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The Poetry in the Jails program provides weekly writing and poetry
workshops to incarcerated men and women in the Santa Cruz
County Jails. The workshops foster creativity and self-expression,
and provide an opportunity for participants to transform personal
challenges into a shared experience through poems and stories. The
students study the works of well-known poets, and the poems then
serve as writing prompts for the class. Most of the poems in this
anthology were written in a small window of time during the class,
usually about 30-40 minutes.
This anthology presents poems written by the men of Unit S,
Rountree Medium Facility. As their teachers, we are honored and
humbled by their creative talent and their willingness to express and
share their emotions and experiences in the poems they write. Some
have never written poetry before; others write outside of class as
well, offering at least one new poem a week. As they present their
own poems in class, they engage and encourage one other.
It is our privilege to teach these men, from whom we also learn so
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,Sometimes There is a Day
By Cody Franklin
There are days that come and go,
there are some that blow like the wind, to and fro.
Some days you wish just didn’t take place.
Those are the days you might have saved face.
Each and every day has a
beginning and an end.
You get to choose your actions,
my friend.
Do you regret this day or savor
it always?
At the end of this lesson
I travel the hallways.
Choose the door that you will enter.
In all of your choices you
follow or mentor.
With Every Moment Passing
By Dennis Wells
With every moment passing,
every decision made, life will fly
by you and with or without your
Attentive and mindful appreciation
For the gifts, treasures, experiences,
and failures-turned-learning-experiences, they
will fly by faster than ever
imagined. In your own moment,
driven by the spark of life bestowed
upon you, doused with the
accelerant that is the love in
our lives, may we truly understand
the culmination that will be the
fruits of collaborative creation.
In each interaction, allow the freedom
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of passion to be exchanged
and allowed to exponentially
love the growth of all,
and loves that exist
in the surrounding environments.
Lovers may come and go
and in their arrival we may
see beauty and radiance
sowed from their passing.
Allow the negativity to act
as an example and from consistent
reasoning in one’s mind’s eye
for the destination sought.
Things Are Going To Happen
By Nicholas James Kremkau
You are going to forget something you
should have known.
You are going to learn some things you
should never know.
You are going to be punished for some
things you have never done.
You are going to do some things that
will go unseen.
You are going to see some things that
should never happen.
You are going to feel artificial feelings.
Some days you won’t even feel
like yourself.
Some things are going to happen.
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The First Day I Met You
By Enrique Cabrera
The first day I met you, what can I say,
you were all smiles til the last day.
Driving away in the little black CRX,
smiling like it was our first date.
My pockets always empty, but you always
made it work. Thinking of all the good and
bad times we had. Sitting in here now I can
see I was a jerk. I know you were always right
just like all the other days. I ask you for
your hand but everyone thought I was crazy.
But you always put that smile on my face,
just like all the other days.
Sometimes There Is A Day
By Jeffrey Gander
Sometimes there is a day
when I feel the sun’s going to melt me.
Sometimes there is a day
when I feel about to drown
from rain drops.
Sometimes there is a day
when the wind I feel will
blow me away forever.
Sometimes there is a day
when snowflakes freeze my
mind and heart. Yet every
day I pray and smile and give my
Gods & Goddesses thanks for
this life.
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The Road Not Taken
By Cody Franklin
Two roads to choose from,
At least that is the saying they refer to life.
I highly disagree. When I listen to my heart’s drum,
As I think of the multiple paths to come,
I fight back all the self-directed strife.
As I think of my young one’s first day
I sit back and take a redefined look
At this thing called Life and all the decisions that may.
I recalculate to not cause him dismay
For I wish him no pain, as in the chapters of my book.
I wonder what could have been
If I would have taken the path not took,
How bright the future, instead of dull like tin
As I hold my head high, as well as my chin,
Even though I miss the meals my woman would cook.
There are always so many
Roads Not Taken.
Let it be uncanny
And not be mistaken:
I always contemplate the Roads Not Taken.
Silent
By Marcial Castillo
Silence in your head, noises
Outside your head
Behind 4 walls
Silence is all you get. Outside
4 walls voices are silent in
Your day.
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Right and Wrong at Age 10, 12, and 15
By Yemoh Anang
Was never part of the cool kids at the
of ten.
