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The Santa Cruz Poetry Project/Poetry in the Jails began as the 

legacy project of Ellen Bass while she was Poet Laureate of Santa 

Cruz County, 2014-2015.  Co-founder, Nancy Miller Gomez, helped 

create the program, oversaw its expansion throughout Santa Cruz 

County and has been instrumental in its continued growth.  Over 

the years, the SCPP has facilitated workshops and classes 

throughout the county, and with your support will continue 

changing the lives of incarcerated men and women one word, one 

poem at a time.

7KDQNV��WR�WKH�6DQWD�&UX]�&RXQW\�6KHULͿ·V�'HSDUWPHQW��.ULVWLH�

Clemmons (Inmate Programs Manager); Edward Greene, Lisa 

Zack, and Polly Schulze Elser (Inmate Programs Coordinators); 

DQG�WKH�RFHUV�DQG�VWDͿ�RI�WKH�WKH�6DQWD�&UX]�&RXQW\�-DLO��<RXU�

dedication to providing programs and services to the incarcerated 

men and women of Santa Cruz County is very much appreciated. 

We could not do this work without your professionalism and hard 

work.

Our website, poetryinthejails.org, will keep you updated on 

UHFHQW�DQG�IXWXUH�HYHQWV��3OHDVH�YLVLW��DQG�FRQVLGHU�GRQDWLQJ��<RXU�

donations allow us to provide dictionaries, composition books, and 

other writing supplies to our students; and help make anthologies 

like this one possible. We extend our sincere thanks to our donors.

7KH�:LOOLDP�-DPHV�$VVRFLDWLRQ��D����F��QRQ�SURÀW��LV�WKH�ÀVFDO�

sponsor of The Santa Cruz Poetry Project.

ЈЈЈ
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Thank you to the poets who made this book. And 
thanks to those who attended and participated 
in class, but whose work does not appear. Please 
know that you were heard and appreciated.

Thanks and gratitude to Shadley Stephens for his 
fabulous cover illustration, Adam Wider for the 
whimsical bear illustration on page 78, and Jason 
Evans for the illustrated snapshot of Santa Cruz 
life on page 105. 

4



R&R, Rountree, and Main Jail Men’s Classes:
*************
Mediocre People Don’t Go To Jail ..... Bryn Hanley 10
Gray Goose ..... Aaron Ibarra     10
R&R ..... Jiovanni Bueno     11
Ducks ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming   11
Speed Kills ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming   12
Death Legacy ..... Kaleb C. Wooden   12
The Strawberry That Grew From Concrete 
  ..... Jiovanni Bueno   13
Tupac ..... Shadley Stephens    14
Back Stories (In the depths) ..... Aidan Dunworth   15
Rise Above ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming   16
Top of the World ..... Jiovanni Bueno   17
Brown ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming   17
Wet Feet ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz   18
Acts of Kindness ..... Bobi Joseph    19
The Joy ..... Victor Meras     20
Behind the Glass ..... Fabian Mendoza   20
Untitled ..... Richard Amick    21
Pictures ..... Fabian Mendoza    22
Time Never Forgets What May be Unseen or Unknown 
  ..... Patrick McGrath   22
Aokighara Forest ..... Jiovanni Bueno   23
Better Than Most, Not As Good As Some 
  ..... Brett Barber    24
Three Short Poems ..... Fabian Mendoza   25
The System ..... Matthew Madriz    26
What A Day ..... Joshua Dolera    26
Fear ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming    27

5



Thoughts of How I Feel ..... Isaiah Campos  28
The Voice That Saves Me ..... Martin Bell   29
Just Know I’ll Win ..... Anthony Koppe   29
Instinct  ..... Matthew Madriz    30
We Be Cool ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz   30
Soul Tune ..... Benjamine Goertz    31
Foggy Day ..... Jiovanni Bueno    32
Que Hora Son ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz   32
Untitled ..... Carl Edberg     32
Where the Fish Live ..... Fabian Mendoza   33
Ruby ..... Matthew Madriz    33
Cold Cougar ..... Martin Bell    34
Departed (Dedicated to all who lost loved ones and/or  
freedom: Soledad Prison 1997-2007) ... Rudy H. Salas 34
Love At First Sight ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming  35
When She’s Older ..... Patrick McGrath   36
I Am ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz    37
Dear Son ..... Anthony Koppe    38
Hindsight ..... Bobi Joseph    38
Truth ..... Fabian Mendoza    39
Tears in the Ink ..... Egmidio Anderson   40
Down ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz    41
A History in Chains ..... Isaiah Raymundo Ornelas  42
Untitled ..... Matthew Madriz    43
P.S. Tell Your Friends About Me ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz 44
Trust Issues ..... Anthony Koppe    44
Zodiac ..... Fabian Mendoza    45
Vicious Cycle ..... Martin Bell    45
Under the Bridge ..... Ernesto Murillo   46
How to Treat One Another ..... Ryan Scott Brown  47
Sunset ..... Fabian Mendoza    47

6



Love You ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz   48
miss you miss pink ..... Benjamine Goertz   48
The One ..... Patrick McGrath    49
Expect A Miracle ..... Floyd Battease   49
Broken ..... Anthony Stratton Fleming   50
Broke ..... Shadley Stephens    50
What is Life ..... Fabian Mendoza    51
Broken ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz    52
Programming ..... Juan Manuel Beyes, Jr.   52
May I Rest? ..... Matthew Madriz    53
The Boat ..... Brett Barber     54
Road Runner ..... Matthew Madriz   55
Pirate Code ..... Martin Bell    55
Marksmanship ..... Ryan Scott Brown   56
Chess Master ..... Fabian Mendoza   56
And ..... Brett Barber     56
Some Like Discovering Poetry ..... Juan Manuel Reyes, Jr. 57
The Hangover ..... Egmidio Anderson   58
Destination ..... Matthew Madriz    60
Half Empty/Half Full ..... Fabian Mendoza  60
Golden Triangle ..... Jiovanni Bueno   60
Blackout Poem: Nezahualcoyotl ..... Fabian Mendoza 61
The Road ..... Matt Sadell     62
Thou Shall Not Fall ..... Egmidio Anderson  62
Dominos ..... Matthew Madriz    66
Untitled ..... Joshua Dolera    66
It’s Been Hard Lately ..... Jiovanni Bueno   67
#1 Hitter ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz   68
Division ..... Fabian Mendoza    68
God’s Gift ..... Matthew Madriz    69
Don’t ..... Craig Tatum Delacruz    69

7



Sleep ..... Steven Kay     70
Z’s ..... Fabian Mendoza     72
The Answers ..... Ryan Scott Brown   72
The Scream - Munch ..... Benjamine Goertz   74
Sin ..... Fabian Mendoza     74
I found me ..... Benjamine Goertz    75
Dante’s Inferno ..... Matthew Madriz   76
One Night ..... Steven Kay    76
Whispers and Lies ..... Matthew Madriz   77
Haiku ..... Fabian Mendoza    77
**************
Blaine Street and Main Jail Women’s Classes:
*************
We Are From ..... The Women of Blaine Street  79
Capirotada ..... Elise Chavez    79
I’m Cold ..... Martha Espinoza    80
Untitled ..... Angela Monique Guardado   81
Anxiety  ..... Martha Espinoza    81
Untitled ..... Diana Ornelas    82
Kindness ..... Rashel Brandon     82
Thoughts of Purity? ..... Jasmine     83
Angel Bear ..... Martha Espinoza    84
Where I’m From  ..... Mariah St. George (aka Wind)  84
Sayings: Dichos  ..... Elisa Chavez    85
Someone Looking at Edward Hopper’s “Nighthawks” 
  ..... Mariah St. George      86
Last Day ..... Rashel Brandon    86
Blossom Pain ..... Marie Espinoza    87
Balances ..... Liz Cooper     88
The Sky is Mine ..... Italia Salgado   88
A Soft Breeze ..... Liz Cooper    89

8



Where I’m From ..... Italia Salgado   89
American Girl ..... Kelsey Grace Mangan   90
Celebrating the 4th of July ..... Italia Salgado  91
Looking Glass ..... Danyelle North   92
Prideful Brown ..... Italia Salgado    93
In the Style of Maya Angelou ..... Kelsey Grace Mangan 93
Tantilizing Touch ..... Liz Cooper    94
The Argument ..... Martha Espinoza   95
Lightning Rays ..... Rashel Brandon   95
Katie May ..... Liz Cooper    96
Hula ..... Rashel Brandon     97
Hannalore Grietch ..... Annemarie Banuelos  98
Saint Helens ..... Rashel Brandon     99
Drawing in the Dark ..... Sunnah Lopez      100
Where I’m From  ..... Kelsey Grace Mangan   101
Untitled ..... Denise Schiraldi    102
The Shackles are Removed ..... Rashel Brandon  103

9



Mediocre People Don’t Go To Jail
Bryn Hanley

,W·V�WKH�EHVW�DQG�WKH�ZRUVW�RI�XV�LQ�KHUH�

These men by my side

 have put aside their fear.

7KHUH·V�KRQHVW�WUXWK�DURXQG�PH�QRZ�

1R�VD\HU·V�VRRWK�FRQIRXQGV�PH��+RZ"

*UH\�ZDOO·V�FDJH�RQO\�IHHOV�WR�EH�

As days small rage,

Lonely reels so free;

The smallest kindness of strangers, delights;

Where tallest blindness of Rangers, frights —

� ÀJKWV�

Freer here amongst dark and dreary day,

.LQJOLHU�QHDU��DV�GUXQNV�ODUN�OLNH�KHDU�PH�SUDLVH�

.HHS�PH�KHUH�

 near strange new friends.

Sleep the fear

 of deranged blue ends. Ј

Gray Goose
Aaron Ibarra

The Gray Goose pulling into the prison gates.

Earned myself a 1st class ticket because of my mistakes

Wearing a paper jumpsuit that tears easily.

Surrounded by many individuals you can feel

the misery.

Thinking about my journey.

All it is is a mystery.

+RXUV�ORQJ�EXV�ULGH�VLWWLQJ�LQ�FDJHV�� �!
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This is only the beginning of the many stages.

Enjoying the scenery & sitting here quietly,

because any sound can lose our property.

'ULYH�XS�WR�D�WRZHU��DQG�RXW�RI�WKH�ZLQGRZ�

peeks the gunner.

'URS�XV�RͿ�LQ�5	5�

7HOO�XV�´+DYH�D�JRRG�VXPPHU�µ� Ј

R&R
Jiovanni Bueno

Rehabilitation and reform.

,·P�EDFN�XS�LQ�KHUH�OLNH�,�QHYHU�OHIW�

:K\�WKH\�VD\�WLPH�KHDOV"

,�GLG�WKH�WLPH��LW�GLGQ·W�GR�PH�

More like time kills,

literally.  Ј

Ducks
Anthony Stratton Fleming

1 duck 2 duck 3 duck 4 

5 ducks 6 ducks 7 ducks more

A beautiful sunny day with my pistol on my side

A new shiny .44 I may take for a ride.

What a great addition to black Winchester shotgun,

DV�WKH�GXFNLHV�SUHSDUH�WR�Á\�

Chug a lug chug a lug

The brown bourbon whiskey hits just right

No sipping on this bright sunny day.

<HW�WKHUH�VXUHO\�ZLOO�EH�GHDWK�WR�IHHG� �!
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my family and I.   

Chug a lug chug a lug

1RZ�,·P�IHHOLQJ�MXVW�ULJKW�

$OO�,�QHHG�LV�RQH�H\H�WR�SLFN�RͿ�WKH�GXFNV�DV

WKH\�Á\��6RRQ�D�VHD�RI�IDOOHQ�IHDWKHUV

ZLOO�EH�ÁRDWLQJ�DERXW��$�IXQ�ÀOOHG

reward as my beagle rounds them 

about.

Chug a lug chug a lug

,W·V�QRZ�WLPH�IRU�D�QDS

DV�WKH�GXFNV�KDYH�ÀOOHG�P\

brown gunny sack. Ј

Speed Kills
Anthony Stratton Fleming

Cheap thrills 

with points or pills 

speed kills Ј

 
Death Legacy 
Kaleb C. Wooden

For better for worse 

,W·OO�HQG�LQ�D�KHDUVH

Tis this we are all cursed

So if today was your last 

&RXOG�\RX�VD\�\RX·UH�SURXG�RI�\RXU�SDVW

Life is never a guarantee 

,I�\RX�GRQ·W�OLYH�ULJKWHRXVO\�� !
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So when I die show no pity 

Send my soul to the Golden City 

dig my grave six feet deep

Put two roses at my feet

Put two crosses on my chest 

And tell all my homies I did my best Ј

The Strawberry That Grew From Concrete
Jiovanni Bueno

Some people believe Tupac is still 

DOLYH��:HOO��,�DLQ·W�KLP�DQG�WKHUH·V�

GHÀQLWHO\�QR�URVHV�JURZLQJ�IURP�

FRQFUHWH�ZKHUH�,·P�IURP�

Just strawberries.

Funny it seems my city is 

full of broken dreams.

Left behind all over the crime

scene.

We got kids killing kids but

WKLV�DLQ·W�D�VXUSULVH�

As I sit in court, I can

see they want me to fail.

7KHUH·V�QR�VXJDU�RQ�LW

´,·P�D�GHPRQ�NQRZQ�IRU�UDLVLQJ

KHOO�µ�VR�,·P�IRUELGGHQ�EDLO�

/RQJ�OLYH� !
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the city of broken dreams, the

city where strawberries grow

from concrete. Ј

Tupac 
Shadley Stephens

Tupac had died 

before his time 

yet he still releases 

old-new rhymes. 

 

Video footage of recent 

concerts in Brazil --

is it a hologram Tupac

RU�OLYLQJ�ÁHVK�XQNLOOHG"

Regardless of whether

or not his choices unwise,

millions of positive people

were damaged by his demise. 

In a short-ended quest

to achieve all his goals,

he stumbled and crumbled

and lost his damn soul.

Nobody had stopped

to see why he cried

yet all were so shocked

to hear that he died.

7KH�URVH�WKDW�WUDYHOHG� !
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without any feet,

yet he still had the strength

to emerge from concrete.

A boy with no father

or money at all

still rose to the top

making a much longer fall.

+H�SUHGLFWHG�KLPVHOI

before his time he would die.

