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About Road Signs & Writing Poetry
The artist Henri Matisse said, “There are flowers everywhere for those who are willing to see them.” In that spirit, I say, “There are poems everywhere for those who are
willing to see them.” For the past six springs, I have been more than willing to see poems
in the writings of hundreds of Utah Youth in Care. All 95 of the poems I found during
the spring of 2018 are collected in this anthology.
You be the judge of which poems are “good” or “real” poems by whatever standard
you hold near and dear; the poem is always in the eye and ear, mind and heart of the
beholder.  Eighty-eight of these poems were submitted to the Words Unlocked poetry
writing contest sponsored by the Center for Educational Excellence in Alternative Settings. None of our Utah poems won any prizes this year although seven were published
in the 2018 Word Unlocked anthology. I thank CEEAS for inspiring and motivating us to
write poetry to submit to Words Unlocked each spring.
I never know if it is better to win or lose a poetry-writing contest, and Utah’s young
poets have done both over the past six years. Mostly,
I am certain that the highs and lows of winning and losing in the big contest are always
secondary to the joy of making poems. I love making my own poems, none of which have
won any prizes, and I love making poems with students, no matter their poetry-writing
abilities or ambitions. I think it is especially joyous when I meet a young poet who sees
himself or herself as a poet and wants to write poem after poem after poem with or without a contest.
It is also a great pleasure, though no longer a surprise, when I learn from my writing students. This year I worked with a young poet who kept writing and writing in her
journal poem after poem after poem to attempt to make sense of her past traumas. She
taught a profound truth: “The poem writes itself.” Since she shared that truth with me,
I have thought and thought about that little phase. It is a small gem and now guides my
writing practice.
This anthology was entitled “Road Signs” after the poems were written. I selected
this title because these students’ poems seemed to define the journey of their lives with
the stops and sharp turns, dead ends and rough roads, construction zones and winding
roundabouts. I dropped the poems into seven categories, which are more interchangeable than absolute. Most importantly, the title of the anthology inspired students and
staff in YIC settings to play around and create the brightly colored artwork that accompanies these poems.
Dear Reader, have fun sampling the poems of these young poets. Enjoy as you will
and learn as you can. Pick a bouquet of these wildflowers among the road signs along
this winding road to celebrate the spring of 2018.
Bonnie Shaw, PhD, Utah YIC Creative Arts Coordinator
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I have written some poetry I don’t
understand myself.
Carl Sandburg

Poetry is when an emotion has found its
thought and the thought has found words.
Robert Frost

Poetry is the orphan of silence. The words
never quite equal the experience behind them.
Charles Simic

Wrong Way:
Dead Ends

No matter how far you have gone on a
wrong road, turn back.
Turkish Proverb

White Walls
written by D. R.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
The voices
in my head are
telling me,
Go with what
may come your way.
Be wise with
your choices.
Think about the outcome
of those choices.
As for me,
I was not so wise
about the choices
& for that
it has put me
at the place
I’m at today
called DT.
I would have never
seen myself
in such a terrible place
filled with white walls,
white walls when I go
to my room
white walls when I go
to gym
oh how I hate
white walls
oh how they make me
go insane.

Empty Crossing
written by L. D.
at Wasatch Youth Center
There cuts a river deep and fast,
With hungry current swift and sly,
That quells the heart, snaps jaws of foam,
And gurgles laughter, foul and vast.
A wound on earth’s oft broken skin,
I’ve seen the slash with my two eyes.
Soon blindness was a gift I treasured.
Still the river haunts with its constant din.
At one point in this path of mine,
I saw a road lead off and on
Across that wretched, open vein
Of unused, uncared, unknown design.
Self-righteous, prideful, bereft of shame,
I hate that path which leads away,
A road, by sense, should be downtrodden.
I shiver to think its name.
Paved with marble, untainted by the rain,
My well laid track is my choice.
No need for road signs, gutless is the name.
The coward’s road is better even if it’s vain.
The river, Trial, should be avoided.
Why else a road so long,
If not to go around the bottom,
Of this endless, wretched journey?
I know that soon I’ll reach the end
When the water all just stops.
That’s how water works, I know,
Though I run from knowledge too.
The only thing I’ve never run from,
Is what I’ve not run out of, in spite of trying.
I’ve never had too little sarcasm,
Even when my mouth went numb.

Voices
written by O. V.
at Wasatch Youth Center
All I can hear in my head
is loud talking, loud laughing.
There is a voice I recognize.
All I can hear is -- Do it!
And a laugh starts.
I’m holding my head,
Thinking -- What’s wrong with me?
I think I’m going crazy.
These voices won’t leave me
Alone.
Whenever I go to sleep,
I’m listening to my radio.
When I get tired,
I put down my radio.
Then three voices start to talk
Saying – It’s okay. It’s okay. It’s okay.
Then a laugh starts.
Then another voice says -It’s now or never!
My head starts to hurt
because of all these loud voices,
loud laughing.
I don’t know what I’m going to do.
I try to ignore them,
but these voices keep bothering me.
The last voice I hear says -If you’re going to use it, use it.
The last voice I hear repeats -if you’re going to use it, use it.
I don’t know what these voices
are saying to me. What does use it mean?
What does it mean?
The first voice, the second voice, the third voice,
What do they mean?
Will the last voice I hear, be the last voice?

Voices Lost
written by T. H.
at Genesis Youth Center
The voices in my head are telling me,
I need to do right, stay doing right,
keep my eyes on the prize.
The voices in my head are telling me,
I need to fight – in court, fight for my life,
my outside life.
Don’t tell me – if I’m losing my battles,
don’t tell me – my chances are too fragile.
I never thought I would end up
with a kid at fifteen.
I never thought I’d be alive for her
’cause the present is what I see.
I see myself doing better.
I see all the good times we all had together.
I am the kind of person who
strives for a better future.
I am the kind of person who
even though I mess up, I see a better chance.
I’ve hung with the Devil,
messed around and danced.
Sometimes I sit and think
if I have forgiveness
from my gone homies,
Alexis, Romez, and will I still say,
Rest ’n Peace.
For my day ones
that are behind them walls,
I miss hearing your voices, so –
Why don’t you give me a call?
Nothing can explain how I feel,
I lost three brothers. Life ain’t no joke –
it’s for real.
I remember when
everyone was still here,
back in RP, kickin’ it, sippin’ some beers.
Then I had my kid. Everything changed.
It’s like Woodie said, Man, “S----s gone strange.”
I never meant to put on a show,
but in Salt Lake City, Bro, that’s how we roll.
Strivin’ for a better life,
that’s our number one goal.
When I lay down and die,
will good or evil take my soul?

Born in the Jungle
written by T. Z.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
My life is a like a jungle.
I don’t know
if I’m pacing in circles
or where I want to go.
Back & forth, back & forth.
Don’t know what I will come across
or face.
But I ain’t going to stop
until I reach the place
where I want to be,
and there’s going to be
people along the way,
smiling people, dangerous people,
traitor who will stab you in the back,
people that I meet
through the jungle
that will try and point me
the wrong direction
and lie to me, tell me it’s the right way,
but why listen to someone that I barely met?
Or don’t trust
to tell me to point me towards
the right way?
Not the wrong way? Not the jungle way?
But don’t tell me I can’t make it
in this jungle, make it out of the jungle,
but watch me smile along the way
because I’ll make it through the jungle
to see a better day.

Success
written by D. F.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
In my future I see me growing
dem pot trees.
That’s wut I’m gonna be,
It’ll be me making all da money.
No matter wut u see.
Ima just do me.
Don’t try an change dat.
It’s gonnna be wut it’s gonna be.
Smokin on dat weed.
Puffin on dat dank.
Cause when I finally make it,
I’ll neva have an empty plate.
Until then I just gotta fight the fight.
Make it through the struggle
and dem lonely nights.
I know in my mind that I’m very bright.
Cause I can see the light.
It ain’t too far away.
Ima make it one day.
Ima fight through all da pain.
Cause I will exceed.
All because of that one magic tree
that gets me.

A Blur
written by G. O.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
White walls surround me as I think . . .
I am used, unwanted like a dusty book on the shelf
Lost words to the moments I stole from myself
Hard to have hope once you’ve lost everything else
But I am selfish and yet so unsure, of moments
In time that have yet to occur
From sober thoughts to moments where my thoughts slur
The future for me is unclear, an unfocused camera
My life is a blur.

The Stranger
written by S. A.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
I should know who she is. I did at one point in time.
But I look at her now, and she is a stranger.
Her cheeks are sunken in, she has no meat on her bones, and her eyes are empty.
She is no longer the beautiful mother who gave birth to me.
I remember when she would make us dinner and clean our house.
She would laugh with us, mess around with us.
I don’t remember exactly when that changed.
I do remember how it changed though.
It all started with a girl named Tiffany.
She was so manipulative and sneaky; that is how she slithered her way into our lives.
When she came around, no one second-guessed her; she was family.
One day she brought with her a friend of hers.
Her friend’s name was Crystal.
You see Crystal was like Tiffany in a way.
But Crystal didn’t try to hide the fact that she was trying to ruin our lives.
She came right out and told us.
But instead of being scared and turning away, my mother challenged her power.
I didn’t know it then, but that is how my hell began.
For years after that I was still oblivious to the whole situation.
Then one day after not seeing her for a couple years, I didn’t know who she was.
She wasn’t the same person who gave me life.
She was a monster.

The Stranger

written by C. C.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I see a stranger in the mirror.
Getting lost in my thoughts, I am full of anger.
Day by day, on this journey of wisdom,
I seek to find my place on this earth.
Step by step, I am gaining knowledge,
but as my days go by, I think I have lost it.
Hour by hour, I am at war with myself,
a battle between the old me and new me,
the stranger that I sometimes see.
Every day this feels like a nightmare,
this trying to find who I am.
Getting lost in my head,
I feel like the real me is dead.
This inner demon keeps me trapped
in my mind as I get lost in my thoughts
of this journey, the wisdom,
and the mirror, the reflection
of who I am.

Diablo
written by T. G.
at Granite YES School
My life, a heart of glass,
changed by each sad encounter,
each horrible event, each trauma,
a new crack,
a hairline break of trust.
Before I met you, I was already
shattered,
broken before your feet,
smashed into pieces.
The way you breathed taught me
the need, the longing to love
you when I had nothing left
to give.
Because of you,
I knelt down to pick up my
broken shards, risking the edges,
the cuts.
It didn’t matter, the pain,
nor how much I bled, I picked up
every piece,
unorganized and unloved,
like a pleading for mercy.
I gathered them all
for you.
When I stood, I found
you were gone.
How could you
be gone? I worked so hard.
Now I’m looking down at these
broken heart pieces,
knowing
one day I will put them back together.
I will solve this puzzle
called me.
Someday everyone will know
this hard truth about love:
No matter how much you
love someone,
no matter how hard you try or even care,
love can still slip through my fingers
like water.
There was nothing I could do.

