JEREMY C. 

To recognize myself in you  

And you in myself 

A master in your own right  

I am your pupil and you are my muse 

Flooding me with inspiration 

Cultivating my intuition 

Guiding me toward illumination  

The truth found in my heart of hearts 

Thank you for not cracking my core  

For being gentle with me 

Always easing my mind when I feel lost and alone 

You know my every thought  

This level of trust I did not know existed  

Love does not know me without you  

My higher power 

This fire burning bright  

Thank you master teacher  

For reminding me  

That I too am divine 
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The Zombie 
DEREK S. 

It might be clear and you might feel fear  

But I don’t try to avoid it all hollows eve is near.  

It’s been quiet and I’ve been still my time is coming  

And your fear is my thrill.  

You can run and you can hide  

You can dress up just stay inside.  

Your scent is what I follow  

It lingers behind you like your dark time shadow  

I’ll take my time you will think you’re fine with a demon  

Faces all around you,  

You won’t even notice mine 

I’ll follow through the streets as you gather up some sweets  

I’m focused on your brains, that's what I like to eat.  

Rotten flesh and feeling skin a couple of nights.  

I’ll rise again.  

You come to my home  

You walk on my stone,  

I can’t wait to sink my teeth into your bones.  

Run as fast as you can and try as you might 

I like it best when you put up a fight.  

I won’t kill you completely  

That’s not my style  

I want you to hang out with me for a little while.  

I may only have one night, but I make the best ghosts  
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The Zombie Cont  

Like to scare but I want to eat your heart out of your chest. 

The night is nearly here and my intentions should be clear  

You can get a running lead but just know  

I’m ready to feed. So play and have fun and scare with a smile 

I’ll follow you to your house and knock like a child.  

You’ll let me in  

You’ll think I’m a friend 

You’ll like my costume  

Until you realize it’s my skin.  

I see the fear set in your eyes 

I can’t wait to taste the juices that float inside.  

The doors are locked as you try to run  

I’ll follow slowly just for fun.  

The storm knocked out the lines don’t try the phone  

Yeah, that right it’s just you and me.  

Here. Alone. 

I can taste the salt in the tears that you cry  

I can smell the fear that runs down the inside of your thigh.  

I like your idea to go for a knife but it sounds kinda stupid  

To kill something that's not alive.  

You get tired and I get closer in fear you give another try 

But you just trip over.  

I’m all over you like a rabid dog biting, ripping, eating  

And don’t worry about this won’t take too long.   
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The Zombie Cont. 
 

You lie there in pain as I chew on some brains  

You don’t even realize you’ve started to change.  

The fire burns deep as you rise to your feet  

We only have a few more hours, so let's head to the street. 
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Phoenix Out of the Ashes of Pain 
SMURF 

You tore out my heart like it was 

Nothing acted like I didn’t mean anything 

Like there was never an us. I had loved 

You so much I waited for you even putting  

My life on hold for you, yet the second I’m 

Away you do what you did and act like it’s  

Cool. I felt like I was dying on the inside so 

I wanted to die on the out. But I didn’t  

Let my pain control me, nor your actions destroy 

Me. I rose up and faced the pain and am  

Picking up the pieces and promising never to  

Let anyone hurt me like I let you. I will 

Rise like a phoenix from the ashes of the  

Pain I allowed you to inflict upon me. I will 

Flap my wings and ascend into the sky soaring  

Farther and rising higher than I ever have, 

With no intentions of falling or 

Diving back to the ground.
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Beautifully Flawed 
PAMELA J. 

I look into the mirror here lately and wonder who is staring back 

at me.  

The longer I look into my own eyes, I wonder how I became so 

disconnected.  

I search my eyes for a spark of hope or life. 

The longer I look, I feel like I’m being tricked, or worse-- I’m 

being deceived. 

I’m broken inside, yet I’m beautiful on the inside as well. 

I use to say that I’m a Beautiful Disaster,  

Yet I know now I’m Beautifully Flawed. 

It’s easy to walk into the Darkness to secure a ticket to hell. 

As I’m searching for a better way than drowning in this world 

disconnected. 

I feel like I’m looking in all the wrong places. 

When all I want is to be loved completely. 

I’m so tired of all the same Fake, lying Faces. 

When all I want is complete patience, love, honesty and loyalty. 

Yet I’m broken and Beautiful on the inside. 

A Beautiful Disaster that has become Beautifully Flawed. 

 



SpeakOut! Spring 2020 29 

 

No Longer 
PROFESER 

Standing before the Judge on High 

Fighting back the urge to cry 

Shaken to my very core 

Not wanting my life anymore 

So alone, so broken, so dead inside 

No more looking for places to hide 

The fear of the unknown had its grip 

The core of my soul started to slip 

I missed my life before it all 

Yet time and again I rushed to fall 

No more light at the end of the tunnel 

My vision blurred into a funnel 

My heartache drove every choice 

I no longer recognized my voice 

Day by day, hour by hour 

I lost control of all my power 

I begged and pleaded with my own heart 

To fight for the change at a fresh start 

I knew when I looked in the mirror 

My decision couldn’t be any clearer 
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For We Are What We Are 
ISABEL S. 

Brown skin and addicted to drugs. 

For we were all taught better 

At least that’s what we tell ourselves. 

Regardless, we have souls of Kings. 

With dreams of nothing but breaking this devastating cycle 

We call life. 

But instead, we load some more 

And pray to God to forgive us. 

Day after Day.  

Night after Night. 

Until the day we suffer no more 

By Strength or Death. 

Either way, it’ll be full of Blood 

Sweat N’ Tears. 
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Been Missin’ You Everyday 
KRISTA W. 

Wish I knew the words to say 

To heal all of your pain 

Without you, I’m goin’ insane, I know you feel the same 

Mama loves you more and more every hour 

Just believe in me baby girl, I have the power  

To do what it takes 

Without any mistakes, believe in these words I say 

That I’m getting stronger each day 

I’m gonna hold onto you and never let go 

Cause this battle has got to end and I know you know, 

That mama loves you forever and always 

We’re gonna make it through these hard days 

Keep holdin’ onto my promises cause they’re true 

I will never give up on you 

Cause you’re my baby girl and my whole world 

I’m doin’ well, haven’t you heard? 

I got a team that’s on our side 

So don’t listen to those messed up lies 

No more cries and no more fears 

Ain’t gonna miss out on any more years 

So dry those tears and put a smile on  

Cause I’m comin’ for you, my number one 

And I ain’t backin’ down this time 

Everything’s gonna be just fine
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For E 
ALYSSA HAZEL MARIE 

If you were here I would tell you: 

If you were here I would tell you how beautiful your children 

grew to be.  

If you were here I’d tell you no one has forgot your handsome 

face, infectious smile or warm embrace. 

If you were here I’d tell you what a strong male role model you 

were to our family and how we will always look up to you! 

If you were here I would tell you all about your 3 sisters, nieces 

and nephews. 

If you were here I would tell you about all the family gatherings, 

holidays, football games,  

If you were I’d tell you about all the change in the world. 

But most of all there are a few things I’d stress, mostly how much 

you’ve been missed! 

If you were here I’d tell you If there is any way to turn back 

time?  

If you were here I would tell you 

You shouldn’t have drove that night. 

If you were here I’d tell you no fight was worth your life. 

If you were here I’d tell you Mom cries for you till this day. It 

never got easier the pain never went away. She wakes to her living 

nightmare everyday. Her firstborn only son is gone.  

If you were here I’d tell you we know you did nothing wrong, and 

tried to stay strong for your family. 
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For E Cont. 

If you were here I’d tell you how sorry I am.  

We didn’t get to say goodbye, and why you died by yourself I 

don’t know why? 

If you were here I’d tell you I’m sorry you went through so much 

pain. The last time I sat you, you didn’t look the same. The 

bruises and marks on your body were so hard to see. But an angel 

I knew you would soon be.  

If you were here I’d tell you to rest easy. 

But before you do, make mom's dream come true. Come to her 

one more time, tell her you are fine. That you finally got your 

wings, you are ready to fly through heaven and rest easy. So she 

can finally breathe let you go in peace and rest easy 

    This is for E 

    My Brother RIP 1/31/10 

    And for my mom who cries for you everyday.  
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My Roots 
JAMIE G. 

I am from farm country 

and Mexico 

Deep in the heart  

Probably - who knows? 

I am from anywhere 

Where wildflowers grow… 

I am from running away 

and crying away all your sorrow… 

I am from spoiling and saving,  

So children will never be told no. 

I am part blackbird 

and part sparrow. 

I come from poor people 

and an old black hoe.  

But now here we are… self sufficient, 

and I love them so... 
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Roots 
FRANNIE 

I am from a strong independent woman raised  

to be better than Her. 

    Growing up, no man. Just  

her, my sister That’s all I need! 

Traveling from town to town we never stayed  

in a place too long. But together 

    just us three we were a family 

That’s the “Home” that we all need. 

My mom and my sister till the end 

always and forever we will go at it 

    again and again. 
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Embrace 
CECE B. 

So I no longer fear the unknown 

because I know what I’m here for 

 

I keep trodding on my own path 

I keep learning from my present & past 

 

Why I no longer need validation 

because my story is long & I am patient 

 

I know I have lessons to learn & 

I keep my eyes open each step that I earn. 