Was never a grade A student at the age
of ten.
That made me want to go hard in the paint,
But rather fell off into the wrong crowd at the age
of twelve.
Twelve was a lucky number for me
and
Fifteen was a lucky number for me.
Grew up and became a man.
But all I can say is, with all this
Experience in my life, I definitely know what’s
RIGHT & WRONG!
Patience
By Dennis Wells
Lost in thought
Quiet consideration
Weighing the value and the necessity
Of wisdom passed
Silent wisdom
Loud knowledge
Seeking a balance between both modes
Freedom found through solitary tranquility
Great bounties harvested through patience
And forethought.
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Ode to Jail
By Sean Roby
Breakfast at 5:15.
Triple-stitched knee-hi’s, wrist bands,
Double scrub. Dinner at 4.
Shut down at 10.
Yard from 10 to 12.
All races living together
Shitty shoes, grey socks.
Grey pants. Brown shirts.
Green underwear.
Bond’s made not to be, brother
Respect for all, but more
Too few.
Reunited with friends
Building better networks.
Trust earned inside to be
Given outside.
An Ode to a Thing Called Life
By Cody Franklin
Ode is a word used to praise this,
Whatever this may be in its entirety.
All of these things that give us
This feeling we have chosen to describe, bliss,
The one thing we should love emphatically.
Life is that one thing paradoxical
Enough to describe this moment that is my reality,
The one that is talked of as if mythological,
The thing that seems stuck, such as duality.
Don’t let this life choose your path:
Not one second of your destiny.
Be your own master of your craft
That one that choses their own personality.
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My Father in Action
By Rich Doughty
My father used his hands more than his
words.
When his mail showed his handwriting
seemed like it was
written with one hand and carved
into a cave wall.
My grandmother was bilingual
and my father was barely lingual
but there was wisdom in the little
words he’d string together.
My father could tell you
what year that Buick was from
100 yards, but couldn’t spell
Buick.
Mom
By Dennis Wells
Mom, to this day you’ve stood
behind me no matter what hells
I’ve brought upon myself. You
were there shining as the saving
grace anchoring my sanity.
No matter how I proceeded to
seek solutions to my problems,
you were the sobering thought
that allowed myself to flourish
in the face of the darkest moments,
shrouded by my addiction.
Thank you.
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Life
By Christopher Daniel Loxson
Like ashes fluttering
in a burning sky
the kind of tragic beauty only achieved
in the reflections of epic destruction.
The horrors of holocaust
the grotesqueries of genocide
the shining silver lining
of the clouds above a bloodbath.
In brutality we find the value of delicacy.
In love we find the terror of hate and jealousy.
If one can ever find objectivity
then one is truly gifted in lies.
If one can break free of duality
then one can shutter the cycles of counterpoint.
Conflict would become congruence.
The boundaries blurred,
but are they ever transcended?
Or have we just practiced enough self-delusion
to forget reality and drop our souls into a maelstrom
composed of the storm-tossed sea of our
collective subconscious?
Hopes and fears taking the place of life.
Comfortable falsehood supplanting essentially insane truth.
But perhaps we’ve been dead.
Perhaps this fucked-off condition
is really just Hell.
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Black
By Tim Matthews
My name is you
My name is me
If you reflect me
I reflect you
in the mirror
or on the ground.
If you are a color
you’ll be a round square or
triangle.
Chances are I’m in it to win it.
I make you
and you make me
the rainbow
and the sea.
The night sky
or the tear in your eye.
Not enough paper to list all the things
that make me.
I am black
which requires a lot of ink.
Yes I am black and even pink.
A lot more that makes what I am.
I am all colors!
I Know Why a Caged Bird Sings
By Cody Franklin
A caged bird sings his song
Because only he knows the depth
Of whether he is right or wrong.
These are the reasons why a caged bird sings
Because if he does not
He is the one who clips his own wings.
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This bird sings a melodious song
Something to help meditate
Just like a teacher striking a gong.
Sometimes the lines are soft, then hard
They are sung so fluently
As this bird walks a small yard.
A song of his struggle in grace
As he flies his flight
Even though he is stuck in this place.
I know why the caged bird sings.
I know his rage
For I am the one who must lift
These wings.
