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About The Poetry Rocks!!! Contest & Anthology
 I am absolutely certain that publishing is an essential component of the writing process. If poets 
know that their poems will, even possibly, be published, their minds focus and their poems are more 
carefully conceived, crafted and edited. Publishing can be accomplished in many ways. 

 My friend and creativity colleague, Cathleen Taggart, a teacher at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center, 
publishes her students’ artwork on the “refrigerator door,” two large whiteboards hanging vertically 
and side-by-side in the hallway of Salt Lake Valley Detention Center. Cathleen tapes completed student 
artwork on these whiteboards in much the same way that parents publish their children’s writing and 
artwork on the refrigerator doors in their kitchens. Publishing is a gesture of kindness, encouragement 
and grace. I believe in the power of the refrigerator door.

 Another way to create a publishing goal is to initiate a writing contest. CEEAS’s Words Unlocked has 
motivated my YIC writing students and me to write hundreds of poems for the past seven springs (April, 
of course, being poetry month!) to submit to that poetry contest. The contest has worked especially 
when students from Utah won prizes and were published in the Words Unlocked Poetry Anthology. 

 This year the Words Unlocked contest changed and fewer students from Utah were able to enter 
the contest, so I decided to start a Utah Youth in Care poetry writing contest, Poetry Rocks!!! The goal 
of Poetry Rocks!!! is to motivate YIC students and their teachers to focus on poetry, on the reading and 
crafting of poetry with the end goal of getting those poems published and even acknowledged with 
prizes and certificates of award.  

 Managing the Poetry Rocks!!! contest has proven to be more complicated than I could have 
imagined. For the past five years I have initiated and managed the Untold Stories Utah contest. The 
judging of the students’ personal narratives has been quite straightforward, and there has generally 
been considerable consensus among the contest judges about which stories should be finalists and 
winners. No big problems in five years. If a contest works for personal narratives, why wouldn’t it work 
for poetry? 

 Midway through the judging process for the Poetry Rocks!!!, I realized that the five judges who 
were sorting through the student poems were coming up with wildly divergent decisions about which 
poems would go and which poems would be published and rewarded. I had given the judges criteria 
for judging: (1) Overall Impact: Does the form of the poem match the content? (2) Voice: Is the voice 
of the poem honest and compelling? (3) Poetic Devices: Does the writer effectively use imagery, 
figurative language, sound devices & word choices?  These are the basic criteria that are used in many 
poetry-writing rubrics. I believe in these basic criteria as a teacher of poetry writing and a perpetually 
practicing poet. I knew my five judges believed in the efficacy of these three criteria, but in application 
and evaluation, each judge had strong opinions based on a certain something that only they could have 
explained. Remember: Poetry exists just beyond reason. Don’t expect the judging of poetry to be easily 
and consistently explicable to the world.

 Not being one to easily give up, I let the judging play out. In the end the judges selected 42 winners 
and finalists that survived the judging process. These 42 poems are a fascinating collection of student 
work. If you are motivated to read them all, you can join the judging process and decide which poems 
you think have “the best words in the best order,” the English poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s definition 
of poetry. Or you can just decide which poems engage your imagination and touch your heart.

 So, in the end, I must say that judging poetry is more complicated than judging personal narratives 
probably because the crafting of poems generates its art in a much wider and wilder spectrum of 
creativity. Poetry is an act of radical creation, an experimentation of painting while singing, expressing 
while rhyming, reasoning while  counting, shaping while surprising and all at once. I thank the young 



4

poets who entered the contest for taking a chance and putting their thoughts and feelings in words that 
dance & strut, rap & rage, drift & dream, shout & whisper, laugh & surprise. And, I thank the five poetry 
judges for reading, caring & wanting to place every poem in the center of the world’s refrigerator door.

Bonnie Shaw, PhD, Utah YIC Creative Arts Coordinator
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I read poetry to save time. 
MARILYN MONROE
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1 S T  P L A C E

Dusty Pictures
written by S. B. at Odyssey Adolescent

The door 
creaked on its hinges
as it swung 
into the dark, dusty room

The eerie
stale aroma 
of the forgotten pictures
that look into the past,
into the things we don’t 
wish to remember, 
are always there,
will always last 
 
SMASH!

The glass is broke
images freed
As your throat
Begins to choke
Face swells 
cheeks burn
As you try and try
But your tears won’t stop

With soaked sleeves
And messy hair
You don’t know where, or who
Is safe 

Can’t trust anyone
Not even yourself
Wanting to be alone 
But longing for someone else

See, we are confusing
You and I
We want answers
But don’t ask the right questions
We want love 
But don’t say the right words
We want people 

But don’t create the connection
Happiness is in our grasp
But we stand in our way 
The dusty dark pictures
were always there
And will never go away
Look at them
Hanging in memory
The past is in the past 
You are safe now
Forever never lasts



8

2 N D  P L A C E

Change
written by M. R. at Odyssey Adolescent

In the silence,  
 a patch of daisies  
  sway side by side. 

In the cold rain and wind   
 lightning strikes deep  
  in the forest.

Flames  
 make their way  
  to the patch of daisies.

They burn from 
 the roots up, 
  then the ashes

blow in the wind. 
 Over time  
  with the changing

of the earth and love 
 from the living,  
  little beings emerge slowly.

Something beautiful 
 will grow 
  from that destruction.

In the silence from the ashes,  
 roots of the destroyed  
  gentle flowers give way.

The roots are 
 molded into strong,  
  bright wildflowers that bloom

so loudly and slowly, 
 piece by piece  
  just as the gentle flowers

had bloomed so  
 beautifully, so will  
  my heart and soul. 
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2 N D  P L A C E

Overdue
written by T. W. at Gemstone Youth Center

All those mornings I came out feeling exhausted. 
Didn’t I tell you my hours are slumber-less?
You asked, “What is wrong?”

Darling, the shadows I live with are numberless. 
The pain in my chest
Hurts like I took a hit out of my bong.
You’re like a broken record
Singing the same old song.

Take a deep breath. 
Remember you are nothing like the rest.
Put your cigarette out on me. 
I am your ashtray.
Don’t think too much. Soon
I’ll fade away.

Tell me that it’s all okay.
Pour another drink.
Now tell me what you think.
I’ve been waiting on this all damn day.
You know this is my favorite game to play.

Russian roulette, back and forth.
Now it’s your turn. Shoot your shot, 
But this time give me all you got.
How many times do you have to hear me say,
I will love you until the end of my days?