Someone shoulda stopped

to see why he cried. Ј

Back Stories
In the depths 
Aidan Dunworth 

Somehow someway 

I got myself caught up 

in between my lies and my promises.

,�GRQ·W�NQRZ�KRZ�,�JRW�WKLV�ZD\�

,�NQRZ�LW·V�QRW�RND\�

,�WKLQN�,�NQRZ�KRZ�WR�À[�WKLV��

If I stop lying

There will be no lies to hide,

If I stop making promises 

There will be no promises to keep 

because right now I feel trapped 

in a deep trench in the ocean 

IHHOLQJ�OLNH�,�QHHG�WR�JDVS�IRU�DLU�� !
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but there is none 

because I am stuck 

between my lies 

and my promises.  Ј

Rise Above
Anthony Stratton Fleming

1HZ�<HDU�1HZ�0H�

Out with the old in with the new.

Past mistakes and broken hearts.

Shattered dreams and sunken hope.

'HDWK�WR�PLVHU\�DQG�VHOI�LQÁLFWHG�SDLQ�

Forgiveness to all, especially me.

Love conquers all, something foreign to me.

But a glitter of hope and true love I now see.

7KH�.LQJ�RI�DOO�.LQJV�KDV�FRPH�WR�FDSWXUH�PH

IURP�IDOVH�HJR�DQG�SULGH�DQG�RWKHU�VHOÀVKQHVV��\RX�VHH�

$QG�P\�DQJHO�H\HV�VSDUNHG�D�ÁDPH

WKDW�FDQ·W�EH�SXW�RXW�

Giving up is not an option, life is precious to me.

My actions mean more than a laugh or a joke.

Lost loved ones gone too soon,

yet they still inspire me.

Not taking for granted a single breath of fresh air.

Beauty and achievements surround me.

,W·V�WLPH�WR�OHW�JR�DQG�EHJLQ�WKLV�QHZ�VWDUW�

One day at a time.

No one is perfect you see, be forgiving

of others and lend a hand when you can.

%H�WUXH�WR�\RXUVHOI�DQG�OLYH�OLIH�WR�WKH�IXOOHVW��� !
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however that may be.

No more struggling with the weight of the world.

Lean on and be guided by that bright shining light

and rise above. Ј

Top of the World
Jiovanni Bueno

2QH�GD\�,·OO�KLNH�0RXQW�(YHUHVW�

,·OO�VWDQG�XS�WKHUH�DQG�SODQW�P\�ÁDJ�

,·OO�VPRNH�D�FLJDU��,·OO�PDNH

a toast!

On top of the world

,·OO�WDNH�D�PRPHQW�RI�VLOHQFH�

For all those who tried & died.

For those who doubted me,

and those who believed.

From hiking, Bakki, and pipeline

WR�WKH�ZRUOG·V�JUHDWHVW�SHDN�

,W·V�����PHQWDO��WKH�UHVW�RQH

step at a time! Ј

Brown
Anthony Stratton Fleming

A brown squirrel running atop an old brown

dirty brown sandy barrel racing thunderous 

RQWR�WKH�VKRUH��7KH�EURZQ�NHOS�RXW�DW� !
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sea swaying to and fro. The light

DQG�VZHHW�FRͿHH�LQ�P\�FXS�VWLOO

JLYLQJ�RͿ�VWHDP�DV�RQH�FDQ�VHH��$QG

WKH�EURZQ�FRͿHH�FDNH�LQ�P\�KDQG

so sweet & delightful. The brown old

Chevy truck leaving a honk as my

friend passes by. A young brown lab

simplifying playing about. A large cigarillo

blunt someone left behind I see. Oh

a great start to the day for me. Ј

Wet Feet
Craig Tatum Delacruz

Fly around the city with a cape on your back. 

Run that 

 Girl – 

go on and get your feet wet

Push that 

 Girl– 

go on and serve that world

Run that 

 Girl–

go on and join the peace train 

With no love. 

Push that girl– 

QRZ�JR�JHW�\RXU�IHHW�ZHW���� !
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Feet wet wet– wet wet 

Run that girl!! 

Inspired by: Lil John & East Side Boyz Ј

Acts of Kindness
Bobi Joseph

,W·V�HDV\�WR�JLYH

But hard to receive,

Small acts of kindness.

Opening doors for strangers

And shutting them to loved ones,

Small acts of kindness.

3URJUDPPHG�WR�UHOLHYH�VXͿHULQJ

But trained to receive it,

Small acts of kindness.

A two-way pump,

Blowing out kindness

And sucking in pain,

Small acts of kindness. Ј
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The Joy
Victor Meras

The joy of Life

The joy of Love

7KH�MR\�RI�+RSH

The joy of Romance

The joy of Relationship

7KH�MR\�RI�+DSSLQHVV

The joy of Well-Being

The joy of Mindfulness

The joy of a Calm Mood

The joy of Passion

The joy of Action

The joy of Self-Expression

The joy of Vitality

The joy of Motion

The joy of the Moment

The joy of Joy.

A Blissful Encounter.

The Joy.  Ј

Behind the Glass
Fabian Mendoza

$OO�WKH�´OLWWOH�WKLQJVµ�UHDOO\�DUHQ·W�WKDW�OLWWOH�

They can determine a variety of emotional factors

if you tweak the right one.

A haircut that makes you feel fresh inside and out

Or a visit, just seeing them there for you behind the glass,

3URYLQJ�LW�FDQ·W�WUXO\�VHSDUDWH�XV�� !
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S/O to my bro Angel for coming to visit me

and to my boy Matt for forcing me into a haircut that helped lift 

my spirits. Ј

Untitled
Richard Amick

Saturday, surprised with a gift 

 London came, gave me a kiss

Wagging his tail excited

 Barked at all in the park delighted

7KH�ZDUP�VXQ��WKH�IUHVK�DLU��SUHWW\�ÁRZHUV�

 A stroll to health. I felt so empowered 

These blessings rain down like a shower 

 Fueling my soul, something to devour

$SSUHFLDWLQJ�ZKDW�OLIH·V�RͿHUHG�XS

�7KH�SRVLWLYLW\·V�IXOÀOOHG�WKH�FXS

+RZ�FRXOG�,�LQGXOJH�HQRXJK

 Satisfaction has upheld the tough

7LPHV�WKDW�O·YH�VXͿHUHG�WKURXJK�VWXͿ

�7HPSWHG�WR�PDNH�LW��FDOOLQJ�LWV�EOXͿ

To remain strong while the pain and the rain

�.QRZLQJ�WKH�EHWWHU�GD\V�ZRXOG�VXVWDLQ

Ugliness would never know real bliss

�)UHHGRP�LV�P\�VXUSULVH��LW·V�P\�JLIW�� Ј
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Pictures
Fabian Mendoza

Images bring memories with them.

They hold a key to your heart and mind,

one that is unable to be unlocked otherwise.

7KH�VWUHDP�RI�MR\�WKDW�ÀOOV�WKH�YRLG

comes with a price when the time is over. Ј

Time Never Forgets What May be Unseen or Unknown
Patrick McGrath

The time I was constantly lost, betrayed, and deserted.

The time I was troubled, externally and internally.

7KH�WLPH�,�ÁDWOLQHG�IRU���GD\V�LQ�WKH�,&8�DQG�FRQVLGHUHG�GHDG�

The time I lost my way.

The time I nearly froze in the streets and night with no one who cared.

The time I blacked out and hurt someone I loved.

The time I was left for dead by my family.

7KH�WLPH�,�ZDV�OLWHUDOO\�´KXQWHGµ�E\�D�ULFK�PDQ�

The time I had no fears, not even of death, with a gun in my face, or a 

knife

 to my neck or stabbed in my back.

7KH�WLPH�,�ÀQDOO\�FRXOG�ZDON�LQ�WKH�VXQ�

The time I no longer had sleepless nights.

7KH�WLPH�,�ÀQDOO\�GLGQ·W�KDYH�WR�ORRN�RYHU�P\�VKRXOGHU�DQG�SUD\

� LI�,�VOHSW�,·G�EH�EOHVVHG�WR�ZDNH�XS�DQG�VHH�DQRWKHU�GD\�

The time I lived on the run to stay alive for my kid.

The time I always had to keep a gun.

7KH�WLPH�,�ZDV�NLGQDSSHG�DQG�ZRQGHUHG�LI�LW·V�WKH�HQG�

7KH�WLPH�,�ÀQDOO\�HVFDSHG��� !
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The time I found my way.

The time I was no longer led astray.

The time I returned to the bay.

7KH�WLPH�,�ZDV�P\�EHVW�IULHQG·V�VDYLRU�

The time I was forgotten in the streets.

The time I was alone in the darkness.

The time I was consumed by demons.

7KH�WLPH�DQ�DQJHO�IRXQG�PH�DQG�KHOSHG�NHHS�PH�DÁRDW�

The time that angel helped me change my ways.

The time that angel was real and had my child.

7KH�WLPH�,�UHDOL]HG�,�KDG�WR�ÀQDOO\�EUHDN�WKH�F\FOH�DQG�FKDQJH

 my ways for my soon-to-be wife and daughter:

 to be a better man, husband, and father. Ј

Aokighara Forest
Jiovanni Bueno

I wonder why all those people

committed suicide. The little details.

Everyone has a story. Broken promises,

maybe ‘cause of tradition and 

FXOWXUH"�

What stood out to me was the

whole Golden Gate Bridge thing –

,�GURYH�RYHU�LW�RQFH�DQG�,�GLGQ·W�

see a crisis going on.  

I just got an alert of a big

earthquake. Ј
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Better Than Most, Not As Good As Some
Brett Barber

%HWWHU��� ,�WKLQN�,·P�EHWWHU�WKDQ�\RX�

� � \RX�WKLQN�\RX·UH�EHWWHU�WKDQ�WZR�

� � :KR·V�WR�VD\�WKDW�ZKDW�\RX�GR

� � FRXOG�EH�ULJKW��ZURQJ��RU�WUXH"

7KDQ��� ,·P�IDVWHU�WKDQ�\RX�

� � <RX�WKLQN�\RX·UH�IDVWHU��WRR�

� � <RX�WKLQN�\RX�KDYH�EHWWHU�VKRHV�

� � 7KDW·V�KRZ�ZH�DOO�ORVH�

Most -  I rock the folks from coast to coast.

� � 0RVW�EORNHV�WKLQN�LW·V�IDPH�WR�ERDVW�

� � 0RVW�IRONV�VD\�LW·V�WR�URDVW

  the Billboard charts #1 is most.

Not -  Not a house, not a car

� � 7KLV�DWWLWXGH�ZRQ·W�JHW�\RX�IDU�

  If you star in a moonlight bar

  it could be closed due to SARS.

$V���� ,·P�DV�WDOO�DV�\RX��,·P�QRW�D�IRRO�

� � $V�SODQHV�Á\��\RX�ZLOO�WU\�

  As chains divide, the chance that died.

� � &DQ�ZH�VRDU�DV�HDJOHV�Á\"� � !
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*RRG���� :KDW·V�JRRG�LV�WKH�TXHVWLRQ�

� � ,V�WKHUH�DQ�DQVZHU�RU�DQRWKHU�VHVVLRQ"

� � ,·P�JRRG��DUH�\RX�JRRG"

� � <HV��LW·V�RND\�

� � /HW·V�EH�RQ�RXU�PHUU\�ZD\�

Some - Can I have some, 

� � DUH�\RX�VRPHRQH"

  Can we just all

� � KDYH�VRPH�IXQ"� Ј

Three Short Poems
Fabian Mendoza

1.

,�XVH��·V�DV�)·V

but only for my name.

,�VD\�LW·V�OXFN\

EHFDXVH�LW·V�P\�SODFHPHQW�LQ�P\�VLEOLQJV�

,W·V�LURQLF�EHFDXVH�,�VXFN�DW�JDPEOLQJ�

,I�LW·V������LQ�P\�IDYRU

somehow I overcome

and I end up in debt.

2.

,�ZHDU�JODVVHV��,�GRQ·W�QHHG

to change my perspective.

3.

I used to wear white gold.

Now when I go out, I wear

silver on my wrists

and ankles. Ј
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The System
Matthew Madriz

,·P�VWXFN�RQ�WKLV�SDWK�RI�D�ORQHO\�URDG

:KHUH�,·P�WR�VLW�LGOH�DQG�JURZ�XS�ROG�

,·OO�VHH�WKH�*UHDW�:DOO��EXW�QRW�WKDW�RI�&KLQD�

A place full of warriors, where our past is behind us,

lost and forgotten,

nowhere to be seen. Ј

What A Day
Joshua Dolera

6XFK�D�ORQHO\�GD\�DQG�LW·V�PLQH��

the most loneliest day of my life. 

I cry sorrow, but my faith in God 

is still in a prayer somewhere in the sky.

*RG�LV�WKH�GHÀQLWLRQ�RI�ORYH��LQGHHG��

VR�*RG��ZK\�GRQ·W�\RX�EORZ�PH�D�ZKLVWOH�

on this most loneliest day of my life.

%XW�WKH�FORFN�NHHSV�RQ�WLFNLQJ�DQG�,·P�ORVLQJ�VLJKW

‘cause of all this darkness around me–

such a huge fog bank on one side 

and the darkness on the other.

,�IHHO�WUDSSHG�OLNH�WKH�FDW�LQ�WKH�EDJ�� !
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,·YH�IHOW�VR�WUDSSHG�RQ�WKLV�ORQHO\�GD\�

,·P�UXQQLQJ�RXW�RI�EUHDWK�

All I hear is tick-tock on this lonely

day by day.

Anxiety attacks throughout this whole lonely day, 

and of course, it just happens to be mine– 

afraid I will never feel or understand what love is 

or feel the company of God.

The clock is ticking faster.

,�EHOLHYH�LW·V�MXVW�D�PDWWHU�RI�WLPH�QRZ�

The fog has taken over on one side

and darkness has taken over on the other side of me.

I believe this is good-bye. Ј

Fear
Anthony Stratton Fleming

Fear nothing, we are taught and engraved in us

DV�\RXQJ�ER\V��+LGGHQ�LQ�DQJHU�DQG�UDJH�

as young men, we explore. Fear No Evil

the good Lord teaches as maturing begins. 