Beauty
By Marcial Castillo
Since the first day I met you
I never thought you would be the one
to love. You never wore makeup nor
wore fancy clothes, just a regular
girl.
I only liked girls with nice
bodies who dressed nice. I opened my
eyes and there you are as my wife.
I’m probably the only one
in this world that does not deserve you.
I love you for who you are, all you
care about is me. I imagine when
God made you, you were an angel for me.
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I’m Your Puppet
By Ryan Holland Schumer
The strings barbed through my wrist,
pulling like a fish, caught on a lure,
my feet guided from above.
Only in the direction of pain and anguish
as the curtains open, the crowd silent,
judging every move I make,
every word I speak,
if only they knew, something
else controls me.
The strings take their bow,
and the audience applauds.
I can feel my performance critiqued.
Then I am thrown back in my box
to await another day of misery…
Life or Strife
By Cody Franklin
This is the question, do you want life or strife?
Do you want to live and win, or lose and die by the knife?
There are many ways you can decide
whether you wish to struggle or want to abide
by the rules dictated by life
and not the ones dedicated to strife.
To live clean or die by the needle.
Just remember all of your people
you leave behind
when you live life half-blind
and choose to abide by strife
rather than receive this gift called life.
I dedicate this one to you, my friend I lost.
I will continue to live life, no matter the cost.
You will always be remembered, even in your grave.
I will forever miss you, my good friend Dave.
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A Crime, A Grief
By Damien Camany
In a mist of madness, with all on the line,
Forgotten courage, for in a fit was I,
Bent and strained from doing for others.
But if I was to wonder, just for a sec,
if I was to ponder, gratitude that let love turn from anger,
and happiness shine in on depression.
It would’ve been easy to waltz in the lessons,
but waiting for time, a time to step in
to find that the lessons have really yet set.
Unfitting these feelings
as I now sit in a Farm with no freedom,
just minutes from home.
Freedom, sweet Freedom!
How I have fallen from Grace,
So many crimes I do now face.
Tracing the shadow of fear as I wept, and wiping the slate.
No more Grief to set in or besiege.
No more Regret, for it’s Hope that I will bring.
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Exhausted
By Dennis Wells
Exhausted from the bloodshed,
lost in the sorrows brought by
death.
Suffering from one’s own choices
continuously chosen to the last gasping
breath.
Return from the darkness, once
overpowered, time and time again.
Allow the light to free your mind
and accept the reality continuously
knocking, time and time again.
Rejoice in your salvation
A life again is renewed,
sanctity sought through revolution,
it is now the time for you to choose.
Healthy visions amass, a life only
once dreamt.
Believe in something more,
rather that fueling the Reaper’s
unrest. Sow the seeds of life
rather than till the fields of death.
Color (Black, Grey, Red)
By Yemoh Anang
Black describes me
Black describes my race
Black describes what I stand for
When I close my eyes, I
See nothing but darkness
And
That’s black.
But when I bleed, I bleed red.
These colors are my favorite and in these
Colors I see Beauty!
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Caged-Up
By Enrique Cabrera
Caged up like a bird, now I know the
way they feel. Only so much room
they can go. Right now I’m living their
life and shit is real. Sitting up high at
this place they call Rountree,
where youc an barely see the sun,
and miles away
from a real tree.
I know my time will come
when I’ll be free.
Best in Show
By Steven Palmer
She doesn’t understand
The love I hold
Because in her mind
Recidivism is the life I chose.
How I wish that we could go back
With all my soul.
Back when she was innocent
And the world wasn’t so cold.
Before she hurled insults
That deeply hurt me so,
Yet still through it all
I’ll never let go.
If there’s one thing she can trust,
What she should always know:
She’s my greatest creation
Preciously Best in Show.
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Birds
By Randolf Yoro
A caged bird sings ‘cause it’s
the only way to let
out its feelings,
and maybe the only outlet
to allow for healing.
Without a voice by the
world be heard,
He is not free but a
caged bird.
A bird in a cage
isn’t always affected
by weather,
while some long to forage
and pluck their own feathers.
Myself, I’d choose rather to sing
‘cause plucking my own feathers sounds
like a horrible thing.
Without a voice by the
world to be heard,
He is not free but a
caged bird.