Under Construction:
Building Zones

The road to success is always under
construction.
A. D. Palmer

DT Thoughts
written by A. O.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I remember when mama used to tell me
not to break the law
cuz I’d end up like my dad
behind that wall
wishing I wouldn’t have done bad at all
Momma said I’m like him
in a room, my mind, full of hate
wishing I was out there showing my Momma
I could’ve been great
but it’s not late
just wait till I’m out – free
Momma just have faith in me
everybody turning on me
but that’s how life be
life’s hard everyone knows that
tryna make it out the gutta
I know a few who did that
it’s my turn to show my momma I can
sixteen, heart of pain, I got faith in me
Ima make it through the rain
I remember when I was a lil’ kid
Momma always would say
she wished she had a better kid that go straight A’s
instead of me out there making her look like a fool
but I was a youngin’ out there making that money
with my friends, we were hustling
now most of em going to prison
so, I’m tryna change
ain’t tryna spend my whole life locked away
like my dad, like my Momma said I would be,
now I am gonna be what Momma wanted me to be

I’m The Man
written by B. F.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Don’t tell me what to do
I’m the man on the court
Don’t tell me when to pass
I’m the man on the court
Don’t tell me when to shoot
I’m the man on the court
I shoot when I shoot cuz
I’m the man of the court
When I pass it to you
You, you bet
Cuz I’m the man of the court
Sometimes I zoom zoom, I always zoom.
Most times I jump, jump, I always jump.
Always I shoot, shoot, I shoot like Steph Currie.
I score, score, I score like James Harden.
Don’t tell me cuz
I’m the man on the court.

Rooms & Memories
written by I. F.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I am the kind of person
who has memories with enemies
in my life, past life
I was the one who would not remember anything
I never thought my life would go this way
sitting in one room, every room with white bricks all 4 ways
when I woke
I had forgotten the ways I look
but the voices in my head are telling me
what to do
I wish I could do better things
in my life
to be a leader
instead of sitting in a room
with all white walls,
and walking down long halls
that lead to nothing in life
I wish my life would go the right way

I read poetry to save time.
Marilyn Monroe

White Walls
written by J. M.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
When I look in the mirror,
the metal, scratched mirror of my cell,
I see hard days ahead of me.
I wish I could know where
my life is headed.
I never thought I would be
surrounded by white walls, white people.
When I looked in the mirror
my first six years in Mexico,
I was considered as the worst
growing up poor
made me hate life.
I didn’t care what would happen.
But looking into my mom’s eyes,
I could see her pain.
It hurt me
so I had to make a change,
not being able to spend time with my mom
because I’m spending time in a cell
surrounded by white walls, white people,
not my people, not my mom.

Without Walls
written by D. T.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I never thought
I’d wake up in a four-cornered room
Not being able to see the sunrise
Over the mountains of old memories,
Not breathing in the fresh morning air.
I wish
I could right my wrongs,
Prove them wrong,
Get on the right path,
And not be surrounded by
These white brick walls
That contain me,
My anger and my frustration,
My thoughts, expanding my thoughts –
All I have is time to think.
These walls look through me
And into my past,
But they don’t see me
For who truly I am,
A young warrior
Trying to fight through the pain
And trying to
Survive in these streets and
Trying to see a better day
Without walls surrounding me
But being surrounded by
My family’s eyes
Knowing I’m surrounded by love,
Not war.

The Dream
written by I. R.
at Wasatch Youth Center
I never thought life could feel
as if you were living
a dream,
things you never thought
you would do
happen, too good to be real
with everything
in divine order,
everything falling in place just like
a piece in a puzzle.
Things may not always seem like
you can have light
to guide you, but you eventually
find focus
towards your goals, what you want
in life.  
There may be some potholes in
the road,
you may stumble,
over and over,
but you get used to the routine
and the road.
You manage to perfect
the way.
You handle your life
And you are living that
dream
That you never imagined,
That I never imagined could
happen.

Better Days
written by T. N.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Sometimes I close my eyes and dream
of the day, I will be free,
free from my demons I fight with in my sleep,
free from the hatred of my enemies on the streets,
free from my hatred of my homie being killed in these streets.
I close my eyes and pray – Please let me make it out
of these R. P. streets – alive.
At night, I see my homie’s face before he died.
Sometimes I wish my mind would not be so weak,
and I could push this back, not feel the pain, not remember.
I pray – Lord, please save me a V.I.P. seat in heaven so
I will know you.
I dream there will be better days than these.
I pray – Lord, keep my homies safe in these streets.
I pray – Lord, let my family accept me for me.
I pray, but sometimes I think it’s too late for me.
Sometimes I wish the Devil had never infected me
with this drug called hatred and
so much revenge toward my enemies.
Sometimes I close my eyes and dream,
Dream of many things, happiness and pain.
Seeing the earth change from night to day,
The seasons change from winter to spring,
I pray for my hatred to fade away.

What Is Your Purpose?
written by D. R.
at Wasatch Youth Center
What is your purpose?
To help others?
To be in a gang, wear specific colors?
Is it to make the world a better place?
To set the world back a pace?
Is it to spread the word of God?
To be like Lucifer and despise?
Could it be that you were sent down
As an angel in disguise?
Could it be to balance between evil and good?
You, a dark angel balancing against the good?
Would you hold up your end?
Would you put on the mask
Pretending to be someone you are not?
Are you to be a worshipper like Jesus himself?
To reject as the people did?
Or could your purpose simply
Be to live on this earth and
waste your life?
But who would be the judge?
I judge my life by how often
I help others and make the
World a better place.
I judge my life by the scriptures
And the way I was raised.
I judge by what society believes.
I judge my life by how often I try
To better myself
But I am not He
The one who has the final judgment.
Who am I to determine if one
has wasted his life on earth?
Only God can judge an individual.
That is who I believe is the judge.
I believe my purpose is to get
My education, be a better person,
To help others, to make the world a
Better place, spread the word of God,
To balance between good and evil,
with me balancing against the evil,
and to be a worshipper.
I have asked these questions to myself
And figured out who I truly am
And what my purpose truly is.
What is your purpose?

Red Birds & Home
written by V. C.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I don’t think I can write this poem.
I am not good at this. I don’t like doing poetry.
I had a poetry class once and I did not like it.
I don’t like being in residential treatment
because I am not home.
I don’t want to do it.
I want to go home.
I don’t like birds, not all birds, but the ones
that make a lot of noise like seagulls,
noisy trash birds
even though I sometimes feed them
because I am really nice.
But I don’t like them.
I do like some birds, blue birds, and red birds and even yellow birds.
And I like my counselor because she helps me get home visits,
and I like to be home.
I like to be home because I love my family,
my mom & my dad & my five sisters & three brothers.
I love them all.
I do not like that I made stupid choices.
And I do not like I am in residential treatment.
At first, I liked my stupid choices,
assaulting that girl at school,
who stole my phone when
my friend was recording
a fight between me and another girl.
I don’t like to fight, but I do it anyway.
I have had too many fights.
I had so many fights that I got locked up,
and now I am writing a poem about having fights,
and seagulls and red birds and all the things
I like and don’t like.
What will I like and not like tomorrow?
I will probably not like my friend tomorrow,
or maybe I will.
But I do know that tomorrow I will still not like poetry.
I do not even like this poem.

Broken
written by J. G.
at Gemstone Youth Center
She’s beautiful,
young, brave and
forgiving,
yet when she looks in the
mirror, all she sees is a girl who was
used, abused, worn down,
a girl who was once
pretty,
but now is only presentable
with a thick coat of makeup
covering the pain.
She used to love art and poetry,
but now she feels like all she can do
is recreate her long history
of pain
that still seems to
remain in her memories of
the terrible game of drugs that
make you feel sane, that contain
the unforgiving
pain.
How can she be the same as
she used to be?
Before the flashbacks, the nightmares,
and terrible tears,
unforgettable
fears,
the countless beers, the running
not only from home,
but from herself,
as well as running to the arms of
danger, to the men who stared, yet
her heart was still not prepared,
she dared to care,
even though love’s not
fair,
and most the time not even
there. It’s sad to say but that
girl -- the broken girl
is me, and while I’m writing this,
I just want to be free to forget
everything.
I want to love the girl I see
staring in the mirror so desperately.
I want to love,
not hate her unconditionally.
I want to love me.

It’s My Life
written by E. M.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I don’t understand a lot of the things
in my life,
but I do understand
who I am,
what I want to become.
People always push me
down,
think I won’t come back
up.
But guess what? I do
because
IT’S MY LIFE!
Nobody will ever get the best of me
because they don’t deserve it.
A lot of people talk crap to me on the daily.
I just brush it off.
It’s not worth my time, or my effort to fight back.
But, I warn you – Get on my last nerve, and
I will tell you what’s on my mind.
I’ve lost a lot of people, my people,
my family, close friends,
people I told my secrets.
I have lost them because of what I say,
the way I say it.
I’ve lost so many people
I’m not scared to lose more.
But, I can’t lose the only people I really need,
my mother and my little sisters.
At the end of the day,
the most important person
I will always need, will be me.
People leave
because how I say things.
I don’t sugarcoat anything
I’m going to say.
I say it plain and simple and a lot of people
don’t like that.

I just feel that a lot of people
can’t take the truth.
But I either got to say it how it is, or
I ain’t got nothing to say at all.
People think of me as
rude and very gangster,
but deep inside I’m the
kindest and most caring
little girl
with an attitude and a smart mouth.
Yes, I do understand who I am.
I do know what I need.
I will figure out a lot of things tomorrow.

The Beat of My Life
written by T.
at Renaissance Academy
Beat #1
My heart beats fast colors and promises.
How to be brave?
How can I fight when you aren’t around,
one heartbeat closer?
I wake up every day waiting for you.
Stand alone and watch me come to you.
Please don’t cry.
Wipe your tears.
I will hold you.
Beat #2
They ask me how I do it.
I say I don’t.
My mental disability laughs at me
and says, You’re stupid, you’re dumb.
I walk around and hear that every time.
It’s not a joke. It is the beat of my life,
was handed to me, and I had to do it myself.
Beat #3
I never knew
my mom and dad were never a thing.
I thought they were like other families,
out there happy and proud.
My mom was not proud.
At the age of 15 she told me she hated March.
I asked, Why?
She told me she had two kids in March.
Whatever.
Since then I know I was not supposed to be born.
I smile and laugh, but deep, deep down
I want to kill myself.
I won’t because I know my flaws,
and I know how much I am worth.

