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Death after tomorrow
I can be smiling today and crying tomorrow
the next day isn’t promised 
so prepare for the sorrow. 

Why don’t we live forever and ever
Why do people die young with they could have lived better. 
is it my fault? 
was I the cause? 
People always saying 
“I’m sorry for your loss.”
Death is Beauty
and Beauty is Pain
Losing someone makes life not the same. 

This can’t be natural

we were created to live

why did God let them die 
did they receive what they give? 
Maybe I’m wrong and it’s all a joke
If I open my eyes they’ll be right there at home. 
eating pizza and getting all crazy
when I realized they’re really dead
and i can’t believe what they have told me. 
Weeping more than the trees

My eyes weren’t deceived
I saw them yesterday I just can’t believe. 
Remorse at the funeral and okay the next day
When someone brings up their name you begin to break. 
Break into pieces ‘cause you still can’t believe it
Crying to your mom when you really need Jesus. 
Damn death is a surprise

you never know next who’s gonna die. 
So live for the best and prepare for the worse

You ever know who will be next in the dirt. 

- VJ

POETRY                                   

Hi Mom
Hi mom! 
How are you? I miss you, Mom...
Do you miss me too? 
Hey Mom! 
Let me tell you this story.  God keeps 
leaving it for me... to tell you. 

Remember when I was little - when I tried

to run away from you and I fell and 
scraped my knee? You picked me up 
& said it’s okay baby.  Don’t cry, mommy’s here. 

And the feel of your warm hug and
the smell of your lavender hair made
me smile from ear to ear. 

Now skipping ahead a couple years
is something I used to fear. 

Hi mom! 
What happened? 
You used to be kind and loving. 

“Mama please! Why are you being so mean?”
I would yell. 
Feeling slashes of lightning across and down my 
back and arms.  Hitting me with the 
wire hanger you scream at me
“Little bitch you think I’m playin’?”

I cry...
Mama no no, I was just sitting here - 

No! You were laying!
Ok mom, you’ve been drinking, you’re
hitting me for no reason.  I apologize

for whatever I did just stop hitting me; 

please! 

Skipping ahead a few more years stopped
my smile from touching my ears...
(Clap hands 3x)

The slaps Dharien’s daddy gives me.  When I thought
it was over; it was just beginning. 

I guess I was dreaming. 

(Clap hands 3x)

Hi mom. 
You were so fragile, so hurt, so sick. 

You tried to light my blanket on fire while I was asleep. 
And I hated you for it
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but it’s not okay, I should’ve obeyed. 
I was thinking about my pain 
but your pain was unbearable. 
Mama I’m sorry
Mama it’s not okay! 

April 30th 2014...

By mom, I’m sorry I did this to you. 
I left when you needed me. 
No one was there, no one cared. 

It should’ve been me

You begged me please don’t

leave.  I thought it was me

who did it.  I thought I was

the one who pushed you. 
But it wasn’t me at all. It 

was the alcohol that killed you.

- CB

POETRY

Kenny
Kenny is my very first love, my happy and my sad. 
He’s my love and my hate, my sunshine and my rain. 
Kenny is the beat in my very heart, a little piece of hope when all is falling apart. 
He is the beat to my drums, and the lyrics to my hums. 
Yes he’s the smart to my dumb, my favorite little “bum” 
Kenny is my headache and my cure, but my lefty for sure. 
He is every bit of my best friend, but my lover. 
He’s my superman, he’s just undercover
Kenny is my security by default, my own special vault
He’s my hero and my villain, and everything in between it. 
Kenny is the time in forever, my infinity and beyond. 
He is the name tattooed on my chest, our promise to never move on. 
Yes Kenny is my “always and forever,” my happy ever after. 
He is the thing that keeps me going, and keeps my emotions from overflowing. 
Kenny is home, he’s my very backbone.
Kenny is my escape, my ride or die ‘til the day we die. 
He’s my confidential case, my fallback, my base. 
Kenny is the similarity within all my differences
It’s very complicated obviously, but at the end of the day, Kenny is all of me. <3

- JR