Your final shot pierces my skin,
But the bullet only ricochets.
You and I both know that you are afraid.
Look at this fire you’ve set ablaze. 
Yeah, I love you,
But don’t count on me to stay.

These were our days
When we thought this was the only way,
But as we stay longer,
The hate only grew stronger.

Tell me what you want to do.
“What more do you want me to prove?”
Nothing, Love. We knew this all was 
Long overdue.

Pick and choose, pick and choose.
What’s the use? What’s the move?
Nothing, Love. We knew this all was 
Long overdue.
Like a book that I read 
And everything has been said.

The time has come. Let’s say goodbye.
Don’t say one more word.
It’s time we went our separate ways.
I promise you I will not cry.

In my arms again you’ll never lie.
Just like that we parted with nothing else to say.
No more hate, no more pain, no more lies.
Just goodbye.
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3 R D  P L A C E

Meth Addiction
written by S. O. at Magellan Academy

Time is consuming.

I struggle removing

temptation and sorrow

for a better tomorrow.

Life is confusing.

I’m tired of losing

in hopes that I’ll find

some peace in my mind.

Distorted perception

thoughts of deception,

memories that are haunting

of the drug I’m still wanting.

Complex situations

illogical insinuations.

Consumed by fear

from the voices I hear

telling me to quit fighting.

I get tired of re-lighting

the flame of my soul

relocating a goal

for the strength to carry out

and remove my self-doubt

to beat my addiction 

and inner confliction.

Let go of my shame

break free from this pain.

Chainless and free

for the chance to see

life without depression

feelings without suppression.

If it’s over too easily

that’ll just tease me. 

Plotting an attack

on getting you back

for all of this time

you controlled my mind.

Following through 

I’ll say, then I’ll do 

to leave you behind

and never rewind

to suicidal denial,

because now I can smile

in knowing I’m free,

because I’ve finally found me.
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

2018
written by J. H. at Odyssey Adolescent

I spent a year on every street in hell.
No angel round me that could help.
 I tried to fix things by myself,
 but God, I failed.

I watched everybody lose themselves
 to shards of glass
 crystalizing in their lungs,
 filling up until they collapsed.
Me and all my homies lost the love that we had
 for life itself.

Poured my glass of dreams all on the floor.
I left my loved ones murdered at the door.
 I’m sorry.

Been up for a couple of nights, haven’t showered,
 now my hair is knotty,
 my body, sweaty.
I can barely walk, my feet feeling heavy.

I’m stuck inside psychosis.
 I’ve been seeing demons.
They’ve got me by my throat.
 I’m choking no more breathing.

My heart is broken.
 Last year it stopped beating.
Now I’m trapped inside this glass
 and asking God to free me. 
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

Six Years of Silence
written by R. E. at Odyssey Adolescent

I called you mom, but what were you really to me?

Silence doesn’t just break with the sound of noise. 
Mixing around, thoughts can only get through so many doors 
till you hit a brick wall. 
Youth ages, and a mom,  
only heard slurring her words, 
filling my young mind like a hard drink, 
one after another, is that really a mom? 
I keep thinking you’ll get wise with age 
or maybe that’s just a dream. 
Is a mom in and out of your life 
just like the last leaves falling on a cold winter day?

Hiding feeling. 
Never picking us up. 
I can’t tell what’s easier for you. 
We all see your new shoes, 
but where’s our dinner? 
You said that was in the fridge.

My life goes on just as a ship sailing on the rough Artic nights, 
going till the sinking of my thoughts crash on the ocean floor. 
The feeling of being lost inside myself is as common 
as my daily needs, 
of breathing, eating, sleeping, 
as your not loving us. 
More common now 
am I telling the truth.  
Are you just lost in yourself? 
Or thinking of your next words 
so we will shut up? 
And you can just pour your fifth drink?

The world say a Mother is  
the only girl you need. 
The only mom I know is  
alcoholic mom, abandoning mom. 
Six years and no word. 
Don’t try and hide now because I look hurt. 
You can’t see me. 
You have not seen me for six years.  
Are you sober enough 
to remember March 6th? 
Not like you would answer.  
Do I even have an answer for the last time 
you cared for us? 
Or even made just one meal 
for someone besides yourself.

Should I lie when someone asks if I have a mom?
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

Change His Ways
written by C. A. at Decker Lake Youth Center

Drugs in my veins
When I stick up the place
Their faces full of fear
They dread the moment I come near…
I hate this stupid addiction 
That has ended in my conviction
I must work on myself
Now is my time to excel  

I return to the trap
Where I reload the mac
I pick up the sac 
And stay ready to attack
I’m deep in the cut
Always creepin in the back…
I must change my ways 
Don’t wanna end up like my family
Sitting here withdrawing clammily

The daggers in my consciousness
Keep me sharp and in focus 
I’m that scarecrow filled
with roaches and locusts… 
All these dirty drugs 
Make me feel disgusting
I’m lusting for success 
but I’m nowhere near 
I live my life in fear
That I’ll forever be a mess
 
I got smoke by the pound
I got pills by the bottle  
You can see me fly by
When I hit the throttle
You can hear the shriek of my wheels
When I hit that lame with the steel…
I don’t want to hurt innocent people 
I’m sick of taking all these sleep pills
I need to right all my wrongs
I want to make great achievements
Like those of Armstrong’s 

I got my eyes peeled for loot
If I see it, I’ll shoot
This life didn’t choose me 
I do this for fun
I stay lit off the booze 
Then I put my mask on 
Unleash the lead from my pistol
While I’m on that crystal 
Sick of being a vulture
It doesn’t represent my culture
Scavenging is for bums
This life is no longer fun

Artisan ice 
Substance is my vice
No amount will suffice
I live in a gangsta’s paradise
I’m sick of this life  
I can’t live it forever
I live in a fool’s paradise 
It is a useless endeavor 
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

Peeling a Husk
written by M. S. at Odyssey Adolescent

Peeling a husk 
from a rotten seed 
only to find 
the pod is still green

Ripping yourself 
to shreds 
until you realize 
there is more than just flesh

Selling a soul 
that was once forgotten 
to find it 
on display in your heart

Losing yourself  
on pavement, cold and unkind, 
to stand up 
and remember who you are

Picking up pieces 
of painful memories 
when you remember 
there are good ones

Throwing yourself 
into your grave 
to grow out 
and start life anew

This is the way 
the soul 
can find meaning 
by forgiving the self
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

Sleep? I Barely Knew Her
written by S. S. at Granite YES School

Sleep? I barely knew her. 
She used to come. I used to slumber. 
Where had she gone? 
Away.