Past & Future
written by L. O.
at Granite YES School
Time will tell
what the future has for me
but will never tell people
about my past.
My past had roller coaster emotions,
depression & great fun memories,
memories of hanging out
with great people,
memories of going to lagoon,
water parks, hiking,
memories of California with my cousins.
I will forget the depression,
remember the fun.
In my future I see myself
graduated,
working as a cosmetologist.
When I am alone,
I know that I will be able
to accomplish
my future, my dream, my goal.
I will not sit around and do nothing.
The grind will never stop for me,
I will grind through every day,
continue to work hard
until I get there.

Alone
written by R. B.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
If I could redo my past -I wouldn’t have punched my brother.
I would not have gone on the run.  
I would not be in DT.
When I am alone,
I think about the first I went on the run.
I regret it.
If I could, I would have never gotten
into the court system.
If I could go back,
I would’ve never gone to my mom’s,
a mistake I should not have made.
If I could go back,
I would’ve never stolen from my parents,
a mistake I never can go back on.
When I am alone,
I know that my parents are waiting for me
to choose the correct answer so I can
move on.
I have to live with this.
It’s something I think about all the time.
If I could redo my past,
I would’ve never stepped out the door
to cause so much misery in my life.
When I am alone,
I think about where I would be if
I would’ve chosen other things
instead of fighting or doing bad.
If I could go back,
I would have never rang that bell
because now it hurts like hell.
When I am alone,
I feel like my dad does not
care about me.
There are lots of things
I wish I could change,
but I can’t.
When I am alone,
I feel like I do not even exist.
Now all I can do
is look to the future and hope.
When I am alone,
I hope for the best and the future.  

The Middle Child
written by N. T. S.
at Granite YES School
When she looks at herself,
she sees a worried person who
doesn’t have any deed of rights
that is useful for her future.
Her family doesn’t see anything in her.
They say, “She should have accomplished
at least something by now.”
A good friend told her, “The middle child
must take care of herself as the parents
focus on the older children and younger
children, but not the middle child.”
She is a dove to society,
stands in the middle of the argument
but has a battle with her own emotions,
her feelings, with the silhouette of her body
that destroy her path to other people.
She stands alone.  
She always tells people she is used to it,
but she once heard, “Pain demands to be felt.”
She is a watcher of others.
She has heard, “The middle child is a caregiver.”
She knows the pain others feel
in the moment, in the present,  
in a random person she barely knows.
She cherishes each moment with that person
like it is the last, not knowing if
she will see her again.
She is single-minded about her future.
She has heard, “The middle child can also
be stubborn.”
She has not been taught, has been alone,
Is fearful, can’t handle the pressure of time,
is anxious of her future, has no control,
must be fearless to care for herself.
She asks, Why?

She has had nobody but herself
from the beginning. She was not focused
on herself, has worried about others and time.
Now she must be single-minded to care
for herself. The middle child must learn to survive.
I will learn to survive.

My Anxious Life
written by S. S.
at Granite YES School
My anxious self fears the light,
thinking about my fast future.
My anxious self fears the darkness,
thinking about my persistent past.
My anxiety is a bulldozer rushing
through time crushing my emotions,
running over my hopes and dreams.
I live this anxious life in drab & dust,
not the dangerous colors of a city crowd,
blues & reds, of conflict with strangers,
gray & gone, the competition in school,
white papers & blackboards,
battles with myself, purple & blue bruises.
My anxious life has colors spinning & whirling
towards a time beyond my washed out past,
my restless uncertainty, shades of grey,
towards a life of confidence and easy hours
of painting bright colors
across the blank canvas of my soul,
my heart drawing happiness.

No Exit:

Addiction, Gangs & Love

Thinking of a series of dreams
Where the time and the tempo fly
And there’s no exit in any direction
‘Cept the one that you can’t see with your eyes.
Bob Dylan

Why?
written by E. H.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Why did you leave?
Why did you act as if you cared?
Why don’t you look in the mirror?
Why do we hate the ones we love?
Why do we hurt the ones we trust?
Why do we judge the ones with the brightest futures?
Tell me why they want to see me down instead of up.
Please tell me why they even care about my life.
All they do is criticize me.
How do you sleep at night knowing you lied?
Why do you act as if you don’t know me?
When I see you, I see the old me.
Why do the memories hit every time I walk by?
All I want is to forget about you,
But every time I try to come right by,
All I’m going to say is – Good-bye.

Why Me?
written by I. W.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
When I woke up
this morning
I wished I was at
home
I don’t want to be
here
I never thought I’d be
here
I wish I could go
back
in time and change
what happened
I hate it here
people always tell me
   what to do
   when to wake up
   when to eat
   when to sleep
   where I can go
   where I can’t go
   what to do
   when to do it
I just want it to be
done
but it’s only just
begun
this really isn’t
fun
if I could I just would
run
but that would just be
dumb
I know one day
I will get out
I want to scream and
shout
I feel like a caged animal
they try to make me
look like a monster
but I wonder
why
I didn’t lie so I can’t see
the sky

Pain
written by S. B.
at Wasatch Youth Center
The pain I feel makes me feel so small.
I wish I could eliminate that feeling,
make myself feel happy and free again.
A monster is hiding within my body, my mind, my soul,
A monster of addiction, pain, denial, death.
I don’t know how to control this monster, mostly it controls me.
The memories this monster make me remember,
take me all the way back to December,
that cold winter night I was lying in my room
and seeing the old me when I was free and happy.
The nights get longer,
each night the memories keep coming back
and I can’t seem to stop the monster.
My mama used to tell me, “Son, you need to
listen to me and stay out of trouble.”
But, I just pushed that away, and let the monster control me.
The pain I felt really got to me, the monster giving me ideas.
I bought some rope that night, planned on ending my life.
Just like the monster said.
Then, the memory of my family got in my way.
Can’t do it. Stop. Ignore the monster. Run away.
I had no place in this world,
Didn’t belong, no family,
And the monster said -Take your life, just get rid of the pain.
I said – Alcohol is the answer.
I became an alcoholic, really messed me up.
My family, worried sick, but  
The monster said --  You’ll be fine.
My family tried to get to me, find me.
I heard sirens, looking for me, worried about me,
getting phone call after phone call.
The texts – Where are you?

Got to my friends, there for a week.
They offered to help me, lent money to me.
The monster pressured me to leave,
Leave my friends, no friends but a monster.
My friends called the cops.
I was arrested that night, detention three weeks,
then long time lockup, a really hard time.
The monster said – I want the best for you.
I should have listened to my mama –
“Son, you need to listen to me. Stay out of trouble.”
Then I would not be in all this pain,
pain for pain, the monster is pain,
What will help my pain?

Suicide Fever
written by N. M.
at Wasatch Youth Center
The quiet melody plays in my head
of what once was and what was said.
Now that you’re gone, I’m incomplete
and you’re just a memory times two.
I just want to hold you in my arms again,
but I know that that’ll never happen.
I just want to look you in the eyes again,
but now they’re closed forever.
They’ll never see the light again
because you had the suicide fever.
My heart is broken and incomplete.
Our memories play on repeat.
My heart doesn’t even seem to beat.
Peace I cannot seem to find.
If only time I could rewind.
I just want to hold you in my arms again,
but I know that that’ll never happen.
I just want to look you in the eyes again,
but now they’re closed forever.
They’ll never see the light again
because you had the suicide fever.
You can never understand how I felt,
getting the hand I’ve just been dealt.
I got the cards of death and towers.
Now on your casket I leave flowers
while I’m standing in rain showers.
I just want to hold you in my arms again,
but I know that that’ll never happen.
I just want to look you in the eyes again,
but now they’re closed forever.
They’ll never see the light again
because you had the suicide fever.
All that’s left is an engraved stone.
Why did you go and leave me all alone.
That’s something I will never know.

Enough
written by T. M.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Almost,
the sharp edge of the razor cuts my skin easily.
Almost,
it’s a big word for me. I feel it everywhere.
Almost,
with every red-beaded line, I sigh with calm relief.
Almost home,
I want to feel the pain that I can’t understand.
Almost happy,
cutting is my hope of letting go.
Almost changed,
my hope, being able to make it hurt,
hurt enough to release my pain.
Almost,
but not quite, not yet.
I cut just to know I’m alive.
It’s times like these I feel dead inside.
Soon, maybe.
I’m hoping hard for that because
almost,
isn’t good enough . . .

My Story
written by B. A.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I jumped in a gang with both feet.
I was told not
to speak of what I had seen.
You got to believe,
that was the real cold of silence, and my whole city
is full of violence.
How am I supposed to sleep when I have demons in my dreams?
I dreamt the day I had to fight the killer in the mirror.
But I will never fall on my knees, never to give up.
The streets took my boy William.
Homie, I hope you Rest In Peace.
I got homies out here dying, but only God
knows that I keep trying.
I will never stop fighting.
I’m getting high trying to cope,
but I can’t smoke my life away.
We go through ups and downs every single day.
I’m facing consequences wherever I live and wherever I go.
I was living on the streets when I was 13, nowhere to live.
I had to put in work just to eat. I had mouths to feed.
Momma, I swear I could hear your prayers for me.
God, what do you have to say? I’m stuck in my ways.
Get me out of this.

Loss
written by L. R.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Seeing things, my brain thinks are right,
feeling things, my subconscious knows are wrong,
the stress of living here, the temptation of running
and leaving this place away from all the security and stability,
I’m going to expertly ruin the rest of my life, like
I haven’t already ruined the first 18 years.
My existence, not welcome by my generation,
I’m living among the ghosts of yesterday,
the past continuously repeating the lost possibilities of tomorrow
and in the now, the numb loneliness, mixed with the ice, slowly spreading
through my spider web veins, black and purple bruises clouding over injection sites,
my bones sticking out at right angles,
when you realize the wreck of my rail thin body
is from lack of nutrition, and not of the broken tendencies that my mind tells my heart
it must follow.
I am a slave to my insanity like I am a slave to my chemical that I slowly insert
into my body to prolong my suffering and hasten my death . . .
my master is my meth.

