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Beloved Arts: A curatorial collaboration of 

incarcerated men and women at the Suffolk 

County Sheriff’s Department and students at 

Boston University who explore the praxis of 

liberation through expressive arts at the nexus 

of mental, emotional and spiritual health. The 

artists' pursuit of identity within community 

calls for embodied empathy and humanity, the 

spirit and essence of Beloved Community, 

toward the point of convergence - love. Their 

art of storytelling, visual and performance, 

galvanizes people to revolutionize whose stories 

are told and how voices are amplified in our 

collective pursuit of liberation.  



Response(ART)abi l i ty  

The unprecedented times brought on 

by COVID-19, presented an ingenious 

opportunity for dialogue through the 

arts. Men and women at the Suffolk 

County Sheriff’s Department (SCSD) 

initiated the dialogue by expressing 

themselves through poems and 

vignettes, and students at Boston 

University (BU) took on the 

response(ART)ability to respond  

with insight and intentionality –  

n o t  i n t e r p r e t a t i o n .  



COMMUNITY’S STATEMENTS  

The beautiful thing about art is that it can be appreciated from a distance over zoom.  I may not have 

been in the same room as the artists, but, for a brief moment, aspects of the beloved community 

emerged as we all faced each other (over zoom) and delighted in each other's artwork. 
 

-Peter  

I found this experience to be healing and therapeutic. 
 

-Antoine 

There are no mistakes when you are trying to grow and improve there are just moments for 

opportunities and growth. That is the golden rule when these women and men enter into the creative 

learning space. To have the honor to witness each student enter into their own creative process was 

really inspirational. As each person opened themselves up to the endless possibilities of what liberation, 

love and community means to them. Each piece of art is a window into each individual and you will 

find something heart touching in each painting. Not only are the paintings powerful but the voices that 

go along with them are powerful too. This is an opportunity for the men and women to have their 

voices be heard and seen, because every person has the right to take up space in the world. Through 

the use of music, art, reflection and compassionate teachers, each person was able to step into a space 

that didn’t have them confined to a label, and instead allowed them to enter a space where they are 

valued for the whole person they are. It is through art and the willingness to show up for oneself that 

allows opportunities of growth and change.  
 

-Zandra  

It was a mutually cathartic experience to share a milieu that exposed the brokenness of humanity 

juxtaposed with hope through embodied empathy as the stroke of pens and paint brushes alike released 

hate for love, retribution for forgiveness, pain for peace, apathy for validation and sorrow for joy.  
 

-Diana 



COMMUNITY’S STATEMENTS  

It was a pleasure working with both the Women and the Men on this Beloved Arts: Expression as a 

Praxis of Liberation. The art of creation the lights of joy in their eyes and hearts...Women and Men, in 

harmony come together to speak another language of expression. Through their Writing and Arts, I 

found them relaxed, happy to see their ideas and conversations on what if … how do I do … to then put 

on paper, to canvas, and express art in a different settling environment. As they would talk among 

themselves with music, they would express their joy being in this class; always asking for guidance and 

to be acknowledged if they were on the track with their arts and writing. Their creation in art, bringing a 

new combination of elements in their paint tones of colors on canvas to preference of choice, gave 

them such pleasure and freedom of doing anything they put their mind to do. It was like being with 

professionals in the room. They were at their best behavior and total respect to one another. As one 

would compliment their work and give them feedback, they would sing back the songs that were 

provided to them through the Zoom class instructors. The Women and the Men have asked if this 

program can continue, so others can also benefit like they did…  
 

Thank You  

Fernando 

Although I am in jail, I set myself free every moment I was drawing. 
 

-Dione 

This experience reminded me that my family carries the cross for me. 
 

-Jose 

"Too many incarcerated people's voices are silenced or dimly heard. If there is any project which aims 

to amplify their voices, and potentially help the wider world to understand their experiences, then I 

want to be a part of it.“ 
 

-Leah 
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DECLARATION 
By Randy 

  

He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out of his Protection and waging War against us. 

He has plundered our Seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt our Towns, and destroyed the Lives of our 

People. 