You Do Not Have to be Good
By Jeff Gander
As far back as I can remember
I haven’t been very good, my heart yearned
for it, but I’d miss the
beginning. Time and time again
I’d roll through each scenario
climbing to the top of each
Badland, ruling by anger
fueling my hatred for things
that were my obstacles. You
do not have to be good.
But I am!
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This is How I Feel
By Fermin Lopez
This is how I feel
In court after taking that fucked-up deal,
Thinking it would help get me to my sister’s funeral
4 days out of jail —
Because probation held me there without bail
For possession and sale.
But it failed.
Should have took it to the box
Instead taking the first plea the CA coughed
Stopping me was like stopping my blood flowing
Like stopping plants from growing.
My family said it wasn’t my fault
But after that day I felt hollow like a robot,
All because of these undercover cops.
Like Tupac said, instead of war on poverty
They got a war on drugs,
So the cops can bother me
Even though I was supporting my habit
To cope with my feelings
But they called it drug dealing.
I lost two things that day,
My freedom and my sister.
It got deep under my skin like a blister.
That’s how I felt.
Colors
By Enrique Cabiera
The color of your skin is lighter
than mine. Your height is shorter
than mine.
I knew to myself one day
you’ll be mine.
The day I get out of here
and still know
you’ll be mine.
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She Is My Princess
By Cody Franklin
She is raw and uncut in everything
she does, yet in some inexplicable
way she maintains the most unique
and powerful beauty I have ever
known. As I write these words,
she carries my unborn child in her
nurturing womb. Her glow is seen
by any who lay their eyes upon
her. I envy them, for all I see now
are pictures and memories. The fires I
have seen in the deep oceans of
her blue eyes leave me in awe, thinking
of limitless skies. I long for the
taste of her sweet luminescent skin on
my lips. A desire to build her a
throne and empire worthy of her
presence is overpowering in my soul.
She is the princess that I wish
to be my eternal queen. She is
the eternal queen that I thought
only existed in my favorite dream. I will
love you always and
forever, til my heart stops and I
have no breath, Kristina Marie.
Spirituality
By Marquise Luciero
“We come to a point of spiritual adulthood.
We develop power that counts,
the power to control ourselves.”
At the end of the day, I came to jail
an adult. I came to jail by myself.
I have choices in the things I say and do.
My choices determine the outcome of my
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actions. My choices affect the spiritual
control I have to manifest all things
in my life, for better or for worse.
I have the power over myself to be all I can be
in ANY situation life throws at me.
Using my spiritual power to
surround myself with
Positive choices
Positive situations
and a
Positive mindset.
Ode to Shag
By Lee Travis Drone
Mental Aspirations
Mixed with physical hesitation
I know I can,
Don’t think it
Just do it…
The vicious cycles of life
Created slopes oh so slippery….
At times death holds no fear
Money and power, no cheer.
No matter how hard I try
These feelings can’t be drowned.
Slip n slide
Do or die
Moral bankruptcy abounds….
Secrets weigh my heavy heart
Like cement shoes
Fitted, and tossed in the dark.
If living is dying
I’ve been dead from the start.
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Go Fuck Yourself
By Rob W Smith
Go fuck yourself
Drugs of every kind.
Now I know your true intentions
To kill, to maim, to make you leave your life behind.
Go fuck yourself
Meth cocaine and heroin
I will never be your slave again.
Fear
By Steven Palmer
To fear the unknown is instinctual,
So keep your cards close to your chest.
How you perceive the world
May not always be what’s best.
Our mind sometimes tricks us
Into believing some crazy things.
It’ll talk us into justifications
Where we are no longer the same as we seem.
As the conscious and subconscious mind
Battle for dominant spaces —
Is this me, or just a facet
Of one of my other faces?
Are my thoughts truths or lies
Disguised to fool myself?
I’ve lied to myself for so long, it’s like
Being someone else.
It’s hard to change, but change I will,
Of that you can be sure.
I’ll practice by telling myself the truth
To make the lies demur.
And over time, the mind will mend,
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Making me somewhat cured.
My actions then will come to be
Undisguised and pure.
Beauty
By Marquise Luciero
Your beauty is one of a kind
just like my one of a kind pair of J’s.
I wonder if you ever look at yourself
and know you are one of a kind.