%XW�EDFN�WR�WKH�KLGGHQ�DQG�VWXͿHG�DQJHU�ZH�KLGH�

Collecting inside of the prideful and false ego

we take for a ride.

6WXQJ�SDLQIXO�PHPRULHV�WKDW�KDXQW�XV��ULVLQJ

WR�WKH�VXUIDFH�QRZ�DQG�WKHQ��ZH�VWXͿ

them back deep down inside. Making sure we

GRQ·W�HYHU�VKHG�D�WHDUIXO�H\H�

)RU�WKDW�ZRXOG�EH�ZHDNQHVV��DQG�PHQ�GRQ·W�FU\�� !
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<HW�VRRQ�ERLOLQJ�RYHU�HPRWLRQV�WDNH�FRQWURO�

ÀJKWLQJ�EHFRPHV�FRPPRQ�

Chaos a comfort to me.

%ODFN�H\HV�DQG�FOHQFKHG�ÀVWV�

swinging in circles of a never-ending pit.

Loud music a comfort, chaotic lyrics will soothe.

A love-starved soul begging for attention.

2QO\�GHVWUXFWLRQ�ÀOOV�WKH�YRLG�

Serenity unknown and tranquility a scare.

As painful memories as a young lad,

the tunnel vision takes place.

Looking for answers

DW�WKH�ERWWRP�RI�D�ERWWOH��,·YH�QRZ

settled in, the discomfort a common ground.

I now know my place. Ј

Thoughts of How I Feel
Isaiah Campos

Every day thinking ‘bout my family.

Thinking of a better me. Really

WU\QD�FKDQJH��EXW�WKHUH·V�DOZD\V

something stopping me.

&DQ·W�UHDOO\�FKDQJH�P\VHOI

but at least change my ways.

Cuz the shit that I lived

DLQ·W�KRZ�,�ZDQWHG�LW�WR�SOD\�

So every night I pray.

At least pray for some better days.

Tired of seeing the same walls.

Tired of seeing the same place. Ј
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The Voice That Saves Me
Martin Bell

A storm sits in the distance, stirring…

growing darker and more angry by the moment.

Waiting and watching…like an 18-foot crocodile

for its opportunity to swallow the pretty blue sky.

As the war drum beats in my chest

the lightining crackles and the rain pounds….relentless!

From the abyss, through the darkness overhead

comes a voice…

each word pierces the clouds with rays of light.

Every word is like a strong wind

carrying the clouds away, into the beyond.

As I understand the words…

the sky brightens, and the crocodile swims away…

into a pink and orange sunset! Ј

Just Know I’ll Win
Anthony Koppe

If it guides me wrong and

,�GRQ·W�ZLQ��MXVW�NQRZ�,·OO

VOLGH�EDFN��GXVW�RͿ��	�FDWFK

that win. Life come so hard,

with no playbook. We make

our own, right or wrong,

it guides us on. Ј
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Instinct
Matthew Madriz

:H·UH�DOO�WKH�VDPH�LQ�WKH�GDUN�

It just takes motivation.

If you were placed in his shoes

,·P�VXUH�\RX·G�KDYH�KLV�GHWHUPLQDWLRQ

Just like a pack of hyenas

Looking for its meal

,W·V�VXUYLYDO�RI�WKH�ÀWWHVW

That gazelle is a done deal. Ј

We Be Cool
Craig Tatum Delacruz

They be cool. They

could fool. They 

may even rule. They 

could have stayed in school. 

They. 

Run before they walk. They 

Sing before they talk. 

$�1HZ�<RUN�&LW\�EORFN�

a body outlined in chalk. Ј
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Soul Tune
Benjamine Goertz

I see myself on a foggy morning 

miles out at sea 

ÁRDWLQJ�RQ�VRPHWKLQJ�,�FDQ·W�VHH�

staying above water 

ÁRZLQJ�XS�DQG�GRZQ�RQ�PDVVLYH�VZHOOV�

,W·V�YHU\�FDOPLQJ�

not scary at all

complete solitude 

peacefully being one with the ocean. 

As I breathe in deeply 

the next big swell takes place 

underneath me, and then 

as I breathe out 

LW·V�DV�LI�,·P�FRQWUROOLQJ�WKH�ODUJH�VZHOO�

to be sent out from under me 

outwards into the universe 

as if they are large messages of energy 

to later be received from the universe, 

from above, each breath, 

I send out enormous pulses, 

utilizing the great element to silently speak, 

loudly to the source, 

to center myself directly. Ј
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Foggy Day
Jiovanni Bueno

I miss a foggy day.

Everything is chill, literally,

the weather, the people.

A day to stay indoors

or go for a hike and

run into a bear.

A day to 

UHÁHFW�DW�RSHQ�VHDV�

+RSLQJ�WKDW�E\�QLJKW�WKH�VNLHV

clear up for a nice moon mist. Ј

Que Hora Son
Craig Tatum Delacruz

Que hora son 

Fog that loiters the lenses 

of my glasses 

the marine layer that 

blocks my vision 

Que hora son

I must be late to work.  Ј

Untitled
Carl Edberg

Walking on a beautiful afternoon 

with the dog running through the tulips, 

with no fences around,

happy to see snow on the upper hillside 

WR�VWDUW�WKH�QHZ�\HDU�RͿ�ZLWK�ZDWHU�IRU�DOO�� Ј

32



Where the Fish Live
Fabian Mendoza

I submerge myself far down below

ZKLOH�,·P�ZLWK�KHU�

letting her soft voice

change my brain chemistry.

$V�KHU�FRRO�FDOPLQJ�SUHVHQFH�ÁRZV

through the stream of my blood,

I lay down below.

Growing tired and colder,

+RZ�,�H[LW�WKH�OLTXLG�ÀOOHG

porcelain box, I do not know

as I never want it to be over.

I feel cursed by the burden

of getting to know her.

She cannot numb me

when I am sober.  Ј

Ruby
Matthew Madriz

5RVHV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�EORRG�UHG�SHWDOV

and forest green stems.

So very vibrant and beautiful

that I cannot resist its glory.

I reach my hand out

to only be pricked by its thorns.

She would like to be loved

but she chooses only to revoke. Ј
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Cold Cougar
Martin Bell

She says she knows me…

She also reads the back of the book

claiming she can recite its entirety, word for word.

+RZ�DEVXUG��1R�HQWLUHW\�FDQ�EH�NQRZQ�IURP�D�EOXUE�

:HOO��LI�WKDW·V�WKH�FDVH

She should know intentions by a glimpse of the face!

<HDK��DQG�P\�RWKHU�KRXVH�LV�D�PDQVLRQ�LQ�RXWHU�VSDFH�

+HU�RPQLSRWHQW�VWDQFH�JLYHV�PH�D�EDG�WDVWH�

Always on defense, her walls go up on cue,

KHU�OLIH�KDV�EHHQ�KDUG��VKH·V�ORQHO\�DQG�EOXH�

6KH·V�EHDXWLIXO�OLNH�D�JRGGHVV��RQH�KHFN�RI�D�YLHZ�

VKH�SXVKHV�PH�DZD\��EXW�,·P�VWXFN�RQ�KHU�OLNH�JOXH�� Ј

Departed  
Dedicated to all who lost loved ones and/or freedom 
Soledad Prison 1997-2007
Rudy H. Salas

Since we departed, I lost track of the time. The clock

keep ticking but nothing

ever changes. This break-up we had

corrupted my heart, so many lonely days

,�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZKHUH�WR�VWDUW�

«HYHU\�QLJKW�,�GUHDP�RI�\RX� !
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I lie in paradise - a mental addiction

for you to enter my life. I need your love

ULJKW�DZD\��GRQ·W�ZDVWH�QR�WLPH�

,�FDQ·W�VWDQG�DQRWKHU�GD\�ZLWKRXW�\RXU�ORYH

in my life. Looking back on

promises made, how did I lose you

DQG�ZKR�FDQ�EH�WR�EODPH"

Well the way I feel I lost my world

DQG�,·P�ORVLQJ�P\�PLQG��1R�GRXEW�DERXW�LW�

WUXH�ORYH�LV�KDUG�WR�ÀQG�� Ј

Love At First Sight
Anthony Stratton Fleming

Love I once thought I knew,

but not so, you see,

XQWLO�WKDW�ÀUVW�EUHDWK��WHDUV��DQG�FU\�IURP�\RX

that my eyes bore witness to. 

A fresh new beat in my heart 

and twinkle in my eyes.

The purest and most amazing gift I will ever receive;

and not so much from your mother and I

but from the good Lord, you see.

A miracle, I think not.

'DGG\·V�DQJHO�H\HV�LV�ZKDW�,�VHH�

so pure and so true.

I promise to always be here for you,

till death do us part…

,·OO�EH�E\�\RXU�VLGH

whether near or far, lending an ear,

VRPH�H[SHULHQFH�DQG�KRQHVW\�� !
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No wrong could you do in my eyes,

\RX·OO�FRPH�WR�VHH�

Perfectly imperfect, a true gift of individuality.

Always be true to yourself, and please,

chase your dreams.

Life will become painful at times,

VRPHWKLQJ�,�FDQ·W�VDYH�\RX�IURP�

But serenity and tranquility can surely be yours

as long as you do what is right 

DQG�OHW�WKH�.LQJ�RI�$OO�.LQJV

be your ever-shining light.  Ј

When She’s Older
Patrick McGrath

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��,�ZRQGHU�ZKDW�\RX·OO�WKLQN�RI�PH�

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�KDYH�JRWWHQ�WR�NQRZ�PH�RU

PH�NQRZ�\RX"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�VWLOO�EH�GDG·V�VWDUU\�H\HG�OLWWOH�JLUO"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�,�EH�\RXU�IULHQG�RU�MXVW�\RXU�IDWKHU"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�UHPHPEHU�PH�QRW�DOZD\V�EHLQJ�WKHUH

EHFDXVH�RI�WKH�GLVWDQFH"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��,�KRSH�\RX·OO�FRPH�WR�PH�ZLWK�SUREOHPV�

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��,�KRSH�\RX·OO�FRPH�WR�PH�ZLWK�ZKDWHYHU�PDNHV

you happy.

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��DQG�,�VWDUW�WR�DJH��ZLOO�\RX�ORFN�PH�DZD\

LQ�DQ�ROG�IRONV·�KRPH"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU���ZLOO�\RX�NHHS�LQ�FRQWDFW"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�EODPH�PH�IRU�QRW�EHLQJ�WKHUH

EHFDXVH�,·P�LQ�KHUH"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�KDWH�PH�RU�UHVHQW�PH�IRU�P\�SDVW�

RU�WKLQN�RXWODZ�GDG�ZDV�FRRO�DQG�D�EODVW"� !
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:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU���ZLOO�\RX�UHPHPEHU�XV�YLVLWLQJ�WKURXJK

WKH�SKRQH�ZKLOH�,�ZDV�ORFNHG�DZD\"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�,�EH�DEOH�WR�PDNH��\RX�IUHH]H

OLNH�,�GR�QRZ�ZKHQ�\RX�KHDU�P\�YRLFH"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�ZH�VWLOO�EH�VLOO\�OLNH�RXU�OLWWOH�´UDZUVµ

ZH�GLG�WRGD\�LQ�WKH�YLGHR�YLVLW"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�IHHO�DVKDPHG�RI�PH

RU�DVWRQLVKHG�DQG�DPD]HG�DW�ZKDW�GDG·V�GRQH

LQ�WKH�VWRULHV�,�WHOO�DERXW�PRP�DQG�GDG·V�SDVW"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��KRZ�ZLOO�\RX�EH�DV�D�NLG

RU�DV�D�\RXQJ�ZRPDQ�VRPHGD\"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZLOO�\RX�HQMR\�\RXU�IDWKHU·V�SRHPV"

:KHQ�\RX·UH�ROGHU��ZRXOG�\RX�OLNH�VRPH�SRHWU\"� Ј

I Am
Craig Tatum Delacruz

a father of two daughters 

and 

a brother with 2 brothers a son of a gun 

and 

soon to be husband 

and 

D�ÀVKHUPDQ�ZLWK�D�URG�LQ�ERWK�KDQGV

and

the man with the Plan,

6RRQ��ZH·OO�DOO�EH�SOD\LQJ

in the sand!! 

namaste at the beach.  Ј
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Dear Son
Anthony Koppe

From the day I found out,

I knew you would be coming home

one day soon. I drove

myself crazy, making sure that everything

was just the way you would want it

for the day we meet. That rainy day came

oh so fast. Clammy hands

gripping the steering wheel

as we rushed her to the hospital.

.QRZLQJ�KRZ�JUHDW�LW�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�EH�

WKDW�\RX·UH�RQ�\RXU�ZD\��WRR�VRRQ��QRW�VRRQ�HQRXJK�

Almost eleven hours later

looking like us both

holding you in our arms

putting you in your newly-bought car seat.

Family complete.

Welcome to this crazy world, son,

OHW·V�JR�KRPH�� Ј

Hindsight
Bobi Joseph

+LQGVLJKW

My astute delight

Full of insight

Forever right.

6KH·V�DOZD\V�ODWH

0DQ\�D�EURNHQ�GDWH� !
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Plenty of advice

7RR�ODWH�WR�VXFH�

I look ahead

VKH·V�QHYHU�LQ�VLJKW

I look to the rear

6KH·V�GRPLQDQW�DQG�FOHDU�

I beseech and pray

´6LJKW�P\�SDWK�DKHDG�µ

But she blindfolds me

$QG�ÀOOV�PH�ZLWK�GUHDG�

I swivel my head

6KH·V�WKHUH 

Everything is clear

Clarity 

If I could move forward

While looking behind

,·G�EH�PXFK�ZLVHU

While crashing my mind. Ј

Truth
Fabian Mendoza

'RQ·W�JHW�VWXFN�LQ�WKH�SDVW�

WKLQJV�ZRQ·W�JR�EDFN�WR�KRZ�WKH\�ZHUH�

Memories stay in your mind and

WKH\�QHYHU�FRPH�EDFN�� !
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Life can be beautiful

or it can be trash.

It depends on perspective.

Enjoy the good moments, they

GRQ·W�VHHP�WR�ODVW�

Life will continue with or w/o you

DQG�LW·OO�PRYH�WRR�IDVW�

Time is too short.