He is, at this Time, transporting large Armies of foreign Mercenaries to complete the Works of Death, 

Desolation, and Tyranny already begun with circumstances of Cruelty and Perfidy, scarcely paralleled 

in the most barbarous Ages, and totally unworthy of the Head of a civilized Nation. 

He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high Seas to bear Arms against their 

Country, to become the Executioners of their friends and Brethren, or to fall themselves by their 

Hands. 

He has excited domestic Insurrections amongst us, and has endeavoured to bring on the Inhabitants 

of our Frontiers, the merciless Indian Savages, whose known Rule of Warfare, is an undistinguished 

Destruction, of all Ages, Sexes and Conditions. 

In every stage of these Oppressions we have Petitioned for Redress in the most humble Terms: Our 

repeated Petitions have been answered only by repeated Injury. A Prince, whose Character is thus 

marked by every act which may define a Tyrant, is unfit to be the Ruler of a free People. 

Nor have we been wanting in Attentions to our British Brethren. We have warned them from Time to 

been deaf to the Voice of Justice and of Consanguinity. We must, therefore, acquiesce in the Necessity, 

which denounces our Separation, and hold them, as we hold the rest of Mankind, Enemies in War, in 

We, therefore, the Representatives of the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, in General Congress, 

Assembled, appealing to the Supreme Judge of the World for the Rectitude of our Intentions, do, in 

the Name, and by Authority of the good People of these Colonies, solemnly Publish and Declare, That 

these United Colonies are, and of Right ought to be, FREE AND INDEPENDENT STATES, that they 

are absolved from all Allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political Connection between them 

and the State of Great-Britain, is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that as FREE AND 

INDEPENDENT this Declaration, with a firm Reliance on the Protection of divine Providence, we 

mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our fortunes, and our sacred Honor. 





The Truth About the Pursuit of Power  
By Jimmy  

 
The truth about the pursuit of power  

can be found in the trail it leaves behind.  
Blood has been dragged across this land  

staining the soil for far too long.  
 

Voices have been silenced;  
masses have been kept down;  

lives have been stolen.  
 

And yet, we wave a flag,  
proud of the accomplishments of our country;  

We hold our hands over our hearts,  
exclaiming “liberty and justice for all.”  

 
Let that sink in – For all. For all?  

Our country seems to have forgotten the definition of all.  
We say “Justice is blind,”  

or has Lady Justice turned a blind eye to all of the injustices committed?  
 

Our country has created a monster,  
a monster that has been festering for decades.  

Those among the top in our country live in fear,  
fear that this monster will not be strong enough to keep the people down.  

 
So, they expand the discriminatory systems  

to reach new heights and widen its (wing) span,  
Trapping more prey for their predator.  

 
But, enough is enough.  

We must stop feeding the beast. 





Misdirected Anger 
By Mark 

  

Why are you mad when I do what I do? 

Can’t you see I learned from you. 

Have you forgotten the torch led gathering in the dark night; 

You, the original terrorist, causing death from sheer fright. 

The armed militia that crumbled a village. 

Your angry soldiers that raped, robed and pillaged. 

 

We meant you no evil, we caused you no harm. 

Yet, the thought of me breathing was cause for alarm. 

Now centuries later, our numbers are strong,  

And we’re smart enough to prove you wrong. 

So, we’ll use your rules and written laws, 

No matter how bias, no matter how flawed. 

 

We will gather, assemble and march in group; 

We will organize, vote and form our own troop. 

When the laws were made we weren’t your equal, 

But now things have changed in history's sequel. 

Now, I can say whatever I feel and act just like you. 

I’m following the rules that I learned from you. 





Big Time King 
By Ian 

 

  

 Do you know what it feels like being trapped in a cell? 

Caged up like an animal living in hell. 

Cloudy days, cold nights, shedding tear in my cell. 

Suicidal thoughts, dark vision, who do I tell? 

Battles with the enemy.  

He thought it was the end of me. 

The light shined bright! 

Brighter than the sun in me. 

Faith, prayer, in the Word. 

There is no killing God’s plan. 

