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FORWARD BY GEORGE WATSKY

Robert Slaughter is doing one of the hardest things in the world; opening up. His collection, The Prince of Red Roses, proves that not every person in the country is afraid to lay their thoughts on the line. Slaughter is a brave and compassionate individual who sheds light on his relationships, fears and desires. Representing the ever-expanding youth poetry culture of the Bay Area, he is one of many young people who, undefined by their age are picking up the pen and the mic and speaking their own important truths. In an era where grown men are afraid to cry, the poverty gap is expanding, and we face unprecedented environmental crises, but also in a country where we are free to express ourselves creatively, and for the first time in history a black man and a woman have very real chances at becoming our next president, it is critically important to keep reflecting and speaking. Sometimes the message is tender, sometimes political, but it is always relevant. 

Robert acknowledges and celebrates his identity in the pages of his first manuscript. He describes the city, area, and country he lives in. And he takes the time to reflect on the painful and joyful experiences that have shaped him. When most people have trouble even touching pen to paper for the first time, he has cranked out pages and pages of poetry. The work that it takes alone is testament to the mettle of man. I have been lucky and happy to work with him as he has completed the process of compiling his first poetry collection. It is with pride I invite readers into a work of sweat, tears, and ink—the first and certainly not the last work from Robert Slaughter—welcome into The Prince of Red Roses. 

-George Watsky
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YOUTH’SPEAKS   

Have you ever heard of Youth Speaks?
Their words are so damn powerful that it makes tidal waves and words more powerful then pain and love songs among the oceans 

When their words come through its breaks the concrete beneath society’s feet and demolishes their sole 

Just ask them about the youth’s perception and they might say, “Because the next generation can speak for itself”                                                         

YOUR DREAMS

She hops into your dreams and memories

At night her kisses protect you like God’s angels 

When you dream of her it is like a never ending movie 
You want to touch and hold her so bad that every time you fall love picks you back up from the start

You don’t walk you glide 

When you sleep your head rest upon cloud nine 

Your face is imprinted among love’s currency of coins 
But why do you cry

You cry because it is only a dream

An illusion that you must wake up from

A dream that will never happen in this world but in the next

You hop into her dreams and memories 

At night her kisses protect you like God’s angels

When you dream

WHO IS WHO

Who am I?
 Who is he who watches me?

 As I am they who notices him as he notices her
He tells them who are they

Why notice and watch me? 
Who are we?
Them that march with they and me who marches with them
She wins the victory with him and he makes love to her
Of him and her they watch them as they look at each other 

Who say who am I? 

For I am he who is she and he who is them and they 

Which are he, him, her, she, and them!
We look around and they which make us a whole

Who am I? 
Who is he who make up with she?
But who watched him?
WAKE UP CALL

Wake up people of youth

Wake up people of color not just blacks

This is a wake up call 4 all those who look to the drug lords for their protection

Get up off your ass an build your own damn shelter

All those who are steady stuck in the storm wake up because this is the wake up call

For all those who look to the streets for an easy way out look up to the heavens and thank God you’re not dead 

For this is the wake up call 

All those who are homeless in the streets and can’t live on until the next day

Wake up and live the dream you had in your heart once ago

When the rain comes down this is the wake up call

For all those fathers who role the dice yeah it seems nice not to tend to your children

But wake up because you’re in the eye of the storm

Time is running out and night comes again

I would advise you to use your time wisely and wake up

For all the queens of Africa who seen their looks as being amusing 

Wake up because your kingdom is in need of you

The big hand is on the 12 

Let it ring because you need to wake up

VIOLENCE MURDER

Fatherless children who roles models are locked up in the fight 
Do you hear your children crying of the broken hopes and shattered dreams?
Look into my eyes as the pain cries and rolls with the thunder off the cheek bone and cuts the ground

So much violence to feed a community that it overflows and slices the innocent like dominos 

Last night I heard a 15 year old soul crying out to God for the strength to hold on 

Just one more second

Just one more minute

Just one more hour

Let me hold on to the truth 

In this image I sit and I cry for the children being torn away from the families by violence

Lancing anguish and pain into the homes of the unfortunate 

Can you hear it? 