I smelled the alcohol linger. His breath. 
Dad? I barely knew him. 
It used to be just me, 
Then the alcohol, his new best-ie. 
Why?

Creeping through the door, Expectations. 
He would lift the covers. I shivered and whimpered. 
He brushed my hair, whispered, “Shh, Angel, Daddy’s here.” 
Laid his head next to mine, kissed me as gently as ice.

What happened next 
I will not confess. You can guess. 
Dad? I barely knew him, 
A monster with a choice, an addiction.

I was ten.  
Sissy was fourteen, I told her. 
Dad had move from her to me.  
She already knew Dad’s nightly crimes.  
Together now, we left, ran away.

When we came back, he was gone. 
Mom had found a new guy, a replacement. 
Like he was any better. 
Same kind, different addiction.

Sleep? I barely knew her. 
She used to come. I used to slumber. 
Where had she gone? 
Away.

I ran again and again. 
Into the system, of course. 
I started a journey that I thought I couldn’t finish.

But here I am. 
After seven years of mistakes, trying, running, 
Trying again, and now I know who I am. 
Sleep? I finally know she will come. 

Now dealing with this trauma, 
I’ve grown to this day and 
my beloved sleep now stays. 
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H O N O R A B L E  M E N T I O N

Neighborhood Kids
written by A. A. at Weber Valley Youth Center

I used to hang with the neighborhood kids

Like bats hanging from the ceiling of caves. 

I used to get arrested by the local police

With the neighborhood kids. 

We were trouble youths,

Never cared about the things we do,

As we grew like a flower when it blooms, 

Some of us were slowly passing like funeral cars.

We, the neighborhood kids were still doing things

beneath the sun that was smiling down upon us

As time flies by like birds in the sky

I became the neighborhood kid.
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The burned hand teaches best.
J.R.R. TOLKIEN
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F I N A L I S T

Different
written by L. C. at Decker Lake Youth Center

This is that type of stuff that has a prince feeling made, 
different.
 A free youngin’ feeling really cage, 
different.
 A powerful man like the world’s mine, 
different, 
or smoking bud for the first time, 
different.
I remember the first time I committed 
difference. 
I told myself the world was mine, 
and I could make a difference, 
but that was when I was like nine, 
and I have aged a difference. 
They say I probably lost my mind, 
but I don’t feel a difference. 
With all the time I spent in stone walls 
with hieroglyphics,
crossing out their enemies 
with zero age restrictions, 
I wrote this hoping I could help you 
understand my visions,
and make a difference in the way you choose 
to make decisions.
My mother taught me flowers bloom inside 
worst conditions.
And that it’s hard to carry on after 
in-haste decisions. 
So, try your best to think things through even 
in times of vengeance.
Because when you act, it bites you back, 
And then it’s tough to fix it
I have adjusted to my sorrow and a life of difference,
I’m truly different from the kid who thought he’d make a difference.
And as I’m breaking down my thoughts,
As I decipher difference.
I realize that I don’t want to die alone and distant.
And so, I wake up in a cell Looking into the faces 
of many kids who’ve given up and claim way too much hatred.
The nine-year-old me would’ve tried hard to make a difference. 
I truly hope it’s not too late.
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F I N A L I S T

Cold World
written by P. V. at Farmington Bay Youth Center

That girl, seventeen, pretty face, long dark hair,  
and there she is walking that long hall again, 
Cold and white and bricked, again and again. 
How did this happen to this girl?

Was it from sleeping on the streets? 
She was twelve, in and out of the homeless shelter 
with her parents, kicking it on the block,  
twelve on the streets.

Was it when her homies were killed? 
She was fourteen, and a brother and a sister, 
her homies, her friends, sixteen and fourteen,   
fall to the streets. She knew their struggles  
and their dreams. They never got the chance to  
see what they could be. R.I.P. R.I.P. 
Rest, rest in peace.

Was it when she -- at sixteen -- was shot at? 
It wasn’t her beef, but they didn’t care. The gang life,  
it’s about what color you wear and the clique you claim.

 These are just some reasons, some questions,   
but she may never know.
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F I N A L I S T

Godforsaken
written by J. N. at Granite YES School

Does God live in heaven ’cause he hates what he created? 
Four homies dead, three buried and one cremated.  

This is a messed-up world that we live in. 
Everybody has taken, but nobody has givin.

Two took their own, two lives were taken, 
I’m still alive living godforsaken, 

Lost in God’s eyes, too late to repent,  
Like the four friends’ deaths, too late to prevent.

I’m no Dr. Dre, but here’s my diagnosis,  
Crippling depression, like osteoporosis, 
Anxiety, bipolar and probable psychosis 

ADHD, and a full sense of hopeless

The fake face I make, makes my face ache 
From the fake smile when they say the same phrase,  

“Hey, J, you okay? How’s your day?” I say, “Great.” 
But little do they know, I’m grinning through the pain

Does God hate me, or does he hate what I’ve become? 
Angry, resentful, a lot on my chest, I’m mad and I’m stressed, with livin’ life I am done. 

Sad and depressed, suicide at its best, and yes, you could say that I’m numb. 
All of those things, add all of them up, I guess you could say I’m the sum.

Does God hate me, or does he hate to be afraid 
Of a kid out here with some pills and a blade, 
A death wish, a cigarette, a kid that’s in pain, 

Who knows God lives in heaven, ‘cause he hates what he’s made.
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F I N A L I S T

No Labels
written by C. I. at Slate Canyon Youth Center

He’s athletic. He’s funny. He’s smart. He’s a lot of things, but 
One thing he’s not is a criminal.

He’s stolen things, broken laws, and been arrested countless times, but 
He’s not a criminal.

He’s been charged with small things and with big things, but 
He’s not a criminal.

Only 16 years old, on probation for 2 ½ years and probation for 7 months, but 
He’s not a criminal.

He has too many charges to count, in and out of court too much, but 
He’s not a criminal.

A kid with a good heart who loves hanging with family and friends. 
He is more than just a label.

A momma’s boy for sure. Athletic, smart, funny. 
He is more than just a label.

A boy who is working to change it all. 
He does not accept labels.

A boy who sees a different path ahead. 
He won’t accept labels, because

He is not a criminal!
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F I N A L I S T

Life with Hope
written by J. R. at Granite YES School

The voices in my head are telling me  
that it was all lies.  
Everything you say was a myth. 
That I was in a dream screaming to wake up.