The true Spirit of a Man. 







20 Minutes 
 By Dashawn  

 
 
(*Thank you for using securus you may start your conversation now) 
 
 
“Hey dad I miss you. Today I did macaroni art in class. I had a good 
Halloween. I was Spiderman this time, the Black Spiderman. I wanted 
you to be the big Spiderman with me, but there's next time –  you can be 
it with me next time. I cried thinking of you. I have dreams of us playing 
with my toys; it really is different without you here. I wish you made 
better choices, but it’s OK –  I still love you. Me and mommy always talk 
about you. I tell everybody how I look like you; they say I act like you. 
Daddy why you say don't be like you? Or that I should be better than 
you? I can’t wait till you’re home so you can buy me all the toys I want. I 
hope you’re home for Christmas. Mommy showed me how to pray, so I 
pray for you. Can you pick me up like you always do? I know you can. 
Daddy why they say you’re a bad guy? How come they take daddy's away 
from the kids? I don’t like the place you’re in, they’re stupid and mean. 
Be strong daddy, you can't give up. Nana got me my Spiderman toy, but I 
still want my Power Rangers she promised” 
 
 
(*you have one minute left) 
 
  
“How come they always say that? I don’t want to hang up yet. I got so 
much to tell you: what I ate, who I played with in school, my teacher, my 
homework and all that. I love yo-”  
 
 
 
(* thank you for using securus goodbye) 





WHO AM I 
By ضدق 

Who Am I? 
I Am More Than Just Dark Skin Color, 
I Am More Than Just Cherokee Native Descent, 
I Am More Than Just The Systematically Oppressed, 
I Am More Than Being Ignorant And Under Educated, 
I Am More Than Just Poor Decisions And Missed Opportunity, 
I Am More Than A Criminal Record, 
 

Who Am I? 
I Am More Than A South Boston High School Graduate, 
I Am More Than Being Intelligent, 
I Am More Than Being Muslim, 
I Am More Than Just A Lover Of Science, 
I Am More Than Just One Who Values Loyalty, 
I Am More Than One Who Is In Search Of Love That’s Authentic, 
 

Who Am I? 
I Am A Spiritual Being Having An Earthly Experience, 
I Am The Energy Of Life, The Breath Of God, 
I Am Consciousness Awaken, 
I Am All That’s Within You……. 
I Am The Universe Aware Of Itself, 
 

Who Am I? 

……… I am ضدق  

I Am From A Place Where You Hear More Gun Shots Than Birds Singing, 
A Place Where Children Are Called Home By Dusk, 
I Am From A Place Where The Sounds Of Sirens Are As Normal As Music, 
A Place Where You Won’t Find Many Fathers, 
I Am From A Place Where I Would Yell “Ma,” And Ten Women Would Come To The Window,  

Except For My Mother 
A Place Where Your Mother Gave Permission To The Neighbors To Whoop Your Ass, 
I Am From A Place Where You Have To Pay The Taxi In Advance To Get A Ride Home, 
A Place Where Taxi Cabs Won’t Stop To Pick You Up, 
I’m From A Pace Where Drug Dealers Would Buy The Neighborhood Kids Ice Cream, 
A Place Where Everyone Spoke Your Business To Everyone Except The Government, 
I’m From A Place Where The Police Was Not Welcome, 
A Place Where Apartments Were Transferred Into Home, 
I Am From A Place Where You Can Still Find Happiness Among The Sad, 
I Am From The Jungle Made Of Concrete Located In The South End Of Boston, 
I Am From The Tan Brix Of The Cathedral Projects, 
A Place I Was Once Ashamed Of, 
A Place That Shaped Who I Am Today. 







These hands.  
By Shishy 

 
 

These hands stay bound together, evidence of our oppressors  
 
 

These hands full of possibility, the world may never get to see  
 
 

These hands living in captivity, longing to be set free  
 
 

These hands cast aside hidden away, waiting for that fateful day  
 
 

These hands left alone in the dark, nothing could put out that spark  
 
 

These hands generations of broken homes, revelations like a drone  
 
 

These hands forgotten and dismissed hold on to precious gifts.  
 