 

No need to feel alone because I have 

a place that I call home. 

 

every single road traveled 

every single new place 

I come back home & they 

accept me with grace 

 

So Embrace 
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Untitled 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

I woke up this morning with that strongest feeling in the pit of my 

stomach. The sea is calm but I don't know for how long. I feel the 

eye of the super storm forming and whipping around, it hurts. 

I don't want to hurt or for the sea to be in Rage. The eye of that 

storm wants to release all the rage. The supercell on the perfect 

rage storm. 

I beg and plead for the calmest sea to be at peace, no rage. I asked 

for help and really don't get none. Even the strongest soldiers have 

the weakest point. 

     I sit and cry not because of weakness or loneliness. Tears of 

the eye of the storm, before the storm hits the only way to release 

the storm is that way where no one gets hurt except me.  

I'm afraid the next super storm will be the final ending, F6 

tornado, or The Perfect Storm. The eye of the storm is a mixture 

of all the emotions in one. It weighs on my heart and soul, breaks 

me down and brings me to my knees.   
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Prayer! 
CAM THE RAM 

Dear Lord,  

Thank you for sending your spirit to renew and transform 

us. Please continue to give us the strength and the courage to rest 

in you. Father Lord, there are so many temptations out there. Help 

us to watch and pray so that we won’t fall into temptations. Thank 

you for welcoming us back even when we do not deserve your 

love. Courage is not the absence of fear, but the triumph over it. 

Father, thank you for your promise to faithfully care for us and 

provide what we need.  

Father God, help us to trust that you’re with us even 

during the storms of life. Lord, strengthen our hearts with praises 

that transform our fears and worries into worship of you. Jesus, 

help us recognize your presence and your touch in the midst of 

things that frighten us.  

Loving father, thank you for the love. Help us to trust in 

and follow your light and love even when the way gets dark. 

Father, I think you know that you care for us more than we 

sometimes know. Help us to rest in knowing that your eyes are 

upon the righteous and that your ears are open to our prayers.  

Thank you, Lord for carrying us and our needs close to 

your heart. I surrender my life and the lives of those l love to your 

care. Lord, I believe you died for everyone’s sins and I ask you to 

come into our lives and take over. Guide us in the right direction 

and lead us away from the devil’s ways.  
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Prayer! Cont. 
 

Lord, I pray that you’re with the volunteers that come to 

serve you. I pray for the programs staff and their families. I pray 

for those who are going through loss and that you’re with them. 

Lead them safely through it. I continue to pray for the homeless 

and those in need of help getting away from their addiction.  

Thank you, Jesus for listening to my prayer. 

Amen! 

 

 

 

Untitled 
DYLANN DARLING 

When I look in the mirror,  

I don’t even know the woman looking back at me. 

Broken, lost, abused, and forgotten… 

What happened to that little girl? 

Bubbly, loving, artistic, funny… 

Why did I allow myself to crumble under  

The weight of the world? 

Where did these monsters who invade my thoughts come from? 

Who the hell am I…? 
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I Thought I Knew 
SMILEY13 

I never thought I’d be the first one in my family to go to prison. 

I never thought I’d turn out to be the plug and a full-blown addict 

that suffers with depression. 

I never thought I’d have a baby boy that’s two years old now and 

me be 23. 

I never thought I’d have daddy issues but turns it’s a thing. 

I never thought love was real, until I experienced it in high depth. 

I never knew what heartbreak felt like until 

I had to leave to jail again and seeing my son’s little face before I 

left. 

I never knew drugs could overlook me and leave me blind to the 

people who love me most. 

I never knew how sad I felt, every time I hear my momma’s cries. 

I never knew life came with so many issues that made me realize 

real eyes. 

I never thought how hurt I could get from someone I care about to 

tell me real lies.  

I just never knew or thought.  
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Twisted Sisters 
LYNNE T. 

Months, days, hours, minutes, seconds 

Go by. We’re surrounded by brick walls, 

Not even a window to see the sky. 

 

We are without what we know and  

Sad without air control. 

We should be consoling each other.  

We should be giving positive ideas and hope. 

 

Yet there’s twisted sisters in here on a dime. 

They disrespect, lie, and steal our precious phone time.  

 

A deviant conversation Twisted Sisters speak so well. 

But, in truth it’s a simple act to gain commissary from you  

By telling the tall tales they tell. 

 

Twisted sisters--instead of  

manipulating your next sister in orange  

Show some morals and respect/ 

Quit soul-sucking the rest of us 

To feed into your s**t. 

 

Remember--we’ve done this before 

DON’T YOU FORGET! 
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Hindsight 
THE MILK 

I’d like to focus on the good things. 

When we were happy and all I  

cared about was the twinkling 

in your eyes. 

It’s how I choose to remember. 

Not the loss, 

Not the anger, 

Not the pain I still sadly carry. 

When it becomes too much- 

And it will- 

Just remember that twinkle. 

“This too shall pass.” 

 

 

 

Astrology Sign 
FRANNIE 

Analytical, perfectionist, thoughtful: 

Always going never stops making sure everything’s perfect 

Always worrying about Everything and Everyone do you think 

Anyone is just like me or am I the only one? Million people on 

this earth I feel Alone 

And yet I’m a Virgo. At its best Analytical, Perfectionist and very 

Thoughtful yes that’s me, who can do it better than me? 
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Pain 
PAMELA J. 

Shattered in the midst of my Pain 

Lost in my head with all of my thoughts 

Searching for what I am going to gain 

Why if in a fallen world is there so many hurts 

It sounds beautiful to dream about a better life 

As tears stream down my face 

The numbness comes and I want to feel the sharpness of the knife 

Awaiting the day to just leave this place 

Each day I see the blessing of the sun rising 

I find peace in knowing they can’t keep me forever 

Trying to find the missing pieces to the puzzle is depressing 

Into an abyss of emotions that never end never 

To fall victim to this place is to show weakness 

To be vulnerable is courageous yet, 

Watch out for the attackers of nothing 

But vindictiveness 

Everything that is shattered put 

Back together by asking for forgiveness 

Sometimes brokenness is beautiful 

Even in the darkness of Pain 

 



44 SpeakOut! Spring 2020 

 

The Monster 
PROFESER 

He felt so soft, and so kind 

Or maybe it was in my mind 

 

The beginning was a whirlwind dream 

But underlying was more than it seems 

 

The pretty picture of true love for sale 

Behind the scenes a different tale 

 

Does love hurt so many like it does me? 

Is this all there’s really meant to be? 

 

I quake in fear from a slamming door  

Knowing the anger holds much more 

 

His punching bag, his easy prey 

Nonetheless love him more each day 

 

The duality of hate and love 

With every kiss, with every shove 

 

Change the direction I strived to find, 

Praying and begging for a different kind 
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The Monster Cont. 
 

The pieces shattered yet remained intact 

Because “love endures” a mantra, a fact 

 

If it’s broken, I’ll fix it like I was taught 

The one man better I’ve never fought 

 

Bruised and broken par for the course 

A monster within him and no remorse 

 

 

 

Untitled 
LIL_MITCHIE 

Life is hard 

Sometimes it’s wrong 

Haven’t felt that pain since the yard 

Going back to school to fail my mood 

Living in a world full of grief  

Can’t tell what it’s worth to act a fool  

Living in these rules it doesn’t feel so true  

Going back to school to learn the truth  
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Daddy Issues 
ALYSSA HAZEL MARIE 

In every man I’m lookin’ for you. Made me feel only half-wanted,  

your actions taunted me my whole life. Never a wife. I would be  

Because I was born to be the other woman. No, man, no 

cry is what I live by. All because He left me high 

and dry. Now I’m the lady in blue with Daddy issues baby. 

For whatever reason, you and my mother would fight, 

gave you an excuse to leave every night. And whatever 

reason, she thought she was deserving and stayed 

defending you. See don’t you see the cycle continues, 

she was just another victim of Daddy Issues.  

Just when I think I found a man to break  

my habits, No not again, not another bad romance 

he breaks all the rules & never stays inside 

the lines, Never on time, and I love it! 

Because I have daddy issues baby 

And I just can’t control it! Now every man 

leaves me a bastard. Daddy Down! 

She got a 22 I call her Peggy-Sue 

With a bad attitude and daddy issues baby! 

little Peggy-Sue holds all this power, but  

only grew to be the lady in blue, with 

a 22 that puts daddies down, now she drowns 

in her daddy issues baby! 

Daddy please stand up so you can tell 



SpeakOut! Spring 2020 47 

 

Daddy Issues Cont. 
 

Peggy-Sue, I love you, take her home. 

She doesn’t need to roam. Set her on your  

lap, put her down for a nap. Rock her 

back and forth, tell her all she’s worth. 

Set a certain standard of what a man 

Should be, so she can run back to you, 

When her man don’t treat her right, 

teach her how to fight, never bite  

her lip. Hang on to your arm until 

the time comes you walk her down the  

aisle. No longer a child, a woman 

you have raised, to be praised by her 

man, and be a woman with no 

Daddy Issues.  
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Lesson Learned 
RED 

Spent the last fourteen winters off the back of boats overseas  

Scuba diving, loving my tigers & shooting the breeze  

With other entrepreneurial millionaires from various fields  

To figure out their secrets without reinventing the wheel 

Buying them beers, sharing my kitties  

How did you say you earned that first milly?  