I used to not understand  
that what you said was true. 
That when you told me those crazy stories 
about your past, about your family 
that it was a lie. 
I tried to tell myself it was your deceit, 
but in my heart, I knew 
what you were saying was true, 
and you were really who you said. 

I tried, I really did, 
to help your soul 
that wouldn’t make it far. 
But your scars were deep, 
and your hate was deeper.

You always said, “I’ll be fine.” 
You never told your feelings, 
but I always knew when you were angry or sad.  
Your life was hard for you. 
We all knew. Everyone who knew you 
knew your chaos.

I never thought I would doubt 
who you were inside. 
Your name “Hope” was a lie. 
When you tried to kill yourself, 
and I saved you. It all turned on me, 
and I thought I might as well die.

So, I tried, to end it all. 
The day I left was the day 
that you thought about caring.

In the end it was half lies, half truth, 
all ruined hope of rescue, forgiveness 
and a relationship I could trust.
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Deep in their roots, the flowers keep the light.
THEODORE ROETHKE
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F I N A L I S T

Dead End
written by M. A. at Youth Academy

I am a dead end criminal 
I wonder if I will ever be different 
I hear death calling me 
I see myself gripping on the tool-y 
I want to be my old self 
I am a dead end criminal

I pretend everything’s okay 
I feel myself slowly getting closer to death 
I touch my Nina just to feel safe 
I worry if I am even gonna make it through my teens 
I cry and hurt just thinking about it 
I am a dead end criminal

I understand I ain’t worth it 
I say well screw it 
I dream about losing you and even losing my own 
I try my best to forget 
I hope I do forget but 
I am a dead end criminal
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F I N A L I S T

A Change
written by M. M. at Gemstone Youth Center

Don’t tell me to “just change.” 
You’ve never experienced my life. 
Don’t ask me why I’m not trying. 
From dusk until dawn I am fighting. 
I do these dumb things to numb things, 
demons in my head that 
you will never understand.

I do these dumb things to numb things. 
The good side fighting the bad, 
the pizzle helping the bad side take control. 

Preoccupied with all the thoughts of 
my Grandpa’s murder

and knowing my Dad’s lockup so there’s 
no protection for his little girl,

I do these dumb things to numb the demons 
that are within my head.

I wish I could stop myself sooner but 
that adrenaline that flows through my body is 

just too good.
I gotta get myself out of this mess that I’ve created 
Or sooner than later I’ll be dead.
               I do these dumb things to numb things.
My head is spinning in circles questioning if I want to 

change or not. 

But now most days I do not question. 
I pull it together for myself and my loved ones. 
Every therapy session I find something 

new about myself.
Staying clean is like opening a new doorway to life.
Two months clean and I’ve found a new me. 
               I do these things to help me, to have 
a better life.
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I Got This Feeling     
written by A. S. at Magellan Academy

I got this feeling in my body and my hands are getting shaky 
I got these cold sweats but I ain’t feeling bold yet 
My body is longing for the hunger  
While my mind is going under 
They say I have so much to live for 
But yet that’s all I wanna live for 
Everything to my very core 
Longing for something that I just wish would belong 
Selling everything to get away from a lifelong bore

See everything in my very core 
Says you’re all I need you’re all I want 
But my mind keeps sayin’ no to the temporary flow 
Digging through all the drawers 
Just another penny can buy me you and so much more

Everybody’s telling me you’re just not the core I need 
I just keep wishing I could bleed 
Another cigarette to tide me over while I’m waiting for the flow 
Just another dollar – one more is all I need 
I’m looking in the mirror seeing someone that’s not me 
30 pounds down I’m slipping through a single crowd 
See nobody is proud that I’m trying so hard 
So why not another hug from a simple old friend

See everything in my very core 
Says you’re all I need you’re all I want 
But my mind keeps sayin’ no to the temporary flow 
Digging through all the drawers 
Just another penny can buy me you and so much more

A simple old friend keeps calling my name 
Saying he isn’t the reason just the cure to all my problems 
See I got these cold sweats waiting for a cold break 
You’re my addiction my affliction 
Following Bigs’ ten crack commandments 
Wishin’ I could back track and undo these track lines 
Calling them a church while I’m beggin’ for my next pack 
Wishing I could change but that little old friend just keeps calling my name 
Wrapping me in the love nobody else will give 
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So When he holds my hand he holds my heart 
When I say I want him I’m running in circles my arms turning purple 
Wishing I could stop I’m terrified but I’ll never let you know 
Social suicide but with you I can’t resist 
They said I have so much to live for and yet you’re all I wanna live for 
And maybe old friends are just meant to stay old friends

Today will not be the day that I let my brain go under 
Somehow I may become a blunder 
But some friends are meant to say goodbye 
While my arm returns to pink I’ll run off my pain 
Continuing to change I’m tired of this plague 
So the next time my old friend come knocking my door will stay closed 
Cause I have so much to live for love you
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There is a reason poets often say, “Poetry saved 
my life,” for often the blank page is the only one 

listening to the soul’s suffering, the only one  
registering the story completely, the only one 

receiving all softly and without condemnation.
CLARISSA PINKOLA ESTES
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The Transcendence of Love
written by J. B. at Split Mountain Youth Center

Love has never been my friend,  
 has left me many scars. 
You will never see them, 

but I will always feel them.  
Love has broken my heart like glass.

Love hurts like a fight  
you want it at first, 

but you regret it in the end.

Love and I used to be very close. 
my sunshine is the darkness 

my hope in the hopelessness,  
but now it brings me fear 

like a cub without its mother.

Love is a thunderstorm 
it destroys everything you once cared for 

Love has broken me, 
but anything broken can be fixed 

from a crow to a dove 
darkness to light. 

What was once dull 
can be bright

Love changed my life 
love hurt 

But love has made my life reassert 
made me strong  

 made me happy all along. 
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The Only True Thing
written by E. A. at Decker Lake Youth Center

Time is the only true thing in life. 
It is what takes us away in the end to some place 
only tangible in our minds. 
It is what forces us to wallow in 
the darkest and saddest parts 
of our lives and allows just a glimpse 
of happiness and joy before we hear 
their echoes fading. 
Time is the only true thing in life. 
It takes those we love away and never gives them back. 
When we find ourselves in darkness,  
we want to scatter time like dandelion tufts fly in the wind 
 leaving dark things behind.