Can you see it?
She tires to hold on as the bullet enters her and disappears into her innocent flesh

Bullet shells shattering and breaking the ground of the people 

Now I see that it all comes to past and the past I see

Today I stood on a corner where 48 hours ago a young man was dead

When we flip to the news violence and murder are hunting for the dead bodies

Down here bullets speak way louder then words while the truth is being drowned with the mass murder 

We cry but yet no weep is heard because you hear the bullets still flying through the air 

We want revenge but violence wants death and death wants a soul

So suck at this soul because this is the pick up line 

THE SIGNS OF TODAY

The sunlight shines and holds my body as I hold in my thoughts of that special person

She walks in and out my dreams teaching and touching me

I learn of how to hold onto my train of thought 

Her presence is and was my memory 

The sweetest kiss blows on me and my finger tips

My feelings for her ride the wind like the past souls of Native Americans singing folk songs throughout the storm
I smoke the pipe and blow the birth of my dreams into the sky leaving behind the ashes of my legacy
The past was today and the future was only yesterday

THE PRICNE OF RED ROSES

I’m the Prince of Red Roses

My words and lyrics represent the new emotions and blow the dust of old ashes

My words and romantic rhymes were born from the sweet grape vines that were intertwined by the candle light multicolored roses of the past twilight
My poetic symbols split open like new born rose petals 

I am the Prince of Red Roses who was born from a bed full of Roses

When my emotions were cut they spilled blood on the microphone

My Red Roses dusted off the microphone and I made a new flow to counter flow with my lyrics and epiphanies of my new emotions

In the end I’m the Prince of red Roses and enjoy the pain as my words cut and heal you
This is the Prince of Red Roses 

So leave your emotions after petal

THE KEY TO YOUR
HEART

I sit at night wishing for the key to open your heart
Each lock holds each man’s pain and the last guy you loved was kicked to the curb

As I bend down to pick you up you tell me that he’s a fool

To me your body and words are worth more then jewels

Your heart is precious but because of him it’s wreckage
As I put the pieces of the puzzle together 

I fall not to the ground but in love with you

If I was a knight you could walk through fear and never turn back
 Each step of the way I hold you close and on your eyes is lays the prize

At night I wish for the key to your heart and if I’m lucky enough then our friendship can slip into something real

Maybe something real enough to kiss and cuddle with  

SHOCK STARTER

It starts out in a hotel room with a child lost in a room

No where to go 

No idea of how to think

Only three months into the birth of life

If hands of humans were to touch this gift of God that was forsaken then how would it affect this child?
Left in a dying environment 

Left to die

Laying on a bed like a desert eagle which burns the hands of a human fire

Fire flies may live and die but the inner light always shines through the darkness

If you can’t reach it then you can’t touch it and if you can’t touch it then you can’t reach it

The eyes within the sockets are shot and sparked 

My body tells me that this feeling is only the shock of birth 

If this birth didn’t happen then maybe this birth died three months ago

It’s only a shock that leaves the mind wondering 

Why

PASSION IN THE CNETER

Too cold crossed lovers make love in the center of the universe

The fire of Apollo crosses between them only leaving the metals melting
Their love stays new during each new moon and fades during each old summer

They kiss and cuddle under Cupid’s covers

Lost eyes cry and new hearts love which eases and fades away the pain of time

The winter’s ice cold and crisp heals the dead lovers from their head to their toes

It flows through each vein and hides in the new compact bound metaphor of the mind

The manner of love freezes my heart and mind as I fight the passion with my emotions of fire’s passion
Can’t you see it through the mirror that it’s our reflection?
Two star crossed lovers make love in the center of this icy made palace near the center of the universe

MY SOS PIECE 

It is a lot of people in this world that I don’t like 

Some friends, some family, and even some strangers 

But society tells our generation to shut up when being told to
Society tells our generation to speak when spoken to

Society tells us that what they say is right and that out thoughts and emotions are wrong 

Well I’m here to tell the past generations of societies past fucked up failures to fuck themselves 

When spoken to I will rebel and what is wrong with my words and lyrical poetry of emotion? 