'RQ·W�JHW�VWXFN�LQ�WKH�SDVW��� Ј

Tears in the Ink
Egmidio Anderson

Part I 

Every tattoo I have, at one point,

the artist began to cry while giving me the tattoo.

All my tattoos have tears in them.

11:00 prison dorm is mixed

ZLWK�&DGLOODF�FRͿHH�GULQNV�DQG

questions back and forth about 

our kids our cars our crimes our sentences

our release dates our favorite foods our favorite music.

The way of gun and knife,

LW�FDQ�EULQJ�WHDUV�WR�D�JURZQ�PDQ·V�H\HV��

which end up in my tattoo ink.

Reaper, Opium, Snoopy,

WKHVH�DUH�QRW�6DQWD·V�UHLQGHHU��QHLWKHU�DUH

6QRZ�:KLWH����'ZDUYHV�� !
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,W·V�DOO�SUH�GHVLJQHG�

the norns made it that way

so I could have tears

in my tattoo ink.

Part II

A melted blue rubber handball,

mixed with ash from a jailhouse candle.

I will show you fear in a handful of dust,

as scientists argue over time zero and

religious leaders argue over creationism.

We turn ash and melted blue rubber handballs

into acts of violence, murder, rage, 

racism, love. A character

may be developed, or maybe

LW·V�DOO�SUH�GHVLJQHG

OLNH�WKH�FRORUV�RI�ZLOGÁRZHUV���

who chooses the years of superblooms,

who picks those colors.

My tattoos have tears in the ink. Ј

Down
Craig Tatum Delacruz

With my road dog Chino & M.B. 

I been down, 

not that long 

Staring at these 

-DLO�KRXVH�ZDOOV�� !
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,·YH�EHHQ�GRZQ�

ready to run out of

Bounce

Staring at these jail house walls 

,·YH�EHHQ�GRZQ�

not that long,

wondering if I belong

Staring at these jail house walls 

6WLOO�FDQ·W�DFFHSW�LQFRPLQJ�FDOOV�

,�EHHQ�GRZQ�RK�VR�'RZQ�

Sing the same ole song 

,�FDQ·W�UHPHPEHU�KRZ�ORQJ�

6LQFH�,·YH�EHHQ�GRZQ��� Ј

A History in Chains
Isaiah Raymundo Ornelas

America has more blacks in prison today than it had slaves in 1850.

All the people in prison waiting for their freedom

Patiently, all the innocents incarcerated, discriminated

racially, having no resources. Once being put out on the street,

XVHG�WR�WKH�VWUXFWXUH�RI�SULVRQ��VR�WKH\�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZKR�WR�EH���!
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HYHU\WKLQJ�KDV�FKDQJHG��LW·V�ZD\�GLͿHUHQW�WKDQ�LW�XVHG�EH�

IDPLO\�KDV�PRYHG�VR�WKH\�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZKR�WR�VHH�

+DUG�WR�JHW�D�MRE��RQ�WKH�UHFRUG�LV�D�IHORQ\�

WU\QD�FKDQJH�WKHLU�ZD\V��EXW�WKH\·UH�UHPLQGHG�WKH\�DUH�FULPLQDOV�

tryna be seen in a bigger light, but they left in the peripherals.

1RZ�WKH\·UH�JHWWLQJ�GHVSHUDWH��LW·V�VLWXDWLRQ�FULWLFDO�

%DFN�WR�EDG�KDELWV��LW·V�WUDJLF�WKH�ZD\�WKH\�KDYH�LW�

wanting to change but tempters are consistent in their antics.

Like they say, the rich man is the one who rules,

LW·V�KDUG�WR�À[�VRPHWKLQJ�ZKHQ�\RX·UH�OHIW�ZLWK�QR�WRROV�

,W·V�KDUG�WR�EH��D�KRUVH�ZKHQ�\RX·UH�VXUURXQGHG�E\�PXOHV�

Get made, you grow horns then turn into a bull,

WU\QD�EH�FDOP�\XS�\RX·UH�WU\QD�EH�FRRO�

,W·V�KDUG�WR�VXFFHHG�ZKHQ�\RX·UH�VXUURXQGHG�E\�IRROV�

1HYHU�SXW�DQ\RQH�WKURXJK�PLVHU\��\RX�GRQ·W�NQRZ�WKHLU�KLVWRU\�

They say things are gonna change, but to me

they seem the same:

from slaves to prisoners,

a history in chains. Ј

Untitled
Matthew Madriz

,·P�D�QXPEHU��:K\"

My fate determined for me.

Another jumpsuit

6DPH�VKLW��GLͿHUHQW�WRLOHW�

7KH�V\VWHP�KDV�IDLOHG�PH��:K\"

Teachers never reached me. Ј
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P.S. Tell Your Friends About Me
Craig Tatum Delacruz

To whom it may concern, 

No bail in this jail

Sending these words in a kite 

From the main cell. 

am I alive or did I– I just 

fail! 

Well, no way in hell

you can tell, got to strive 

to survive and get up out 

this cell. 

P.S. Tell your friends about me. Ј

Trust Issues
Anthony Koppe

:KR�LQ�WKLV�ZRUOG�FDQ�\RX�WUXVW"

When guns are drawn, 

when the sun goes down,

ZKHQ�\RX·UH�ZDONLQJ�LQ�WKH�VKDGRZV�

who can you call on,

ZKR�FDQ�\RX�WUXVW"

3HRSOH�FDOO�WKHPVHOYHV�\RXU�IULHQGV�� !
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7KH\�WHOO�\RX�WKH\·OO�EH�WKHUH��EXW�DUHQ·W�

6D\�WKH\�JRW�\RXU�EDFN��EXW�GRQ·W�

As they get their knives out,

two tongues in their mouths,

the one they use to promise,

they other they use to lie,

ZKR�FDQ�\RX�UHDOO\�WUXVW"

,�GRQ·W�KDYH�IULHQGV�

I have associates.  Ј

Zodiac
Fabian Mendoza

,·P�D�/LEUD��ZKLFK�LV�UHDOO\�LURQLF

%HFDXVH�,·P�H[WUHPHO\�XQEDODQFHG�

Unable to express emotion and so it bottles up,

LW�EUHDNV�RQ�WKH�JRRG�GD\V�DQG�PDNHV�D�PHVV�\RX�FDQ·W�FOHDQ�

When you want it to break because you long to feel,

<RX�ÀQG�WKDW�LW�LV�HPSW\

And you no longer comprehend which is worse:

Feeling too much, unable to go numb,

2U�EHLQJ�LQ�D�ÁDW�YRLG��XQDEOH�WR�IHHO�� Ј

Vicious Cycle
Martin Bell

My anger pulses throughout

but I bottle it up

GRQ·W�OHW�LW�RXW�RI�P\�VSRXW

take a deep breath

in and out, in and out.

,I�,�WDONHG�,�ZRXOG�UHJUHW� � !
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what came out of my mouth.

Violence is the other path

When I am lost in the city of wrath.

But I know what waits on that route

regret and pain, like an unstoppable rain

giving me cold concrete and being shackled in chains.

The only freedom I would have is inside of my brain

So anger is something I must learn to maintain

%HFDXVH�,·P�WLUHG�RI�FRPLQJ�EDFN��DJDLQ�DQG�DJDLQ�� Ј

Under the Bridge
Ernesto Murillo

'ULYLQJ�DFURVV�WKH�EULGJH�DW�WKH�HQG�RI�WRZQ�

I see she sits on a boulder tucked underneath the bridge,

hand clutching a bottle of liquor, face displaced full

of broken promises, disappointment and sorrow. I remember

her before all the drugs, death, and destruction that

plagued her life, and took her late husband. She

was vibrant and a sight to see. Now she is a

shell of a person, now her life is unraveled.

As I pass her, a loose thread in the darkness looking

for love in all the wrong places, the scars on her

face and worn-out features tell the tales of

struggle. She was a friend of mine a long time ago.

I look over my shoulder as I cross the bridge

at the end of town. Ј
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How to Treat One Another
Ryan Scott Brown

Enjoyment and Satisfaction 

Loyalty 

Truthfulness 

Prayer Support 

Forgiveness 

Encouragement 

Generosity 

5HVSHFW�DQG�+RQRU�

Acceptance 

Protection from emotional,

physical, or spiritual harm.  Ј

Sunset
Fabian Mendoza

0\�ÀUVW�WLPH�DW�WKH�EHDFK�ZDV�ZLWK�P\�WLD�

,�ZRQ·W�IRUJHW�WKH�EHDXW\�RI�WKDW�GD\�

IRU�VKH·V�WKH�UHDVRQ�,�ZDV�DEOH�WR�KDYH�WKDW�H[SHULHQFH�

She left this world two years ago,

but despite the circumstances

,·P�JODG�VKH�SDVVHG�DZD\�LQ�D�SODFH�WKDW�VKH�ORYHG�

even if I can no longer see its beauty. Ј
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Love You
Craig Tatum Delacruz

Love 

A chocolate strawberry 

A glass half full of wine 

'DQFLQJ�LQ�WKH�PRRQOLJKW�

7KDW·V�DPRUH�

Love

as deep as the Ocean. 

soft like a kiss on the cheek 

%XWWHUÁLHV�LQ�\RXU�VWRPDFK�

Love 

is for me and you. Ј

miss you miss pink
Benjamine Goertz

<RX�VXSHU�SUHWW\�VTXHDN\�UHGKHDG�

Why are you still with this dread head 

<RXU�WKRXJKWV�RI�PH�PDNH�P\�HDUV�ULQJ

Thinking of you makes my heart sing 

<RXU�H[SORVLYH�FKDUDFWHU�DQG�FRQWDJLRXV�ODXJKWHU�

<RX�QH[W�WR�PH�LV�ZKDW�,�DP�DIWHU�

Craving your energy, mind, body and spirit 

Soul screaming for yours, I know that you feel it 

So far away yet so very close 

<RX�ORYH�PH�PRUH��,�ORYH�\RX�PRVW�

  -to Olivia Cue  Ј
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The One
Patrick McGrath

The one I would hug.

The one I dream of.

She once was my drug.

She carried my seeds.

The one that I lead.

The reason I breathe.

The one I just need.

The hurt is no good.

The pain  is so real.

The loss I now feel.

The past I dream of.

The one I still love.

She is no longer mine.

The blame is all mine

for I crossed the line.

The love was once mine Ј

Expect A Miracle
Floyd Battease

'R�SODQW�\RXU�RZQ�JDUGHQ

to soothe the soul, my

*UDQGPRWKHU·V�SODFH�LV�ZKHUH

she puts her Gold, turning

soil to loosen the root.

I got too close, got dirt

in my boots. Now Grandma

ZRQ·W�KDYH�WR�ZDLW�IRU�VRPH

RQH�WR�EULQJ�ÁRZHUV��<RX·UH

MXVW�DV�VWURQJ�DV�WKRVH�0LUDFOH�ÁRZHUV�� Ј
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Broken
Anthony Stratton Fleming

Broken home as a young lad

Broken dreams lay about

Broken relationships inside as we are

torn apart

Broken hearts turned to stone

Simply breaking down others and tearing

them apart

Broken faces and bones are things

that are soothing to me

Pain is a cure-all to what

is broken in me. Ј

Broke
Shadley Stephens

I manifest money, 

:KHQ�P\�ZDOOHW·V�EURNH��

By drawing it on paper, 

$QG�WKDW�DLQ·W�D�MRNH��

I start drawing stacks of money,

$QG�,�MXVW�ZRQ·W�VWRS��

7LOO�WKH�SDSHU·V�IXOO�RI�LQN��

$QG�,·P�EDFN�RQ�WRS��

I look down at my shackles, 

As they shatter ‘part. 

7KURZLQ·�-HGL�PLQG�WULFNV��

,�XVH�WKH�)RUFH�D�ORW��� !
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If it were only that easy, 

/LYLQ·�OLNH�D�ERVV��

My freedom uncompromised, 

,·P�QHYHU�DW�D�ORVV��

¶&X]�,�KLW�WKH�VWUHHWV�UXQQLQ·��

$QG�,�GRQ·W�ORRN�EDFN��

$QG�ZKHQ�,·P�FRPLQ·�,�EH�JXQQLQ·��

<RX�NQRZ�WKDW·V�D�IDFW��

,�EH�OHDYLQ·�\RX�VWXQQLQ·�

<RX�VWUDLJKW�XS�JRW�VPDFNHG��

7KDW·V�ZKDW�\RX�JHW�IRU�VOLSSLQ·��

Now your jaw be slack. 

6R�\RX�NQRZ�,·P�DOO�LQ��

,�VD\�´IXFN�D�VRXSµ��

$QG�WR�WKRVH�RI�\RX�FDOOLQ·��

,�EH�WKDQNLQ·�\RX��

<RX·UH�DOO�WKH�UHDVRQ�,�EH�EDOOLQ·��

I got so much food. 

%XW�LI�\RX�ÀQG�\RXUVHOI�IDOOLQ·�

-XVW�NQRZ�,·P�FDWFKLQ·�\RX«�

«ZH�FDQ·W�EH�EURNH«�� Ј

What is Life
Fabian Mendoza

Life is nothing more than an experience,

an experiment in which you are the test subject.

When our experiment is over, the lab coats remain

and they move on to the next subject. Ј
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Broken
Craig Tatum Delacruz

*HW�EURNHQ�RͿ�OLNH�

D�.LW.DW�RU�D�6QDS�%DFN 

or a tail in a mouse trap

broken & broken unbroken 

Words unspoken I am woken 

Just Joking. Ј

.

Programming
Juan Manuel Beyes, Jr.

Being programmed since day Juan.

Being programmed to sell drugs.

Being programmed by my grandparent.

%HLQJ�SURJUDPPHG�E\�PRP·V�LQÁXHQFH�

%HLQJ�SURJUDPPHG�E\�IDPLO\·V�HQFRXUDJHPHQW�

Being programmed to protect my family at all costs.

Being programmed to NEVER show weakness and vulnerability.

Being programmed to never answer to another man.

Being programmed to never lose a battle.

%HLQJ�SURJUDPPHG�WR�QHYHU�VWDUW�EXW�DOZD\V�ÀQLVK�

Being programmed to always be aware of my surroundings.

Being programmed to always show respect.

Being programmed to never allow disrespect.

Being programmed to be smarter than my enemies.

Being programmed to never be incarcerated.