Girl, every time I look at you
I notice a new beauty about you.
I never get tired of admiring
your unique beauty.
It’s like I go in a circle
and I never want to get out of it.
I love the way you talk and walk
and how you care for yourself like a beautiful queen.
I love the fact that you let me admire your beauty
all the time —
like when I’m just stuck on you
and you don’t say nothing
and just wait for me to come back to Earth
and spark up a conversation.
Asset or Liability
By Steven Palmer
As I grow in age, I find that I mature
in wisdom.
The things I used to not understand
have suddenly become Eurekas!
I am no longer selfish where others are concerned,
only selfless.
I no longer focus on the problems
of life,
I seek out the solution.
I wake up earlier to watch night
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slowly erode to day,
and to my dismay I find myself
frequently making decisions evolving
from empathy!
As the world is becoming ever more populated,
I find myself seeking to create purpose
to exist.
I fear that the day will come
in which we shall be judged
as assets or liabilities…
When it does,
I’d like to be able to say
my life mattered.
Birthdays
By Jesse James Flores
It’s been over half a century of life
I have lived.
I have tried my best to love
and to give.
Along the way, I have done some good
and also some bad.
Been in love, broke some hearts, been happy
and even sad.
Had plenty of experience that I would
love to share —
some are “G” rated and some
I wouldn’t dare.
If I could say one more thing to you about
living one more year:
Be kind to one another and
make your intentions clear.
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Today
By Jared Beach
Today I thought I’d leave this place,
today I might get out.
Today I thought I would see her face,
but now I go without.
I cry loud inside my head,
In my soul I scream and shout.
I cry aloud upon my bed,
My tears, they show my doubt.
I cry alone within my cell.
I have no other route.
Today I’m stuck here in this hell
But tomorrow I will get out.
The Curse of the Walls
By Yemoh Anang
Did it. Done it. Over and over.
It feels like these walls
would not let me go.
I speak and tell myself
how better Imma be, when I’m let out
and free of these walls.
But some way I find myself back
and trapped inside these walls
again.
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I speak and tell myself
how Imma do better this time when I’m
let out,
but
it’s like a cycle, I keep coming
back.
I speak and ask myself,
Is this all I know? And so, how do I
stay outside of these walls?
Power in Poetry
By Juan Ruiz
I’m not a very good poet,
but I will sure try.
Behind these county jail walls I will survive.
My family needs me.
I trust nobody and I depend on nobody.
My friends I choose carefully.
I don’t follow rules or get along with others,
but I will sure try.
I Remember
By Lee Travis Drone
I remember…
my first tryout for sports,
when I made my first team
my first home run
breaking the school touchdown record.
I remember…
having you,
putting you first in my life
All the pain
All the strife
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I remember teaching you all I know
I remember going over it again and again
I remember being hard on you till you got it
I remember the butterflies from the stands
with you on the field.
I remember the sun
the grass
the crowd
the touchdown
I remember the tears
the pride
the look from son to dad
I remember US!
Silence
By Marquise Luciero
Silence is life
In so many different ways
It helps you think so much better
About anything. Silence could
Save you from yourself and others.
It could make you think about the outcome
Of how things will play out and all you had to do
Was step back
And take a moment of silence
So you could see the real of things
And in just that moment
You save your life and silence
Is your new best friend.
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Out
By Lee Travis Drone
I’m looking for a way out…
but nothing I do or say
can magically pave the way…
Dreams of personal time with those I love…
My son getting older
Thanks to the Lord above,
Grandson tied to break me out,
little hands on the glass
sad as fuck in retrospect.
That my actions
got a little baby stressin’…
One year down
with no end in sight,
maybe I should stop making lefts
and do something right!
Burning bridges light the path,
the law is fake and means nothing.
But only if you got the cash
every day is a new day
if you start in a new way.
The only way out is through it
no mater how many tears it takes to do it!
I need a way out.
Special Birthday Wish
By Jesse James Flores
I really wanted to get you something special to
Celebrate your day of birth.
I know you deserve much more, such as rubies, sapphires, diamonds
Or something more precious on this Earth.
So it was difficult to come up with really special words
For a lady fit to be a queen.