Even on holiday I’m upping my game  

Always returning to Cali but never the same  

Spending my summers growing acres of weed  

Doing what I have to in order to succeed  

Eighteen hours a day, seven days a week  

Commercial cannabis farming isn’t for everyone, only those who 

see 

To serve their fellow man & get wealthy doing it  

Do me a favor, don’t kill my high, don’t ruin it  

A modern medicine man that admittedly got a little too greedy  

My biggest mistake to date, chopping it up with those that are 

seedy  

I’ve learned my lesson, now please, let me the f**k out  

I know now I should have clipped them 

Some people have it coming & that's alright with me  

An error that never be repeated if they ever set me free 
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Untitled Blackout Poetry 
BABY J. 

“Now!” 

takes a step 

“You’re lying.” 

He blocks my path. 

crazy-eyed man 

we stare at each other 

crying.  

“Why are you sad?” 

“Why are your eyes puffy?” 

my voice shoots out  

You’ll stay here 
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SpeakOut! Art 

Love Is Like A Rose 
CRYSTAL ROSE 
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Heart 
CYNN 
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We SpeakOut! 

 

in words 

 

and art 
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Bird 
LONDON 
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Rain 
KPAY 
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United 
JERRY H. 
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United 
SOLO$ THE MISFIT 
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United 
$4ORT 
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United 
JERRY H. 
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Untitled 
KF CAEZ 

You can hate me, but I ain’t going anywhere. 

The world’s mine for the taking.  

Watch and stare 

Insane bow I do it make ’em go bonkers. 

I came, I saw, I conquered.  

That’s right! 

Be careful of what you do.  

You will get caught up. 

Everything I have, I lost.  

Blame it on the way I was brought up 

Or on the craziness I’ve seen with my eyes  

A f**ked-up system.  

Hater trying to see my demise. 

Through the prison system.  

Try and listen.  

Blow out some smoke 

Blunts I twist them. 

Reins above like the smoke from my chest  

I ain’t coming back down.  

I’m too blessed,  

I’ve gone too far now 

Trying to find and live a better life. 

I’m about justice and mercy 

I got love for my family 
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Untitled Cont.  

 

So many ways to describe. 

I will lay down my life.  

But, please don’t you try  

I ain’t going out without a fight.  

I don’t lie 

Too many times I’ve had handcuff on and shackles on my ankles  

 I gotta man up and stand up now.  

I will rattle all you angels. 

Too much going on when you look from every angle.  

One person can do a lot to change the earth 

Going against the grace is so much worse 

Progress is progression transformation close to perfect 

Stop living life like a circus.  

You men you have a purpose 

Quit living in the past.  

Lay down some of your burdens. 

You’re growing fast.  

God can help you with your hurting 

On a real note, where is the love? 

It’s hard to feel though. It’s like we’ve nowhere to go  

We’re as hard as steel, though we ain’t going nowhere,  

But right here, we will prevail through.  

That’s right, we will persevere 
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Untitled Cont.  

 

Overcoming all odds, we have a lot to do 

We will never stop.  

We have too much to lose.
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Mom 

HALEY MARIE 

You’re always 

there to pick 

me back up 

even when I 

hurt you, 

and I’ll always 

love you for that. 

 

All them times 

I called you from 

jail you were the 

only person 

to every pick me 

up and lift me back up 
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This Place 
THE MILK 

Since my days @ CSU 

This has been a place I knew. 

Even back when I had no clue 

How much this place would make me blue. 

 

Sign so big and brilliantly lit 

Like I’m going to Broadway to see a hit 

Each morning on the curb I’d sit 

Before I knew what caused this s**t. 

 

I even met a boy inside 

We really thought we tried 

It was just so hard to hide 

My pain so I still cried. 

 

Passing by on Mulberry 

I can always see 

My strongest, darkest, enemy, 

The bright sign that says “Aggie.” 

 

I don’t know why I can’t just stray 

It's time I find another way. 

I’ll do my best to stay away 

From this place I pass by every day.  
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Untitled 
DYLANN DARLING 

Black light interior 

Tan leather seats 

Dark tinted windows 

Bass pumping speakers 

Blue and white emblem 

Freshly waxed body 

Sterling silver saucers 

That pretty little purr 

Oh how I miss you 

My German Girl 
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The Victim 
DEREK S. 

A dance for the dead,  

The chant that was said,  

On hallows eve the sleeping will rise from their beds 

As the ritual comes to an end, 

The party will begin,  

People in their graves rise to join the livin’.  

Masks try to hide,  

Fear felt deep inside,  

Senses heat up like a stove set on high.  

People start to run, as they realize what we’ve done,  

Suddenly nobody seems to be having any fun.  

They follow us through the streets, scaring children that gather up 

sweets,  

Now I can’t tell the differences in the faces that I meet.  

I’ll hide like a mouse, and just sit on the couch,  

There’s no way he could have followed me to my house.  

I hear a knock on the door, I hear a grunt and a groan and little 

more,  

I’m pretty sure it’s my buddy trying to scare me like the year 

before.  

I let him in with a laugh and a grin.  

I tell him if this was a costume contest he would win.  

Wait what’s that smell and what’s wrong with your skin?  

I run to the kitchen for a knife, 
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The Victim Cont. 
 

Stab him in the chest but he’s still alive.  

I pick up the phone,  

The storm knocked out the line,  

No dial tone,  

Crap it’s just me and him, here, alone.  

I try to run but I slip and fall, try to get up again end go down the 

hall,  

Trip again and hit my head on the wall.  

He’s biting into my flesh,  

And ripping in my chest.  

He’s eating everything,  

There is not much left.  

I can’t figure out how or why,  

I stayed awake this entire time,  

somehow, I must still be alive.  

Suddenly a craving comes over me,  

I want to find some brains to eat,  

I start walking slowly out the door and into the street. 
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Untitled 
PAMELA J. 

I have issues when it comes to the emotions that run through me 

I’ve been through the hurt, the tears,  

And all the pain 

I’ve tortured myself many times over  

I’ve made myself bleed only to turn into a 

Memory. 

I’ve made myself go numb from all the damage I cause 

Knowing there was nothing to gain 

Am I f**ked up cause I don’t feel love? 

Will I ever be saved from my own self-inflicted bandage?  

I wonder if I can dig myself out of this hole 

Will I be set free from my own prison,  

My own cage 

Not sure when I’ll feel the desire to do good 

If I could plunge into a new direction 

Why can’t I see wrong from right? 

Is my mind so beautifully flawed and tangled 

It can’t see truth? 

Only bad 

I have issues when it comes to life 

As I stay awake in the twilight 
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Untitled 
KF CAEZ 

I’m on another level, years ahead of my time 

I will never settle I stay reading the signs 

I'm a go-getter I'm about the chase dog 

All battle to the end we can face off 

I got the Full House with the 3 ace cards 

Better believe it, don't you gamble dog 

You about to see it I'm hotter than a candle dog 

I'm a vandal y’all do you want a sample y'all 

I got your girl wet like a cannonball 

I've been standing tall. I got you dog. 

I'm a quarterback I'm about to hand it off 

My frequencies be delivered beyond Canada  

I got stamina I won't be falling off 

I'm no amateur I will be Ballin y'all 

I'm about my grind  we won't be falling off 

Got a headache better take some Tylenol 

All be here for a while I won't be signing off 

Yeah I'm all smiles when I'm grinding dog. 

I'm overcoming my trials there behind me now 

I'm ahead of you by miles you’ll never find me now  
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Untitled Cont.  

 

I'm so blinding now I'm so shiny wow 

I'm a one-hit quitter better throw in the towel 

To the bitter and counterfeiter How You Like Me Now 

I'm enlightened and brighter than lightning now 

I fly around town like a muth***ken owl
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My Dark Night 
JEREMY C. 

The void of formless unity 

An emptiness that I find comfort in  

Is it so bad to be held by my shadow? 

Humbled by the heaviness of humanity 

Such vulnerability I find when I’m not guarded  

These walls built on the foundation of loneliness 

Waiting patiently on the one who will hold me  

And remind me not to lose my white light  

Great white spirit  

Sweet wholesome ghost  

How you thread my reality, found at the core of pandora’s box 

Where I find hope and humility 

So many see danger as I make peace with my darkness 

All I want is to surrender to the polarity of black and white 

To embrace neutrality  

I believe in the middle way.  
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Apology 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

I am apologizing for all the broken promises that I made. To say 

I'm sorry everything went to s**t, for me being a stupid fool. I 

apologize for me loving and caring too much and for the love and 

trust that was broken.  I apologize for the f**ked up world cuz it's 

my fault the way it turned out. 

 My guilt eats me inside every day I wake up. I apologize that you 

are spared from the guilt and loneliness. Rather be me cuz I have 

been down this road before. For you, please don't look back, for 

the simple fact you are not sorry for nothing that took place. 