 

These hands wait for us to understand, change must be brought to 
this land  

 
 

These hands. 









Mean Mug  
By Dashawn   

  
Finally starting to see the world for what it is.  

Seeing that my skin color is like a cage instead of a badge of 
honor.  

So used to being judged for my looks and not for the person 
you're looking at.  

F*** it though  
Imma die this way ‘cause that’s the life I was given.  

But since you looking so hard, 
 let me tell you what you staring at…  

I am the vengeful spirit of Emmett Till,  
Martin Luther’s dark “other side”,  

I am Huey Newton’s rage,  
Malcolm X’s actions if still alive,  

I am “the hate you gave” that 2Pac mentioned plus thousands of 
slaves who lost their lives before it was taken.  

The continuance of Toussaint’s revolution,  
a war hero in the making.  

The product of my history and ancestors collected spilled blood, 
nothing like you wannabe gangsters or two bit thugs, 

 no, nothing like that at all,  
I am the fear of excellence that made Jim Crow make these laws; 

gathered by trees that was used for lynching,  
plus all the scars from the backs of the whipped!  

Yes, the times have changed but there’s no changing that s***, 
so to put it short  

I am “coming” back with a fist of fury,  
demanding a just trial with an all Black jury.  

Ready to give back what you gave with an even bitter taste,  
this is what your staring at when you look in my face. 





NO.Color.NO.History. 
By Kenyonte 

 

Sometimes I wish judgment didn’t exist 

People value those things that have little to no value in life 

The goal is to understand a person for who they are 

No doubts; don’t predict 

Generational suffering has made us succumb to oppression 

Longing to be liberated from our ancestors’ transgressions. 

Sometimes I wish THEY would just SEE. 

See me for who I AM. 

Not what they made me out to be. 

See me as Dignity & Integrity 

Respect & Honesty 

Love & Hope 

Because hopefully our minds will stop being overlooked by people who 

don’t matter, but have influence on what happens. 

BLACK – is Beauty 

Being BLACK – is an Honor 

We Come from Bloodlines of  Royalty 

History in the making only play with our consciousness 

Maybe, one day we’ll get what 

They Promised… 









“Allure”  
B y  K e n y o n t e  

 
H a v e  y o u  e v e r  m e t  a  p e r s o n  &  e v e r y  t i m e  y o u ’ r e   
i n  t h e i r  p r e s e n c e  y o u r  m i n d  b e c o m e s  s t a g n a n t   
&  y o u r  h e a r t  b e a t s  r a p i d ?  
 
M a k e  y o u  j u s t  w a n n a  t a k e  t h a t  c h a n c e ,   
t h a t  o p p o r t u n i t y ,  t h a t  r i s k  
T h a t  q u i e t  p a c k a g e  w h e r e  y o u  j u s t  d y i n g   
t o  k n o w  w h a t ' s  i n s i d e  
 
T h a t  d o s e  t h a t  y o u  n e e d  p r e s c r i b e d  
T h o s e  p i l l s  I  c a n ’ t  t a k e  o n e  a t  a  t i m e  
I  w a n t  t h e m  a l l  &  
i f  I  o v e r d o s e  o n  y o u  
l e t  t h a t  b e  m y  c a l l  
 
I  r e a l l y  h a t e  t h e  f a c t  y o u ’ r e  s o  e n t i c i n g  
W h e n  y o u  c r o s s e d  m y  l i n e  o f  v i s i o n  
I  s a w  g i g a n t i c  b i r d s  &  b e e s  
l i o n s  w i t h  w i n g s  
 
H o w  m o r e  e n c h a n t i n g  c a n  y o u  b e  
I ’ m  p l a y i n g  t u g  o f  w a r  w i t h  y o u r  b r a i n  
b u t  w h e n  I  p u l l  I  j u s t  w a n t  y o u  t o  r e l e a s e  
a n d  l a y  y o u r  t h o u g h t s  a t  m y  f e e t  
 