Being programmed to take care of everyone else except myself.  Ј
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May I Rest?
Matthew Madriz

,�DW�WLPHV�ÀQG�P\VHOI�VWDULQJ�LQWR�WKH�PLUURU�

asking the same questions over and over.

:K\�FDQ·W�,�VHH�\RX"�&DQ�\RX�QRW�H[SUHVV�QRU�VKHG�WHDUV"�$UH�\RX�

KXPDQ"

I feel as that I am some sort of mutant  

OLNH�1DWDOLH�'LD]·V�GHVFULSWLRQ�

,�FDQ·W�VHHP�WR�ZUDS�P\�KHDG�DURXQG�ZK\�,�GR�WKH�WKLQJV�,�GR«

,V�LW�EHFDXVH�RI�RXU�JHQHV"�2U�DP�,�MXVW�GDPDJHG"

I understand that we are products of our environment and some of us 

are more tested in life.

Far as I can remember I was tested since day one.

They say the hate U give life is what accustoms those  

within poverty: the hood, the ghetto, us minorities.

Innocence is there when we are babies  

but as we become more aware of our

surroundings that innocence is stripped away 

like to those within the System.

I try decompressing negative thoughts but they just keep on coming, 

although I want to smile, laugh and joke around, to  

simply have compassion.

,�ÀQG�LW�GLFXOW«,·P�DQJU\��VDG�DQG�ORVW��$�FRQIXVHG�FKLOG� 

wondering

:KHUH�GLG�LW�DOO�JR�ZURQJ��:DV�LW�PH"�0\�SDUHQWV"�2U�MXVW�EDG�OXFN"

No. This is not a confession, this is 1 out of a million thoughts.  Ј
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The Boat
Brett Barber

7KH�ERDW�WKDW�ZRXOGQ·W�ÁRDW�

The boat on the hill, never gone to sea.

7KH�ERDW�DQFKRUHG�WR�D�À[HU�XSSHU·V�GUHDP�

7KH�ERDW�WKDW·V�EHDW�

7KH�ERDW�WKDW�GRHVQ·W�ZDQW�WR�EH�D�ERDW�QRZ�

The boat anchored to a bed of ice plants.

7KH�ERDW�ZH�VDLG�LI�LW�ÁRDWV��I·V�RU�ÁLHV�

UHQW��GRQ·W�EX\�

The boat we call a hole in the water

you throw money into.

The boat who never had a chance.

The boat that nose-dived and is 200 feet

below on the bottom of Lake Mead.

The boat of shattered dreams…

The boat with rope sucked into

the motor.

The boat wakeboarders had fun in.

The Tiki boat party.

The boat to Catalina.

7KH�ERDW�WR�$PDOÀ�&RDVW��&DSUL��DQG

ELOOLRQDLUH·V�URZ�

The boat dreams are made of.

I wanna be a boat, I wanna learn

WR�VLQJ��,�ZDQQD�OHDUQ�WR�ÁRDW�DQG

begin again. Ј
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Road Runner
Matthew Madriz

,·G�OLNH�WR�EH�IUHH

Just like that crazy blue bird

Running from coyote

+H�VHHPV�WR�EH�VR�FDUHOHVV

A driver speeding

Oh how I miss the outside

Not this dead feeling

$V�LI�,·P�QRW�VRPH�LQPDWH

Struggling to keep my head high

With constant bullshit

That just seems to multiply

Like some drug money Ј

Pirate Code
Martin Bell

<R�KR�\R�KR�D�SLUDWH·V�OLIH�IRU�PH�

D�UHDO�SLUDWH�GRHVQ·W�SD\��KH�WDNHV�IRU�IUHH�

$OZD\V�UHDG\�IRU�D�ÀJKW�KH�ZRXOG

QHYHU�ÁHH�

:KHQ�LW·V�KLV�WLPH�WR�GLH�KH·OO�JR�GRZQ�

like a kraken of the sea.

'ULQNV�WR�WKLQN�DQG�WKLQNV�WR�GULQN

all the rum near and far.

,·OO�ÀQG�P\�ÀQDO�KRPH�ZLWK�'DY\�-RQHV

¶FDXVH�D�SLUDWH·V�ZKDW�ZH�$55555��� Ј
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Marksmanship
Ryan Scott Brown

.QRZ�\RXU�VXUURXQGLQJV�

Safety and Emergency Protocol 

'LVWDQFH�

Clear Mind, Calm Mind

6WHDG\�<RXU�%UHDWKLQJ�

Squeeze Trigger Never Pull 

Clean Weapon and Ammunition

6KRXW�EHIRUH�ÀULQJ�EXW�QHYHU�ZKLOH�KXQWLQJ��

Stealth and Silence. Quietly become your surroundings. 

'RQ·W�:DVWH�$PPR��6KRRW�WR�NLOO�QRW�WR�LQMXUH��8QOHVV�GLVDUPLQJ�����Ј

Chess Master
Fabian Mendoza

Life is like a game of chess.

Think ahead, move smart, protect your king.

$QG�VDFULÀFLQJ�IRU�WKH�ELJJHU�SLFWXUH�� Ј

And
Brett Barber

,�ODQGHG�LQ�D�IDU�RͿ�ODQG��WR

see the man some say can

connect man to the holy land.

So bring the band and all your fans.

+H�FRPPDQGV�WKH�DWWHQWLRQ

of the great bystanders

ZKR�KDYH�WUDYHOHG�WKRXVDQGV� !
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of miles to  see what the

Candyman can.

If you can pay the entry

fee to the man at the candy

stand then you can land

yourself a picture with this man,

who ran the world

LQ�VRPHRQH·V�H\HV

to no surprise.

<RX�SDVV�WKH�JXDUGV�IURP�

Switzerland and pass through

the gates by hundreds of 

bystanders and clergymen

and gentle grins.

And once you arrive

and touch his hand you can

feel the presence of God

in this man from a far-away land. Ј

Some Like Discovering Poetry
Juan Manuel Reyes, Jr.

6RPH���EXW�HVSHFLDOO\�PH��,�GLGQ·W�HYHQ

know that I somewhat like & am even interested in

having poetry in my life, not some but all poetry is 

somewhat very powerful to me.

Like - to me is a word that somewhat connects me to

somewhere, place, or things that interest me.

I like poetry when it connects with you and me. 

I do like all poetry, but I wonder:

GRHV�SRHWU\�GR�IRU�\RX"�OLNH�LW�GRHV�IRU�PH"� !
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'LVFRYHULQJ�3RHWU\���,·P�ÀQGLQJ�RXW�WKDW�LW�LV

a wonderful place - not all agree with me.

For the ones that do, discovering and writing it out,

poetry is coming from our souls.

'LVFRYHULQJ�SRHWU\�LV�GHÀQLWHO\�IRU�\RX�	�PH�

and also discovering some much more things

ZH�GLGQ·W�NQRZ

about you & me. Ј

The Hangover
Egmidio Anderson

If all wisdom 

is just plagiarism, then only 

foolishness is original. 

That would explain why

Shakespeare said all the

world is a stage and

we are just actors

and our future may

OLH�LQ�D�GHDG�PDQ·V�ZRUGV�

$QG�VHHLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�H\HV�RI�WKH�'HDG

we must exit stage left.

I go 

getting ready for Act 1 Scene 2.

I am not a good actor, but I know

my role and I must study

P\�OLQHV��� !
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This poem has no rhyme or rhythm, 

only the rhythm of my circulatory system

pumping from my heart throughout

my body. Interdependent lifeforce

connected to a bird or an ant,

all sharing the stage.

Exit stage left, Act 1 Scene 3.

Empty beer bottles and  

cigarette butts, dehydration

IURP�7UDGHU�-RH·V���%XFN�&KXFN�DQG

camping with no water. There is no name

for the dehydration.

I paid the price 

for a campsite up Naciamento Road.

,V�+HDYHQ�D�KDQJRYHU"

That hangover was the closest thing

��+HDYHQ�,·YH�HYHU�VHHQ�

Thank you, Shakespeare.  Ј
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Destination
Matthew Madriz

�����2XU�PRWKHU·V�VRUURZ�	�VREV�ZLOO�RYHUÁRZ�WKDW

of the Great Canyon.

     A distinct yet heart-wrenching experience that matches

no other.

�����+HU�RQH�WUXH�ORYH��KHU�VRQ��DJDLQVW�DQ�XQEHDWDEOH�RSSRQHQW�

The mouth of the beast himself disguised with open arms

    Only to swallow him whole & leave a distant memory

to those who once knew him.

     This beast has no compassion, this beast is a true savage.

It cannot speak, but only wrecks out havoc. Ј

Half Empty/Half Full
Fabian Mendoza

Outside is nothing more than a blank stare

Inside is a buildup we try not to let spill out

<RX�FOLPE�WRR�KLJK�	�\RX�HQG�XS�ZLWKRXW�DLU

<RX�VLQN�WRR�ORZ�DQG�\RX�DUH�XQDEOH�WR�EUHDWKH�

/LIH�LV�QRW�DERXW�EDODQFH�IRU�LW·V�D�FRQVWDQW�WXJ�RI�ZDU�

Life is about enduring the hardships

And moving forward. Ј

Golden Triangle
Jiovanni Bueno

Sierra Madre, the Mother Mountains

WKDW·V�ZKHUH�HO�VHxRU�GH�ODV�PRQWDxDV�

resides. No pasa nada en el triangulo

dorado. There he is in peace

EHFDXVH�WKH�JROGHQ�WULDQJOH�LV�VHFOXGHG�� !
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uncharted terrain. 

<RX�FDQ�RQO\�JHW�WKHUH�RQ�IRRW�

No one dares to go,

not because of an ambush –

the turns are so sharp, and

the hills so steep!

I want my own mountain, my

Golden Triangle.

For people to leave me alone,

so I can see those that 

I wish to see.

To be able to come out

and disappear like a ghost,

missed just by minutes! Ј

Blackout Poem from Nezahualcoyotl
Fabian Mendoza

Nothing is forever

Gold, it wears away

What endure: will not perish.

My songs will not cease.

(YHQ�ZKHQ�WKH�ÁRZHUV�ZLWKHU�

Finally, my heart understands it. Ј
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The Road
Matt Sadell

The road that starts at Sunny Cove 

7KH�URDG�WKDW�VWRSV�DW�6DQWD�0R·V�

The road that comes, but both ways it goes 

The road that leads to Pleasure Point 

The road I learned to smoke a joint 

The road that makes me feel alive 

The road where I almost died 

The road that I like to skate 

The road where I sit and contemplate 

The road that I love 

The road that is above 

The road where we like to watch 

The road where my watch stopped 

The road of my childhood rise 

The road of adult demise 

,�FDQ·W�EHOLHYH�,·P�VWLOO�DOLYH�

The road I know all too well 

7KH�URDG�RI�(DVW�&OLͿ�'ULYH��� Ј

Thou Shall Not Fall
Egmidio Anderson

First and foremost,

,·G�OLNH�WR�WKDQN�WKH�IRROV�RXW�WKHUH�

HVSHFLDOO\�WKH�)RRO�IURP�.LQJ�/HDU�8QDEULGJHG�

)XUWKHUPRUH��OHW·V�WKDQN�WKH�QXQFOH�DJDLQ

from the Unabridged version of

6KDNHVSHDUH·V�.LQJ�/HDU�� !
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I thank them, but they

are not from the trestle.

They are not bridgefolk.

We lost boyz know

all wisdom is plagiarism,

only foolishness is original.

I say nay to the 3-storey morons.

,·G�OLNH�WR�WDNH�D�PRPHQW�WR�DSRORJL]H����

to absolutely nobody.

A lost boy does and says what he wants.

We apologize to nobody, absolutely nobody. 

We are lost boyz!

We raided sk8board factory dumpsters

played tag on the cement whale. I got lost

VWDULQJ�DW�WKH�VWXͿHG�PRXQWDLQ�OLRQ�

0\�VFKRRO�OXQFKHV�ZHUH�GLͿHUHQW���

,�FRXOGQ·W�WUDGH�P\�WRIX�RU�P\�FDUURWV�

My mom and her veggies.

Tie-dye M.C. Escher shirts

I would wear for picture day.

Summers spent being a junior lifeguard.

Lost boyz.

From all of Seabright to Soquel, from Frederick Street

to Ocean View was our turf,

spending our food stamps, Section 8 rich, 

only the Skeltons had a dad.

But most of us, my mum and my sis

DQG�RXU�IRRG�VWDPSV�� !
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We were lost boyz,

IHHGLQJ�RͿ�HDFK�RWKHU·V�HQHUJ\�

Looking back it was like a movie,

the never-ending candy aisle 

RI�+RUVKQ\GHU�3KDUPDF\�

the Friday night roller rink,

the trembling hand of Boy and Girl

in a couple skate.

.LQG�RI�OLNH�9DOHQWLQH·V�'D\�LQ�WKH�WKLUG�JUDGH�

We were lost boyz. And

some of us had to die.

Bootz speeding down Seabright

right into the Rio Theatre.

+H�ZDV�SURQRXQFHG�'2$�

Bootz was my friend. 

+H�ZDV�D�ORVW�ER\�

+H�ZDV���\HDUV�VREHU��RͿ�KHURLQ�

+H�JDYH�PH�KRSH��WKHQ�JDYH�PH�DQWLELRWLFV

and fed me when I was strung out.

´:K\�GLG�WKH�*HUPDQV�FDOO�LW�7KH�+HUR·V�'UXJ"µ

,�VWLOO�IHHG�RͿ�KLV�SDVW�HQHUJ\��PD\EH�KH�

was trying to split the atom,

speeding down Seabright 

like a fucking superconductor.

We are Lost Boyz.

No patience, just resistance

to anything poisoning our precious Santa Cruz soil.

No patience, just resistance

to the Googles, resistance to any

VR�FDOOHG�GRPLQDQW�HQWLW\�ZKR�LVQ·W�IURP�6DQWD�&UX]�VRLO�� ���!
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any building over 2 storeys, except

for our Goverment buildings.

I am a lost boy,

no one is taking me from me,

raised on our tap water.

It takes a village to raise a child, and

I love being a lost boy.

Who the hell are you.

I apologize to nobody.

This goes out to the dirty old town

which I love.

Again, it takes a village to raise a child,

WKLV�FKLOG�LV�QRZ�D�ORVW�ER\��DQG�,·G�OLNH

to take this time to apologize to.........absolutely

Nobody.