 I apologize, for you picking the wrong man, for not being the 

perfect husband that needed to be in your fairytale. Please don't 

ask to see the future because I'm not sorry or apologizing for 

scattering the crystal ball into pieces. 

To hate me is to love me to love me is to hate me. You abandon 

me when I needed you the most. You always have. I need my 

Wonder Woman, who will never give up, abandons me and 

believes in me and means it. Stands and fights with me not against 

me or with my enemies. 
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What is Love? 
FRANNIE 

Love is the way he looks at you 

or asks where you are when you’re  

away. Love is  

 

how he cries when you leave 

his side. Love is  

 

when he calls you “Mom” for the  

first time, his tight hugs that say  

he never wants you to go or you’ll  

ever be replaced. Love is  

 

sharing his cereal when  

he hates to share his food 

in the first place. Love is 

 

laughing and playing like 

best friends. Love is  

 

looking at his precious face  

and seeing your reflections  

knowing you created him. Love is  

 

hearing him say “I love you”  

for the first time. Love is E.M! 
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What is Love? Cont. 
 

So if that’s love  

then why am I looking for love  

in all the wrong places  

when it’s right 

in front of my face?  

That Agapé I will never find 

anywhere else.  

Yes I created that love!  
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Flicker 
JERRY H. 

A moment shared 

But fleetingly 

A breath 

Caught and held 

A surrendered shudder 

 

A glimpse 

Wickedly bright 

Flashes once 

In a moment 

Of translucent AHA 

 

One more time 

A chance stolen 

By negligence 

And the rarest 

Of kisses 

 

A bitter retort 

Cut short 

And eaten 

Through the guise  

Of broken teeth 
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A love, frail 

Just a whisper 

Of once was 

And the dying flicker 

Of what remains 

 

A tired man 

Yearning for you 

A taste of  

The love you once held 

For me  

Do you still? 

I love you A.  
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Angel of Life 

MARK T. B. 

The Bell Tolls to Live, (Ding) 

The Rebirth of A life Missed  

A Life Missed by A Sudden Death By A Loud Sound, (Boom) 

And Then The Angel Brings Back The Hand of Life  

 

Life is In The Smoke The Angel Descends Thru  

To Reach the Ones on The Fields of Battle  

For He Whom Made the Men and When the Life Reawaken  

The Man Grabs at the Angel and Realize It was Only Smoke, 

(DING)  
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Silence Feels 
SMILEY13 

Silence feels alone, 

Alone feels depressing 

Depressing feels sad 

Sad feels hopeless 

Hopeless feels empty, empty feels like dying 

Silence feels like no one will ever understand 

because they’ve never been through the 

addiction like you have 

Silence feels like a volcano that can 

never erupt because you don’t want to hurt anybody. 

Silence fills my head with racing thoughts 

that can never be said, cause nobody 

will believe you and they’ll think you’re crazy 

Silence is rage waiting to happen. 

Behind closed doors is where evil lies. 

Hopeless cries, endless nights, constant fights. 

Silence is scary, silence makes me 

feel alone, abandoned, makes me worry, 

makes me feel anxiety, when I can  

hear my heartbeat, Silence fills me with 

heaviness, Silence is deadly, but I guess 

when people are loud, silence is heavenly 

silence can bring peace and a piece of mind. 

Silence is truly evil and divine.
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Untitled 
KITSUNE 

Upon the wall flies a string of prayer flags 

His computer is still in the corner 

His art is on the walls 

And the blinds are drawn 

His couch where I spent many a night is gone 

And a hospital bed is taking the place of his 

A cruel doppelgänger 

He lays in it asleep 

He will not wake up 

I grab his hand, its warmth rending my heart as it reminds me 

That soon it will be cold. 

Today I must say goodbye to my best friend. 

Memories are pouring from my eyes as tears 

While my broken spirit leaks from my mouth in gasps and 

stutters. 

As I desperately try to have one final talk  

With ears that can no longer hear me 

I know they can’t, but I have to tell him 

He was a good friend 

A great man 

I’m sorry. 

 

Goodbye, Buddy 
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Untitled 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

When I look into my eyes, I see the most sexy beautiful eyes. The 

hazel blue green colors come together in perfect harmony. 

Depends on what I’m wearing or the kind of mood I’m in. One 

color might dominate over the other.  

I’m very blessed to have the eye color; I have the best of both 

worlds. Look in my eyes and you will also see the pain and 

sorrow in them. A broken man who has played tears of a clown 

too much.  

My eyes can show and be that open door for love or for hate. My 

eyes want to get lost in love again and engage into another 

universe where I look into my angel eyes. My eyes bleed just like 

my heart for love and acceptance.  

Look into my eyes and you will see deep into my soul. A helpless 

romantic that burns for passion, desire and devotion. They will 

show you also scared and scanned. My eyes can and will show the 

anger/hate that hides under the surface.  

Blue is the true loyal person in me.  
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The End of Emo 
THE MILK 

I’ve been looking at this all wrong.  

With jealousy, envy, self-pity. 

It’s not a good look on anyone, 

So, it’s definitely not on me. 

 

Perhaps I’ll open the blinds, 

Let the sunshine defrost this bed. 

I’ll wash the sheets and pick new beats 

And make it fresh instead. 

 

Replace envy with aspirations. 

Self-pity with gratefulness and pride.  

Change my combative nature 

Even if you’re not all on my side. 

 

I never thought I’d find the day 

I’d wake up on my own. 

Not feeling blue or lonely 

Just me, who I am, finally grown.   
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The Truth 
KF CAEZ 

The truth is like being shot at point blank range. 

When understanding comes, it changed my brain 

When wisdom was attained, it changed my game 

To see with my mind a broader spectrum of light 

To change my frequency channel to a whole-other type 

I look around, a whole new institution has been aroused  

And I found inter-dimensions – more than you can count 

Unseen all around us. 

If you can’t see it, it doesn’t mean it ain’t around.  

I tapped into His spirit.  

Interior decoration – I must clean up my house. 

If you hear it, this is my declaration!  

I’m for Christ; that’s what I’m about, 

The wisdom of the world is foolishness to our Father. 

He has to change my direction.  

He has to channel me like water. 

I said, “Father! do as you will. Please take me higher and farther.” 

Life is too real and dear to lose over nonsense  

Line after line, precept after precept, it’s a progress 

He cleans you as snow, and lifts you like a crane   

A new consciousness  

He is in my heart. Silence is how I listen to him. 

In the light and in private I see him 

He’s invisible 
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The Truth Cont. 
 

So invisible, he fills me with awe-struck wonder. 

He cuts through my heart like a hot metal through some butter 

If I told you what I’ve seen, you would say it was witchery  

But, you have to taste it for yourself.  

It’s fresher than wintergreen 

With God inside me, he uses me more than wizardry. 

To help others overcome their losses and misery. 

I’ve been through the fire – KFC through the rotisserie. 

But, with the messiah we will be making history. 
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The Pleasure Is All Mine 
PROFESER 

It pleases me to stare at the far show ~to look onward and 

upward~ 

Rather than dwell in my demise. 

I have a hope that wasn’t always there for the first time in a long, 

excruciating time.  

I cannot say for sure what the foundation of my hope is built on,  

Or made of. 

But I believe it is determination, conviction, strength 

And sheer will to succeed.  

It pleases me to stare at the far,  

When before the far,  

Was too far to see in my state of mind. 

The pleasure of seeing far is foreign,  

Yet so very understood with and ease  

That I’ve never known. 

 



84 SpeakOut! Spring 2020 

 

Untitled 
KPAY 

I cannot sleep  

Thinking about you  

Feelings so deep  

Nothing we can’t do  

 

It is my belief  

That you love me  

I find relief  

Though it stunts me  

 

To be here  

Light years without you  

Though my fear  

Is based on untruth  

 

That you would leave  

I never deserved you  

I would be grieved  

But I’d pull through  

 

Those are lies  

I’m lost without you  

Await the dawn  

Thinking about you  
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Backed in a Corner 
RED 

Driven by honor, living life by a code  

It’s how I exist, how I travel my road  

I’m not a cheat, a liar, a thief, or a fraud  

I handle my business and leave the score keeping to God 

A spiritual being with a fascination for the unknown  

I kick back in nature, burn a fatty and slip into the zone  

I’m not a drinker, I don’t f**k with drugs  

Please allow me to do me while the rest of ya’ll be thugs  

Concentrated evil courses through my views   

Along with a pure love for just a few things  

I’ve seen so much, too much in fact  

I know it’s too late for me to ever turn back  

Facing 250 years plus triple life without parole  

If my lawyer f**ks off, this is where I’ll grow old  

I know who I am and what I am made of  

Been tested in fire and came out ways cup 

Honor was a price that I’ve willingly paid  

F**k with me and mine, be prepared for a raid  

I love my people, my family, my crew  

I can assure you, you don’t know me on what I will do  

I’m extremely polite, caring and fair 

But back me in a corner and f**kbois beware  

I just wanted to grow old and live my life in peace  

But this world has other plans for this man of no case 
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Chiaroscuro 
THE MILK 

The light spaces are the first thing 

one catalogs when starting a watercolor. My 

eyes have taken time and practice 

to adjust to this way of seeing 

the canvas. 

