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!
A Letter to My Unborn Child ! !

Although I never got to meet you,  

You had already stolen my heart, 

From the day I found out about you, 

 I never wanted us to be apart. 

I looked forward to seeing your little smile and watching you grow. 

Oh how your mother would have loved that too. 

Whether you’re here or with God, you’re still my child. 

When I glance at the sky I see your smile, 

When I lay down at night I can feel your presence. 

Even though I know you’re flying high in heaven, 

I know this is not goodbye for one day we’ll meet, 

 Then we can fly together. 

That will be oh so great. 

You may not walk on this earth, 

But you walk in my heart. 

I never wanted this to happen, it killed my mind,  

But it’s slowly reviving cause I know you’re fine. 

Me and your mother miss you. 

We think about you every day. 

But, honestly I just wanted to say how much I love you and how much I miss you, 

And if  I close my eyes I can feel your kisses. 

Now we shall wait till the day we meet, 

You can show me how to fly after we greet. 

I love you, Fly high. 

Your father. 

- E.W.
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!
My Pain 

!
My 5th birthday, 

The sounds of  gun shots. 

Not knowing what had happened, 

as blood hits the window and lands on my new clothing 

like a splat of  paint…. 

Screamin’ from the top of  my lungs 

“Daddy, Daddy!” 

but no answer. 

I was 5 years old with no daddy, 

but his permanently stained blood on my clothing to remind me of  him. 

A year after my father’s death on my 6th birthday, 

my uncle got shot. 

I asked myself  why me? 

What was I doing wrong? 

It seemed every time my birthday comes along, 

another loved one is killed. 

I was now 8 years old and still trying to get over both deaths 

and my mom on the side, 

not with me when I needed her the most. 

Turning 9 was the day I never saw my mom again. 

It was early in the morning and we had slept the night at my aunts. 

My mom told me she’d be right back. 

I am 16 years old now and still haven’t heard from her….  

- Imani 
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!
No More Pain In Those Tears 

!
No More Pain In Those Tears  

When I cry it seems like no one cares. 

I was scared it was death in my eyes that’s my only fear, 

But the law don’t understand to care. 

The prosecutor didn’t know it was kill or be killed 

all they see is my history in the past with the law. 

30 years because of  my fear? 

I thought to myself  they just trying to get in my ear 

I could see my mother’s tears 

she knew her baby’s life was over in the courtroom, 

she also knows it’s a better place than the streets or death. 

My death was her fear, 

I’m sorry mom. 

I couldn’t let that happen. 

!
No More Pain In Those Tears 

Every night when I cry I know I will make it, 

just take it slow get my mind right. 

Some people throw dirt on my name 

some people dust it off  because they care. 

They know I am one of  a kind…. 

One day I will have my freedom and the sun will shine 

I pray better days to come. 

I will keep my head up high and wipe those tears. 

Grab a hand and pray, 

Father God forgive me for my sins I have done in the past give me the strength to heal from that 
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Take the demons away and fear no evil within me. 

In your name I pray AMEN. 

- Casche 
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