Lost boyz forever,

thou shall not fall.

2SHQ�ÀUH��WKRX�VKDOO�QRW�IDOO�

protect our modern-day fertile crescent

thou shall not fall.

I prepare the muddy waters, I look through

the crumbling castles to the sea, I apologize to nobody.

I am a lost boy.

No patience, just resistance.

We serve this modern-day fertile cresent

with strength and protection.

We are lost boyz.

Who the  hell are you. Ј
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Dominos
Matthew Madriz

'DUN�VNLHV�	�ZDUP�VXPPHUV

ZLWK�VWDU�ÀOOHG�QLJKWV�

 Bottles of liquor & blunts to pass.

I pour some out for those who have left.

� ,W·V�VDG�WR�VD\��EXW�WKH\�ZHUH�WRR�\RXQJ

A bullet for death redrum redrum. Ј

Untitled
Joshua Dolera

The things you should remember you seem to forget 

and the things you should forget

you seem to keep remembering.

<RX�VHHP�WR�QRW�EH�DEOH�WR�IRUJHW�

<RX�VWDUW�WR�OHDUQ�WR�DFFHSW�WKH�WKLQJV�

that are called dead memories.

<RX�VWDUW�WR�UHDOL]H�DIWHU�D�ZKLOH�

things personal to you 

people personal to you

seem to start forgetting about you.

And you start to realize,

in order to make it home to the things 

you have forgotten -

\RX�UHDOL]H�WKHUH·V�QRWKLQJ�OLNH�D�WUDLO�RI�EORRG�

WR�ÀQG�\RXU�ZD\�EDFN�KRPH�� !
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So before you start to forget everything, 

open your eyes and realize 

life is beautiful.

So start remembering. Ј

It’s Been Hard Lately
Jiovanni Bueno

,W·V�EHHQ�KDUG�ODWHO\�

I think about how did my life

get here.

,W·V�EHHQ�KDUG�ODWHO\�

,·P�RQO\�JHWWLQJ�ROGHU�³

am I getting wiser or

���������FROGHU"

It keeps getting harder,

It keeps getting harder for me,

 to express myself.

So many ups and downs, yet

life is what you make it.

:KHUH�GLG�,�JR�ZURQJ"

:KDW�GR�,�KDYH�WR�GR�ULJKW"

This is my life

DQG�´LW·Vµ�KDUG�IRU�PH�

EXW�´LW·Vµ�D�SDUW�RI�PH�� Ј
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#1 Hitter
Craig Tatum Delacruz

Now I am up to bat

,·P�RQ�WKH�SODWH�

\RX·UH�RQ�WKH�PRXQG�

I hittem out the 

Park, never on the ground 

I make home runs 

QRW�MXVW�SRS�ÁLHV

'XVWLQJ�P\VHOI�RͿ�

Like I just stole 

+RPH��

Vocally gifted physically lifted 

Mentally with it. 

'LUW�RQ�P\�IHHW�

Feet on the ground   Ј

Division
Fabian Mendoza

6RPHWLPHV�,�IHHO�OLNH�,·P�YLHZLQJ�OLIH�IURP�DQRWKHU·V�H\HV

,�VHH�WKH�VDPH�WKLQJV�EXW�WKH�HPRWLRQ�GRHVQ·W�FROOLGH�ZLWKLQ

,·P�VLPSO\�VWDQGLQJ�QH[W�WR�P\VHOI�REVHUYLQJ�

XQDEOH�WR�EULQJ�WRJHWKHU�ZKDW�KDVQ·W�EHHQ�FRQQHFWHG�IRU�D�ORQJ�

time.

,�IHHO�DV�WKRXJK�,·P�LQ�D�FRPD

RU�WKDW�P\�ODVW�EUHDWK�LV�EHLQJ�WDNHQ�� !
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,�GRQ·W�IXOO\�FRPSUHKHQG�LW�P\VHOI�

,�GRQ·W�H[SHFW�\RX�WR��HLWKHU«� Ј

God’s Gift
Matthew Madriz

&ROG�VWHHO�OLNH�D�FDQLQH·V�ELWH

5LSV�WKURXJK�ÁHVK�ZLWK�DOO�LWV�PLJKW

Soulless eyes like a moonless night

$�VKDUN�LQ�LWV�IUHQ]\��D�EORRG�WKLUVW\�ÀJKW

Without a doubt, I will survive

I walk by faith and not by sight. Ј

Don’t
Craig Tatum Delacruz

,�GRQ·W�ZDQW�QR�NHUIXH�

 With you anymore 

I just want to stop this 

emotional war.

'RQ·W�WH[W�P\�SKRQH�

� ,�GRQ·W�ZDQW�WR�UHDG�PHVVDJHV�

from you anymore. 

'RQ·W�'R�LW��

 Already ran through

that before… 

'RQ·W�ZDQW�\RXU�NHUIXH

 Anymore. Ј
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Sleep
Steven Kay

Long day, double scrub, workout n hoops, 

class, Pinnochio and spades, and pernod raids, Risk, poker, 

Need to get some sleep 

The restful rejuvenation that helps your

brain think, into the mattress sink, 

wanna get some sleep 

Peaceful mind and slumber to bring dreams 

transcending into deep realms, count numbers 

Love some beautiful sleep

Mind ticking over, tick tock, from thought to

thought, tick tock 

Tryna get some sleep 

The comfort of bed, the brown bun and 

mattress that, hmmmm... feels like a 

sweatbox 

+RZ�WR�JHW�VRPH�VOHHS"�

Trying to breathe but stale hot air gives 

QR�UHOLHI��ZDQQD�VPRNH�D�VSOLͿ��

Not getting any sleep

Tossing and turning, frustrating and yearning 

to… 

FDQ·W�JHW�QR�VOHHS� � !
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So hot, why no cool air, oh yeah, the broke

heater and AC is no priority 

FDQ·W�JHW�QR�VOHHS

But the yard door is cracked open, oh no! 

he closed it, so hot, 

&$1·7�JHW�12�VOHHS�

Request after refused request, they just 

GRQ·W�FDUH��VR�KRW�LQ�KHUH�

No sleep, no sleep, no sleep

Guys in the bay are breathing hard and 

snoring, what irony. Agh! 

They are in deep sleep 

Nose and sinus so blocked and dry, sweating 

SURIXVHO\��RK�ZK\"�1R�PDWWHU�KRZ�,�WU\�

&$1·7�*(7�12�6/((3

Mind drifts, tiredness and aching body shifts 

into a black dark rift, ahh!

Finally fallen asleep!

´%UHDNIDVW�µ�2K�IXFN�LW·V����-XPS�XS��,'��

get alive, line up, oh my! 

'LG�,�JHW�DQ\�VOHHS"�

So sleep deprived 

6OHHS��VOHHS��VOHHS�� !
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+LW�WKH�VDFN��O\LQJ�RQ�P\�EDFN��VQRRN�WKH�

door open, Lunch! 

I think I got some sleep. 

:KDW"�:HG��LV�KHUH"�,QVSHFWLRQ��H[SODLQLQJ�

WKH�KRWER[�VLWXDWLRQ��$KK�\HV��GRRU�ZLOO�EH�RSHQ�VHULRXVO\�QR�MRNLQ·�

Now I can sleep, sleep

Sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep.  Ј

Z’s
Fabian Mendoza

Waking up is a gamble.

<RX�QHYHU�NQRZ�KRZ�\RX·OO�ZDNH�XS�IHHOLQJ�

ZKDW·V�JRQQD�WDNH�SODFH�WKURXJKRXW�WKH�GD\�

6RPHWLPHV�\RX�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZKHUH�\RX·OO�ZDNH�XS�

<RX�FDQ�ZDNH�XS�DW�KRPH

or in a hospital,

RU�HYHQ�LQ�D�GLͿHUHQW�FLW\�

The past is then a story or a dream

WKDW·OO�QHYHU�UHWXUQ�

Sleep is an internal heaven.

Waking up is a game of poker with life. Ј

The Answers
Ryan Scott Brown

7KH�/LRQ�VQLͿV�QR�IHDU�RU�WKUHDW�

and lays next to The Sleeping 

Gypsy. 

*\SV\�LV�GUHDPLQJ�RI�KHU�� � !
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father reincarnated as a Lion 

named Lyon being her protector 

at night as she sleeps. 

The Lion is thinking of any 

new smells that might arise as 

it protects its territory.

The Moon dreams of being the 

light under a dark sky.

This picture should be shown 

to a wandering spirit. 

Show it to someone leaving 

Mexico coming into America.

Show this to someone close 

to you letting them know, even

when you dream in your sleep 

you think of them as the Lion 

they once were.  

No matter where I go, my 

father will be by my side.  Ј
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The Scream - Munch
Benjamine Goertz

Quietly pace 

Traps of my mind 

Silently waste

Cursed from behind 

Float in disgrace 

Sun setting time 

Boat out of place 

Gather in line 

Coat oven lace 

6FUHDP�WLO�,·P�EOLQG�

Ghost without trace 

Controls my spine 

Searching this space 

/HVV�L�ZLOO�ÀQG�

Glued to my face 

No way to climb 

'XQJHRQ�HQFDVHG�

Solitude primed 

Neverend race

Wrists & feet bind 

Artistic taste 

Psychotic kind Ј

Sin
Fabian Mendoza

6LQ�LV�LQ�WKH�ÁHVK

Repent it day in and day out

,W�ZLOO�UHPDLQ�DV�/XFLIHU·V�UHDOP�LV�KHUH�RQ�(DUWK

All I ask is I be forgiven. Ј
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I found me
Benjamine Goertz

+HUH�,�DP��

Alone,

Stranded,

'HVRODWH��

+RSHOHVV��

feeling so meager, 

so small, 

so matter-less, 

stuck, 

by myself, 

on this makeshift raft,

in the middle of the ocean, 

A tiny stream of light, 

hope peering through the thick grey clouds that 

have now quickly added more fear into my mind of

never making it, 

+XJH�VZHOOV�RI�XQNQRZQ�DE\VV�XQGHUQHDWK�PH

Pushing me along in a direction I am lost for, 

$�EODFN�ZLQJHG�FUHDWXUH�ÁLHV�RYHUKHDG�LQ�WKH�VDPH�GLUHFWLRQ��

might as well be a demonic banshee leading my soul

to hell as it soars towards the radiant beacon of death, 

The world may seem to be a terrible place 

but the wonder of nature has never failed me. 

6R�ZKHUH�DP�,�UHDOO\�JRLQJ"�� Ј
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Dante’s Inferno
Matthew Madriz

$�SDODFH�RI�ÀHU\�HPEHUV

Where the damned souls roam

A palace of nine levels

Where satan must dwell

A palace of all seven sins

Where evil sleeps prays on those

Who have fell

$�SDODFH�RI�HWHUQDO�PLVHU\�	�VXͿHULQJ

Where in order to seek retribution

There must travel though all rings of hell. Ј

One Night
Steven Kay

/LJKWV�ÁDVKLQJ��FKLOGUHQ�H[FLWHGO\�VFUHDPLQJ�DQG�GDVKLQJ

Rides and Christmas trees, the night so enchanting

6HOOLQJ�/('�WR\V�ZLWK�D�IULHQG��;PDV�6DQWD�LQJ

Christmas in the Park, families rejoicing under starry dark

+DSSLQHVV��VPLOHV

Everyone beguiled

Late drive homeward, only my headlight beams forward

Smash, boom, the sound of doom

Shock and panic...the man is dead...how manic

Life has changed, death estranged

Sadness, grief

What disbelief. Ј
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Whispers and Lies
Matthew Madriz

Can you hear the whispers,

WKH�OLHV"�

No.

Maybe you are blind because

WKH�GHYLO·V�RQ�\RXU�VLGH�

I can feel your heart

ache and cries.

All that is left now

is hate for life

lawless and despised.  Ј

Haiku
Fabian Mendoza

We became the same.

7KH�DSSOH�GRHVQ·W�IDOO�IDU�

Now I understand. Ј
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We Are From
The Women of Blaine Street

 We are from the wet winter that ended a thirty year drought. 

From posole, caldo and puro frijoles

We are from the traditions and values that constitute family 

We are from baptism, rules and choir 

We are from Boulder Creek 

We are from camping, swimming 

And the two waterparks in my hometown 

We are from the bullfrog croaks and jelly bean jar.  Ј

Capirotada
Elise Chavez

 I am so grateful for the terracotta pot,

WKH�ZD\�LW�VLWV�EULJKWO\�LQ�P\�PRP·V�NLWFKHQ�FRXQWHU�

ZLWK�KDQG�SDLQWHG�ÁRZHUV�IURP�0H[LFR�

,W�IHHOV�FROG�OLNH�HDUWK·V�FROG�WR�WKH�WRXFK�ZKHQ�ZH�ÀUVW

grab it by its two handles to add layers

of toasted bread as we prepare capirotada during Lent season.

,W·V�D�ELJ�FLUFOH�FOD\�SRW�OLNH�WKH�VXQ��VPRRWK�OLNH�FLUFOHV�

As we toast roasted seeds and chocolate for

chicken mole, we ground everything on the molcajuete

with a rock.  Once everything is prepared we cover it

ZLWK�IRLO�DQG�SODFH�LW�LQ�WKH�RYHQ�WR�ÀQLVK�FRRNLQJ�� !
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The best part of this big circle clay pot is that

it makes enough food for our family to come together

and feast with nourishment for grandparents to

the smallest of children.

This cooking technique connects us to our

DQFHVWRUV·�DQG�JUDQGSDUHQWV·�ROG�ZD\�RI�FRRNLQJ

in Mexico in outdoor kitchens.  We get to 

take our time to prepare delicious meals with

the main ingredient  Love.

Clay pots teach us to appreciate the people

who work on digging for clay and making a

beautiful pot for us to experience not only 

delicious meals but beautiful memories.

This is an old tradition and way of cooking that

can be passed on to our children.

  Gracias Madre,

     Elisa Ј

I’m Cold
Martha Espinoza

:KHQ�,�ZDV�D�QLxD�P\�PDPD�ZRXOG�EUDLG�P\�KDLU�VR�WLJKW�,�KDG�

Asian eyes.  

Then she would squeeze lemon juice on it to keep up so neat. 