My mind, however, is drawn to the  

darkness.  Always seeing last what the 

“happy” ones see first- 

the focal point.   

So incandescent it’s hard to look away. 

But me? 

I’d rather hide in the dark, it seems. 

So I’ll try that in my art.  

Negative space is still space. 
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Inspire 
IZAIHA C. 

I was once inspired; 

inspired by the man who  

needed to be hired  

but could only ever be fired 

but instead of accepting  

that loss 

He did what he had to  

to become his own boss 

I was once inspired; 

inspired by the woman 

who took on the world  

even though she was still 

just a little girl 

a woman with far too  

much pride to accept favors 

and sure as s**t didn’t  

need a man to save her 

I was once inspired. 

Inspired by the kid who only  

knew selling drugs 

until one day he lost someone  

he loved 

and even though the  

strong temptation does 
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Inspire Cont. 
 

come around, 

he is far stronger 

and can hold his ground. 

I was once inspired 

inspired by the boy who 

was quiet and reserved  

and instead of playing sports  

he liked to learn 

when he got old even though 

though they said he never 

would 

that same boy went to  

college and never came 

back to the hood 

I was once inspired 

But now I must inspire 

because my father, mother, 

and brothers were great 

I know that I also carry that trait. 

I will inspire 
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Change 
LEVYCITO 

Another year has passed me by 

My oh my Does time Fly by. 

Or was it just cause I was 

Now writing a Poem 

Change be the Title  

As I sit, Pray 2 God Asking Why…. 

Finally Happiness Flooding my Eyez 

Gracious is God, givin answers 

A Quote in the LCJail Kitchen 

(“Choices, Chance, Change” 

Forever embedded in my Brain 

You must First make a choice 

To take a chance 

In Order to make a change) 

This is my Inspiration  

seems them last couple of years  

filling my Face now with tears 

Every single year 

Jail I’ll no longer Fear 

Year after year in a jail cell again 

Past life North side Hooligan 

Family I’ve Hurt, My children I’ve failed Again 

Thoughts were once “In it to win” 

Thankful I’ve Never seen the pen 
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Change Cont. 
 

Change…. Where do I begin? 

From A time I was told so Bold 

I’m Going to be a father 

To the first time I was told she missed me  

And my smelly Farts 

Moving Forward ~ Broken Heart  

Aftermath my Reality  

finally felt True Pain 

Now change instilled in the brain 

No Pain~ No Gain 

Date: November 18th, 2019 

-Arrest Date- 

The day God blessed me  

Desire and new Found Hope 

Even thoughts to put down Dope 

Not Just 4 me 

My Greatest Felt Love 

Above all…. 

To the mother of my children 

I’m sorry I was being a tart  

Today New Found Hope  

with Love in my Heart  

My Life, I’m ready for change.  
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Get It Together 
FRANNIE 

Oh, how I thought your life would be so different. 20 years ago, I 

was playing sports, thinking about what I wanted to be when I 

grew up. A doctor, a lawyer, a dentist just like my mom. She 

taught me all she knew. So, if she was my role model, why did 

you follow in daddy’s footsteps and end up in a car with the lights 

behind you of red, white, and blue. I thought you were different, 

matter of fact you still are so get your stuff together girl and move 

from behind those bars. You have a family at home that needs you 

so enough’s enough this is it when they tell you to pack your bags 

don’t look back just let’s get it. 

 

 

 

Untitled 
MIDGET 

As I walk through this dark alley on the Black Brick Road of 

Addiction, using a lantern the only light for me to see the way. I 

stumble on bodies and drugs, that cause me to curse along the 

way. I tell myself I just want someone to hug and say it will be 

OK. Oh s**t, I think I just stepped on a bug, gross, I saw as I 

continue to fumble down my Black Brick Road. I see my lantern 

oil is running low. “Oh f**k” I should have brought a flashlight is 

my final thought.  
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The Best Sound Ever 
SMILEY13 

The best sound ever is the sound of my 

two year old son laughing 

The best sound ever is the plates on 

the dinner table when our food is arriving, 

The best sound ever is when a loved 

one tells you that they love you and you know  

they’re not lying 

The best sound ever is when you hear 

your name get called in jail and you 

get to pack up and leave smiling. 

The best sound ever is when your 

momma tells you everything will be fine 

so stop crying 

The best sound ever is when you 

just went shopping all hard and the homie is buying. 

The best sound ever is when you've  

been looking for the plug all day and 

they finally answer, saying they got that fire. 

The best sound ever is when 

your best friend tells you, you a bad 

b***h, and she got a sign on her pic 

Bad b***hes only 

The best sound ever is the peace and calm 

in your head, when you choose life instead. 
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Doors of My Heart 
JERRY H. 

Can you hear it 

There is a power 

In this inherent silence 

Which binds us together 

Like woven dreams 

A tremulous smile 

 

Can you feel it 

It shakes the world 

One beat at a time 

These steps we share 

As we dare to breathe 

Life’s sweet kiss 

 

Can you see it 

A frailty wrought 

In the tears of maybe 

A broken tomorrow 

That only your yes 

Can safely define 

 

Can you taste it 

What we almost lost 

A magical moment 
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Doors of My Heart Cont 

 

Hidden within the guise 

Of a tattered prayer 

Ushered beat by beat 

Thump by thump 

Through the door you’ve 

Dared to open 

And hold in your hands 

Be gentle my heart 

 

This is dedicated to the most influential woman in my life, my 

wife. I let her into places within myself that I have not delved nor 

ventured in quite some time. May she ever hold the keys to my 

canté, my heart, for she is all that it encompasses and so very 

much more. I love you A. I always have. I always will, through a 

thousand worlds and ten thousand lifetimes. As you ever remain, 

My Heart, My Love, My Wife, My Dearest Friend, My Prayer, 

My Kismet.  

Forever your husband,  

Jerry H. 
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Untitled 
BABY J. 

Myself makes me who I am today. 

I am strong, brave, smart, unique and so much more. 

I think my close friends make me who I am as well. 

I can be myself around the people I love. 

 

 

 

Someone Else Flying 
MR. WHOOP 

I’m living in a world full of greed  

Gotta pay these bills before I set me free 

Tripping about tomorrow got me smoking trees 

Wondering why my own people got me on my knees  

But now I can see why  

People want everything for themselves  

And don’t even give a f**ck about us dying 

They don’t want to help another brother grow his wings 

Like why does it bother you so much to see  

Someone else flying 

And hate the fact that someone else trying  

I’m still tryna see the good in the world  

But I feel like I’m bout to go blinded. 
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This Is the System 
TURNING POINT BOYS GROUP COLLABORATION 

Ears open, you better listen 

Don’t you start trippin  

This is the system  

All of it is yours for the pickin 

This is the system 

Time to f**k up lives 

This is the system  

People trying hard to move up 

This is the system  

Caged in this box, we stuck  

A new generation f**ked  

You ran out of luck  

This is the system  

Without money, you ain’t livin 

Better make them bucks  

This is the system  

It robs you when you’re trying to escape  

This is the system 

Full of racists hate  

This is the system 

You’re stuck here  

Behind bars and tears  

This is the system   
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My Lollipop 
CAM THE RAM 

Remember the day you came to me  

With tears in your eyes 

And fell to your knee? 

Remember I went to you with blood in my eyes 

And all I wanted was to say goodbye? 

I now know two wrongs don’t make a right. 

 

We encourage each other to do things for the better  

Not for the worse 

But, we are stuck in this curse. 

People around us are affected by what we do 

I know for sure my mum’s face brightens blue 

 

After years of pain and regret  

The wrong felt like my best bet 

But one day my fire turned to water 

And I realized my life can be much harder 

 

Waves crashed in my head with feelings of relief 

And I turned to my friend with disbelief 

I wrapped my arms around her waist 

And shared our warmth without disgrace.   
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Advice For Kids 
PROFESER 

Please be yourself, be kind, be bold  

Play Forever, don’t grow old  

Pave a path that’s just for you  

Try not to lie, just be true  

Don’t be afraid of the unknown  

Show the world how you have grown  

Never regret a single day  

Use positive talk, come what may  

Seek adventure big or small  

Don’t be scared to try then fall  

Be daring be brave find true love  

Know your angels guide from above 

Don’t forget family, they love you so  

Be the greatest you, wherever you go  

Aim for the stars, outer space  

Please leave this world a better place  
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How I Love You 
SANTANA 

The proper way to begin well no language contains  

There are not enough words to explain 

What it means to love you.  

 

Count every atom and grain every soul ever slain 

Every last droplet of rain but it would  never amount  

to how much I love you 

 

From my tippy toes to red mane each nerve ending  

I maintain every synapse in my brain to every last vein 

Down to my boney humane 

With all of me I love you 

 

A battlefield in my heart medieval game  

Blind is the archer now taking aim 

But this is your kingdom and with no fear of your rein 

For me trust is new terrain 

With a leap of faith I love you 

 

The space between Pluto to Spain 

No distance flown by plane or longest railroad ridden by train 

Along with the most traveled lane could ever hope to gain 

How far it is I will love you 
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How I Love You Cont. 
 