My words will tell the truth of the generations that got no chance to express who they were
Their minds are so fucked up that they think their generation can control us but what they fail to realize is that their past legacy is dead 

The past generations lose control and refuse the offered help because they’re so fucked up in the head

They try to pull our generation to the ground receiving the unforgiving mercy and torn repent of the masses
Children are taught at a young of how not to rebel

Ask me what’s wrong with this society and I will tell you that there’s a flaw in the system 

Past legacies of princes and kings were fucked up in the head that they checked their mates while I, X marked the their failing spots 
If you don’t want to listen to what I have to say and you want to hang up the phone then fuck you while my hand redials the patriotic dial tone 
Just ask King to-Ton-Too much- in common of how I shook his grave and woke the dead

QUESTIONS FOR YOU

If life ended, would you cry? Or would you die?

If you could sail away to an unknown place, where would you sail?

If you could die by anyway, or any manner, how would you die?

If you could bring upon the world a new generation, would you?

If you was rich and, had the chance to be poor, would you take the chance?

If you could cry tears of any liquid, for any person, which liquid and who would you choose?

If you could be buried more then 6 feet under, how many feet would you go to bury your emotions?

If you could raise one person from the dead, who would it be and why?

If you had to answer all of these questions, would you and how would you think of approaching the situation? 

These are my questions for you

MY CONFESSION 

I have a confession to make
1. I don’t like you

2. Leave me in my fucking bubble

3. I don’t want to be your next act of resentment    

Just step off my level and disappear until the next day

You think I’m going to listen to you well you got that wrong

I rather take advice in songs from a nothing shitless bum before I come to you

You walked around the world’s globe drunk with lies from your head to your thighs

Don’t touch me I don’t want to die from your advice of AIDS 

I date who the hell I want and if you don’t like it then hit the road jack and don’t you come back any more
Get the hell out my damn bubble before you get and receive whiplash for stepping to close to my pitcher’s mound 

He swung and came to close and damn he got hit the hell back

My words flow from the bay and ride the third rail to choke land 

Sometimes I want to be white and transform like Michael Jackson mainly because of the black pupil in the back of the class who are the asshole class acts who handout whiplashes in the back of the bus
This is not your generation

It is my generation and I’m taking it all for myself

MR. AMERICAN

You’re our president and we’re your people

You wave your American hand in the air to symbolize the up raising new nature of the earth and new riches for the rich and no coins for the poor

There are people in your country who need the replacements and new health of yesterday but never received it

There are children who mistake beatings for love but are never cherished 

There are the poor who are called Americans but are never treated like Americans 

But you steady wave your American held hand for a solution not for a greeting 

You stay near the new income of the rich but never the improvised down fall of the poor

We vote you our leader who we never see in a life time close to a year

But I remember that you are he who stands at the proteome waving his American hand with a new proclamation  

With a new proclamation we are the people who stand and protest your speeches of ignorance 

Yeah we piss you off because we your fuck up plans

We’re your whip lashed fuck up plans who tell you America is at war with herself

She looks at her body which is covered in such disgrace 

So many pimples and wrinkles that she cries tear drops made of bomb and bullet shells 

She wants proactive but the cream doesn’t work on such distorted countries covered in acne and with so much history buried in beauty 

She looks from her waist and she sees her thick thighs of light skinned lusciousness being cut and filled with bomb and bullet shells once more

Her hands that were once covered in sexual reactions of attraction is now covered in proclamation of past independence declaration’s 

Her body is cut into so many pieces that she bleeds of sorrow and forgiveness

Her wounds will never heal and band aids and peroxides will only swim deeper  

She yells stop as her body is sold into slavery by the white men who covered her land 

She sees the African Americans and only cries for the pain of their bankruptcies 

She looks from her head to her toes and from coast to coast and washes her body with dial stop to rid of all the sin
False documents stain her cheeks as her make up of tranquility’s calm disasters that triggers her affliction

National and homeland security claim her and put blankets of war logos upon her

She is America who lies on her death bed 

She prepares for the next day of such calamity and calm disasters  

LOVE ON A DANCE FLOOR

Love on a broken dance floor

Swirling from one heart beat to another

I can’t see my steps so intimately bounded by my faith

I walk on love’s princes as they throw roses at my feet

This floor is broken from heartache and pain

I shall wax it with the steps of solitude

I only lie in a bed full of roses and happiness draped in sorrow

Her rhythms float throwing the limbic emotion out of my mind

I dance on a broken dance floor 

It’s a half past fast dance floor

Danced on by me

LOVE EQUALS HATE

Love is like a tree that lets her lover go at the start of winter and regenerates in spring