I sure miss my mama. 

6KH�FKRVH�WR�OHDYH�PH�DQG�JR�WR�+HDYHQ�HDUO\��

Then I had 12 sets of foster parents--some were good like gold, 

others were cold as a winter storm without shelter 

ZLWKRXW�ORYH�,�FRXOG�QHYHU�JHW�ZDUP�� !
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,·P�VLWWLQJ�LQ�P\�FHOO���,W·V�ZDUP��

'LG�,�ÀQG�P\�ZDUP�SODFH"��

I saved my heart but lost my babies

   in here 

I found courage that I never had before  before  before

   

  thank you mama  Ј

Untitled
Angela Monique Guardado

My lonely walk through high and low times in despair 

with high, harsh, and calm deep long miles of creeks, 

OHYHHV��ULYHUV��ÀHOGV�RI�DSSOH�FRUHV�RI�EHUU\�

VZHHW�KHDUWOHVV�FROG�ZDONV�WKURXJK�WKH�UDLQ�RI�ÀUH�RI�GDUNQHVV�RU�

light 

I still rise like the lights of the sun rays 

,�VKLQH�WKURXJK�WKH�VXQVHWV�OLNH�D�ÁDZHG�DQJHO�

PRWKHU�RI�*RG·V�SODQ�WR�KDUYHVW�WKURXJK�WKH�XQFRQGLWLRQDO�ORYH�

of the rise of new lights or new crops to be picked 

ripe enough to go home peace Mercy, Grace & Love...

+RPH�6ZHHW�+RPH����� � Ј

Anxiety
Martha Espinoza

:KHQ�,�KHDU�P\�WHDUV�IDOO�RͿ�P\

face like rocks are raining

in the storm of my own emotions

,�KDYH�IDOOHQ�LQWR�D�GHHS�QLJKWPDUH� � !
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ZKHUH�,·P�QRW�VXUH�LI�,�ZDQW�WR�ZDNH�XS

,·P�IHHOLQJ�VDIH�LQ�WKLV�SLW�RI�GDUNQHVV

if I try to open one eye will it

KXUW"�:LOO�WKH�OLJKW�EXUQ�D�KROH

LQ�P\�VNXOO"�:LOO�,�VXUYLYH�WKH

OLJKW�RI�'D\�OLJKW"��7KH�VXQ�NLVVLQJ

P\�VNLQ"�&DQ�,�HYHQ�ZDON�ZLWKRXW

IDOOLQJ"� � Ј

Untitled
Diana Ornelas

� � ,�'RQ·W�KDYH�WR�VOHHS�

,�'RQ·W�KDYH�WR�EH�DZDNH�

  We wait for news every day,

��������ZH�GRQ·W�KDYH�WR�DOORZ�HPRWLRQV�WR�PRYH�WKH�VXQ�

A choice is made,

��������'RQ·W�VORXFK��OHDYLQJ�ZKHQ�WLPH�LV�VSHHGLQJ

��7HOO�PH�ZZKK\\"

SHUVSHFWLYH��FKRLFHV��SHRSOH��LW·V�ODWH�

� � 5HPHPEHU�ZKR�\RX�ORYH�ÀUVW�

 why are you doing this, steel-stainless

 .see. Ј

Kindness
Rashel Brandon

.LQGQHVV�FDQ�EH�H[SUHVVHG�LQ�PDQ\�ZD\V�

/DWHO\�,·YH�VHHQ�VRPHRQH�

6RDNLQJ�DQRWKHU�SHUVRQ·V�IHHW�DQG�FOLSSLQJ�WKHLU�WRH�QDLOV�MXVW�

EHFDXVH�WKH\�FRXOGQ·W�UHDFK� !
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+HOSLQJ�VRPHRQH�VKRZHU�ZKHQ�WKH\�GRQ·W�KDYH�WKH�HQHUJ\�WR�HYHQ�

walk

*LYLQJ�D�KXJ�WR�VRPHRQH�WKDW�KDVQ·W�IHOW�D�WRXFK�LQ�D�ORQJ�WLPH

+DYLQJ�D�FHOHEUDWLRQ�RI�D�ELUWKGD\�IRU�D�SHUVRQ�RU�ORYHG�RQH

Seeing someone blossom who has decided to start anew a gift of 

sobriety.

.LQGQHVV�LV�WKH�EHDXW\�RI�WKH�FRQQHFWLRQV�PDGH�HYHU\�GD\�

HYHQ�DV�ZRPHQ�DUH�ÁHHWLQJ�LQ�DQG�RXW�GDLO\�

.LQGQHVV�FDQ�EH�PRYLQJ�RXW�RI�WKH�ZD\�GRZQ�D�ZDONZD\�

.LQGQHVV�LV�EUXVKLQJ�VRPHRQH·V�WDQJOH�RXW�ZKHQ�WKH\�KDYH�D�NQRW�

in their hair.

.LQGQHVV�LV�JLYLQJ�VRPHRQH�D�ERRN�VR�WKH\�FDQ�UHDG�WKHLU�ERUHGRP�

away.

.LQGQHVV�LV�WKDQNLQJ�SHRSOH�ZKR�KDYH�FDUHG�IRU�\RX�RYHU�WKH�

years even if it was their job to.

.LQGQHVV�LV�WKDQNLQJ�DQ�RFHU�ZKR�VDYHG�\RX�IURP�

committing suicide.

.LQGQHVV�LV�WKH�HQGOHVV�ORYH�DQG�VXSSRUW�IURP�\RXU�IDPLO\�

Ways of being kind can be sought out through the day, 

LW·V�MXVW�KRZ�\RX�FDUU\�LW�RXW�WKDW�PDWWHUV�� Ј

Thoughts of Purity?
Jasmine

+RSH��)DLWK��$OODK��)RUWXQH�

-R\��+DSSLQHVV�

These are Certain;

7KHVH�DUH�+HDOWK\�

7KHVH�DUH�:LVKHV��� !
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7KRVH�+HOS�+HDO�

7KRVH�DUHQ·W�ORVVHV�

7KDW�LV�D�ZRQGHU"�� Ј

Angel Bear
Martha Espinoza

As you snuggle up with your

angel teddy bear, I see your rosy

red cheeks light up like Christmas lights

,·P�MHDORXV�RI�WKH�OLO�YHOYHW\

FKRFRODWH�EURZQ�EHDU���VWXͿHG

with dry lavender   it gets to hold you all nite

,�FDQ�VHH�LW·V�JROGHQ�VRIW�ZLQJV

keeping you warm safe as you

dream of my sweet kisses

DQG�KXJV����D�PRWKHU·V�ORYH�QHYHU�HQGV

I dream of you my angel my son Ј

Where I’m From
Mariah St. George (aka Wind)

         I am from

VD\LQJV�OLNH�´&KHZ�\RXU�IRRG��QRW�VZDOORZ�LW�µ

DQG�´6SHDN�QRW�\HOO�µ

                      I am from 

P\�JUDQGPRWKHU·V�EDOFRQ\��

the one throughout my childhood that would have a fantastic view 

dead smack middle of the mountains.

� ��������,·P�IURP

enchiladas, spaghetti, pancakes, popcorn, French bread, butter and 

VRGD�� !
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I am from the pool and park 

I grew up in the Village of Victorville apartments.

         I am from

Nicole Marie Vig and Justin Michael St. George.

:KHUH�,·P�IURP�DUH�/RXLVLDQD��7H[DV��:LVFRQVLQ��WKH�+LJK�'HVHUW�RI�

Southern California

and now Orange and Los Angeles County.

� ��������,·P�IURP�VSRUWV

like recreational cheerleading, gymnastics, running track in school 

and swimming

all times throughout the day.

,·P�IURP�7KH�(DJOHV��(OWRQ�-RKQ��0LOH\�&\UXV��(PLQHP��WKH�%HDWOHV��

Queen, Ozzy Osbourn

Classical Rock, and Alternative Rock.

  Well, I

love where I came from

  This is me.  Ј

Sayings: Dichos
Elisa Chavez

From Mom

Tienes que ser decente / you have to be decent

Tienes que ser guerrera / be a warrior/ even warriors get wounded by 

life

Sana, Sana colita de rana, si no sanas hoy sanaras mañana ��+HDO��KHDO��

OLWWOH�WDLO�RI�WKH�IURJ��,I�\RX�GRQ·W�KHDO�WRGD\��\RX·OO�KHDO�

WRPRUURZ��� !

85



Con esa boca comes���<RX�HDW�ZLWK�WKDW�PRXWK��VDLG�ZKHQ�RQH�VD\V�

bad words.

From Grandma Chela

Tienes que ser decente en la calle, peroputa en la cama ��<RX�QHHG�WR�EH�

decent in public with your husband, but in bed be wild.  

Basically, please your husband or someone else will

Grandma Chela taught me to pray rosary every night. Once I 

DFFLGHQWO\�FDXJKW�P\�KDLU�RQ�ÀUH�ZLWK�RQH�RI�KHU�SUD\HU�FDQGOHV���Ј

Someone Looking at Edward Hopper’s “Nighthawks”
by Mariah St. George   

,W·V�WKH�HDUO\�PRUQLQJ

precisely 2:30 am

,�VHH�D�YHU\�QLFH�DQWLTXH�FRͿHH�KRXVH

I see a middle-aged man with his back facing towards me

,�VHH�D�FRXSOH��WKH\·UH�\RXQJ�DGXOWV��WKH\·UH�GULQNLQJ�FRͿHH�QHDU�

here

LQ�2QWDULR�0LOOV��2QWDULR��&DOLIRUQLD�LQ�WKH�PLG�����V�

,�VHH�PDUEOH�ÁRZLQJ�RXWVLGH�RQ�WKH�VLGHZDON�

,·P�ZDONLQJ�KRPH�

WLOO�,�KDSSHQ�WR�VHH�WKLV�EHDXWLIXO�ZKLWH�DQG�SXUH�EXWWHUÁ\�

I follow him. Ј

Last Day
Rashel Brandon

+HU�EORRG�SUHVVXUH�ZDV�WRR�KLJK�DQG�WKH�GRFWRUV�DGPLWWHG�KHU�

The next morning, my Grandmother had a stroke,

ULJKW�LQ�IURQW�RI�P\�*UDQGIDWKHU�� !
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They decided to let her go in peace

Take her home to live her last days with family.

When I found out, I went to her side and took care of her.

She was still warm and would mumble.

I medicated her when she needed something to soothe the pain.

She was beautiful lying in the hospital bed.

,�SXW�SHUIXPH�RQ�KHU�DQG�ÁXͿHG�XS�KHU�JUH\�KDLU�

We put her favorite teal Sharks sweatshirt atop her blankets.

I kept her comfortable as I could, turning her,

hugging her, holding her hand.

The last day she was here, I told her it was okay to go.

It was a rainy day all morning, then when she

died I went outside, the sun shown through

the clouds and a rainbow appeared 

she was in heaven.      Ј

Blossom Pain
Marie Espinoza 

My heart is fractured like a puzzle that can never be put together.

,�KXQJHU�WR�ÀQG�WKH�PLVVLQJ�SLHFHV��0\�KHDUW�SRXQGLQJ��,·P�

drowned in fear.

I can taste freedom , but my chains trap me in tradition.  

My shackles snuggle against me bruising my skin.  

I love the way it hurts.

Blossom of pain Ј
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Balances
Liz Cooper

Trespassing into darkness

7DNLQJ�WLPH�WR�UHÁHFW

Time to review

Stepping back into

light, into the everyday

fold, forgiveness tags along

unloading guilt and

lifting moods, laughter

sneaks in and smiles

are renewed.   Ј

The Sky is Mine
Italia Salgado

Bear with me as a drought of 

Values run through the core 

Of my family… 

1DWXUDOO\�VHWWLQJ�WKH�UXOHV�WKDW�PXVW�EH�DSSOLHG��2%(<��7KH\�VD\«�

As I leap like a bullfrog with no eyes. 

…I must touch the sky.. 

My hometown; reminds me of a splashy waterpark with a croak 

Splashy waterpark with a croak 

Swimming inside.. disasters …

%XW�,·P�KHUH�WR�EDSWL]H�WKH�GDUN�ZDWHU«�

And it becomes purer. 

As I touch the sky. 

Now everyone is staring with piercing eyes… 

/LNH�MHOO\�EHDQV�DQG�IULMROHV�� !
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Trying to look up high… 

And they see that the

 Sky is Mine.  Ј

A Soft Breeze
Liz Cooper

The wind how it works

often so subtle and calm

bringing fresh breath

and renewed vision

a refreshing caress

recharging faith

renewing hope

clearing minds

allowing peace to

balance again

oh the beauty of that

gentle breeze. Ј

Where I’m From
Italia Salgado

I am from loony bin, 

Where I followed the wind to 

Every inch of my town. 

I am from nothing to something

To having money to not having

$Q\WKLQJ��� !
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I am from two homes that

Never seemed to align

And I had two families, two of 

Everything: two dads and two mothers.

I was a lucky child. 

I am from cannabis leaves and nuggets 

,·YH�VPRNHG�P\�RZQ�OLIH�DZD\�DW�WKH�DJH�RI�HLJKW

I am from ashes to dust, 

To the bright beach sun.

From Mark and Martha

The leftover joints: I picked 

Up as a child just for fun.

Believing that they were cigars. 

I am from those moments

Where it made me who I am today.

A better yesterday.

Nothing can break me today Ј

American Girl
Kelsey Grace Mangan

 As an American, born with blue eyes & blonde hair,

,�ZDV�WDXJKW�WRR�EDG�VR�VDG��QR�RQH�VDLG�OLIH·V�IDLU

I was raised on work hard play harder 

& how to survive with only things 

JRW�WKURXJK�EDUJDLQ�	�EDUWHU� !
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,�ZDV�WDXJKW�,·P�OHIW�KDQGHG�

in a right-handed world,

WKDW�,·P�\RXU�W\SLFDO�LPDJH�RI�\RXU�$PHULFDQ�JLUO�

,�KDYH�EHHQ�VKRZQ�WKH�ZD\V�QRW�WR�OLYH�E\�ÀUVW

& that no matter what 

life could always be worse 

,�PD\�ÀW�\RXU�RSLQLRQ�RI�D�FRPPRQ�W\SH

RI�ZKHUH�WKH�ÁDJ�LV�ÁRZQ�IXOO�RI�VWDUV�	�VWULSHV� Ј

Celebrating the 4th of July
Italia Salgado

:K\�WKH\�DVN�GR�ZH�FHOHEUDWH��WK�RI�-XO\"����:K\"

0RVW�RI�XV�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZK\���

,�UHDOO\�GRQ·W�HYHQ�NQRZ�ZK\���

+DYH�,�ORVW�P\�PDUEOHV"��SHUKDSV�VR

$OO�,�NQRZ�LV�WKDW�ZH�WKURZ�ÀUHZRUNV�

 get all lunatic with a feast:

hot dogs, hamburgers, chips, soda with more drinks.