An unbreakable chain would surrender to the strain  

Stronger than batman mixed with bane multiplied by the might of  

Sir Gregory Clagain Plus the bond between Viking and his throne 

Still can’t match how strong my love is for you. 

 

Place mirrors on all sides of insane imagery the same 

Over and over again, never ending reframe and that  

Can almost reflect how deeply I love you.  

 

Older than Able or Cain till death comes to take claim 

Well even the reaper can be tamed for  

I will always love you.  
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No More Locked Doors 
SMILEY13 

These steel beds get real old, 

some of the walls have mold 

They make the nights freeze 

so that we’re all cold 

We wake up to hard nips and oatmeal 

no milk no real sugar 

this food ain’t even real here, 

during room searches 

they like to stab all our nice stuff 

leavin our rooms all rough 

The old lady next door huffin cappuccino 

people tryna hustle to get the 

next piece of candy, 

sprinting for the phone 

But i run from upstairs 

so these hoes can’t out-run me. 

These females with bad hygiene 

some with no teeth, bad breath 

putting up a front like we owe 

them something JK that’s a lil’ 

Mean, but high key they be watching, 

Females say one thing, then 

lie up their wording, 

these cops be watching, no braiding 
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No More Locked Doors Cont. 
 

no threading, which leaves us complaining 

These 18 hour lock downs though got 

most of us, if not all, going crazy 

sounds a bit nasty but for real 

I told my doctor I’m ill, cause i  

suffer from realist. The med cart man 

said, girl chill & take your colis 101 

 

 

 

Number of Times 
JEXI 

Never of times I’ve 

Been hung up on you 2 

Said f**k this and forget you 1 million and 1 + 2 

Held my breath 

Waiting on you, only once did 

That happen 

Turns out I don’t look good 

Black and blue 

 

Told myself damn I hate 

That I love you 

π3.12…  
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Understudy 
THE MILK 

My demise was always the sweetest 

With you by my side. 

You’re gone now, though.  

Whirled away so abruptly 

I didn’t have time to stop the ride. 

Or did I? 

My need to pacify my mind  

Only drew you farther and farther away 

Taking reality and reason with it. 

I feel as if I’m in a play, 

And your understudy-- 

Missing the cues and fumbling the lines 

Could never have rehearsed enough 

To make it through convincingly. 

Opening night is NYE… 

Come home to your spotlight, 

Don’t be shy.  
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This is a collaboration between a writer and one of our interns, Cailin. They 

combined two poems into one and the writer wanted both of our pieces to be 

next to each other to show the transformation into the combined piece 

 

Rise Above 
CHINATOWNRUNNERLEE 

Ever since my head got some sense  

I been trying to rise above 

First I had to get me out the mud  

Then past the thugs, I was just a pug down like a rug 

I wanted what everyone else wanted which was love 

So in school, I went above, and in being rich I went above 

And then showing and receiving love, I went above 

But in being human and showing humankind, I went all the way 

above 

 

Rise Above 
CAILIN 

To get to the bottom you must hold your breath 

Within your lungs lies regret 

Cheeks turn red 

And lips turn blue 

But the air inside of you 

Holds the power, that fuels all life 

It carries you up with all might 

At the surface you exhale a harmonious scream,  

transmuting your once caged dream  
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Rise Above 
CHINATOWNRUNNERLEE AND CAILIN 

To get to the bottom  

Of my head, to get some sense 

I must hold my breath  

 

First to get me out the mud 

Within my lungs lies regret 

 

But then my head got some sense  

With the air inside of me 

I start reaching above  

 

With the power that fuels all life 

The showing and receiving of love 

Carried me up with all might  

 

And being human and showing humankind 

Brought me to the surface 

 

Exhaling a harmonious scream  

Of dreams transmuted into light  
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 Untitled 
CAM THE RAM 

I crumble in the presence of existing and being ok, I like pain. No 

specific pain, just any kind. It becomes one with your heart and 

your mind, just as the dull canvas of your body was clear of paths 

from the lanes leading to different locations of hurt and then there 

is light, it just takes time, until it makes you sick to realize and 

sadness is addicting. The way I can’t stop. Sadness is familiar, it’s 

comforting and it’s easy in a sense that it comes naturally to me. I 

know it very well, almost better than I know how to chew gum 

and walk. It comes through your dreams, but dreams are 

essentially silent, unlike pain. It's almost as a fire that consumes 

me, but I am the fire. You wear a mask for so long, you forget 

who you are beneath it. It's comforting, just as the sadness is, to 

completely regain yourself, and then losing everything. But then 

again you need to remember to be gentle with yourself, while 

ripping yourself apart with the weapons, that soon become 

cigarettes, not meant to be ill, but to feel, remember to never 

apologize for burning too brightly or collapsing into yourself 

every night. That is how galaxies are made, and you are one the 

planes that travel across the canvas I called my body. They leave 

their trace for scars to grow. It's living between hurting and 

healing, the burning of the vodka and the burning of losing 

yourself. Over and over. Even the smallest bit of rain creates mud 

and you need to stare into the darkness to fall in love with the 

stars. 
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Untitled Cont. 
 
Pay attention to the living lights in a sleeping city, the mannerisms 

of the stranger, and the color of your veins when the guns become 

your best friend. Sometimes you win and sometimes you learn, 

and sometimes you lose, and it feels so good. No one will know 

why. But you are such a soft and messy thing, and nobody knows 

how to take care of you, not even the mirror. It's when you feel 

most calm, when the devil puts his mark on the dull canvas, and 

you let him. You become an existence, and if that is all you can 

do, exist, that's all you need. And not being okay is all right, but 

also being okay is too, linger with the pain, and let it make you 

exist.  
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Untitled 
KF CAEZ 

I see things in a different light like I have a different mind 

I am not watching with sight I’m watching my time 

Tic Toc, time doesn’t stop.  

I remind myself on the cell block  

It’s like I’m in a living hell, yeah 

Trying not to get caught up in any jail drawls. 

2 letters a week, but no reply 

I can’t even make a call 

In this living hell, I’m trying to stand tall. 

I’m going crazy, but no one to tell 

I see faces in the wall 

So, irritating I try to take a nap but can’t sleep at all  

So sick of counting sheep.  

I’ve seen a trillion of them 

I feel my stomach rumbling.  

There is no commissary in the box 

It feels like my life is tumbling 

I promise, baby, I hate these locks 

It’s like I am in a time warp  

And time stopped  

Counting all the bricks to the top 

Till my door pops 

23 and one I’m about to get my f**king hour 

No money on me … what I can do is to take a shower 
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Untitled Cont. 
 

I’m all alone.  

My life being cut down like the towers 

But, I thank God that it isn’t for eternity 

I got one hour out, locked up the next 23. 

 

 

 

Long Lost Friend 
TOXIC 

2 watch her go with him 

That day @ the time I had nothing 2 say 

If we knew what was going 2 happen 

I would have told her 2 stay 

She would still be here today. 
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Heartstrings 
PROFESER 

My heart skips a beat when I  

See your face 

My sheer adoration, from another place 

 

It’s like flying without need of wings 

An orchestra of heartstrings sing 

  

So powerful, so great, so true 

This is my love for you 

  

The enormity has no stopping place 

All this I feel by seeing your face 

  

Love doesn’t seem quite so clear 

As it does to me when you are near 

  

The greatest gift I’ve ever known 

Is seeing the way our love has grown 

  

The presence, the power, the sheer delight 

Of loving you all, with all my might 

  

My breath can’t be deep enough in me 

When I think of the day you came to be 
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Heartstrings Cont. 
 
A simple touch, a little smile 

Euphoric, elated all the while 

  

The space in which our love grows grand 

Could not be spread all through the land 

  

To say I love you seems so small to say 

My love for you will forever stay. 

 

 

 

Untitled 
BABY J. 

My first name is unique.  

I feel like it shows my personality. 

My name comes from my grandma.  

The name to me is very special.  

When people call me Jacqueline I get upset.  

When I was born my parents forgot the ‘E’ in Jacqueline.  
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Untitled 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

It doesn't surprise me that you are not sorry for anything that took 

place. You are not behind brick walls in a cell. You do not have a 

scattered heart or even a heart at all. 

How and why would you be or say sorry for after all, you got 

everything. You got you a new man who feeds you lies, got rid of 

your fake husband that you been with 22 years, left me in the dust. 

 You are not sorry for the sweet little lies you told me and led me 

to believe. No need to be sorry you never wanted to hear nothing 

from your fake husband. You got your rocks off having other men 

tell you things. 

 Not believing your husband and thinking I was fake. Sorry to say 

being fake or fake with my words I have never been, always 

stayed true to my words. You were my beautiful baby doll. Not no 

more, Andrea you deserved it more.  

I am lost for words and don't know what to think. How could you 

give up so easily and not even fight. I can answer that easy, you 

were the fake one. Also after I gave up on Andrea to focus on you, 

you decided I wasn’t worth it. You have hurt me in so many ways, 

you left me with the most sour taste in my mouth ever. While you 

got the sweet taste. Enjoy the sweet victory of this battle. I cannot 

go out like this, I am coming back with the sweetest and final win 

of the war. For Love is a Battlefield and you will be crushed. 

 Thank you for being my enemy into our world into our lives and 

into our bed. Now consider yourself Enemy of the State.  



