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POETRY                                                                     

POETRY

E
very day of each year approximately 60,000 juveniles in the 
United States are in custodial confinement for criminal offenses 

ranging from from murder, robbery, and assault to prostitution and 
illicit drugs (National Report Series Bulletin, 2014). Juvenile jus-

tice facilities are responsible for the education of juveniles while in 

confinement. Issue 5 of Law & Disorder features a set of 13 poems 

written by girls in a long-term residential juvenile correctional facility 
for girls. The poems were an assignment in an English class and were 

shared orally with peers, faculty, and visitors. Only initials are used to 
give credit to each author and to protect their identity.

In the poems, authors share memories of their home, longing for 

family and friends, offenses committed, and the hope to break the 
cycle of crime.

National Report Series Bulletin (Aug. 2014). Juveniles in Residential Placement, 

2011. U.S. Department of Justice, Office of Justice Programs, Juvenile Justice and 
Delinquency Prevention, at 3.

A Critical Life
She inhales a life

that doesn’t belong to her

and in her mind

everything is wrong to her
knowing that they won’t understand 
how it feels to lose

Someone they love, at their own hands
She cries trying to figure out
How and why it happened
Hearing the laughter come
From the mouths of those who judge

from those who’s main priority
is to make her business, theirs

The pastor was right

life really ain’t fair
Pain sears her like

the wound on the lifeless

She never thought life was like this

And at night she cries

trying to hide the pain
trying to figure out how 
to make it through the next day
Wishing she could breathe life

to the ones without it

And the one she - accidentally took
this, whole experience

has her mind, shook. 

Wishing it was her

God decided to take

Instead, it was someone else

And she felt like her life

was a mistake

The doctors should have been right

When they were shoving tubes
and IVs in that baby on 
the table, trying to help her breathe
Right then God could have quickly
put her to ease. 

But now, she breathes

And as she looks at the lives 

around her, she wonders why
God couldn’t have made, them

suffer, the way she is, now
Who were they to try to bring her down. 
Thoughts run through her head

playing over and over again
The pain and hurt

from the words

That the devil let slide 

out of those people’s mouths 

It felt like God turned His back
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and she needed Him now
Trying to stay strong
as the world hits her

harder every day
trying its best to erase her from the life
She, thinks she doesn’t deserve

And who were those people

to call her names

trying to put her to shame
When they didn’t even know
the full story - 
Wishing she could let it out

and let them know

but trapped in the mind

those emotions don’t show

She doesn’t let them see

that she’s a wilted flower.
She doesn’t let them know

that every night before she 
Goes to sleep, she Prays
to God to let her trade

Places with the deceased, 

She doesn’t let them know

that she sits in her room

and cries at night because 

She can’t find the reason
as to why things went wrong
And to her the sweetest song

Was seeing his smile

and hearing his voice call out her name

She gets angry at herself
because it was a mistake, 

wishing the world would take

a chance to hear her out instead

of treating her like she doesn’t 

deserve anything above. 
Because they don’t know 
that when she lays her head down at night, she
has to fight to keep it together. 
But for now she just thinks 

of how much better life on Earth 

would be if she could hold

him, and kiss his little brown cheeks

like she used to do when she

was the only one
who cared enough to take care

of a child that wasn’t even hers

And she writes to form the words

her heart won’t let her speak

She writes about not even half 

of the drama that goes on in her life.  Now

A mistake, Placed on the most unusual face

That girl, is me. 

- SE

Anger Scars
I let the rage takeover. 

Gun in hand, palms sweaty. 

First & foremost I was more than ready. 

The thoughts came rushing in like tidal waves, 

Banging and crashing into my brain. 

The face he will make if I pull the trigger, will he beg

Me not to, will he beg to… pull the trigger…

With his knife to my throat I wonder if 1,500 dollars 
Is really worth any of this. 

I’m thinking my bullet is faster than his blade, I grip
My Sig Sauer watching the sweat drip down this man’s face. 

DO IT!

His crew keeps yelling. 

As he steps forward pushing the knife even harder 

into my throat, I’m mind boggled like a child who had
gotten lost. 

I point the barrel to his knee, his crew starts to walk. 

My heart’s racing faster than the speed of light & I’m 
Hanging onto the trigger with all my might. 

I hear a bang!

I’m going limp. 

I feel a pinch up under my chin & another on my left inner calf. 

Suddenly I’m left on the concrete up around 25th & Keystone…

I’m stuck not being able to get up. 

Stuck with a bullet to the knee…

A gash in my chin…
And a cut in my leg…

I’m scarred for life. 

So believe me when I tell you…
Violence doesn’t get you very far…
But Anger Scars. 

- AS
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