Love is like cold rain that washes us free from the sins of our emotions of pain

Love is like a mother tucking her first born into a bed of warmth and gratitude 

Hate is like snapping the neck of the one you hate

Hate is the bullet which kills the fresh flesh of the love upon the enemy that opens fire 

Hate is not love but love is hate

For I love and hate you in many ways 

Just read and see

If love is really hate then hate me and I shall love you back

But if you love me I shall hate you right back

LETS TEACH THE INNER SPIRIT
Let’s teach the inner spirit 

Of all the emotions that are soon to be emancipated

Every night I seek the cosmos from that deep uninhabited space I call home

Let’s teach the inner Spirit 

Of how our spirits learn to love of the past reactions of ebb and flow

Of how to live and let go

You can take my hand at the confluence and we can explore the world together as one 

Let’s teach the inner spirit 

Of how to feel all the emotions of the universe

Of how to reach and receive and understand and realize the lessons while sitting on today’s atmosphere 

Let’s teach the inner spirit 

Of how to leave all the drama for the actors and all the thinking to the philosophers so one day we can understand the complexities of the mind that the psychologist don’t seem to reach

Let’s teach the inner spirit 

Of how to breathe at the broken stoplight that signals our last breath of hope and our last touch of self consciousness   

Let’s teach the inner spirit 

Of how to transform into the body and teach the body of how to transform into the mind

This is the inner spirit and this is its lesson

A package which only exist in the mind

Theses are the lessons that we must teach the inner spirit 

LAST RESURRECTION OF BIRTH

My soul was unmarked when I was born into this world

In a way I was a wild card just lying on top of a deck on Uno cards

I had no wires or chords connected to the gender of sexuality of my species 

My mother flew away taking half of my soul with her

So I ripped out my heart and threw up onto the telephone wires

I died long ago in the birth process of 89’ while being introduced into this world

My birth father gave me the true image of the intellectual 

Soon after he died I was lost in the transformation to find my his reformation  

Plenty of people tried to shut me down as I rose above the dollar and conquered the mind

My biography has been deleted and erased out of the system of history’s text books 

I have witnessed many people die in my raise to power and like Julius Caesar
 I was betray and screwed over like the Jack of all Trades 

I took God’s hand and buried my pathways in Bermuda’s Triangle

I looked at life many angels and acutely and rightly speaking I died beneath the operating table

You can use the scalpel and cut my life line and call it my Birth of Resurrection  

INTERSESSION

We was ripping and rhyming and tearing up the main hills in Marin

My boy Drew Dellinger broke the floor and caught a couple cute ears 

Carina came by and shut off the light and woke up the stage 

A revolutionist can only save the best for last

My girl Amy taught us how to tear up the crowd with dance and rhyme 

The city of Frisco gave us a wake up call and hit us with the freshest welcome wagon 

We drove from the Bay to the Oak and crashed my house by 12am after we left the pm 
The museum of enslaved Africans blew the dust of my ashes all the way down to my lashes 

The black man in the back of the crowd yelled “Come on them youth” 

Malcolm x Malcolm something

Anyway the judges called him boringly bashing and last but not least was my boy George Watsky who skied on stage and dropped his last pick up line

I picked up the time and left my emotions knocking the crowd

On the path to the revolution Alex told me of the youth’s clear perception

IN THIS SOCIETY 

There’s a problem in society 

As I stand back and wonder why?
Why the average kid in Africa has to find a conflict diamond in order to stabilize his well being?
America is twisted upside down on a sliding scale 

The incandescence of the sun can’t eradicate the loneliness at heart

As I look at the kid on the hillside as he digs his hands deep within the earth’s core to plant himself once more I wonder where are his roots? And who waters him?
Deep with the earth’s core is a solution to where to input all the pain, all the motionless emotions and as the sun beats down and breaks the highlights of my body from day to day I realize the outcome of the outrageous misfortune

I am nothing more then the cold air blowing into your child’s hair calling for life to come
Come