SpeakOut! Spring 2020 113 

 

Fornever 
AJAX 

2 love ya hard fornever has 

Been my life's endeavor as 

Long as I can remember I’ve 

Aspired to be so much better  

Than every other jester 

But it’s more like I’m always 

The number one contender 

Falling shy of the throne 

I’m afraid of being made too 

Callous to reign because my 

Broken heart became stone 

Or is it all the same if I’ve  

Grown cold I don’t even  

Want to know to tell the  

truth. So what I do? If   

I don’t care what people think  

Why do I still have so much  

to prove? Or am I still paying  

my dues? How much have I  

got to lose to have you with  

time left to see you swoon  

at the sight when I come  

through? Or are we all doomed
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Fornever Cont. 

 explains why we love to use  

and quite possibly even why  

we all seek out abuse. Telling  

ourselves we’ll pull through  

while we subconsciously and  

constantly construct our own  

tombs. Perhaps the fact that is it  

will all be over soon with this  

post-pragmatism era we’ve ushered  

in. I cannot dig it nor will I  

abide and sit by while we all  

cry to empty skies and praise sin  

like that’s legit. Cause its hammer  

time and I’m too legit to quit  

while we’re behind too far to  

climb out of this proverbial hole.  

Tell y’all something ya know, to  

edify ya bro and at the same time  

demonize those that to are bred hosts  

is a joke. Our corrupt globe  

is supposed to provide provisions  

for our equipment so we’re  

living with comfort to some degree. 

Until we reach contentment cause
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Fornever Cont. 

then its surpassed the limit 

that should be given before 

we’re hindered 

evolutionarily. I say ya dare 

to be revolutionary in your 

daily conduct and resolute in 

your convictions. Cause a 

man with nothing he’ll die to 

defend is no friend of mine 

in my eyes his mind might as 

well be missing. But then I 

have a vision of grandeur as I 

faithfully serve our Mother 

Gaia. This is the book of 

Jedidiah who grew up a thief 

& a liar, murderer for hire 

until her divine power 

ignited a fire to take my pain 

and my scars much like 

dangling the strings of my  

guitar I discard hate to inflate 

my heart. So I’ll take this  

newfound strength and 

stay armed as I wait here in 

the dark. It’s just the start as 

I’m equipped to spit a bit 

about reality for just a minute 

because I get why 

we’ve been so quick to be 

callous and indignant but it’s 

no longer enough to be 

independent. 

Interdependence is limitless 

and all together a much more 

productive sentiment, why 

don’t we get it the way we 

oppress women and have 

throughout our entire 

existence this relentless 

misogynist adolescent 

addiction to fit in to some 

social definition is a 

sentence to an apocalypse  

that does not make sense!? 

I’d rather see the opposite, 

watch our progression. Help 

one another with burdens so  

that they become lessened  

Teach my brethren prolific 
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lessons in self-correction 

and ultimately reverence for 

thy sacred feminine that they  

are the vision of heaven. 

Least from where I’m  

sittin’ I am a voluntary  

participant in this sub- 

mission to these living  

legends devoted with no 

apprehension in the blink of 

an I I’d gladly die for a 

number of my  beloved 

women ya kidding. If ya  

think for a minute I’m 

pretending go ahead an flex 

yo chest but it’s safe to bet 

ya do that and you’re getting 

wrecked! That’s no jest I’ve 

no regrets and I won’t rest. I  

ride a divine high the best as 

it pertains to being blessed as 

you might have guessed by 

my sublime chosen texts 

though I am correct whether 

or y’all are willing to confess 

your abundance of respect. 

I couldn’t care less 

No last caress before death 

steals our breath way you can 

forgive but you cannot forget 

especially when every kitty  

kat that’s bad gives me  

cardiac arrest that I just 

have to express. Cause if  

I don’t then I reject my 

inherent honesty I so 

prominently project too 

many of our personalities are 

suppressed so far down we 

develop an averse complex 

or do we simply disconnect? 

Either way if we can 

progress and continue to  

press ignorance we’re no 

better than pests. So unless 

we relieve stress more to the  

core in our chest we’ll have  
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nothing left when the dust 

sets. I see this as an 

inevitability and yet I contest 

aggressively I won’t plead to 

humanity as we’ve obviously 

gone deaf. A mess of 

distressed and deranged 

animals caged No way to 

make us obedient. 
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Untitled 
RED 

My time, my time, my f**king time  

How dare they take what’s rightfully mine  

My balls, my brains, a joint of a plan  

The only thing I cared about was becoming the man 

My sons would respect, my wife would adore  

My biggest fear, our life being a bore  

Adventure and variety one the spices of life  

To become a tool in the machine, how tragic how terrible  

Entrepreneurship, loyalty, hard work and discipline  

Best way to achieve these ideals is without only prescription 

When it hurts it’s ok when it feels good it does 

I’ve learned to take it all as it goes and as it comes  

Keeping my sanity living in a place built for crazy  

I’ve adopted a lifestyle which I consider lazy  

I wake up play cards, make a phone, eat and then sleep  

I do this perpetually like I’m stuck on repeat  

Sometimes I shower, sometimes I write  

I stay out of trouble and try not to fight  

Getting home quickly is at the top of my list  

For my time is not my own, it belongs to my kids  
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For Z. 
KPAY 

You are my brightest lights  

In these darkest nights  

I see your face in my mind  

Your voice in my ear  

I wish we’d had more time  

And that I’d kept you near  

May we continue to grow together  

And together continue to grow  

My love knows no other  

The only love I want to know  

Open your heart release your fear  

Have faith in things unseen  

It is hard to see from here  

On each other let us lean  

For you what I will do  

Is give you better than my best  

So deep in love with you  

My heart beats outside my chest  

Don’t be anxious do not worry 

And let’s build our life  

To me things aren’t blurry  

I your husband, you my wife  
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Definition of Luck 
HOT DONNA 

Claddaugh, stone walls piled high, kissing the Blarney Stone with 

my mother when she was alive, adoring the farms, fields, and 

cliffs with my grandmother who is now with my mom. Singing in 

the bars and playing instruments with the town folk, sharing 

laughs with my family. 

 

Unbroken home, close knit family, skipping every crack saved my 

mother’s back, comedian father and brothers, being raised in a big 

city, to be raised with discipline, to have enjoyed the family gone, 

and to continue to enjoy the family I have left.  
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Misunderstood 
SMILEY13 

Where are you? 

I can’t seem to find you. 

I remember, you used to ask 

Me if I could hear you through our minds,  

I never knew what you meant, 

I suppose I was lost at the moment. 

Drugs had a hold of me, 

Like a honey bee to its honey tree, 

I never understood you 

Most of the time cause the high took over me, 

That you and I both couldn’t control. 

Time would fly by 

It was getting harder to love 

And look each other in the eyes, 

I know you and I both felt 

Some type of lonely or sadness 

But understand this, 

I know what you mean now 

When you say if I can hear you through our minds, 

Our souls, our hearts, 

If that’s what you mean, 

 I know where you are, 

But where am I? 
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Crazy 
THE MILK 

Regret and remorse run ramped in my mind 

So close to its breaking point 

I can feel the cracks. 

 

I’m not crazy. 

C...c...c...crazy… 

C...c...c...crazy. 

 

Or maybe I am.  

Or want to be? 

What else will it take to finally break me? 

When it happens, 

And you’re not there to put me  

back together, 

What will come of my pieces? 

I guess they have people for that  

These days, 

In these caves. 

 

Crazy… 

 

I can blame her maybe? 

I know you’ve been hurt and betrayed. 

Lied to and disrespected. 

Left behind while crazy ran 
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Crazy Cont. 
 
Deeper and deeper into the dark. 

That wasn’t me, though.  

Blame the prefrontal cortex.  

In my flooding, wet brain.  

Or just blame crazy. 

Yea, go with crazy.  
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The Look 
PROFESER 

You look like- I love you is never enough 

You look like- I’ll be there when times are tough 

You look like- goodbye is never a choice 

You look like- I love the sound of your voice 

You look like- forgiveness when it’s hard to find 

You look like- I love the thoughts in your mind 

You look like- I’ll always be by your side 

You look like- “I love you” is said with pride 

You look like- I accept the good and the bad 

You look like- The best love I’ve ever had 

You look like- You’re perfect the way that you are 

You look like- the moon~ and I, you star 

You look like love of the very best kind 

One I thought I’d never find. 



SpeakOut! Spring 2020 125 

 

Untitled 
ESSE DOUGH 970 

As I, like the phoenix must die, and raise from the ashes. To give 

myself, a rebirth and rebuild my kingdom, that I tore down. 

With the fire of the sun burning in my eyes and the passion 

pulsing through every vein to my scarred heart. To reclaim what 

was mine. 

Also, to take back the love that was taking from me. A queen is 

not for me, for this king is in search for his goddess my angel 

eyes. 

For goddess's never die, they are eternal with their love like mine. 

To have, to hold, to kiss, and to touch my goddess is what I burn 

for the most. 

Through every battle and war my goddess's love stays loyal and 

true. So break these walls down like Jericho, escape all the 

sadness and loneliness that brakes and tears me down. 