Dear Addict
written by L. G. W
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
Everyone calls you
Ugly. Useless. Not worthy of love.
Always messing everything up
no matter the pain you will put on others.
But you mean the world to me.
You’re perfect just the way you are
with dark circles around your eyes,
dark cycles around your life,
but it doesn’t mean anything.
You feel the ice coldness inside,
but when one person shows you
kindness and love,
you slowly will unthaw your heart.
You are perfect. I love you no matter what.
You have the devil dancing with you. No matter.
And you have me worrying day and night.
Please don’t hurt yourself.
You are amazing. You are the best.
Don’t look down on yourself.
You have empathy, understanding.
You are brave.
You don’t know how it hurts
when you detox with no one there to help.
Ask for forgiveness and show by your actions
you are ready to change.
You can do anything. You can do anything.
Please, I beg you,
stop putting those bad things in your body.
Your body is a temple, and you have no idea
what you could give if you stop living the life
of being lonely. I am lonely.
Opposite. I act opposite,
venting to others, erasing the memory.
Please help me. Please don’t leave me.
Please don’t give up. You give so much to life.
You don’t even understand you are the best person
even though you have gone through a lot.
That makes you even stronger.
You have made it out alive.
You can do it even if you think it is too hard for you.
Please . . . I need you.
Love, Tori

Aching Addiction
written by M. P.
at Granite YES School
I need something to fill this empty gap,
a bottle of rum, a bottle of pills,
anything, anything to stop these aching chills
up all night, a restless haze
I’ve been coming off these drugs for maybe three days
constant hunger keeps me awake
hunger for a high, a risk I cannot take
go to A.A.
make excuses, “I have somewhere to be, I can’t stay”
too young for the bar, so I can’t buy shots
so I pop more and more pills until I see spots
down and down I go
going somewhere, a place I don’t know
Wake up with the sun shining, I’m on a hospital bed
I think to myself, “Why am I not dead?”
there is my mom and some people who care
Do I do this again?
no, I don’t dare

Experiment: Stitch & Thoughts
written by S. B.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Early in the morning I remember
a warm September
running the streets, having this hunger,
but I’m alone, feelings gone,
something wrong, but what is it?
Cuz I lost my family,
Cuz I ain’t what I once was,
family ain’t loving me from up above,
all up above, all of the love.
I just wanna float away and fly
where there are no lies, everyone dies
fly like a dove, to love.
Then
waking up to these cops
slamming my door, no love,
when all I really wanted was more,
more happiness, compassion, more freedom
on the run but  
every day falls and breaks apart
on the concrete heart.
How come it seems like I’m the only one around
that’s poor.
God, everything’s falling apart,
and I’m filled with all this emotion.
It feels like I’m drowning
in this ocean, there’s no potion
that can help me get through this motion in my head,
and I feel like going to sleep and never
leave my bed.
But it can’t end like this.
If I make it through this night,
Will it all be all right?  

Alone Forever
written by J. M.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
When I’m alone,
I know that I’m alone forever.  
I am the kind of person
who never gives up
even though I’m stuck forever.  
I never thought my life would end up
in this place.
I can’t breathe in the fresh air,
smell the flowers, even see the sun.
The only thing I can breathe is nasty air,
the only thing I can smell is dirty bricks,  
the only thing I can see is a big metal door.  
I’m losing my time and losing my mind.
When I woke up this morning, suicidal
thoughts came through my mind.
I am the kind of person who never gives up
even though I’m stuck forever.
I never thought I would end up in this place,
surrounded by coldness,
reminiscing about good old days.
I’m hurting inside because
I can’t spend time with my mom.
Instead I’m spending time in my dirty cell,
but I’m into deep,
got the devil in my sleep.
Ain’t nothing easy up in these streets
And I’m going to be alone forever.
I’m losing my time, losing my mind,
so far behind that I don’t know where I am going,
where I am, where I began.
And I woke up again with tears in my eyes,
and I’m still alone.

What’s Inside of Me
written by A. L.
at Granite YES School
I’m
tired of the demons parading
inside me, destroying
everything in my path. I
don’t want to look in the
mirror because I’m
scared
new scars will appear on
my skin, deep, purple and
plentiful. No matter how hard
I try, the demons can never
be banished, will never crawl
out
of my body and leave me
alone. They need me. They
feed off my misery,
my Insecurities.
They swarm inside
of
me, their touch spreading
corruption, fear, and anguish.
They are as a part of me, as
my heart, their pulse
thrumming through
my
veins. Their screams ring
in my ears, their hands
poking, prodding, pinching
my brain, causing me
to lose my
mind.

Not Gonna Die
written by M. B.
at Granite YES School
I’ve been prescribed meds on meds.
Then overdosed -- comas in hospital beds.
Coke put me in cold showers.
Crystal Meth hooked me in one hour.
I thought the red life had power,
but gang-gang, gang-bang made
my whole life sour.
It took a dead mom for me to
realize -- every single human dies.
Let’s get this straight –
that didn’t change me right away.
It took a while to say –
I want my life to change today.
If I was gonna die, why not early?
I had a look in my eye, a view on
creation, distorted, it was swirly.
Only drugs could end the pain.
They made me feel sane,
I thought, until I fell, couldn’t walk,
couldn’t talk, counting the clock.
Relearning the talk, the walk was not easy,
just standing made me queasy,
long road back from sleazy.
I’ll get to the point,
without hitting a joint.
I’ll name the new game -Popping pills, shooting up
are all the shame.
From now on, my life belongs to me,
I am a wild tree – free.
No smoke, no joke.
Believe me or not – my final thought –
No lie, I’m not gonna die.

Stop Signs:

Starting Over, Taking Charge

A stop sign is a gift for you
to learn that moving is the same direction
won’t take you any place new.
R. S. Sikes

I Never Thought
written by N. G. A.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I never thought that I would be
here so long
in a detention center,
sleeping in an 8x8 cell with
a wet dog smell.
I never thought
I would lose my family and friends.
I never thought
I would get caught
but the voices in my head
told me to do it.
I never knew how bad it would be
to be locked in a cell
with nothing but
the spirits and all
the emotions
coming to me.
I never thought
my life would be ruined over
an argument
that occurred years ago when
I was lost
and trying to find myself.
But it happened,
and that’s the life I live.
Nobody will tell me
what to do anymore
because the last time they did,
I woke up in a cell
behind a steel door.
And now I’ve been
here for four months.

When I Was Home
written by A. R.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
When I woke up this morning
I ate waffles, DT waffles,
Eggos – dry
And I was wishing I was
Eating some good food
Like at home,
Get out of DT, go home with mom,
Help her out with money for rent.
I am thinking about my mistakes
And how I’m still in DT,
How to stop getting into trouble
So I can get out.
When I get out,
Get a good job,
Get a new set of friends,
Have good influence on me
So I can keep out of trouble,
Stay out of trouble.
I start going to school, to get good grades,
To get my high school diploma.
I stayed out of trouble,
Don’t get locked up anymore,
Set a good example for my nephews
So they don’t do the
Same as I’m doing.

Getting Caught
written by J. P.
at Wasatch Youth Center
I never thought I could get caught
until that dumb cop caught me.
Only taught to never touch rock,
I discovered it just was never worth it.
Never showing fear
as I strapped up with my gear,
It taught those hustlers, not me.
On the day of crime,
I thought I could get mine
Until I heard brakes churning.
I heard him yell – Stop! -- as he lifted the Glock.
Hands behind my back, hiding the strap,
knowing it could hurt me.
Acting like a witch
while he arrested the clique,
These foos just got no courtesy.
If I had known to keep one in the dome,
Then I could’ve fought free.
Time don’t wait. This is my fate.
My life was never sturdy.

Am I Ready?
written by T. T.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I really want to change, but I’m stuck in this game.
It’s something I cannot tame.
The life I chose puts my mom in tears.
The life I’ve been living the past couple years.
Am I ready?
I grabbed the glass pipe; my life spun out of control.
In & out of detention, stealing cars & selling drugs,
Running from my thoughts & fears,
Running & numbing my pain with drugs; I’m in a lot of pain.
Am I ready?
My mind is racing.
The streets are a trap. I keep chasing. It’s a cat-&-mouse game.
Which path to take? Which will I choose?
Which will help me succeed? Which will hold me back?
Am I ready?
Flashbacks of my life, living on the edge,
Captivated by the moments, pushing my luck to its limits,
Fear of success, fear of a bullet,
Fear of thoughts – Will I ever change?
Am I ready?
I say on thing, do another,
Never chose to stop & ponder – How will I hold myself together?
How did I get here?
How will I move on?
Am I ready?
Forced to grow up young.
Things I can’t erase.
The streets always call me back.
Am I ready?
As time wastes away,
The lights never turn off,
Stuck in these walls,
Stuck in these thoughts I can’t put on pause.
Am I ready?
Now it’s time to decide.

My Life
written by D. T.
at Genesis Youth Center
I was a kid who wanted a family to call my own.
I turned to the streets in only third grade.
I made a trade, my normal life for some homies who had my back.
I learned from the streets to handle my own. I finally had a home.
Eventually I was sellin’ black – but we’ll get back to that –
As a brave-yet-stupid youngster
Selling dope to the fiends who sat dying in the gutter of the freaking street.
But back to the start, I was raised a fighter, not a lover.
Rest in peace to my brothers.
Now I try to be a lover, not a fighter.
But the harder I try, I feel like these ropes just get tighter.
I’m buried beneath the system and all of the rules.
I feel like everyone looks at me like I’m a fool.
So, then ten steps back and – well – make it a dual.
As I sit her contemplating my life decisions,
I wish I could make an incision
And just cut the evilness out of me.
I feel like I’m just too far gone.
Maybe I’ll turn this poem into a song, make some money
or gain some fame.
But what is gain without the pain?
And I have not suffered enough to learn my lesson,
To count my blessings, to earn my dues, to leave the streets,
To stop fighting, to love my life, to change.

Fragile
written by T. N.
at Renaissance Academy
I gave you my heart.
     You told me I wasn’t good enough.
I gave you my love.
      You abused it.
      You used it.
      You cut me so deep
I try not to break down,
I try to hide this pain.
      You took my heart and left me behind.
      You buried me in pain.
      Your name, I take in vain.
I can’t deny
I would hide in my room and cry.
I try to shove you out.
Such a shame.
       You took me for granted.
Such a game.
      You ran when I needed you the most.
      You fooled me twice, but who’s to blame?
I learned my lesson to forgive, but not forget.
I’ll be damned to put myself through pain again.
This is where my heart turns cold.
I am done with getting played.
I am done with your game.
I am taking back my heart
and regaining my strength.
When you see my face, there is no fake smile, no illusion.
I’ll be happy once again.

Things Seen or Not Seen
written by N. V.
at Wasatch Youth Center
I see guns and drugs,
bums and wannabe thugs,
so-called homies that run
when they see an enemy
pull a gun
and I look around
and see nobody by my side
when the bullets start to fly
and where you and I come from
is no fun and the solid ones
that give you and me
nothing but love
are the ones that get sent up above
and in my head,
some want me dead.
in my head
I think of the movement of the feds
on the street
looking for the ones like me
when they see me,
that’s the time to flee,
moving fast and sneaky
so they can’t put handcuffs on my hands
that’s the time
when I disappear to the other side
of town to hide
and think that they can’t see me
if they do, they are probably dreaming
because I am too fast, too street smart,
and I am in the car,
so I have a chance to get far.
I’ll get far away, as far as outer space
and I will be the one to never be seen again
not even in a dream.