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For me to express the importance, love, friendship
Your life absolutely brings
Helping others with kind words or just listening with
Non-judgmental ears might not seem like much
But you always bring happiness, smiles, joy, and
A lot of love to everyone you touch.
Your life means so much to so many people
I could never name them all.
Also your beauty over the years still packs a punch
That would make anyone fall.
I can go on about how much your life has been like a
game-winning Michael Jordan swish.
But for now, though, big hugs and kisses and
this special birthday wish.
Stuck
By Lee Travis Drone
Stuck in the cabin
The fuel ran out
Powder’s all gone
Everything…
A problem
Pleasure, magic, distance, fog…
Bonfire ahs
Broken guitar strings
And visits behind glass
My reflection whispers danger…
The streets fear truth
While conversations threaten freedom.
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The Equation
By Jesse James Flores
I wonder if you think about me or are you
so deep in your own new happiness.
All these emotions I have without as much
as a fucking clue.
Already knowing you have moved on
while I sit here alone thinking of you.
The love for you will always be
dear to my heart
Even though circumstances have changed our
lives and ripped us apart
I will always love you even if I am not
part of your equation of two,
‘Cause your happiness to me means more
than me missing you.
Burning Love
By Dorian Alonso Turcios
Love is like a beautiful green hillside, with grazing
deer and birds flying.
Suddenly, pain, lies, deception creep up on the other side
like a great big fire.
Things once lost, like gaining trust back.
The hillside no longer green, but charred to black.
With honesty, perseverence, and so much to gain,
all this hillside needs is a bit of care and rain.
Though guilt, hurt, and pain are yet looming,
the grass is growing and the trees are blooming.
With no room to fall, but plenty to rise on,
the sun begins to shine for new life on the horizon.
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Spiderman
Drawing by Anthony Leso
Poem by Cade Leach
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Best Friend
By Enrique Grijalva
Being in cuffs too many times
got me wondering when it will be my last.
Even when I try to do good
the boys in blue are still on my ass,
waiting for me to slip up to put me
behind the walls.
To see my mother cry again, no,
nothing new at all.
I’ve caused her so much stress, none
that I could take back.
I just want to make her happy, but
trouble’s on my back,
tapping on my shoulder, wanting me to
turn around.
I know I just got to face forward,
but I always end up back on the ground
in cuffs…fuck…here we go again.
Mind racing wondering if this will ever end,
or if the steel gripped on my wrists will
forever be my best friend.
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My Old Man
By Sean Roby
13 years old, building a
truck with my old man.
We bought it from an
older woman down the road
from our house.
She told me she would give it to me
for whatever I had in my pocket.
I ended up having a single penny and some pocket lint,
so that’s what I paid her.
We got another truck from a friend
and took all the parts we needed
and built a solid, running truck.
Six months later, my Dad and I
got in a head-on collision
in a motorhome
on 8-Mile Road in Stockton —
I lived and my Dad died.
Now all I have left is the truck,
so I go pick it up from Calavaras County
with my brother Jerad driving.
We turn right onto Soquel from
Old San Juan Road, stop off in the dirt
to smoke a cigarette and
mess up the drive shaft.
Now the truck is broken.
So we come back two days later to fix it, and it was stripped.
My truck is gone.
Along with my Dad.
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Hustle
By Lee Travis Drone
What I wouldn’t do for $…
Shit, no one wants to be a dummy
Clothes dirty, smelly, unkempt
With a car that runs funny.
I’ve sold papers door to door,
Too much rejection…
I got bored.
Sold a little body on the low
Ladies love the body
That’s fo sho!
I coached little league for free
I loved he sound of the ball on the bat,
And what it meant to me.
I washed dogs, picked up shit,
Helped doctors sanitize surgery kits.
I’ll do anything for change
In order to change
Those hunger pains!
Be a Boss
By George Cordero
Know how to take a loss:
How important is it?
Is it worth getting lost up in it?
Just be okay with being safe and sound
with both your feet on the ground.
What is lost isn’t always
meant to be found.
It’s up to you whether it weighs
a gram or a pound —
You can choose to yell
or not make a sound.
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Your Life is Your Life
By Rich Doughty
Your life is your life.
Don’t let it be suffocated by
the stank, indifferent.
Your life is your life.
Don’t let the fabric of
your soul be lint.
Your life is your life.