This king must conquer the fear that lies within, not to be hurt no 

more, just to be loved, touched, and kissed by my goddess. Is all 

this loyal King is searching for.  

                This message is from the real Jason A. who wants out. 
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Crazy Insane 
SMILEY13 

Something’s wrong with me 

I’m crazy and you’re insane,  

we need each other to feel 

somewhat sane, who’s the  

one to blame, we’ve done  

things along the way, we’ve  

had our ups and downs, our  

thick and thins, our go arounds 

of fights and arguments, we’ve 

called each other every word in 

the book, through A-Z, but you 

and I both know at the end of 

the day, you mean the world 

to me, don’t matter, night and 

day, you always seem to make 

my pain go away, through all the 

drugs we do to numb, you’re the 

drug I’m addicted to love. 

Without you, there’s no crazy 

which would make me insane. 
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SpeakOut 
KF CAEZ 

May the force be with you but not like Darth Vader 

In the land of the lost, I’m definitely not a trader  

I’m from the home of the Broncos. But I feel more like a raider 

Denver Colorado from Aurora all the way to Thornton. 

I know about the pain. 

I know about that vain.  

My life has been stormin’ 

I’m about to change the game,  

switch my lanes.  

Something more important. It’s not about my name  

Or about some lave,  

But history is being recorded. 

The past is gone, the present is here, and the future may be 

distorted 

You can’t press rewind on your life  

You have the right now to do what’s right 

So, act accordingly. 

Synchronize.  

Everything else will fall in line 

We can’t get back the lost time.  

But, we can get more shine! 

So, don’t count down days 

Make every day count 

Write down on paper what you wish to speak out 



128 SpeakOut! Spring 2020 

 

SpeakOut Cont. 
 

The power of the pencil to make things come alive 

Is using your mental.  

All you have to do is TRY 

Anything is possible.  

Ride or Die 

Get up my people!  

You only have one life 

I got the hook up. I’ve been about it.   

 

 

 

Untitled 
BABY J. 

Yellow as the sun. 

Yellow as my favorite flower that blows in the wind. 

The brightness when I’m finally free from sin.
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CORONAVIRUS CODA 

 

Spring 2020 will be remembered as the Spring of the 

Coronavirus. Since safety measures limited face-to-face 

SpeakOut! workshops in April, facilitators reached out to writers 

with words of encouragement, delivered to them by our supportive 

site partners at Larimer County Jail, Work Release/Community 

Corrections, and Turning Point for Youth. Here we share some of 

the spirit our volunteers bring to their work every week. Perhaps 

you will feel inspired to write through some of the prompt ideas 

we offer at the end.  The SpeakOut! writing workshop team 

 

FROM THE LARIMER COUNTY JAIL 
VOLUNTEERS: 
 

We believe you’re taking care of yourselves in this difficult time. This situation 
has put us in a position to understand you better as we worry about our families 
and loved ones who are far and near – just the way you do every day. We want 
to let you know that we are with you and we will go through it together.  

We can now understand your apprehension about the suspension of the SpeakOut! 
Writing workshop due to the outbreak of the corona virus. But, let me assure you 
that we are working hard to continue with our writing workshop remotely and to 
have your work published. What matters to us is to support you write and make 
your voice heard.  

Even though we will not meet in person, we will be able to feel your hope and 
happiness that usually radiate at the writing workshop in your responses to the 
prompts that we will send. Don’t let this situation quench your passion for 
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writing - keep writing, keep your voice being heard! I hope it will be refreshing 
for you to know that we are still receiving writings for publication, especially 
writings on color, light and darkness. 

* * * 

Our thoughts are with you, and we miss getting to write and be with you in the 
workshops each week. We hope you and those you hold dear are as healthy and 
well as possible. While we cannot physically meet to write together now, we hope 
these prompts will help create some inspiration and keep all of us writing 
together--across our respective distances--through these times.  Writing can be so 
many things--release, refuge, an ally, idle wandering, a place to pose questions, a 
place to push back on how the world is or thinks it is, a place to write ourselves 
somewhere different. As much as we hope you will continue writing, we also 
hope you will continue sharing your words with others. Sometimes I think there 
are words we need to hear, even if we don't know it, and your words have 
reminded us, resonated with us, moved us, been the words we need to hear as 
women, as people navigating this variable world, so many times. So, we can only 
imagine how many other people your words, phrases, poems, prose, voices, are 
important to also. 

* * * 

I know many of you are likely dealing with intensified anxiety, frustration, 
loneliness, and boredom right now. All of these feelings are valid, and I can say 
with confidence that you are not alone in feeling them. I encourage you not only 
to share these experiences with each other, but also to spend some time writing 
about them. I believe that writing may also serve as a really good distraction 
from the chaos, if you find that to be a greater need in your life. Revisit old 
prompts we’ve presented to you; create your own prompts; draw prompts from 
texts you are reading or dreams you might be having. We have also included 
some new prompts below. You are still writers, whether we, as facilitators, are 
present or not. You are still just as creative, intelligent, and insightful when 
we’re not there as you are when we are there. Be confident in your abilities and 
take the initiative to strengthen your skills through consistent practice. Imagine 

this time as one in which to build a portfolio of your writing⎯one that you can 
share with us (and others!) upon our return. 
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FROM THE WORK RELEASE / 
COMMUNITY CORRECTIONS 
VOLUNTEERS: 

 

I hope all of y'all are doing well during these strange times. I also hope you guys 
keep writing, even if SpeakOut! isn't going on. Remember that every word you 
write is something new that you've brought into the world so DON'T DISS 
YOUR OWN WORK! We've seen and shared so much amazing artwork and 
writing with each other this year, and built our own little community every 
Thursday night. So I want to encourage you to keep building that community: 
keep writing, keep sharing, and keep encouraging others to write!  

 

* * * 

 

I miss you all so much and hope you and all of your loved ones are doing well in 
these unprecedented times. I know that we are all feeling so many different 
emotions; shock, grief, fear, anger, uncertainty, uneasiness. I hope that you have 
used writing as an outlet during these past few weeks. I wanted to let you know 
that you have all been on our minds and we have not forgotten about you! We 
have been in close communication and are brainstorming new ways to keep our 
community strong. I know that there are days we don't always feel up to 
writing, but I feel that for many of us, the urge to write has grown (considering 
much of our time has opened up), and let's be honest -- writing keeps us sane.   
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FROM THE TURNING POINT 
VOLUNTEERS 

 

I hope you are all staying healthy and coping as best as you can with all of the 
chaos that's been going on over these last few weeks. I know it's  disappointing 
for a lot of you that our time meeting for SpeakOut! has been cut short, but I 
want you to know that I am still thinking about you and everyone on the 
SpeakOut! team is working really hard to make sure you can still write, have 
your writing be a part of the spring journal, and have your writing celebrated 
the way it deserves to be even if we have to go about it a little differently than 
normal. 

The biggest thing I want you to remember as you think about these prompts we 
are sending is that your voice and your writing are still SO important and I 
hope you'll consider writing responses to the prompts and submitting them to be 
included in the journal. I also hope you'll try to keep writing beyond the 
prompts we're providing, because it really can make a difference in your life. I'm 
not sure if I'll get to see any of you again, but I want you to know that working 
with all of you has been the biggest honor. Our time doing these workshops has 
been meaningful on so many levels, so I really appreciate all of you for 
participating and being so open in sharing your work with the group and me. 

* * * 

I have enjoyed working with you all this Winter/Spring this year. Hearing all of your 
voices every Monday made my week. I loved watching you grow and gain 
confidence in your writing throughout our time together. Hopefully you all will 
not stop writing, because through this trying time we need voices to guide us 
through. I hope that you all can celebrate your hard work and accomplishments 
this semester. You will be receiving the Spring journal soon and be able to hear 
your voices echo across the country! I will miss you all.  
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SOME PROMPTS SHARED WITH WRITERS POST-COVID-19 

 
 Do you see lightness or darkness? How do you see color? 
 What has SpeakOut! Meant to you?  Spend 10 minutes (or more!) 

reflecting on how SpeakOut affects your writing and thinking. 
 Create two columns on a page and title one “Dismantle” and one 

“Create”. Make a list of phrases of what you want to dismantle and 
create - within yourself, in your life, and in your community of 
connection. 

---------------- 
 

“We are here to help each other get through this thing, whatever it is.” 
Kurt Vonnegut, quoting his son, Mark 

 
What words of wisdom have you heard lately?  What words have you 
spoken? 

--------------- 
 
How are you now spending time that was previously filled by programs? 
What are ways that you can constructively fill this time? What can you 
do now to benefit yourself when the virus has passed and programs are 
in session again? Write your own piece answering these questions in a 
creative manner.  

--------------- 
 

“My heart can feel the softness of a star 
Only when the moon stays afar 

I lay my mind on the pillow of sky 
Where sleep dares not ever to pry” 

― Munia Khan 
 

Our deeds still travel with us from afar, and what we have been makes 
us what we are. ~George Eliot 

 
What are some things that you can see only from afar?  What are some 
things you cannot?  Find motivation from Eliot or  Khan’s brief lines—or 
allow your own inspiration of what “afar” means to inspire a poem or 
story. 