W h e n  I  l o o k  a t  y o u ,  I  w o u l d  r a t h e r  
m y  e y e s  d r i e d  u p  a n d  b l e e d  
b e c a u s e  I ’ l l  b e  m i s s i n g  a  v a l u a b l e  f r a c t i o n   
o f  a  s e c o n d  
I f  I  b l i n k e d  
 
H a v e  y o u  e v e r  j u s t  b e e n  I m p r e s s e d  
B y  a  p e r s o n  s o  c o m p l e x ?  
O r  j u s t  w i s h i n g  i t  w a s  a l l  a  d r e a m ?  
D a m n ,  I  r e a l l y  h a t e  t h e  f a c t  y o u ’ r e   
s o  e n t i c i n g  –  t o  m e …  





I’M STILL LEARNING HOW TO LOVE 
By Antoine 

  
Being a strong Black man that sits in front of you today, I can admit that it’s taken decades of time 
for me to actually say what I’m going to say 
I’m still learning how to love. 
  
At first, I felt mad, angry, I was stubborn and ignorant to it all, not realizing how deep rooted the 
pain and abuse was. I was oblivious to it all.  
I’m still learning how to love. 
  
How could I constantly continue to hurt and pain myself, if I don’t find ways to heal and mend these 
emotions, all I’m going to do is end up hating myself. 
I’m still learning how to love. 
  
After breaking myself down mentally, spiritually and emotionally, I had to tell myself (SELF) 
something's not right. This aint how shit’s suppose to be.  
 I’m still learning how to love. 
 
As I searched for these emotions no matter where it was or what I had to do, I came to the 
realization that this love thang aint easy to do. 
I’m still learning how to love. 
 
At first I wasn’t trying to hear shit she was saying, I pushed and shoved back so hard I actually 
missed what she was saying, not until I took time to listen with heart a different side of me came 
out. I actually heard what she was saying. 
 I’m still learning how to love. 
 
When I mentioned the word love most think of the word intimately, yeah everybody needs love or 
wants to be loved, that’s how we all think it should be. This beautiful word love that I seek and yearn 
for, is for no other than the man that stands before you, Antoine David Stallings, that’s me!!! 
I’m still learning how to love. 
  
Learn to love yourself everyone. 





Our Cross to Bear  
By Shishy and Jessica 

 
I see you standing there  

Humanities dualities are our cross to bear  

I am you and you are me  
 
Black and White has now turned Grey  

Meanwhile others see some as prey  
 
I reflect upon my own thoughts  

Judgments cast now falling by the wayside  

We are all victims of circumstance  
 
We begin as a fetus  

Like a piece of dust in the wind  

Our little ones watch and learn  

What will we pass on in return?  
 
 
 

A prayer for those incarcerated:  
May the wind be at your back  

May the birds sing your song  

May you love yourself when others don’t  

May you feel empowered through art  

May your voices be heard  

May you feel our love for your humanity 





Wall and Thorns 
by Matt Flynn 

 
 
 
 

 Tangled thorns that climb thick walls,  
Paths sown by hardened hands,  

with fallen buds that long since closed,  
confining dreams with solitude.  

 
What hope can bloom within sharp walls,  

To distinguish truth from fear,  
and find a voice that is our own,  

a path to dreams so near.  
 

A hidden painter in a dusky room.  
A dreamer for posterity.  

What wonders he could form,  
And encourage thorns to bloom.  

 
Whose dreams are not of barren branches.  

Not found on others’ vines,  
But on the branch that he will choose,  

That leads us on from solitude.  
 

Through tangled dreams and pedals spread,  
from thorny vines on hard brick walls,  

behold the one embracing you,  
A rose with thorns behind. 