Final Judgment
written by J. M.
at Wasatch Youth Center
This is your final judgment.
Go ahead and make your final plea.
As sad I am to witness your crimes,
You must be crushed like a flea.
The runt of the litter,
You always wanted glitter,
Riches and gold.
With the lies you told,
You came in here bold,
But your pride is your error,
And your smile, a mistake.
This is your third strike,
Your final crime.
Nobody’s gonna save you this time,
A liar, through and through,
Untrusted and busted.
Your crimes are wide,
As much as you have lied.
Escape, you have tried,
The many you have stolen,
The many you have used,
And unfortunately abused,
Cannot be forgiving,
But must be afflicting.
Your name is as sour as a lime,
And you have nothing but time.
You wheedle and whine,
But your victims will dine.
You might have been raised in error,
But the only one who made the mistake,
Was you.

Truly Wrong
written by B. B.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
My mind is like a bomb –
tick, tick, ticking.
I don’t know what’s going on,
so I think to myself: Something’s truly wrong?
I don’t know how to express it
so I do it through my songs.
Tick, tick, ticking – my mind is like a bomb.
So much wrong, and I write another song.
I think, sit, and ponder,
as I sit out by the pond,
Tick, tick, ticking my mind is like a bomb.

My Conscience
written by S. P.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Every second
Of the day
There’s a voice inside
My head.
It talks
To me
All day long.
It makes
Me
Do bad things.
Sometimes I feel like it’s my own
Sometimes demon.
That voice in my head is always there
For me
No matter what.
Sometimes I talk to the demon.
It never helps
Me
To do the right thing.
As I talk to it, thoughts go through
My head like a throttle.
Sometimes
Now I have really
Bad thoughts
As well as thoughts of
Bad things
In my past.
I never thought
That I would be so alone until
I realized nobody will be there
For me.
I never let it get
To me.
Sometimes I tell
Myself
In my head that I only got
Me.
But I can talk to my demon.
Almost every day
I think about the good times
I had and a smile crosses my face.
My demon likes it when I smile.
I have been through all of it.
For the first time in my life
I want the best future
For me.

Rough Roads:
Traveling Hard Times

Still round the corner there may wait, a new
road or a secret gate.
J. R. R. Tolkien

A Little Something
written by A. J.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I wake up
For a better day
2 see you
Have hope and strength
Not to lose you but to have a better day
The day we met we had that
Strong strength
Then it died.
I was suicidal.
You were the love
Of my life. I hope
2 see you again.
I pray that
I make it through
The night.
As I ride through Salt Lake City,
I’m thinking about you and the lights
For so long we were hurt it
I wanna make it right.
Plenty of times
You done hurt me.
I done been all alone at night.
I wanna see you every day and night.
For so long I’ve been striving
Going hard
Trynna make things right.
So much pain in my body.
Know you can see it
In my eyes.

Freedom
written by K. F.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
To be free,
To run down the street,
To be with my family
Or to have a room and a bunkie.
To be locked up
All alone in my cell . . .
Things going through my head.
I can’t do nothing about it.
To be free
To be with the homies
And to be making that money
On the street.
To be locked up
With my homies
In a row in our cells
Wearing the green uniform.
To be free
To Ride on our Low Riders
To the store
To be lying down-low.
My Conscience
Steve Penrod
Every second
Of the day
There’s a voice inside
My head.
It talks
To me
All day long.
It makes
Me
Do bad things.
Sometimes I feel like it’s my own
Sometimes demon.
That voice in my head is always there

For me
No matter what.
Sometimes I talk to the demon.
It never helps
Me
To do the right thing.
As I talk to it, thoughts go through
My head like a throttle.
Sometimes
Now I have really
Bad thoughts
As well as thoughts of
Bad things
In my past.
I never thought
That I would be so alone until
I realized nobody will be there
For me.
I never let it get
To me.
Sometimes I tell
Myself
In my head that I only got
Me.
But I can talk to my demon.
Almost every day
I think about the good times
I had and a smile crosses my face.
My demon likes it when I smile.
I have been through all of it.
For the first time in my life
I want the best future
For me.

The Streets
written by D. V.
at Genesis Youth Center
I miss my home
not being able
to see my mom
the voices in my head
are telling me to go
on the wrong path
I never thought
I would end up
on the streets
I like being on the streets
I should’ve stuck
with my cleats
playing sports
but the streets
got the best of me

Winter
written by J. E.
at Wasatch Youth Center
You’re as cold as ice,
Could make my fingers feel no life,
Beautiful as the sky when your flakes are falling.
Sometimes I feel as though your winds are calling,
Calling me in my sleep,
Feeling as though I should stay by the fire.
Your beautiful looks bring what I desire.
When the sun is shining, it is so bright,
It can leave you blinded with no sight.
Your cold winds bring in a blizzard,
Leaves me feeling like a cold-blooded lizard.
Your snow has left a cold winter bliss,
Leaves me wishing for a warm summer kiss.

Anxiety
written by J. H.
at Wasatch Youth Center
Since I heard my release date was in March,
I have been anxious.
My anxiety kicked in like a horse hitting my chest.
I talk about it like the keys in a car,
running for hours when nobody’s around.
My mind escapes to the blankness, like a floater escapes the crime scene,
a runaway witness leaving my stress,
the crimes I have committed looping inside, always running,
moving nonstop.
I don’t know why.
Sometimes I feel helpless, little-minded, I have one decision -- destroy myself.
I always say.
deal with it, figure It out, stop whining, just do it, fix it.
I feel I have a curiosity -- to ask myself,
“What is wrong with my thinking?”
I always answer back – “Because you have an anxious mind.”
Which I already know.
I talk to my family. That’s anxiety itself.
I’m pretty sure they are getting sick of hearing it.
I tell them how I am so anxious to get out.
They change the subject or just look annoyed.
I have nothing else to talk about.
Like an artist with a blank canvas.
They ask -- How’s your day?
My answer to the questions are nothing but lies.
I don’t want to tell them I don’t have anything to say,
I always think about how they will see me afterwards.
Even though I’m not having a good day, or I didn’t do anything.
I say that I did have a good day, I did do something, I am staying positive,
yes, the medications are working even when I know I stop taking them.
I tell them lies, trying to change the subject.
I try to avoid the unanswered questions like avoiding school.
When I’m in my head, stuck, trapped, it feels like a looped movie screen.
I try to escape, but I always get caught in the loop, the thought of my crazed life runs.

Like I’m on a Nascar track circling for hours, looping around, 125 laps, scared to crash.
Don’t want to.
Maybe, I need a new pit crew.
Nobody will stick with me long enough to fix the motor. O, well
Maybe, I need a new car for the track.
So, I can go faster than the thought of everything,
Because, I am not trying to pay attention to the thoughts.
Or maybe, I just need to move away to clear my mind.
Go to a different state or even to a new country, so I can watch the birds fly and chirp,
And listen to the foreign cars pass me by.
I will get there someday. I will not give up. I’m stronger than my anxiety. I will not lose.
I AM NOT GOING TO accept failure. Not this time. And that’s the story of my anxiety.

Rōpu ZetsubōU*
written by D. V.
at Wasatch Youth Center
The rope of despair
closes so tight,
your breathing gets harder,
you stop seeing the light.
I have known this rope.
It is the rope of no hope,
whispering to me to end this suffering
and to take the pain away,
the anger and hate
of the people, I love.
It crushes my heart
more than anyone can know.
I wear a mask to hide it all,
but on the inside, I fall and fall
down an endless pit of sadness.
On the surface,
in the mask, I show gladness,
too afraid to show my true self
for worry I am past being helped,
too scared to accept I can be
cared for.
I have been burned too often
by the flame of trust,
now out, dust,
not far from everyone,
but close to none.
So many people around and still
I feel like the only one,
that nobody can cure me,
nobody can help,
no friends or family,
alone, no home.
This rope of despair, is what I have.
*“the rope of  despair” in Japanese

Salt Lake City on the Map!
written by K. Z.
at Wasatch Youth Center
I came from the streets
Duckin’ the police.
I know no other way.
To my enemies, let the hollow tips stray.
Locked up,
not knowing what the judge will say.
What a disgrace,
you’re back with your old ways.
I hit the streets trying to stay out,
but my pockets hit a drought.
I’m back to four brick walls
and those early phone calls.
Mama stays mad.
What can I say?
I grew up bad,
Hit the streets with a blunt in my ear.  
High speed got the cops on my rear.
Left, right, left, I’m back at my home.
What can I say? In these streets I’m well-known.
People don’t understand,
all they see is the news.
Walk a day in my shoes,
then you’ll know why I chose.  
I’m a stay mobbing to the fullest,
and no one can stop me.
I’m like a bullet,
no one can drop me!

Physically Helpless
written by A. C.
at Granite YES School
Sometimes pain is all in the mind.
Something we imagine. This is not that.
Sometimes it is red dots trailing
on your waists, ankles, hands, feet, even face.
I’ve never had chicken pox,
but I’ve had red trailing dots
that burrowed under my skin.
It was so many things. It could be
that itch mite. I researched them.
I tried a bunch of remedies.
It was so many things it could be.
I built up my immune system.
I put castor oil and cayenne pepper on my skin.
I bathed in bleach.
My friend told me to put baking soda on my feet
to get rid of the scabies I had.
It wasn’t sexually transmitted.
It can be spread by sleeping on contaminated
blankets or sleeping next to someone.
It was so many things it could be.
A Dog, a deer, a blanket, a brush.
It was none of those things for me.
I think I sat on a couch, but I am not sure.  
And, why were my parents always yelling at me?
Why was I blamed for this?
It wasn’t my fault.
It lasted for months.
Finally, I found permethrins in scabies cream.
Everywhere permethrins, on the floor,
skin, mattresses, dogs, the whole house.
Why was I blamed for this?
And, finally the cure worked.
It went away.
Nobody got it again. All the red
dots went away.
My parents finally understood
it was not my fault.
This was an issue I had to go
through that caused me a lot of
physical pain. And, mental pain
for the blaming. Finally, it was over.

Home
written by T. C.
at Granite YES School
Wind blowing through my hair,
I feel the dirt upon my feet.
I smell the fresh air through the grass.  
I know I am home.
My family is there,
and life seems perfect for just a second.
Then reality finds me.
Reality slams the door shut – BANG.
Reality is the classroom, the chalkboard,
the smell of kids and art supplies.
Reality is the residential struggle, the experience
of locked doors, authority, not mine,
the daily exposure to my emotions,
hidden in a box walled inside me.
I could not get out of, escape then,
on my own.  
I’m still away from home,
can’t see my family,
don’t feel the wind in my hair,
can’t smell fresh air through the fields,
but now I realize one day
I’ll get back home
with my emotions free, out of that
locked box, and I will really be
home, not like before, now better,
free and strong, ready to take control of my life.