But time is the only true thing in life. 
Like flowers blooming in new year  
we watch the world around us grow and change. 
A child learning to speak. 
Two people falling in love. 
Letting go of things never wanted. 
The happiness in life comes and goes but will always return. 
Still time is the only true thing.

Time is the only true thing in life. 
Buildings crumble and fall like the lives once held within the walls. 
The flowers will wilt and die when the year grows cold. 
Our minds grow dull. 
Our eyes fade. 
Our limbs grow stiff. 
Taking us away to never return, 
Time is the only true thing in life.
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I Never Thought
written by A. C. T. at Farmington Bay Youth Center

I never thought I’d have to say goodbye,

but your lifeless body stopped the time

It was like everything in slow motion, my body like the ocean

I was drowning in my tears, had all these fears

I choked up and freaked, no words coming out, couldn’t speak

As I pushed down on his chest, I could feel his last breath

I started screaming, wishing I was dreaming

I should have known with you, it would always be broken promises and lies

I never thought I’d have to say goodbye
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Just Enough Time
written by M. T. at Granite YES School

She didn’t ask to be a survivor 
of the years of suffering and the trauma he created.  
Sometimes she just wished her life could be translated 
into peace, and the hurt would cease.  
It’s been six years since she escaped.  
She didn’t ask to be raped. 

20 years in prison, 20 years on parole, 
just enough time to replace the hate in her soul 
with forgiveness for the things that she had to witness.

Her tears of torment and feelings of despair 
Her body he had no consent to rent.  
She knew she was worth more than some  
paper for a trick.

She didn’t ask to be a survivor,  
but she still has strength and love inside her.  
She didn’t ask for the years of suffering and trauma he created,  
but now she can be happy, even elated. 
It’s been six years since she escaped,  
and already her life has reshaped. 

20 years in prison, 20 years on parole  
just enough time to regain control  
over her life, her body, her mind, 
just enough time to blossom. 
She knows she is someone awesome.
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All-Gas-No-Brakes
written by K. L. at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center

My actions have always been about all-gas-no-brakes. 

So, I pushed the pedal to the metal till it led me to this place. 

As I lie on my concrete frame, I think about what I should’ve done, 

but most times I think about the problems that I’m running from, 

like running from a crime scene, and the objective is to not get caught. 

All-gas-no-brakes is forever my thought.

Impulsively thinking, I don’t slam the brakes. 

Knowing one day I’ll run out of gas, I keep going, avoiding my past. 

With no time to stop, I pass many cars, parked in life’s lot. 

Although my meter is on E, I will not stop.

All-gas-no-brakes is forever my thought.
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Life Isn’t Fair
written by R. R. at Slate Canyon Youth Center

Unwillingly I was brought into this life. 
As an infant, I was unwanted. 
When I was just a young boy, 
I was ignored and abused. 
I lived my life on edge.

In my teen age years, 
I lived my life in fear. 
Like a ball, I was tossed from home to home. 
Always feeling awkward. 
Always alone.

I was never satisfied. 
The stuff I’ve been though was cruel. 
Deprived of attention and love. 
I forgot how to trust. 
Not aware of where I go next.

I pray and hope I’ll be blessed. 
I have lived my life being depressed, 
In these institutions, I don’t feel so blessed 
Overall its been hard.

Every now and then I think 
of all the things I don’t have. 
I hold myself higher than I used to. 
I’m in a place in my life where 
I enjoy myself and others.

I can rise above my past 
I just have to accept it.
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Maybe you are searching among the branches,  
for what only appears in the roots. 
      RUMI
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Broken!
written by J. C. at Magellan Academy

I’m Lost

So lost

Don’t know where I’m going

Don’t know where I’ll end up

I’m Scared

So scared of these demons in my brain

Scared of this pain

I’m Broken

So broken from this pain

Feeling misspoken

I’m lost in the darkness of my brain

I’m Alone

So Alone

No one gets me

But now I’m free

Unbroken

I’ve spoken

But still heartbroken
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Not A Quitter
written by L. M. at Decker Lake Youth Center

I used to stress myself to sleep 
trying to catch or grab success.
Now I’m working on my struggles till 
 the veins pop out my neck
from me talking to my counselor to get 
 this crap up off my chest.
Seems today like there is no rest. 
I’m just trying to be the best that I can 
be for me, God and the rest of my family tree.
 I done came a long way 
 from back in the day 
 from me being a lil butthead 
 till I got a head.
I opened my eyes to see all the lies, 
but I must let them go so I can grow.
I have worked hard enough 
 for some of my ducks
 to get in a row. 
Some days might seem like 
going through hell.
If you want to be known as quitter, 
all you have to do is ring the bell. 
But I’m not a quitter. 
I’m a hard hitter.
 Y’all can keep on praying. 
 I’m a keep on playing.
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The only thing that can save the world is the  
reclaiming of the awareness of the world.  

That’s what poetry does. 
ALLEN GINSBERG
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Depression Eating Me Alive
written by D. B. at Southwest Utah Youth Center

So, I am just sitting here
Staring 
At these white walls
Wondering
What the heck is going on

Depression eating me alive

I’m trying to fight
I feel like I’m going crazy

What the hell?

Why can’t anybody help me
I guess I am going to have to pray to God
But like always
There’s no answer.

Never really been a believer.

Why do I even try?

When there is really no hope.
So, I just sit here and cry
And let it eat me alive. 
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Late Nights
written by P. P. at Decker Lake Youth Center

Late nights at work thinking about  
the crimes I’m about to commit   
the homies come through 
many, many, deep,  
but they’re already talking about  
their heat 
we drive to my house so  
I can get some cloths and  
the strap cuz everyone knows  
I stay packed 
once I have that strap  
in my hand  
I feel  
like the devil 
WHAT AM I DOING?

I hop in the whip  
about 12:20  
the homies give me  
crap cuz I look funny, 
I call it style cuz  
I’m making money,  
got two eight balls  
in my hand and  
the homies bugging,  
on the way  
to the spot  
cuz I hear it’s poppin,  
we get to the spot  
and the homies dumpin,  
I pull out my 9-millimeter,  
and get this piece dumpin 
WHAT DID I JUST DO?

We hop in the wrecked whip,  
The tires whistle as we speed off  
we all loading clips, 
I snort another line, 
Got my veins pumpin. 
IS IT WORTH MY DREAMS?