 
 
 





"I Spy”  
 
 
I spy with my little eye  
A spirited car that likes to drive  
 
 
 
Carrying people - their feelings and thoughts and physical selves  
In a moving box, secured with seatbelts  
 
 
 
I spy with my little eye  
A spirited car that likes to drive  
 
 
 
Traveling for miles upon miles across desert and city and roads that wind  
Taking passengers to destinations of every kind  
 
 
 
I spy with my little eye  
A spirited car that likes to drive  
 
 
 
 
 
- Grace 





DECLARATION 
By Kenyonte  

  
WHEN in the Course of human Events, it becomes necessary for one People to dissolve the Political Bands which have connected 
them with another, and to assume among the Powers of the Earth, the separate and equal Station to which the Laws of Nature and 
of Nature’s God entitle them, a decent Respect to the Opinions of Mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel 
WE hold these Truths to be self-evident, that all Men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain 
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness—That to secure these Rights, Governments are 
instituted among Men, deriving their just Powers from the Consent of the Governed, that whenever any form of Government 
becomes destructive of these Ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its 
Foundation on such Principles, and organizing its Powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their Safety and 
Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient Causes; 
and accordingly all Experience hath shewn, that Mankind are more disposed to suffer, while Evils are sufferable, than to right 
themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long Train of Abuses and Usurpations, pursuing 
invariably the same Object, evinces a Design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their Right, it is their Duty, to throw off 
such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future Security. Such has been the patient Sufferance of these Colonies; and 
such is now the Necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The History of the present King of 
Great-Britain is a History of repeated Injuries and Usurpations, all having in direct Object the Establishment of an absolute 
Tyranny over these States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid World. 
He has refused his Assent to Laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public Good. 
He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate and pressing Importance, unless suspended in their Operation till his 
Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to them. 
He has refused to pass other Laws for the Accommodation of large Districts of People, unless those People would relinquish the 
Right of Representation in the Legislature, a Right inestimable to them, and formidable to Tyrants only. 
He has called together Legislative Bodies at Places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the Depository of their public He has 
dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly Firmness his Invasions on the Rights of the People. 
He has refused for a long Time, after such Dissolutions, to cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative Powers, incapable of 
He has endeavoured to prevent the Population of these States; for that Purpose obstructing the Laws for Naturalization of 
foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their Migrations hither, and raising the Conditions of new Appropriations of Lands. 
He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by refusing his assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary Powers. 
He has made Judges dependent on his Will alone, for the Tenure of their Offices, and the Amount and Payment of their Salaries. 
He has erected a Multitude of new Offices, and sent hither Swarms of Officers to harass our People, and eat out their Substance. 
He has kept among us, in Times of Peace, Standing Armies, without the consent of our Legislatures. 
He has affected to render the Military independent of and superior to the Civil Power. 
He has combined with others to subject us to a Jurisdiction foreign to our Constitution, and unacknowledged by our Laws; giving 
his Assent to their Acts of pretended Legislation: 
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from Punishment for any Murders which they should commit on the Inhabitants of these 
States: 
For imposing Taxes on us without our Consent: 
For depriving us, in many Cases, of the Benefits of Trial by Jury: 
For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a neighbouring Province, establishing therein an arbitrary  
WHEN in the Course of human Events, it becomes necessary for one People to dissolve the Political Bands which have connected 
them with another, and to assume among the Powers of the Earth, the separate and equal Station to which the Laws of Nature and 
of Nature’s God entitle them, a decent Respect to the Opinions of Mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel 
WE hold these Truths to be self-evident, that into these  





“Meaning Behind Tears”  
By Kenyonte 

 

 

Caught in our own prolific source of troubles 

Pandora’s Box 

Left to face all those heavy loads 

With Self 

People & Things close to you by nature 

Starts the weeping 

Whether it’s anger, heartbreak, or lost 

Joy, accomplishments, or wealth 

Doesn’t help us to understand our lucid feelings 

Minds deter from meaning 

Self loses logic 

And opens an emotional tidal wave 

Whose crash landing is the eyes 

So many situations cries to be redacted  

No one’s ready for the reconciliation 

of self 

We ignore the inhabitable part of our feelings & emotions 

to seek refuge elsewhere. 

 

Cry. 





WHAT A JOB 
By Mark 
 
 

Finally retiring after 35 years –  

long days and nights; blood sweat and tears. 

I’m just walking away – got no 401k. 

I don’t get a pension or an honorable mention. 