Don’t let the time do you.
Your life is your life.
Don’t be a slave
to a wage
or a cage.
Hunting for a Path
By Mauricio Rios
As I walk my path, even though there’s more ahead,
I choose to take the same one.
Not until now I see that
the path I have chosen isn’t the best one.
Now standing still like a deer
being hunted,
I stand in front of these paths
with my eyes now wide open.
I see the difference from the rest of the paths.
I now realize in that moment
I became the hunter:
a hunter for a better life,
a hunter for a better path
in my life.
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Heroes & Monsters
By Cody Franklin
Heroes and monsters,
which do you choose when it comes
to who you want to be?
Demons and angels,
what are you labeled?
Which one is written in your destiny?
Gods and goddesses,
these are the ones that are
spoken in the stories of old.
Legends and forgotten,
what is your story you
write in actions as all begins to unfold?
Harmony and havoc,
which do you have more of
not just in life, yet in your deepest soul?
Life and death —
as we exist in this journey,
I hope that all is accomplished
as you complete your final goal.
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Trapped But Free!
By Fermin Lopez
Although my body is trapped,
my mind is free.
Although I’m sentenced,
only God can judge me.
Although they try to study and capture me
like an insect in a jar, I buzz about
like a bee.
Although I stand like a man,
they want me on my knees.
Although they have my life in a cage,
I still ask God, “Please,
bring me another day.”
Although I try to escape,
I always seem to come back to this place.
Good Things Are Going To Happen
By Jeffrey Gander
Good things are going to happen
When I give myself credit.
Good things are going to happen
When I love myself.
Good things are going to happen
When I finish what I’ve started.
Good things are going to happen
When I start living instead of dying.
Good things are going to happen
When I change my life
Not for bad but for good forever, that’s when
Good things are going to happen.
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Missing You
By Jesse James Flores
I wake in the orning trying so hard to start
with a positive attitude
Fighting through thoughts of sadness and fond memories
of me and you:
TV shows, songs, the weather, always bring back
memories from our past.
I often wonder how long these dreams of me and you
will actually last.
My actions and choices have brought about these
times of separation.
My best friend, my love, my life
“God, please give me some clarification…”
Not hearing your voice from day to day has me
in such a life-long mess.
Happiness in Separation
By Dorian Alonso Turcios
She teaches a lesson of well-being
to enlighten him of what he’s not seeing.
Separation and absence to fill the void
with love and self-worth for what he destroyed.
Tired, sad, angry and lonely
blinded him of her love for him solely.
He finally feels her pain.
His tears are only acknowledgement by the rain.
He finally feels the wreckage he caused.
Self-worth, self-love, and self-preservation —
a love he’d never felt for her
all in separation.
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Ode to Happiness
By Fermin Lopez
Happiness is to wake
and to remember you have your peace pipe to bake,
then to comb through sands of thoughts
with your tranquility rake.
And then, slither back 2 sleep like a harmless snake.
Happiness is coffee brewing on a weekend,
Bacon, potatoes and eggs in the kitchen,
Drooling from the mouth with palms itchin’.
Happiness is dreading working out,
so you put it off and pout.
You’re out there til snot comes out your snout,
and you’re as happy as an older gentleman
holding his prize trout!
Happiness is knowing someday you will be out,
enjoying all the things you missed out on.
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Tentacles
Drawing by Anthony Leso
Poem by Cade Leach
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Mend My Life
By Rich Doughty
I’m a shell of my former self
Waiting for that collision that’ll
crack open what’s left
of me,
that epiphany that’ll put me
back together again.
I’m coming apart at the seams
in dreams / yet nobody tends
to the mend.
I put my crooked feet to
the concrete and hold myself
together.
This time and every time.
Travelers
By Cody Franklin
Oh, to all the travelers on this road,
it makes little difference
whether or not you converge, or diverge —
for on this trip there is no secret code.
This is your path that you
travel, it is something destined to submerge.
Just be wary of your steps
so that you’re not something all others wish to purge.
You may choose to dwell on decisions made,
or stay present in this perfect gift.
The fact remains that what happened already
is already written in this book.
It is important to find purpose and remain steady
and not begin to go adrift,
so you remain solid and not be the chaff
that falls away when things get sift.
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