Late nights  
no meaning  
do I need this in my life? 
cuz it isn’t funny  
I need that change in my life  
like you change tires on a car  
Decker Lakes where I’m at 
therapy and skills that I’m trying to learn

2019, new year, new me. 
CAN I MAKE A NEW LIFE?
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Hole in My Life
written by M. G. at Farmington Bay Youth Center

I grew up with enough green, 
nice things surrounding me. 
 I had plans. 
 I had goals. 
 It was safe. 
 I was fine.

Then the plans of mine  
 suddenly  
weren’t fine. 
I don’t know what transpired. 
All I know is I got inspired 
 by people who 
 related to my pain. 
I don’t even have the words to describe 
the cast I built around my heart that broke a million times 
and the love I built slowly died, 
the thread I held onto broke, and I could barely survive. 
So, I turned it inward, it was always me. 
 I was so young 
and not only 
 did I cut myself, 
I started to cut out lines. 
Lines of  
 youth, 
memory, 
 family, 
and love 
 out of my life. 
I let it burn. 
 Burn. 
And the smoke 
blackened my life, 
made me remember 
 Valentine’s Day 
 to December. 
Oh God, I remember, 
And it’s a blur.  

But I remember 
 the tears in November 
 the fear in December 
 the black on Valentine’s Day 
 the blue May 
and the blood in June. 

I hate 
 to remember. 
I 
hate 
to  
remember.  
It’s a blur, but I remember 
and that’s exactly 
 why 
I love to forget 
so I 
 let 
it  
 fly away. 
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 Poetry is a beautiful way of expressing feelings— 
happy, sad, angry, caring. It’s also a way that we  
share with other people, to help them with those feelings. 
      MATTIE STEPHANEK



43

F I N A L I S T

Painting Memories
written by R. G. at Gemstone Youth Center
   

 Oh, how she loves to paint. 
 How the colors drip down the canvas. 
 How it takes the pain away. 
 Beautiful chaos takes it all away.

 Sometimes she wishes it’d all go away 
 That she could paint in her own way 
 Five months clean, bout to give up

But 
Her sister up above will frown. 
December 28th  you left. 
Up ‘n ready to paint, but 
You’d see and now you’re the only thing stopping me. 
I wonder why you left? 
Why he, she, it, God, whatever took you at 20?

You were okay in your little hippie life, 
Always collecting rocks and lil’ sea shells, 
You loved butterflies and now, every time I see one, I think it’s you. 
You were never the “addicted” type. 
So, it couldn’t be flower that killed you.

Natural causes in what way? 
Was it the pot your heart couldn’t take? 
Or all the acid trips? 
Was it the coke you tried? 
Or all those damn Juuls? 
Was it the cigarettes? 
Or the stress? 
Did you know that night when you went to bed?

 Two months since my big sister left. 
 Two months I’ve held my ground. 
 Rest in paradise, Sis.

 I could never paint while you watched. 
 It’d be disrespect in a way.

 Oh, how she loves to paint 
 When her canvas was her white pale skin 
 And her paintbrush was that shiny silver blade. 
 As she paints, she remembers and does not know the answers.  
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The Victory
written by J. A. at Granite YES School

Three days in the desert.
No sign of civilization.
Coyotes try to eat me at night.
The wild pigs have accepted me as one of their own.
I will fight the leader at midnight for control of the pack.
I will then be the leader.
The coyotes will fear.
They will cower 
when I bring my army 
to the entrance of their territory.
We will attack,
hearing, “Mercy, mercy!”
ringing throughout the trees,
as if it were music to our ears. 
Their pleadings will feed our desires.
One by one,
they will fall victim.
Captured, enslaved,
they will become us;
those they once despised;
those they once controlled;
Now stripped of their dominance,
they will collapse in our footsteps,
in our experiences.
They will feel our pain,
for fear has shifted. 
A new age has formed,
and we will claim the land;
it will become ours.
“Bow down,
 surrender
for you have no chance.
Who falls now?” 
We will scream in victory.
We shall not weep,
for that it is not us who suffer.
We are no longer trapped beneath the paw,
beneath the undeserved power,

The power that once represented your kind.
power will belong to the last ones standing,
for we hold the passion to overcome,
for we have planned.
A plan eliminating all chances. 
Surrender will fall in their hands
and they will fall in ours,
their cries drenched in regret,
in repentance.
It will not be I
who holds the burden.
It will not be they
who serves the suffering,
for they are weak,
for they are not trained,
not experienced
to handle the weight of our suffering.
Unaware, 
they will come,
they will fight,
and they will fall;
fall into the dust 
of the land they once had, 
the land they once claimed.
We will rise
with great victory,
and with great power
as they lay beneath our feet,
withered into dirt,
burning in scorching fires of hell,
for it will be I who changes our path
for I will rescue,
and save our kind;
the kind that pulled me out of darkness,
the kind I owe my existence to,
For I will now become the light,
to find our way.
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We Are Human
written by J. O. at Slate Canyon Youth Center

We are human, where our love is a pure white rose that has innocence.

We are human, where our hate is a black hole that empties the  
love, care, compassion and light that we have in our soul.

We are human, made of bone and flesh that blossoms in a bouquet 
of beautiful blush babies to booming big boys and girls.

We are human, people that are as soft as pillows that helps put us 
to sleep at night and that always stays cool on the other side.

We are human, people that can be as mean as a pack of wolves that 
hunt down its prey with their frothy teeth in the cold frosty dark air of the night.

We are human, just trying to empty the bag that we drag around with us that 
weighs a ton from all the guilt, regret, and suffering we’ve had in our lives.

We are human. That symbolizes intelligence, characteristics and qualities 
that make us who we are today and much more.

We are human. We try to fix and solve all the problems and trials life 
throws at us, but we can’t always fix or solve those problems we see.

We are human. We can try to be superman and save the world from evildoers 
Who try to end the world, but in the end.

We, are human.
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A Rose in Darkness
written by D. P. at Magellan Academy

On the Ground
It’s Hard

Cold
Eyes Open

It’s dark
Black

Head Up
Body Follows
Then a light

Above a Table
There’s a Mirror
Fingers to Glass
Glass to Palm

I fall away
To a Chair
I look to

My Reflection
A quiet stare

A painful silence
I’m still

My Reflection Still
Then Reflection Unstill

I Watch
Like a Movie

My Reflection
The Actor 

Staring the Scenes
Of my Mistakes

So I sit
Ever Still

Reliving My Faults
Emotions Fall Away

Like Petals
Of a Rose
My Body

The Eternal Rose
Submerged in Darkness.
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Mommy
written by S. N. at Odyssey Adolescent

Pains to sew you up 

as I have my whole life. 