Come 

Your reaching upon my finger tips as I leave you with a lisp of love being buried within the snow that sounds so crisp
Deep beneath my feet lays a solution to society’s problem 

Society problem is only seen through the eyes of my time

I BROKE FREE

Let me brake free of your inner emotions 

You wipe lash me with your pain and laughter

I cried all night from past actions

I want to be free from your emotions but you hold me on a chain made of pure silver of envy and hatred 

Let me stand in this puddle of ice so I can freeze to death in my arms of fire

I only cry of hells past fires and lies

The angels took back their wings and told me to swing

I took Devil’s hand and walked through the shadows of death

I never needed ice water only a cool breeze to calm me down
I broke free long ago 

Only in my eyes but never in yours

I BREAK THE MOLD

I can break the mold of my finger tips and reconnect my eyes into the proper sockets

I know that the power of my mind can rise above both the Euro and the Dollar

There’s too many hearts in the streets not beating

Ripping and roaring at the sound of the drum

I can let the feelings excel past the triple dell compact of me and my backpack

I can smoke my own ashes while I’m continually burning up my insides

I’m breaking the steady mold that backs the hands of Cancer

Libras and Leos both swimming and drowning in the same cesspool of the metaphor 

The stars are my eyes that twinkle the night

My veins may be the comets the shoot across the sky

My soul can burn through every page of a book and restate the message of the past declaration

My past was broken by the mold that formed the future

My legacy is the strips of endless film that never ends but always spinning
I BEEN

I been at the top of the World Trades and rode the last floor down to the very last level
I stood on the Golden Gate and watched the great quake of my birth date role on by with a smile that entitled a tidal tsunami wave

I marched beside Dr. King and whispered in his ear You Shall Overcome

I sat down on the crumbling steps and watched Martin Luther post his 95 thesis on the church door of non-Catholic Romans

I sat in the back of the bus and watched Rose parks rebel against her oppressor and stand up for her rights 

I watched Kennedy speak the past action of truth and pay the price for his past actions 

I walked through history’s halls and corridors and opened and closed doors 
For my legacy of freedom and truth is where I been, where I stood and Where I marched

I watched 

I walked

My legacy lives on the mountain top

HOW MANY TIMES

How many times did you die by death’s icy hands of past nightmares?
How many times did you fall to your knees and cry in a puddle of mud?
A mockery isn’t it?
How many times did you fall from the top of the mountains without a pursuit?
How many times did your heart walk out the door and leave you frozen? 

How many times did you fall in love and love fell out with you?
How many times did you hear lies that were once true but never said?
How many times did you find true love?
Just ask how many times

Just ask 
How many times?
HOLY LAND  

I can’t rest my head in the sun while other people and solders are steadily dying in the Holy Land 

Underneath the soil lay dead and unborn babies never having the chance to be resurrected among their own society 

Knowing that if I was able to grasp the sun with my left hand and balance the moon with my right I would one day be able to make a change in the world
365 days out of the year some poor misfortunate soul is steadily coming to the concept that he is human

Not knowing what his bodily functions are for he scatters them among the Holy land

I let the wind pick up the ashes that are left at my bedside from the heat of the night 

A soul being wrapped in covers is the only thing that can protect me

I heard a child calling my name in the wind as if it was my last chance of seeing him face to face

My eyes was buried in this mass graves of sand in the Holy Land 

As I dig deeply with my misfortunate hands I can easily feel the pain of the past legacy that has swept the ocean’s floor with it mist into complete darkness

This contaminated mind of mine is fully compacted like a hard drive of a dell just barely operating on the struggles of yesterday’s past

My eyes are the viruses that scan each and every memory of life’s pathways and Holy memories

As I put my feet deep which in the sand I remember that this is the Holy Land 

HIS REFLECTION

He looks in the mirror which cast his reflection of his scared face among images of broken window panes

Panes so sharp that they cut the emotions right down to the bone and break the marrow

Just to narrow the odd his face cracks and shatters so bad that the emotions slip through the cracks but never up stream

Even though a river runs through it he still looks in the glass and the glass looks back

Not giving a damn it slides back and just cuts him back 

As he hits his back his reflections says

“Its hard to fight back isn’t it?”
HIP HOP REMIX
The ashes of Mac Dre’s bones has been blown away to the top of the heavens 

