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Something is on my mind
I don’t know what it is
People ask me to dig deep down within 
When I see plenty of black men do the things I do wrong.
In the street, I know I commit sin but every night
I get on my knees and pray to God to help me get through the day
The people I hang around
The news might find me in the ground
Whatever comes to my mind
I put it on paper
I pray to God every night
I won’t go to prison doing hard labor.
Poet: Robert
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow


Sometimes I Think to Myself
Sometimes I think to myself about what life will be like without God
I say to myself
I would not have made it 17 years on this Earth
Without God
Every night I thank him for all he has done for me. 
I tell him…Jail is not the place I want to be
I thank you my Father for what you done for me but jail isn’t the place for me. 










Poet: Darius
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow
Day after Day

Day after day, minute by minute, time goes on with no point…
The past doesn’t exist, nor does the future. 
Only now have I realized that it means nothing unless you let it. 
If only I could, like so many others around me. 
Is it me? 
Over processing everything until there’s nothing
Still with no answers in an abyss of mysteries.
I am the answer with no question. 
The world is unexplored, but answered. 
Unlike so many like me, if there are any. 
I am the dark with no light, as blind as Justice herself with no help at all. 
I fade away into myself to find the answer with no question. 

Poet: Christian
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow

DDC

As I sit behind these bricks, not be able to go home makes me sick. 
There’s no clock in sight
Time slowing getting angry trying not to fight.
Stressing about going home, 
Wondering if the guards going let me use the phone. 
Visitation day it’s hard to say
Goodbye
Putting my parents through hell
Hate to see my mother cry. 
Days go by with nothing to do
Wishing my sentence just flew
Reading books and doing push-ups too
Now wondering who my younger siblings can look up to.
Hate to see my family down working to turn frowns into smiles. 
It hits me every day, 
Especially when I get ready to rest and lay. 
Thinking guilty this crime I gatto pay for
Hard mats and slabs keep my body sore. 
Court dates back to back, day to day
Feeling lost like a needle in hay. 
Patiently waiting for this program
Wishing something could help but nothing can. 
In my room, wishing my time was over, 
Hate to have a roommate looking over my shoulder. 
Late nights cold as hell,
Mad…only if I could make bail. 
As I try to hide all this pain 
But when I get home I guarantee a change. 
Poet: Michael
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow


When I Think about my Life

When I think about my life, I usually break down and cry. 
Crime, drugs, incarceration, detentions & lies
I’ve watched my life fly by.
I wish I could take it all back like a time machine
But now I sit in my cell prayin’ and readin’ the Bible talkin’ to God
He speaks to me. 
I caught a stupid charge over me being stupid, 
That 7 g’s of loud got me now lookin’ stupid. 
I’m praying for probation or I’m gonna miss my Love’s graduation
I’m prayin’ she doesn’t cry 24/7
I can’t wait to see her at court on the 11th. 
I cry when I think about her and every night I dream about her. 
She’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me & I don’t know what I’d do without her. 
Nothing ever compares to the way I feel when I’m with her. 
My love is strong…a Rose that’ll never wither
She held me down for 6 months, she’s bout to hold me down for 3-6 more
That’s my bae I love, we’ll survive through any storm. 
I know it’s gonna hurt her think about me in chains
But our love is so strong it’ll never change. 
She’s my star, the brightest, most beautiful thing in the sky. 
I love with all my heart, and I’ll love her til I die. 









Poet: Landon
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My Life is Stressed Out!
I sit and think about my life how I’m 
Wasting my life at Every moment I been going
Through hard situation since an arm baby I don’t
Know rather to give up to keep going I was
Neglected when I was 5 years old I was
Staying with another lady who was not my
Mother or dad and she was treating us different 
Than her kids like we would clean up and
They would not do nothing so I felt some
Type of way so I had run from there and
Then I was at another place somewhere
They hold you until somebody want you an
Then somehow we ended up back with our 
Mother to spend some time with her and one
Day we was eating at McDonald’s and
We came out we walk to the bus and 
Some man pulled up on the side of us
Y’all done come with us and I did not
Know what he was talking about and my
Mama told us I love you son we
Coming for you and she started 
Crying but at that moment I still 
Did not know what she was
Talking about and we got in the 
Car and drove off and I asked him
Will we see our mother again he said
You won’t be seeing them for a minute
Then he took us back to that place
Where they just hold you and one day
My granddaddy call and said I’m on my way
I’m coming to get y’all and I got happy
Not knowing that was the baddest mistake
I done made and ever since then I jus’
Been getting in trouble with the law ever since. 
Poet: Alonzo
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow


Crazy *ss Lifestyle
Woop! Woop!
Blue & Red all I see through my window
“Damn”, is what my moms say after seeing another man’s body laid out in the street
A crowd moves closer & surrounds him
As another ambulance truck arrives, hearing sobs and crying taking place
It’s all too usual to me. 
Every morning my moms turning on 
The news discusses Teenagers and Grown men dying almost every day mostly
75% of the news mostly by gunshot wounds, or in my example
Wrong place, wrong time. 
Critics say I was looking at 1st degree murder, 2 attempted armed robberies
And finally conspiracy to attempt armed robbery.
“Spoof” like magic I was supposed to have been shipped off
But look at God, he gave a Black African American male like me
A second chance at life so throughout all this chaos
My gift was discovered where writing lyrics became what was meaning most at the time
And also my first initial name for my rap name, T., as in “Tavione”. 
But that’s when you have the second part of my name 
Come from “Smiley” who is recently an Underground Rapper whose flow was
Spitting some hot ass fire, some said he was crazy and some say he wasn’t.
Smiley’s vocals was guaranteed lyrical and stylish, but really I thank God
Everyday for my family and courage knowing damn well
If it wasn’t for my people, I would’ve been left miserable. For mother
Playing both sides of the role my father was supposed to play but he was too busy getting locked but now he is finna touchdown in October after serving 6 years
Really was to serve 12 years in Lake City but got lucky – 
Charges are possession of weed & cocaine on him, so now I’m facing a high risk program 9-12 or non-secure 6-9 months
I pray for this 6 because May 12 it all comes down to it
Meanwhile, T. Smiley coming home stronger than ever
Now look at my crazy ass lifestyle. 




Poet: Tavione
Duval Detention Center
Teacher: Heather Flow

Detention
I hate being detained behind locked doors, 
Thinking about friends and family on the outside makes me want to be home
Even more, 
But I made the wrong choices, that’s why I am stuck in these chains, 
Having a guard tell me to hang up the phone on my mom 
Gives me a feeling I can’t explain. 
I hope the Judge has mercy on me because I’m not perfect
I did some messed up crimes but now I realize
It wasn’t worth it
If I could take it all back, I would. 
I would go home and change my life and start over if I could, 
I hate being locked up and getting no mail, I have having a dream that
I’m free then
Waking up in my cell
Thinking about all the time I can get for what I did is really scary, so I pray to God
Every night and ask him to spare me, 
But I keep my head up because I know all that time will only be temporary. 
I got to come home someday, I hope it’s soon, so I can live my life
With a future as bright as the moon. 














Poet: Tyon
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow


Interconnectedness
Oh my, how we suffer on Earth
We are so very woundable are we
Not? Our humanity makes us
Vulnerable and we are subject 
To pain. 
It is possible that you are suffering
From pains that were inflicted in the past. 
For people are at peace, 
That person has happiness with very little self-will. 
There are different periods in the history of the world. 
At different times, we endure different graces. 
Always considering the appropriateness of the grace of time. 
Considering the struggles and hurt
From others. 
We know this but now it’s time to take a step and forgive
Those who we’ve hurt and who’s hurt us. 
Goodbye to hurt, hello to forgiveness. 











Poet: Jerrietha
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Life at Lost
Mama always told me you reap what you sow
So I space out in disbelief, not believing it would come back on me –
But in this world, pain and struggle
Those were the only thing promised to me – 
My soul died as my brother died so I guess you know what was in store for me:
Revenge, fast money, and hope for victory
I never wanted to be the person I became
I always wanted better
Deep in my sleep, a man came to me
All red and skin shined like red leather. 
He asked me, “What you want jit?”
Without a chance to think I tell him brah, I want revenge. 
He say you gon get that
I say I want money, he say Ima give you all that 
And like every day I was awaking to the sound of them shots out that chopp
Never afraid Ima one man army – so check it I hit the block. 
Posted up with the guys like my mind told me to be
Big dog step out his door and spoke to me – “LA Mike”
Hold the block down, how it supposed to be
He threw me some keys and told me when he get back he was gone rap with me – 
Before he could leave the block two masked men ran up on him and filled his body up with more than 50 shots. 
What could I do? 
I ain’t have no tool – so as confused as I was, I sat there and listened
And listened as I sat there
And listened as they shot some more, one saying this for bleep
Shaking my head in disbelief, looking down and guess what I see?
A picture on my shirt of my brother and me, words saying rest in peace. 
My brother. 




Poet: Michael
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow






Freedom & DDC
Waking up every morning wondering what the next step is in my life
Hearing the sound of the guard yelling, wishing I would have done right. 
Take life as a joke until I found out what it truly meant
Sitting here with nothing to do inside this DDC tent
Touching close to 100 days and still have 9 months to do
I could only imagine the pain my mom is going through
Seeing her son twice a week in the kid jail we call DDC
When the phone calls are cut short and visitation is only an hour per week
Going to court over and over, and it feels like a roller coaster
Stressing hard and taking my pain out on the guards
Not knowing what the outcome would be but I stayed prayed up in my sleep
Hearing the judge say my new home was DDC shocked me
Only thing different between this home and the one with my family is I don’t have freedom. 


Poet: Marcus
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow


Telling the World Why

Well I’m not going to lie
My mom really do anything for me
So I don’t have a real reason to be doing what I do
But I’m going to tell the world why
I did grow up a little poor right in my hometown called Duval. 
I really didn’t have a lot so I just left out. 
Then I started to follow other kids in my neighborhood. 
That’s when I came to Duval Detention Center.
And as I come in and out of this place, I think about something. 
And I say to myself 
Most people care about us. 
And not just family
I’m talking about guards, teachers, peers, and God. 
I just want others to know 
That they can do it. 

Poet: ShyKeith
Duval Detention Center/FL
Teacher: Heather Flow