Why can’t you love me? 

I get I’m not James, 

but can’t you see me? 

I see me duct taped up.

I gave you my soul, 

and as you see, 

it didn’t work for me. 

But I see you’re okay.

I need a Mom. 

I’m suffering. 

It hurts. Can’t you see?

I don’t want leftover love, 

but you still watch at The Tree 

while my glue dries.

Of course, for you. 

Please don’t give it to him. 

I don’t dry. 

Just for once help me.  

I have too many holes

that you can’t see.  

Can you just save me? 

Mommy, help me please.

Can you hear me now? 
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The Land Far Away
written by H. E. at Youth Academy

Once I lived in a land far away.

Where men and boys were free to play.

There was always peace and prosperity.

I loved this place very dearly.

But one day it was destroyed by the

Dark and evil side of me.

It hurt,

It felt like part of me was gone forever.

But with time, focus and hard work,

I was able to get it back with

Love, hope, peace, kindness,

Support and therapy.

So I could be whole again.
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I look at my own body 
With eyes no longer blind— 
And I see that my own hands can make 
The world that’s in my mind. 

LANGSTON HUGHES
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Inhale, Exhale
written by D. A. at Decker Lake Youth Center

inhale, exhale, I feel the full choke coming on

it’s the most desirable feeling,  

short feeling, profoundly needed, another hit,

as my feelings leave and my worries go 

the devil enters my world, takes over, I let go

and now the devil is my world,

deplorable ideas course through my mind

they seem ethical, mighty and correct

short feeling, another hit, it’s in my breath 

courageous ideas to act on, no morals, no virtues and no fear

mask up, strap up, we have a career

short feeling, another hit

it’s all I’ve known, the time will come to do the greater good

scared that I cannot fit in with those around the “good” neighborhood

short feeling, another hit

I know I cannot make friends with those who are unlike me

for I know they are better, but I refuse to let them see 

I wake and I’m imprisoned behind that green, sealed door,

that green, sealed door is talking to me, it tells me I’ve lost what I adored

short feeling, another hit, but I do not have any more crack rock to split

it’s like I’m trapped, trapped in a box that is my mind

I have not come to the reality that I’m enclosed and confined,

I will not be leaving anytime soon, but that thought has yet to come

I know I will be doing time for what I have done

and that is exactly what I’m doing, time

mentally, physically and emotionally.
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Dear Heroin
written by G. W. at Farmington Bay Youth Center

When I needed somebody, you were there for me.  
I remember nights I would cry in my bedroom  
slicing my wrists,  
hoping someone would love me,  
then you were there to take all the pain away.  
I felt like it was okay.  
You made me feel like I was okay, 
that everything would be okay.

When I was alone,  
you were the only friend I had. 
You knew me inside and out. 
I remember the night when I was throwing up, 
the pain in my face with my blood vessels popping out 
like dozens of little red spiders. 
I was so sick.

I remember snorting that line and getting high. 
I would call you when I was sad,  
when I was angry, 
when anything went wrong.  
I would call you up, line you up, shoot you up. 
I thought that you were my friend.  
I remember the late nights, the night with you,   
I would call you and want you and need you.   
I would call your name.  
I would say, “One more time.” 
Then I would say, “One more time.” 
I would say it again and again.  
I wouldn’t stop coming back to you  
even though I knew I wasn’t getting fixed,  
I wouldn’t stop getting fixed.

I remember my cold sweats,  
my heart beating so fast that I was shaking. 
I couldn’t stand how weak I was,  
but I kept coming back again and again.  
When I am with you, I feel that  
everything is going to be fine. 
I took you in my life when I was nobody.  
When I was with you, I was a somebody  
in my room, alone and happy, until I was not. 

Now this is the end. I have to move on. 
This will be the last blast.  
I have to let you go. This time I will not come back. This is goodbye.
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 Listen, real poetry doesn’t say anything, 
it just ticks off the possibilities. Open all 
doors. You can walk through any one that  
suits you.
    JIM MORRISON



53

F I N A L I S T

I’m Me for a Reason
written by E. M. at Gemstone Youth Center 

Don’t ask me why I’m me.
Don’t judge me before you see.
See, you judge me before you know my story.
All I ever wanted was to be free. 
When I look in the mirror,
I see the monster that’s living in me. 
Don’t tell me it’s okay. 
You weren’t there when I needed you, 
that day 
I was alone scared and on my own. 
The voices 
in my head tell me I’d be better off dead. 
But still I’m here trying to survive 
even though there’s a demon inside. 
I put a fake smile on the outside.  
I wish I had a perfect dad who 
would choose me over drugs. 
I wish I had a mom who was there to give me hugs.
Everyone thinks she’s here for me, 
but don’t really see I’m on my own
while she’s pouring drinks, having parties 
with people around me that I’ve never seen. 

When I was young, I wanted to have fun. No friends, 
I would see the other kids run, 
my head down my hoody up. 
All on my own, see, my heart’s pounding 
and my face is frowning, going home thinking 
it would all go away, but it went on the whole day.
I hate love. It’s so fake. 
So, don’t judge me before you know 
I was a lonely girl
all on her own 
her heart taken away. 
She still says she hates love till this day. 
I’m the person I am today for a reason.
So, don’t judge a person before you see them. 
I am me for a reason.
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Not Knowing Enough
written by E. S. at Granite YES School

Growing up with an alcoholic, 

getting told, “You ain’t worth it.”

Going to school all bruised, 

with no excuse for being abused.

Changing my look from sweet thirteen

To emo black with eyes so mean. 

I was lost inside, 

the original me trying to hide.

Started running away, 

just to get away

Going through a stage of depression, 

made me turn towards aggression.

Getting into the system, 

helped me find my own rhythm.

Got on the right path,

Full of wrath, but not a sociopath.

When I was right, 

he joined the fight,

Said he’d stop drinking, 

but it always kept me thinking

Back through all my memories, 

back through all the treacheries

Out of all the trauma, 

I became a mamma.

Had my son, 

finally feel like I had won.

Now I’m dealing with my things, 

and I’m getting my own wings.
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Illusions
written by I. S. at Slate Canyon Youth Center

Peer pressure in a disguise as a friend

Hearts racing faster than the speed of light

Angels and demons taunting to prove who is right

When will the deceiving stop?

Morals replaced with greed.

Decisions becoming weights on my shoulders.

Shackles stuck to my feet.

Cuffs scarring my wrists.

People starting to hiss.

Tears began to fall and time came to flee.