I’m turning the page, a new chapter in my life, 

Free from worry, stress and endless strife. 

If I ever get lonely and you come to mind, 

I’ll quickly remember what I’m leaving behind… 

The chaos, the hustle, the day to day grind;  

It’s a job like no other, truly one of a kind. 

I take one last look, because there’s no coming back. 

Well, that could all change if I just smoke some crack. 

 

 

 

Retired from criminal work. 





“Choices”  
By Walter 

 

It’s something that only we can make for ourselves. 

We might take opinions and advices from others, 

But no one else can make them for us. 

Only we have the power to make them. 

Every day that we get up, we’re faced with choices. 

We can do good; we can do bad. 

The choices are our responsibility. 

Make the right choice today. 



Finding Yourself 
By Walter 
 

I was lost. 

I was lost within myself  and I didn’t even know it;  

That was the worst part. 

I knew something was going wrong with my life. 

Everything was starting to feel wrong,  

And I didn’t even understand that I was lost 

For so long everyone was seeing me as… 

I don’t know what word you want to use… 

Lost self ? 

Whatever it was they were seeing me as,  

I was starting to see myself  the same way. 

I was becoming a lost soul in my own eyes… 

And then I realized all I ever wanted to do was to: 

Love every minute of  my life; 

Love people, so I can be loved back; 

Make music; 

Do the right things in life. 

I don’t think I had even sat down and thought about it before, 

Because my life was going fast. 

But, I finally realized I am what I make out of  my self 

And, what I am is a man with beautiful dreams, and that’s all I am. 

And, when I realized that, it made me happy; it made me relieved. 

Because none of  the other things matter. 



Freedom 
By Michael 
 

What is freedom to you? 
For me, sometimes I feel trapped and caged in from the color of my skin 
From someone judging me all the way to the pen; 
The DA lying, setting me up again. 
They say innocent until proven guilty. 
But, if you’re Black they’ll put a twist or turn so you can’t win. 
 
What is freedom to you? 
Is it getting out of jail;, going to school, getting a job so you can buy some food. 
Coming home to watch the news just to hear another White cop killed a Black 
person, and lying saying he was acting like a fool 
 
What is freedom to you? 
Is it being in the streets homeless, getting another fix. 
Is it the fact that you’re always in the mix. 
Or do you think it’s cool, because you’re pimping out your girl to turn another 
trick. 
 
What is freedom to you? 
Is it getting money from the trap. 
Laying n****z down face flat. 
Or getting drunk on the block. 
Giving your homies dap. 
 
What is freedom to you? 
Is it having s**with a sexier shape than your girl. 
Is it the fact she rocks your world. 
Or because she has Chinese eyes and her hair got curls. 
 
What is freedom to you? 
 
 



“Flame”  
By Kenyonte 
 
My Soul Burns 
I had to go in a zone & take my mind 
somewhere I didn’t want it to go. 
A lot of good people, lessons learned, 
& morality’s built come from my violent lifestyle 
But Death. 
that silent echo 
that shiver when its not cold 
that seeking for a lost soul 
Yea that constant reminder that somewhere I went wrong 
My inability to think past a situation  
My thirst for retaliation kept leading me to an unwanted vacation 
Then Lil Pat died – D Lo died – Ger died – Fazo died – Trill died – Pumpkin died 
& Bennie & Jalen got kilt by our own guys 
Tragedies in my violent lifestyle only  
disaster come behind 
the tears wont come from my eyes 
but my heart keep cryin’ 
& when my body decline my mind rewinds 
& you couldn’t possibly take in the graphic things I’ve seen 
If I unleashed these memories, it’ll be like a horrific dream 
I’ve penetrated my environment to the roots 
now I’m watchin’ the next generation do the same thing  
destroy my hood 
Reincarnating me as much as they could 
Everybody thinkin’ its for the greater good 
Few understand Pain & Suffering 
God only knows the agony I feel 
the misery for years 
Gave me that urge to… 
Gave me an urge to do things you wouldn’t  
possible think 
Now I want change 
So I practice saying Salam 
to keep the peace in my inner being 
to keep the beast from intervening 
I know you don’t understand because these are some  
things I neglected to tell you about me 
Now I’m watching people I grew to love lose their  
Life from my so called divine decree 
& Now. I. Just. Want. Change. 