Cheers;  wink wink

I laugh so bright 

that in the dark night

there are lights.  

Twinkle twinkle

6WDUV�VR�EULJKW� !

91



+DYH�ZH�ORVW�WKH�WUXH�PHDQLQJ�RI�WKH�WUXH

�WK�RI�-XO\"

I did...please tell me why so I can learn the facts of our history.

,W�VHHPV�,·YH�EHHQ�ZDONLQJ�DURXQG�EOLQG���

%OLQGHG�ZH�EHHQ�ZDONLQJ���&DQ�\RX�UHODWH"

If not please tell me why. 

And bring us to the light because most of us

are walking blinded with a tight blind around our eyes.

No wink wink.

But today is the day we celebrate the real 4th of July

$QG�LI�\RX�GRQ·W�NQRZ��QRZ�\RX�NQRZ�

%XW�,�VWLOO�GRQ·W�NQRZ�ZKDW�\RX�NQRZ�

:KDW�GR�\RX�NQRZ�DERXW�WKH��WK�RI�-XO\"� Ј

Looking Glass
Danyelle North

Through the looking

JODVV�WKHUH·V�GD\�

becoming through the clouds

seeping its way in

slipping slithering its way

amongst the cracks

those bars are 

no boundaries

but a foreplay

to my lusty imagination

WRPRUURZ�SHUKDSV� !
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today shall pass

for what I see

         through the looking glass. Ј

Prideful Brown
Italia Salgado

Brown like the color of my skin, my hair, and eyes.

Piercing...Souls a bind.

Brown as I am   a prideful Mexicana, Chicana.

Brown all around me as I sit on the beach to the right of the wharf.

Brown like the park I kick around.

Brown hands up in the air with the paper I be stacking up.

/RRN�LQWR�P\�H\HV��\RX·OO�VHH

the prideful brown of my town. Ј

In the Style of Maya Angelou
Kelsey Grace Mangan

<HV�,·P�EORQGH�DQG�VSXQN\�

I stand tall and walk with pride

My intelligence is chunky 

And my attitude will take you for a ride

My aura is so bright

My energy spreads wide

My kindness can be contagious

And my laugh spills with a glide 

I know I am not so perfect

$QG�,�NQRZ�,�KDYH�VRPH�ÁDZV�� !
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I try my hardest to not forget

All the pain I have once caused

<HV�,�DP�DOO�ZRPDQ��

Who stands tall and strong within,

But I know I am all human and 

,�GRQ·W�IRUJHW�ZKHUH�ZH�DOO�EHJLQ� Ј

Tantilizing Touch
Liz Cooper

A simple response

A slow turn

sensual desire

passionate burn

a soft touch of skin

to begin again

a small part of paradise found

endless beauty within

the lovers entangled

embrace

electric spark

dynamic exchange

oh to be in love

the world ceases to

exist

the universe condensed

and then all at once

expanded again

pleasure unbound

your lover found  Ј
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The Argument
Martha Espinoza

Nobody can argue that the ocean

GLGQ·W�ORRN�GHHS�LQWR�P\�H\HV

with the power of purpose.

But I responded in silence. Since I cannot see the future,

I am part of the beauty the ocean speaks.

It tells me I am part of it.

´,·P�KHUH�EDE\�DQG�IRU�\HDUV�WR�FRPH�µ

But I respond with the decision

WKDW�,·P�MXVW�D�VZLPPHU

passing by its dark waters.

And the ocean says:

´<RX�DUH�QRW�P\�YLVLWRU�

<RX�DUH�KHUH�WR�VWD\�µ� Ј

Lightning Rays
Rashel Brandon

On a boat to our adventure at sea

Flippers and masks in our hands

We are going to swim with the sting rays.

The weather is sunny with clouds on the horizon.

We arrive on the reef where hundreds of rays

are swimming about.

The anchor lands and we disembark

Into the warm Cayman waters below.

6TXLG�LV�ZKDW�ZH�RͿHU�WKH�SOD\IXO�DQLPDOV�

They swim up and suck the squid right out of our hands.

7KH�UD\V�DUH�EHDXWLIXO�JUH\�DQG�ZKLWH��URXJK�RQ� !
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the top and silky smooth on the bottom.

They are playful like a puppy and swim about

hoping for the next meal at hand.

We have stayed long enough for the clouds to draw near.

The rain starts falling and we are whisked away from our 

paradise we have seen.

We arrive to the dock and the rain is pouring, thunder

sounding and lightning striking the dock,

smelling like burnt hair.

We try to hide under the only building around

DERXW�ÀIW\�RI�XV�KRYHUHG�XQGHU�WKH�HDYH�

No escaping the wetness of the rain, 

afraid we might be struck,

the static electricity in the air makes us feel like pins and needles are

pricking our numb bodies.

Eventually our heroes appear, vans to bring us safely to the awaiting 

ship.

Crisis averted we are safe and sound. Ј

Katie May
Liz Cooper

Sun bathing beauty

out by the pool

soaking up golden rays

\RXWK�HPEUDFHG� � !
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cherished and loved

warmth radiating in

sweat trickles down

her neck gathers on

her collarbones

the cool water of the

pool calls to her

LQYLWLQJ�KHU�WR�FRRO�RͿ

she dives in and

emerges refreshed again Ј

Hula
Rashel Brandon

7KH�ÀUVW�WLPH�,�ZHQW�WR�+DZDLL��,�ZDV�DPD]HG�E\�DOO�WKH�IDQF\�

ÁRZHU�JDUODQGV�DQG�WHD�OHDYHV�WKH�OHLV�ZHUH�PDGH�RI��

7KH�ÁRZHUV�GULSSHG�ZLWK�IUDJUDQFH�

$Q\�WLPH�,�VPHOO�D�SRZHUIXO�ÁRZHU

,�UHPLQLVFH�DERXW�P\�WULSV�WR�+DZDLL�

when we would go to the luaus, the dancers would

undulate their hips weightless while dancing the hula.

:H�ZRXOG�YLVLW�P\�IDPLOLHV·�KRPHV�ZKLOH�VLWWLQJ�

on cushions and listen to the stories the elders 

would tell of our ancestors and the ties that bind 

us together. Ј
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Hannalore Grietch
Annemarie Banuelos

+DQQDORUH�*ULHWFK

greyed hair hanging down with thick glasses

hunched over, small frame

of German descent

who had a temper

went through WWII

sometimes hard to communicate with due to mental health issues.

She lived to be 82 yrs old.

I miss my mother.

She was an intelligent woman.

She liked lying in bed reading her books.

She came from a large family.

+HU�PRWKHU�KDG����NLGV�RQ�D�IDUP�

She lost her brothers to the war.

My mother married an American soldier who treated her poorly,

left her sister back in Germany 

for which she felt ashamed.

I felt bad for my mother and the sad life she led.

I feel proud about her but also when I was young

my mother scared me due to her mental health and alcoholic 

GULQNLQJ�� !
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2K��VXFK�WLPHV�ZH�KDG�LQ�%URQ[��1HZ�<RUN

all the experiences that she put us through

my 1/2 sister, my 1/2 brothers, and me.

When she passed away I felt lonely and sad and guilty

for how I treated her

my mother

+DQQDORUH�*ULHWFK� Ј

Saint Helens
Rashel Brandon 

,�ZDV�RQO\�VL[�\HDUV�ROG��ZH�GLGQ·W�ZDWFK�PXFK�7�9�

It was all over the radio and news

0RXQW�6DLQW�+HOHQV�ZDV�HUXSWLQJ���

So close to where we lived. 

We had warning ahead of time, rumbles, quakes all

in and around the mountain.

Everyone near there was evacuated except

One old man, he was going to go with the mountain.

:KDW�ZDV�JRLQJ�WR�KDSSHQ"

:HUH�ZH�JRLQJ�WR�EORZ�XS"

:HUH�ZH�JRLQJ�WR�KDYH�ODYD�ÁRZ�GRZQ�WKH�URDGV"

0\�TXHVWLRQV�ZHUH�DQVZHUHG�� � !
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The explosion sent ash through the sky--

ULYHUV�ÁRRGHG�DQG�PXG�VOLGHV�WRRN�PDVVLYH�WUHHV

from their homes, down the mountain they went.

+RXVHV�QHDU�ZHUH�GHPROLVKHG��

%XW�DOO�ZH�VDZ�ZDV�VLON\�DVK�WKDW�IHOW�OLNH�ÁRXU��WZR�IHHW�GHHS

that we played in, often without a mask.

Soon people were scrambling to avoid breathing the

´SRLVRQRXVµ�DVK�

:KHQ�,�ORRN�DW�P\�GDG·V�FRQWDLQHU�RI�0RXQW�6DLQW�+HOHQ·V�DVK

I remember the days of play in the grey sandbox of ash. Ј

Drawing in the Dark
Sunnah Lopez   

Feels like I lost one of 

my senses

� ,�FDQ·W�WHOO�LI�P\�ZULWLQJ�LV�

good or bad, messy or spaced apart 

right.

� $OO�,�NQRZ�LV�WKDW�LW·V�ZKDW�

,·P�WKLQNLQJ�DW�WKLV�YHU\�PRPHQW

DQG�,·P�GRLQJ�P\�EHVW�WR�PDNH�VHQVH�

/,.(�/,9,1*�/,)(��

It stresses you out not knowing what

the outcome will be

 But I know once the light 

 comes back on

� � ,W·OO�DOO�PDNH�VHQVH� Ј

 

100



Where I’m From
Kelsey Grace Mangan

,�DP�IURP�WKH�FDVWOH�DFURVV�.HOO\�/DNH

From the tall wooden grandfather clock, where

The pendulum swings, and the bell divider 

%XLOW�E\�JUDQGIDWKHU·V�KDQGV�

,�DP�IURP�WKH�ODNHKRXVH�RQ�&XWWHU�'ULYH�

and the four palm trees out back, next to the

Martinelli home

I am from jasmines and bird of paradise 

Whose scent and beauty exist so profound in my memory 

I am from the bullfrog croaks & jelly bean jar

From my grandfather Ralph and grandmama Joyce 

,�DP�IURP�WUDYHOLQJ�IDU�DQG�Á\LQJ�RIWHQ

and from visits to Mission Ranch and stays at Saint Francis 

,�DP�IURP�´*UDFLH�%HOO��FRPH�JLYH�PH�VRPH�VXJD�µ�

I am from the Smalling genes and Morgan family

From fresh crab cakes all over the bay and handmade 

Cheesecake. From playing mind teasers with grandma 

$QG�ZDWHULQJ�WKH�ÁRZHU�EHG�ZLWK�JUDQGSD�

'LJJLQJ�XS�EXJV�IURP�WKH�GLUW�	�PDNLQJ�PXG�SLH

I am from the moments in which all my best 

Memories lie.  Ј
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Untitled 
Denise Schiraldi

With a painted picture of life 

,�VHH�VXQVHWV�DQG�ÁRZHUV�EORRPLQJ

Sometimes the sounds of love 

Sound like wind chimes and carousels 

But where our paths lead us 

Is it really all good times 

And memorabilia

Well I guess yesterdays 

and faded tomorrows 

Will give us the answers 

To all of our sorrows  Ј
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The Shackles are Removed
Rashel Brandon

i

The shackles are removed and I am

OHG�WR�WKH�JDWH��)UHHGRP�LV�ÀQDOO\

tasted.  The velvet dirt under

my feet, I await my train to leave

,�FDQ�ÀQDOO\�EUHDWKH�

ii

As I sip the tangerine tea from the tea cup,

I am aware that my mouth has left

lipstick on the rim.

0\�PLQG�VHHV�D�WDWWRR�RI�D�EXWWHUÁ\

as the velvet coats my throat. Ј
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A thousand thanks to our volunteers who have made it possible to reach 

so many men and women! Their hard work, persistence, talent, and love 

of teaching poetry have enabled us to add classes, and to provide a free 

ZRUNVKRS�DW�WKH�6DQWD�&UX]�&RXQW\�/LEUDU\��'RZQWRZQ�%UDQFK��IRU�

excarcerated individuals and all members of the community:

6\GQH\�-RQHV��'DQD�&URZ��'HERUDK�&XOPHU��9LUJLQLD�'UDSHU��+HDWKHU�

'XͿ\��1DQF\�0LOOHU�*RPH]��&DPLOOH�1DYD��$QWKRQ\�6DQFKH]��DQG�

Renee Winter.

Special thanks to Jessie Silva at the Santa Cruz Public Library, for giving 

us space and support to reach even more people in our community, and 

for the work she does in the SC County jails.

7KDQNV�WR�'HQQLV�0RUWRQ�RI�:LOOLDP�-DPHV�$VVRFLDWLRQ��IRU�JLYLQJ�XV�

the opportunity to teach two wonderful classes in the Main Jail facility, 

one for men and one for women. Thanks always to Laurie Brooks at 

William James Association for her valuable support.

'HVLJQ�DQG�OD\RXW�'HERUDK�&XOPHU��7KDQNV�WR�WKRVH�ZKR�KHOSHG�ZLWK�

typing up handwritten poems - an often challenging endeavor - and 

WKDQNV�WR�'DYLG�9DQ�%ULQN�IRU�WHFKQLFDO�DVVLVWDQFH�DQG�3KRWRVKRS�

wizardry.

The Santa Cruz Poetry Project:

Founder Ellen Bass

Co-founder Nancy Miller Gomez

'LUHFWRU�5HQHH�:LQWHU�DQG�FR�GLUHFWRU�HPHULWXV�'HERUDK�&XOPHU

ЈЈЈ
Copies of this and earlier anthologies are available at 

poetryinthejails.org, and at the Santa Cruz and 

Watsonville Public Libraries. 
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