Smiles began to fade, and 

suddenly people recognized my name.

Now you see this is not the way I saw my life to be

So, I stopped.

And I quote, “I have a dream,”

that I will erase this image I have of me,

and that I will finally be free.
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Human Race
written by E. L. at Magellan Academy

As humans why do we view things so negatively?

Maybe it’s for protection

Maybe it’s to shield our insecurities

People who are negative

Obviously haven’t reached full maturity.

We all have our problems; why would you make more for others?

In the end we are all sisters and brothers.

We spit, we lie, we cheat, and we rape.

We use handguns, and Daggers to Kill and Sedate.

We pop pills and sling meth just to get high, while others sell their beautiful bodies

just to get by.

We know not what peace is for. Peace is an unknown factor.

We sell children to old men, and that one creepy Chiropractor.

We use man-made toxins to poison our precious bodies just to forget.

While others buy big boats and jeopardize their family with debt.

We are the Human race, never forget.

We kill people just to sell our soul to a lifelong Set.

The human race knows nothing but destruction.

We walk with blind eyes from the mass government corruption.

To say we view things negatively would only scratch the surface.

You’re a part of the human race doesn’t that make you nervous?
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A tree with strong roots laughs at the storms.
MALAY PROVERB
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F I N A L I S T

Be Careful
written by M. P. at Youth Academy

I have been told,

“The Loneliest People
Are the Kindest”

But what is the point of kindness,
When deep down, all you can feel is sadness?

They tell me,
“The Ones Who Smile the Brightest
Are the Saddest”

But the smile won’t last
Will only wrap and protect you like a cast

From the pestering people who ask,
They say to help me in my crisis,

“The Most Damaged People
Are the Wisest”

But how wise are you
When to others you can never be true to who,

You,
Are.

This World Is Cruel.
And I’ve learned something important from it,

Be careful how long you wear your mask,
The longer it’s on, the more skin you’ll have to peel off,

When you want to unmask.
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E D I T O R ’ S  C H O I C E

Breaking My Mother’s Addiction
written by D. C. at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center

What I know for sure is that my mother 
loves me,
but her addiction might be forever.
What I know for sure is the sun 
will come up tomorrow, 
people will die, and life will keep 
moving on.

I know that life is hard sometimes,
and some days I won’t want to get up.
A child of an addict craving my mothers’ love,
it makes my heart sick. 

What I know for sure is I made a little girl 
of my own.
I know I don’t want to cause the same 
pain I felt 
to my daughter in her life.
What I know for sure is I love 
my daughter 
with my whole heart. 
Running away will never work.
A mother cannot run away.
It only causes more pain.

I also know forgiving my mother and then myself 
might take a long time, 
but in the end, I need to remember  
my mother did, still does, and always will 
love me.
Now that I’ve grown up a lot, I’ve come to realize 
that I want to love my mother from 
a distance. 
I know that I can show my daughter that 
I love her in a different way. 

What I know for sure is I will 
break the cycle of drug addiction. 
My mother loves me, and because of me, 
her addiction won’t be forever, 
and the sun will come up tomorrow.
I know if I break the cycle, then 
through me,

her addiction won’t last forever.
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E D I T O R ’ S  C H O I C E

She’s All Right
written by A. H. at Magellan Academy

Life is a constant battle between dark and light. And she hopes
she will never lose the fight of human right.
But she doesn’t worry, she knows she will be all right.
Some days it’s hard to cope with stress.
But was she all right? Yes!
Got involved with drugs when she was only 12.
She was scared to tell, so she kept it to herself.
The mom she thought was protecting her, always knocked her
down just to beat her. That’s when she became the child of failure.
But she knew that she would be all right.
Not knowing that every decision that she made, would lead her
down a different road.
She ended up having a lot of depression and she didn’t like when
it showed. And she slowly started losing hope, hanging from a tightrope.
She became a pill popper at only age 13, thinking it was the only
way to cope from all the people that thought it was okay to be
mean.
But she was still all right.
She sometimes wonders why she wasn’t able to say goodbye,
When all she wanted was to die.
Then one day her brother told her she would be all right.
Now instead of saying goodbye, she wanted to sit and look at the
blue sky and one day fly,
But she will survive tonight, 
She now wanted to surprise all the people that despised her.
And do what is right, and show her inner light.
And apologize to her momma and brother for not living the best
teenage life, because she was terrified that she would have to 
stay behind the disguise,
But now she is showing people that she can be better than all the 
people that upset her. And overcome all the hard things that
occurred.

She is doing amazing, and now she doesn’t feel like she’s 
breaking.

She will be all right. 
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E D I T O R ’ S  C H O I C E

Looking for Grace
written by G. F. at Odyssey Adolescent

I’m a 14-year-old shorty
 with hair the color of the sun, 
 eyes the color of the ocean, 
eyes reflecting the beauty 
 in the moon and stars in every night sky. 
With a dangerous and hurt mind,
 I fight the battle of addiction. 
Demons took over, holding me down 
 to the bottom of the deer lake 
Now I’m fighting for air. 
I apologize endlessly for my crimes. 
 After they let me go, I go on committing . . .
Yelled at, lectured, beaten and bruised,
 but I go right back.
I keep huffing and puffing,
telling the cops to screw off.
 I run and hide . 
The plan was never to come back.

But then I got caught.
Now I’m sitting here, just really angry. 
My life put on hold, and now I’m locked up.
 I guess it could be worse.
 But I can’t complain
because my actions are what got me in this pain. 
 When will I learn? 
The burden I put on people kills. 
 I hope one day I’ll learn to listen to the ones who care.

Now I must
throw away the labels,
listen to my gut, 
 and get out of my head,
get free of all the messages I’ve been taught,
 stop hearing: You are worthless, an embarrassment, just like your mother.
I must stop feeling that my feelings, my voice does not matter. 
 Now I must look for some grace, and 
then look for the girl that’s lost in my head.
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Give a girl the right shoes, and she will conquer the world. 
MARILYN MONROE

About the Artwork
 The artwork in this anthology in part came from Cathleen Taggart’s refrigerator 
door at Salt Lake Valley Detention Center; however, the faux Warhol image of Marilyn 
Monroe was created by a young woman at Farmington Bay Youth Center and the one 
shoe on this page was created by a young woman at Odyssey Adolescent. Thank you to 
all the young artists out there that just keep on creating fun art for out publications. In 
the spirit of full disclosure, the images in this publication were scanned and enhanced 
to create the variations in coloration of some of the original artwork.