“PANDEMIC” 
By Tyrone 

  

Fighting cases, I’m still innocent they treat me like I’m guilty, 

Had a visit with my daughter ain’t wanna hold her I felt filthy, 

How they lock me up for charges; it was him that tried to kill me, 

Told my lawyer you ain’t locked up don’t be acting like you feel me, 

Baby mamma cheated on me I still treat her like she family, 

I stopped praying for a while cause I felt God ain’t really hear me, 

Feel like I was just talking to myself; in the trenches I be dolo, 

I be walking by myself,  

I ain’t greedy when they look out, cause I always been without,  

Taking meds cuz I was crazy; I don’t feel like that shit helped, 

And they mad I live this way, but this the hand that I was dealt, 

Caught Covid in the hole and no one knew I couldn’t smell, 

Tyarei getting older by the days I’m in the cell, 

I’m held indefinite, 

Think I still got Covid I been sweating it, 

My heart keep on racing, Nurse keep checking it, 

D.A. trying to make jail my residence, 



Letter to the Warden 
By Dashawn 

  
Today marks another day of my incarceration. Another day that days 

are no longer mine. That my destiny is no longer certain like the 

scheduled meals that are digested. Today feels like yesterday as well as 

my tomorrow. Time goes by but yet I feel like everything is at a 

standstill, even if I stand still I am still ...here. Caged beyond my control 

causes occasional tears that never end and keep one closed off those 

you love - these four walls have become my friends. My toilet is my 

sink in which I most despise. They say jail preserves you I say it 

preserves our demise. Ever dreamed of being free and it all felt so real? 

To awaken in this nightmare, but this is not Elm street, no , welcome to 

Nash. Where the state soap ain’t about ****, and the water will give 

you a rash. Where they raise prices on canteen rather than raise our 

spirits, where the more beds we fill we raise their profits, so now we 

can’t raise our children, too busy raising their wallets. “You do this for 

me?” “the program?” “don’t want me back?” yeah I hear it if crime 

stops so does your money so I know you don’t mean it. You let power 

go to your head, mentally it defeats you, let’s switch places for a day 

and see how different I treat you, rush to your aid as quick as you rush 

to lug me. I bet I won’t be as quick to hate you no quicker than you’d 

choose to love me. 



My Name is “Major” 
By Dashawn 
  
My name is Major  
I am of greater importance to find my mental state;  
you’ll need the coordinates.  
I am love.  
I am strength to my world and my subordinates.  
I go where hate can’t lay in exuberance.  
I spread courage anywhere that fear might stay.  
I am the voice that tells you it’s OK.  
On this quest, I’ve come across some questions like,  
why do we live and think like we got one choice?  

or  
since we all saying the same thing in different ways,  
is that what Donkor meant when he said one voice, yes?  
I am cold, but sharp like ice that sickles.  
Like how can you see yourself clear in water that ripples?  
How could you die for the “set” when they don't live for you?  

or  
How did it feel to find out that the “hood” don't miss you?  
This new generation, they won't miss you,  
'cause they don't know us,. 
We walk around thinking it's the world that owes us;  
come to this place to find out that it is us that owes us. 
In dept with self, in the depth of self we are demons fighting our demons.  
So, are we really fighting ourselves?  
No, we’re lost Angels fighting demons known as the Commonwealth.  
Some of us get so mad we get hot ‘till we melt.  
Others, still little boys inside screaming for help.  
Mama dead or daddy gone?  

or  
both out.  
Feel double wronged?  
I know that tune too well, ‘cause I played that song  
I understand your feelings, ‘cause I’ve looked in your soul  
when you talk and don’t stare at the ceiling.  
I am acceptance and understanding of pain, that is 
All and all, that is pain.  
I am “looney”, I am “major” I am “little to gain”  
not a little Duval, 
but today I escape these walls in my head,  
I am Andy Duphrane  
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