You
written by M. L. A.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Don’t tell me that love doesn’t hurt.
You hurt me.
You say, I am too young to know what love is.
You say, I don’t really care.
You say, I cheated on you.
You say, you say, you say.
But I say, you don’t know what love is.
The moment you see the person you treat someone better than you,
it will break you.
Every time you see that person,
your chest will weigh down on you.
Your heart will start to pump fast,
while tears run down your face.
The only thing that will run through your head
are the memories of you and her.
Don’t tell me that you don’t have feelings
when your tears are running down your face like bullets
hitting your phone as you stare at all the pictures you had with her.
Don’t tell me that I’m too young to know what love is.
Romeo and Juliet were young. They died for love . . . and lived for it.
Don’t tell me that you don’t fall in love with her
after every beating. Does she still love you?
Don’t tell me to forget about you as you walk away from my life
without saying anything.
Don’t tell me every time you do me wrong.
I’m not the one waiting there to pick you back up.
I am. I have every time.
So, after all this, don’t tell me – shut up? – that love does not hurt.
You hurt me. I still hurt.

The Streets
written by C. C.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I’m stuck in the streets
Man, I’m stuck in the game
The way I’m going you can say
I’ll never change
I disappoint my family
I know I need to make things
right
They’re sad, mad, and angry
at me
and all we do is fight
I tell them I’m sorry but
keep doing the same things
They don’t believe what I say
anymore
Maybe I should get up and
walk out the door
I’ve got everything I need and
could ever ask for
I try to change but
I keep going back,
I just can’t seem to get
myself on track
Lord, help me through
the struggles of life,
I try to change, but I just can’t seem
to keep up with the fight
I’m trying to forgive myself for
my sins as I
commit crime
Maybe one day I will change, but
it will take time
I think in my heart I need
to be discreet,
but how can I when I’m
fighting demons in my sleep?
Is God in heaven? Please help me
break free
I want to change, but the streets
keep calling out to me

Faded Memory
written by M. O.
at Genesis Youth Center
I was not supposed to remember.
I was not supposed to remember, but in a way,
I still did.
I wasn’t told to, it just kind of happened.
I wasn’t supposed to remember
like how I wasn’t supposed to dip the chips and
dip twice, but I still did.
Wonder why? I didn’t want to remember,
but I didn’t mean to.
It was like a faded memory that was brought to me
so it wasn’t all there.
But, it always comes back, so I was reminded.
But, I couldn’t help but to follow my thought.
Just like I did with the chips and dip.

My Poison
written by L. R.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Locked inside cold stone walls,
Left behind, the judgment falls.
Exposed my soul, what’s left behind,
A massive mess awaiting my mind.
Forgotten love that used to be here,
Now all that’s left is irrational fear.
Illogical thoughts enter my mind,
Just wanting to live my life as mine.
Meth is a monster topped off with lies.
Nothing is worse than the pain she supplies.
The things I’ve done, just for a toke.
The pain I’ve felt, just for a smoke.
I feel worthless, still waiting,
My life’s left degrading,
Insinuating I can’t live like this.
My mind is a mess. Living on the streets,
I can’t stop the stress.
I mix my monster into a dart.
She’s cool and clear right from the start.
She enters my veins to kill off my pain.
Soon I realize there’s nothing to gain.
I panic at the rush, then start to relax,
Immediately starting to mix a new batch,
One darker, more potent.
I watch that same repetitive scene.
An ordinary life, that’s my only dream.
Trying to obliterate my pain, the last thing I see,
My mother, her tears, they scream to me.
My father’s last memory, his last day alive,
Did he think of me, through his disguise?
I don’t want to remember, the look in his eyes.
I ease the needle in.
The blood enters the syringe.
Slamming the plunger down,
I cease to hear any sound.
Too fast, too much. I’ll never remember.
My life was so full of lies,
and through my tears, I drown.

Like You
written by L. T.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
I wish I knew you, my real mother, like my
“real” mom knows me.
I wish I had the words to tell you how much
you mean to me.
I imagine you holding me in your arms,
telling me how much you
love me.  
I wish you would’ve stayed
when I needed your love
the most.
When I came out crying, out of your womb,
you left with a fella I never knew.
You gave him the love that I needed
the most.
You left me crying out your name
as if you were dead.
I grew up turning into someone
like you,
leaving people behind
for some drugs that I hardly knew.
I turned into a kid that nobody knew.
A bad kid,
living on the streets and thinking my drugs were my feet,
pushing my real mother away
the way
I should’ve pushed you away.
I never thought I would get into this mess
all because I wanted to be just
like you.

Weakling
written by M. G.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
I’m strong because I’ve been weak?
No,
I’m weak
because I’ve been strong for too long.
And I just can’t seem to find what’s wrong,
in my head,
am I dreaming?
Or am I going insane instead?
Because this is too much for me.
Flashbacks all over again.
It’s all coming back.
I’m buried alive with them
with a coffin and no cross
not free at all
but please free me.
Take me to a beautiful place
With clear water and grass.
You don’t know how it feels inside.
You don’t know that I lie there
quiet and hiding,
scared and crying.
I just wish I could feel things like you,
but I zone out and lose it
like a zombie at a graveyard,
God, am I finally deprived?
Of my pride, selfishness, and lies?
How do I pry the door open?
And help you with open arms
hoping you won’t tear apart
my love for you and my enemies.
Maybe someday you’ll see,
You’re just like me.

Doomsday
written by A. O.
at Renaissance Academy
The End is here,
the time has come for the World to fall.
The Demon hoards are massacring thousands of people.
Though there is nothing I can do,
I keep fighting.
I am fighting the Demon King.
I am already wounded, but
I keep fighting.
The Demon King knocks my sword from my hands.
I know I am going to die.
As the Demon King raises his sword for the final blow,
I hear someone calling my name,
saying, “Hold on we’re coming!”
Suddenly my friend charges past me
followed a second later by one of my other friends.
I watch in horror and amazement as they
attack the Demon King.
I see my sword on the ground and grab it,
rushing the Demon King filled with a new energy.
Together we push the Demon King back,
blocking his attacks while countering with our own.
After a long and hard fight,
we strike the Demon King
in the heart simultaneously,
felling him forever.
As the sun rises on the world,
I look around and see devastation.
I know we can and will rebuild ourselves.
I keep fighting.
My friends and I keep fighting.
In the end, we have prevailed.

Truth about Love
written by T. S.
at Granite YES School
My life, a heart of glass,
changed by each sad encounter,
each horrible event, each trauma,
a new crack,
a hairline break of trust.
Before I met you, I was already
shattered,
broken before your feet,
smashed into pieces.
The way you breathed taught me
the need, the longing to love
you when I had nothing left
to give.
Because of you,
I knelt down to pick up my
broken shards, risking the edges,
the cuts.
It didn’t matter, the pain,
nor how much I bled, I picked up
every piece,
unorganized and unloved,
like a pleading for mercy.
I gathered them all
for you.
When I stood, I found
you were gone.
How could you
be gone? I worked so hard.
Now I’m looking down at these
broken heart pieces,
knowing
one day I will put them back together.
I will solve this puzzle
called me.
Someday everyone will know
this hard truth about love:
No matter how much you
love someone,
no matter how hard you try or even care,
love can still slip through my fingers
like water.
There was nothing I could do.

These Brick Walls
written by A. W.
at Renaissance Academy
I’m sitting here
with these brick walls caving in on me,
always getting locked up,
and I’m wondering -Why can’t I do things right?
These programs always are dragging me down,
and I’m wondering -Can’t get things done, right?
Why do I let myself down?
always wondering –
Why I can’t get it right.
Every time I fail, I try
to bring myself back up,
always trying, always failing,
making my family feel -disappointed, sad, frustrated, and irritated.
Why do I do this to my family?
My family hasn’t done anything to hurt me.
Why do I hurt them?
My family has done a lot for me.
Why don’t I help them out?
Why can’t I help myself?
So I’m sitting here
With walls and questions caving in on me,
Always locked up this stressful pattern
Repeats every time I am locked up in
Walls and questions –
Why do I let myself down?
Why do I do this to my family?
Why don’t I help them out?
Why can’t I help myself out
of this mess, these walls, questions, feelings,
patterns, locked up mind and live in
freedom, success, power, happiness
with new questions, no walls.

Too Soon
written by A. G.
at Granite YES School
My granddad died, when I was nine.
They said he had lost his mind.
I’ve learned way too soon that
I should never trust the pantaloon.
My dad, my granddad’s son,
was the descending buffoon
who was not a joke, not funny
but a gag and a trick, a pantaloon.
I’ve seen way too many stare-downs
between the Sun and the Moon,
and I used to hustle all the people
through the fairgrounds.
I’ve been around so long I’ve changed
my meaning of a chair
now to a tiny island between the surface
and what makes your bones feeble.
Is it too soon?
Either way I can’t deny I am becoming
a pantaloon.
During the day it’s warmer than
what it is at night.
My bones are held together by
my nightmares and my fright.
Is it too soon?
To move out of this orbit,
Sun and Moon, pantaloon,
Out of night, day and light.
Is it too soon?

Death Is War, and War Is Death
written by A. M.
at Granite YES School
Every day is a fight,
and each fight we win is victory.
But it’s when we win, we can see the dead.
It overwhelms us.
We see blood.
We see bodies everywhere,
but after the beginning as we see the dead,
the first drop of rain starts to fall and with each drop,
each beautiful drop of rain,
the grass grows green.
With each drop of blood,
the dead scream and wail and cry.
With the drops of rain, the dead relax and sigh
as the blood leaks back into the graves.
As the war ends, the land cannot heal
till the blood and the new dead are gone
and rest in the graves.
While that happens, the dead clap and sing
while welcoming the new dead into their graves.
That goes on for years.
While that happens, the clouds start to grow heavy
with the tears of God.
The earth continues to scream.
The wind becomes tornadoes
and hurricanes. Then when this ends,
we get avalanches and mighty earthquakes.
Most of us live but with great losses and death.
Love is healing, and healing is love.
After the fight the blood still stains the world with bodies,
but the clouds come over the bloody earth.  
Then thunder starts to light the sky,
and the first drop of rain falls to the ground.
The earth sighs and relaxes.
The blood starts to go back to the graves of the dead.
The rain starts to pour.
That is the power of love and forgiveness.
It’s the most powerful thing on earth next to friendship.
As long as we have each other,
we will be fine, and the earth will heal.
The important thing is to forgive each other
instead of giving into hatred.
We must give into forgiveness,
and then we will feel better and
the earth will heal.

Hard Right Turns

A person often meets his destiny on
the road he took to avoid it.
Jean de La Fontaine

DEAR LORD
written by T. N.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Dear Lord, I thank you for this day.
Dear Lord, I pray you help me find my way.
Dear Lord, I pray to see the day I have changed.
Dear Lord, Dear Lord,
Dear Lord, I pray to see the day I am free.
Dear Lord, I pray to you on my knees.
Dear Lord, please keep me safe in these streets.
Dear Lord, watch over the deceased.
Dear Lord, stop this war and all this beef.
Dear Lord, Dear Lord.

Mistakes
written by E. M.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
I gotta do better.
I gotta be talking to God while I’m walking with the devil.
They say a leopard can’t switch its spots,
But let me show you.

Rusty Heart
written by E. P.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
When I look in the mirror,
I see the evil in me.
My future didn’t mean anything to me.
I didn’t want to start doing what I did,
but I did it, I did rusty things,
robbing, hurting, fighting – rusty ways.
Homie, you did me shady.
My homie did me shady.
All these phonies got the same brain.
I got to keep the faith.
I’m in a race on a rusty road feeling like I’m
blindfolded, don’t know where I’m going.
I got to keep my head high.
I face the judge in eight months,
don’t know what to think,
can’t let people
take me down,
never stop, done with games,
got to keep my faith,
can’t let people take me away, down
that rusty road, those rusty ways.
Never stop.
I’m done with them, the cell doors, those rusty doors
keeping me locked in,
locked out.
I’m going to be untouchable.
I can speak about this life because I did it.
Sometimes life is about making mistakes.
Never let failure scare you away.
Don’t quit. Don’t stop.
Don’t take good out of good life.
Well, you down there on that rusty road,
I’m going ahead and touching success,
shiny gold.
You will never catch me lacking on that rusty road
with a rusty heart, now a heart of gold.
Now in the mirror, I see me, the brightness in me,
golden, golden.

Change
written by E. M.
at Wasatch Youth Center
I wish I could
change the way things turned out,
change the way people look at me,
change the way people think of me,
change where I am right now.
I wish I could change the way
things turned out.
I never thought I would be
spending my teen life
in secure
going nowhere
like the concrete walls, I see every day.
The concrete walls,
the last thing I see before I sleep.
The concrete walls,
the first thing I see when I wake up.
The concrete walls, the barriers
I can’t go through.
The concrete walls, locked,
no keys can open.
Behind these walls,
How do I learn freedom?
How can I get used to the blue skies,
Get used to lying in the green grass,
Get used to drifting in the sea
Wondering where life will take me.
Behind these walls,
How do I find those keys?
Walking in that straight line?
Putting on that fake face?
Putting on that fake act?
Putting on those state clothes?
Outside these walls,
How do I change the past?
Break my habits?
Quit my friends?
End old choices?
I wish I had changed
Sooner than tomorrow.
Maybe I can change today.

Fantasy
written by O. A.
at Wasatch Youth Center
The reason
I woke up this morning
was so
I wouldn’t live in a fantasy,
in a dream where everything and everyone is perfect,
where everyone speaks the same language,
where everyone understands each other,
where my family is reunited.
My dream and goal is to reunite with my family,
who have always been there,
who miss me,
who are not to blame for my absence.
If only other people could see,
the true potential inside of me,
the true me
who loves my family,
who can be kind,
who can be loyal,
who helps people,
who loves his girlfriend,
who loves life.
Other people don’t know the feeling,
when you know your dream is peeling
away from your grasp.
But, then it all comes back in the morning
between sleep and day.
Then you ask yourself,
then I ask myself,
Is it real?
Is it real because
I can’t seem to feel
true joy
in the morning in my cell
alone.

In the Shade of the Angel Tree
written by T. S.
at Gemstone Youth Center
In the shade of the Angel Tree
I sit trapped
only able to watch
as everyone
dances in the sun
Longing,
I struggle
against vines and thorns
feeling torn,
the more I pull,
the tighter they become
Endlessly destined
to watch but never to feel
the light of the sun
My skin crawls with desire
my jealousy burning
turns the day into night
now satisfied with everyone in the dark
I am no longer
alone imprisoned in
the shade of the Angel Tree

Without Me
written by K. M.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I feared that this would happen again.
You would just up and leave for good.
You had disappeared so many times before,
and no one ever knew where.
Your heart is fire burning down forests,
destroying the roads
you walk on, turning against everyone,
anyone who cared for you,
everyone in your way.
I was scared the wolf in you would take over
chasing all into that burning forest,
destroying all who could stop you from breaking
anything and everything you touch.
I have taken so many risks.
I don’t think that I can do it
anymore. It is time I sit back
and watch you fight your own fight.
I was there for you like a bird is for her young.
I thought I could teach you how to fly high with
a broken wing. I couldn’t. You pushed me away.
Now there is nothing I can do to save you.
My fear is frozen in place, and now I can’t do anything but pray.
You are a wolf that has gone through so many
trials and heartaches, but now you are losing
everyone who tried t help you.
And, I’m losing all hope.
All the bridges are burned to ashes,
the river boiling too hot to cross for me to help you, to reach you,
to save you.
You will have to save yourself.
Digging through the ashes, all the debris
to see all the damage you have done.
Now on your own,
you will have to learn to be human,
be honest with yourself, be honest with me,
build a new road home before
you learn how to fly, to soar.

The Voices

written by J. F. C.
at Genesis Youth Center
All these voices in my
head are telling me
about my crimes, my walk-by’s, drive-by’s,
stabbings,
home invasions,
carjacking’s,
my crimes I committed
my crimes
The voices are saying the same thing
over and over, my crimes, my crimes.
They’re driving me crazy.
I can’t even sleep
no more,
no more,
no more –
because these voices in my head
are whispering to me –
Commit another felony.
Jack a car.
Do a walk-by.
Do crime.
but I just can’t.
I don’t want to see my momma cry
no more,
no more,
no more.
I wouldn’t have committed all
these felonies
if my father never
left me,
but the voices in my head were telling
me to kill
him, my father, for all the stuff he
did to us,
but I didn’t.
The voices in my head were telling
me to pull the trigger, but
I just couldn’t because

I don’t want my family seeing
me behind a window
just sitting in this dark room
hearing all these voices
telling me to put the gun to my
head and pull the trigger,
but I don’t.
In the end
the voices are telling me
to not do the old stuff,
to not do it again,
to do better than my past.
I will.

First and Last
written by M. S.
at Gemstone Youth Center
I get it in my hand, wrapped up in paper, little, square,
holding the stinging chemicals.  
I take a deep breath and settle on my choice.
I am going to do it, inviting this relationship that dictates my life.
As I open the package slowly,
I feel a rush.
As I peel out each tiny corner,
I lose myself in the reflective light of the crystals.
I am stunned by power,
lost in the promise and pain,
stolen by the craving, then numb,
and there is no going back.
I break it up into sections, dividing my fate,
choosing my poison, crushing the crystals, thriving and ready,
crackling beneath the card in my hands.
I notice my body yearning for just a taste.
Knowing that I am so close,
almost ready to let it have me,
I pick up the card.
As I roll up four inches of paper like a straw,
I wonder if it wants me as much as I want it.
Quickly putting the paper to my nose and lowering my neck,
I breathe in sharply.
Too far gone, I sit up straight and take another deep breath.
not quite realizing what I had just done,
I get up to look in the mirror.
It’s not me.
I see her, that same girl in my mom, my aunt, my grandpa.
I’m in a panic.
I hate her, that girl, mean, determined, powerful with no purpose,
but the desire to take over – me and anyone else in her reach.
I can’t stand her.
I love her.
Stepping away from this epiphany,
I am small. I am weak, stolen.
I don’t breathe.
Then I do  
sink into crystal meth for the first time.
It would be my last.
It was already everywhere in my life,
had taken everyone in my life,
but it would not take me, I would not take it,
I would take another way.

Weather or Not
written by M. A.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
I’m just a girl in this cold world
Sunny then rainy, are my days daily
But it feels like I’m in the world war
There is darkness in the sky
All I got is a Shield and a Sword
This is the only way out of this war
trying to figure out what I’m going to do
with myself
been a mess-up since day one
trying to make it up
because I didn’t give a flick
I realize I was hurting my momma
on the day I got locked up
saw the tears running down her face
felt like lightning striking
made it look like I’m a disgrace
What am I doing in this place?
tried to get my life together
but still messed up like this Utah weather
I don’t want to hunt for my next puddle
It just causes me trouble
My life is like rain eventually
Then sun will shine and my pain will go away
I’m hiding in the dark
waiting for a spark
But I promise you momma
I’m going to do what I got to do
So, the sunbeam can shine on me
going to get myself to school
No more struggling
No more hand-dealing
No more selling on the streets
No more trying be a G
Going to go to therapy
And finish my recovery
Weather or not, it is sunny or rainy
No more trying to be a G
I will finish this and help others

The Real Me
written by N. S.
at Renaissance Academy
Don’t tell me I can’t achieve my dreams,
Don’t tell me my dreams are worthless.
What have you accomplished that I haven’t?
Don’t tell me that I am stupid
when you can’t get a single question right on a test
I passed 100%. Pay attention.
Don’t tell me to tell you my dreams,
my dream of becoming a chef like my dad,
and a spoken word poet like Shane Koyczen
who went through the things I went through
because of you and now has a louder voice than you.
These are my dreams.
Don’t say my dream isn’t doable,
or it isn’t realistic or that
I don’t have the skills to do it.
I will do it.
Don’t tell me I am worthless, stupid or fat,
or I can’t be loved,
because I know I can be loved.
I will love and be loved.
I am not what you say I am.
Don’t tell me I can’t get into a good college,
a fine school of culinary arts,  
that the only thing I could be good for
is scrubbing toilets.
If I am scrubbing toilets, it will be in
my restaurant that I own and run.
Your bullying won’t affect me, define me, defeat me,
or make me kill myself.
I know all of you are insecure, in a way,
weak, maybe even weaker than you think I am.
Your words won’t do anything to me anymore.  
I have moved on.
I have forgiven you for all you have done
which, in a way, has made me stronger
than I have ever been.
This is to you, who have hurt me,
but at the same time
helped me become the real me.

Redo
written by G. D. L. O.
at Granite YES School
If I could redo
my past,
I would change
my mistakes,
the fakes that
I kicked it with
when ignorance was bliss.
The days missed from class
having a blast the
homies,
but most were
phonies.
If I could redo my past,
I would change the times
I was in chains,
the times
when my mother had
to visit.
Those times were
twisted.
I would change the
times
I spent fighting fights
for friends
Who figured they were
superior to me.
But it ain’t no thang because
if I could redo my past,
all of that
would be gone.
Thing is, no matter
how hard I try,
I can’t redo my past.
I can fix my future,
make wise decisions
of my mistakes,
realize what’s fake,
know what it takes to

achieve success.
I know I’m blessed,
and life is just a test,
full of hardships that
we must overcome,
hardships that make
you improvise life,
so you got to realize
yourself worth.
We can’t redo our past
but it is from our past
that we learn,
from our past
we make our future.

Pit Bull
written by L. L.
at Granite YES School
her name is Valley, call her Valeria
you should see her
sometimes she just looks like
a beautiful dime,
all the time
she runs and goes in circles
you should see her
she never pees or poops inside
the house, never there
I wake up every morning
just to see her,
take her outside for a walk
you should see her,
come back, lay down
just to be with her
when I’m gone, I miss her,
miss her, miss her
I love it coming back from school her                                                                                                                                            
to see her
I hate it when
I don’t see her, see her
but I’ll make an effort
to see her every day,
to lay down with her all night
call her Valley, Valeria,
call her mine.

Sun Child
written by A. Y.
at Granite YES School
A blonde,
brown-eyed
baby
who loves flowers in her hair,
wind in her face,
lives for loud music
and the sun on her long hair,
flowing as she is running
through her happiness.
She loves birds and their feathers
because her life begins
in the ninety-degree whether-or-not
moments of meeting new people,
experiencing new adventures,
mountains and lakes, restaurants
and sand dunes, the rush she loves
to feel everything.
The blonde
wants to live the sun always,
avoid the darkness, never think of
trauma, pain and the past.
Always the sun shining,
baby will spend her days in the sun,
no darkness, no thought of darkness.

Rhyming
Roundabouts

I do not think that all who choose wrong roads
perish; but their rescue consists in being put
back on the right road.
C. S. Lewis

Colors
written by J. N.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Roses are red
Violets are blue
Black is skin
White is too
We fight over color
kill over color
hate over red & blue, black & white
In the end
roses & violets are just flowers
growing out of the ground
In the end
both will be lying on your grave
In the end
reds & blues, blacks & whites are just humans
coming out of their mothers’ wombs
In the end
all the colors
all the red & blue & black & white make the rainbow
hanging in the sky
over the roses & violets,
the tombs & wombs,
the red & blue,
the blood & the tears
that’s what makes us human

My Life
written by M. K.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
In my past life
I was with my past wife
And now she is with a fast guy
I tried and I tried
Now I will die until tomorrow
Revive like I have no sorrow
In my past life
I was a special guy
With a special tie
But now I’m right with ease
I will please and seize the light
That will beat up dudes
I never thought
I could be so rude
In my past life, no, in my fast life
I lived to see tomorrow
Burn everything
Including my old life
My slow life
Burn my life until I’m
Nothing like a low life

The World Is Ours
written by D. M.
at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center
Hey, Baby, my baby girl,
you know it ain’t a lie.
I’ve been locked up at age five,
released at age nine.
You know it ain’t a lie.
You’ve always stuck by my side.
Hey, Baby, hey, it’s been me an’ you
against the cruel world.
We know we’ve had our up’s an’ down’s.
You seem to always turn my frown
from down to the upside.
Hey, Baby, hey, my days have been
rainy to sunny.
You will be my ride-or-die
until the day you make me shine.
Just like the most and finest glass of wine.
Baby, I know you’re just mine.

Paranoia
written by R. B.
at Wasatch Youth Center
Lookin’ out the window,
thinkin’ swat team,
thinkin’ I better run, better hide.
Couple of minutes pass.
I’m thinking – Am I losing my mind?
Thinking – Nah, I’ve just been on my grind
Losing track of time,
Mostly committing crime,
Always looking over my shoulder
’cause they hate to see you
winnin’,
hate to see you stack that paper,
pile my dough high.
I see right though their eyes.
I see right through their lies.
I’m the one that they despise.
I know you hate on me,
all jealousy, all envy,
all because I’m doing what they’re not,
even though I got caught.
And now the judge is puttin’ me on the spot,
but when all my charges are fought,
I will still be what they all sought.
I’m never gonna stop.
I’m never gonna stop.
I’m goin’ to the day that I drop
moving through random stops by the cops.
Lookin’ out the window,
lookin’ over my shoulder,
thinkin’ – Am I trippin’ or am I dippin’
or am I caught?

Final Judgment
written by J. M.
at Wasatch Youth Center
This Is your final judgment.
Go ahead and make your final plea.
As sad I am to witness your crimes,
You must be crushed like a flea.
The runt of the litter,
You always wanted glitter,
Riches and gold.
With the lies you told,
You came in here bold,
But your pride is your error,
And your smile a mistake.
This is your third strike,
Your final crime.
Nobody’s gonna save you this time,
A liar, through and through,
Untrusted and busted.
Your crimes are wide,
As much as you have lied.
Escape, you have tried,
The many you have stolen,
The many you have used,
And unfortunately abused,
Cannot be forgiving,
But must be afflicting.
Your name is as sour as a lime,
And you have nothing but time.
You wheedle and whine,
But your victims will dine.
You might have been raised in error,
But the only one who made the mistake,
Was you.

What Counts?
written by V. E.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Is time the keeper of our souls?
It seems to have control.
Time can go faster than a waterfall
or slower than water never coming to a boil.
Some hope to make it on time.
Some think the day will never end.
We count the waiting room bricks one by one,
but on the beach we memorize the setting sun.
Time teases us with a smirk.
No matter, we are never satisfied by time.
You think time will never catch up to you.
When you are young, you are a free bird.
When you are old, you are a bird trapped in a rusty cage.
We search for the cure to time,
to hold time in our hands like an hourglass
to turn again and again forever.
Do we know time is a precious, sacred thing?
They say – Use your time wisely, one day
it’ll put you six feet under.
But, I say – Don’t be a prisoner of the
tick, tock, tick, tock.
Who understands the clock?

Held Up
written by D. J.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
I wonder where my mind is. Quite frankly it seems lost.
Every time I try to think, that’s the process that gets blocked,
A clutter inside my mind like children’s toys that get tossed,
Confusion about what’s right cuz I tired but I did it wrong.
It seems that you want perfection. I’m sorry to have failed the task.
Every time I try to think, there’s a question I’ve never asked,
A clutter inside my mind, always thinking about the past,
Confusion about what’s right cuz I tried but I didn’t last.
I wonder where my heart is. And the feelings it’s begot.
Every time I try to feel, something comes but then it’s gone,
A clutter inside my chest from the broken pieces that I got,
Confusion if it’s from love or abandonment from my mom.
It seems upon reflection that my thoughts and feelings are scattered
Every time I try to think what I think about doesn’t matter
A clutter inside my mind like the wreckage after disaster,
Confusion about what’s right cuz I climbed but fell off the ladder.
But please don’t have a doubt in your mind that I won’t get up,
Been confined, and I’ve had enough. Now I’m fine with my head held up.

Poem of Me
written by A. M.
at Farmington Bay Youth Center
Hard as a rock but a heart of gold.
Just like metals solid but hard to fold.
I’m a clown but clowns also frown.
Even when God’s with me sometimes I feel down.
Told myself to keep my head up.
To stay away from getting fed up.
Even in a situation that I still can’t believe.
Although I know in the end that I will be relieved.
I’m kind but know how to fight,
But believe that might doesn’t make right.
I hold tight to what I believe
No matter the people that try to deceive.
I try to not let things get to me,
But I can’t let the wrong be.
Not wanting to be the same man,
Knowing who I am and do what I can.
Open enough to change my life
And closed enough to keep away from strife.
Knowing God put me in here to change
And when I beat my case,
I know this time wouldn’t be a waste.
My life I will rearrange.  

My Locked Heart
written by J. G.
at Granite YES School
Behind those locked doors, is the world,
my freedom, my family, my heart.
It’s just in arm’s reach, but miles away.
Time passes.
I’m taking it day by day.
On the outside, children play.
Friends are laughing, having so much fun
while others enjoy the sun.
I’m still in here, taking it day by day,
my freedom slowly fading away.
I want to be out.
I want a normal life.
But I’m in here, while others move on.
I am a tree in a forest.
No one hears me falling.
I am alone, my heart is locked.
Will this be forever?
My emotions are tied.
Yes, I wish for home,
but I did this on my own.
Now I’m alone.
Yes, people are around, always chattering
as my heart is always shattering.
My heart wants to be set free.
Does anyone see?
I want to be out,
but nobody hears me shout.
In my head I’m screaming.
But on the outside, my smile is gleaming.
My heart is locked, but time is going by –
Tick, Tock.

A Changing Painting
written by K. F.
at Granite YES School
It’s my favorite painting to admire,
pulls me away, takes me to another place.
The sky.
The color blue seems to fit just right.
It’s calming. I feel safe.
I love the clouds, fluffy and white.
I love to see birds, planes, streaks of orange and pink.
The sun and the moon hold a different light.
I’d feel lost without them.
They’re both a beautiful sight.
They complete the picture.
Turning black when there’s no more daylight,
then it’s a blanket of jewels. I can sleep.
The stars, like diamonds, sparkle so bright.
I feel so content getting lost in them.
It’s my favorite painting to admire,
pulls me away, takes me to another place.
The sky.

Dear World
written by A. L. R.
at Gemstone Youth Center
Hello.
My name isn’t relevant, but my topic is.
I’m 18 years old, just barely an adult.
I’ve been a drug addict for 4 years now.
I’ve been raped, I’ve been sold,
I’ve been alone -- It’s getting old,
But I need to say something . . .
When you look at me . . . what do you see?
Do you see what I am or what I’m trying to be.
I’m in a rehab, Days are dark.
I hate myself, I don’t know where to start.
But I’m here, not alone,
I’ve finally found a home,
And I’m here to get better.
I’m trying.
Dear World,
One thing I wish from you,
Just try to comprehend,
Stop trying to demand.
No one will listen, if you don’t understand
Be patient. No worries.
There is no need to hurry.
Be kind, Be loyal.
Don’t try to foil
Our lives because life is hard,
And we don’t need your judgment.
We are trying.
Sincerely,
Troubled Teen  

World, Streets Calling My Name
written by D. T.
at Genesis Youth Center
I’m stuck in the streets
Man, I’m stuck in the game
The way I’m going you can say
I’ll never change
I disappoint my family
I know I need to make things
right
They’re sad, mad, and angry
at me
and all we do is fight
I tell them I’m sorry but
keep doing the same things
They don’t believe what I say
anymore
Maybe I should get up and
walk out the door
I’ve got everything I need and
could ever ask for
I try to change but
I keep going back,
I just can’t seem to get
myself on track
Lord, help me through
the struggles of life,
I try to change, but I just can’t seem
to keep up with the fight
I’m trying to forgive myself for
my sins as I
commit crime
Maybe one day I will change, but
it will take time
I think in my heart I need
to be discreet,
but how can I when I’m
fighting demons in my sleep?
Is God in heaven? Please help me
break free
I want to change, but the streets
keep calling out to me

Life is one big road with lots of signs. . . .
Don’t bury your thoughts, put your vision to reality.
Wake up and live!
Bob Marley