Biggie and 2Pac sit down at the table of brotherhood as Aaliyah looks down with tears of pain in he eyes only knowing that the struggle of yesterday and today are not over

The man that keeps her calm says, “I been to the mountain top” and he also looks down on society with a bird’s eye view

So many African Americans being locked up and put deep down up under the ground while the homeless scream of what kind of world this is

A world where all colors of skin except white have been oppressed

But this is merely the punch line as people sing of the nation’s different religions that peace together the sleep of dreams while blanket hold and shake babies

While we dream late at night when the entire world is sleeping Selena awake and thinks of us  

Our state of mind is rebelling while a tired African American sits on an empty bus and is told to remove herself from its seat for a non person of color

Unfair it was and rebel she did as it rung the bells for help to rewrite the pages of history 

Her actions were slammed in the backs of books like blacks on busses 

A new case came about when presidents were getting head from below as the first ladies forgot to get low to pay the price of the mighty dollar and holler like Monica who couldn’t wait to pass the bill

I heard just yesterday that the bushes and the trees didn’t like black people 

So this is the hip hop politician petition remix and I’m going to end this with fuck the bushes and have a new day 
HELEN’S BEAUTY

Look at Helen as she walks on the dirt roads of papyrus holding Osiris’s blessings

All men of all Greek colors fall from head over heals 

Lips touching the ground 

Her eyes glimmering around the fire of Apollo’s chariot

She made love to Paris three score years ago and still has enough spells to make the gods tell the gossip 

Zeus looks down at her beauty and is still pleased
If only he could crest her breast and take the rest of her onto mount Olympus

As Athena sits by the pool of potions filled with the emotions of love and pain  

Helen was made out of the eye of Odysseus 

Helen

Helen of Troy

Helen of Paris

Helen of Troy

HANDS IN TIME

People in the streets are living and dying

The truth won’t resurface beneath the blood flow

My brother from another mother who lost his life in the battle to win the fight

Children going under the cover being unheard of

Adopted hearts on the run

Broken souls smoked out on an empty shit covered floor

Sunlight’s last forgotten were lost in the wasted washer of the seas coastal water 

Sun dried and rung out and dried out like the blood left behind at the scene of the crime

Blue prints and birth marks are left at the scene of hand’s time

GRASP

He grasp at her heart like a child to his mother

Sucking her forgiveness through the eyes of his truth

The love of the touched flows underneath the wings and finger tips of the lullabies and tunes

His heart beats but never forgives

It lives in the moment and not in the past

One lover’s kiss is one hell of a blast

I loved but was never loved back

I gave my love with arms wide open but never received the chance to make love flow 

I keep my feelings to the mind and to the body

I’m a self centered intervention process of love that was mixed in with the intervention of the time machine

My love and heritage are merely dreams that float on my chest

So when my life is done

I shall take a bow and say good night for now 

FADES AWAY
 I kick the dust of my shoes and onto the moons of Jupiter and let the flow of my mind hit the drum
Thinking back to the nickel that spins inside out 

I reverse the mentality of the mind

I flip gears in the state of confusion to join the state of the Union
A ripped out tongue doesn’t spell the meaning 

My tranquility falls to the ashes of the Phoenix and the Sparrow 

Holding on tightly to the sweet crisp of love’s forgotten shades of lusciousness 

I hold on to the bounded chains of humanity and ancient slaves and stand for just the right cause

The future fades from my eyes to the past and the past evolves around my solar system

I touch the golden waters and shortly but slowly fade away

DID YOU HEAR OF THE UNKNOWN GOD

Did you hear the music that went through his feet and hit the floor and rocked the covered boards? 

He dances and he shouts to the unknown god for many reasons we know not of

He sits on an absent floor with is head to the ground and whispers love songs to the unknown god

He tells the story of his footsteps leaving images and imprints filled with blessings to the brim

He looks up as he opens a black book filled with the evidences of an old generation who walked the earth over 2,000 years ago 

Then out of corner of his mouth pours out the words Jesus 

Who is he? And is he the unknown god that he has been praying for? And again I hear the music that goes through his feet and rocks the covered boards 

Do you hear it? 

Did you hear the story of the past legacy of how the sick were healed? 

Did you see through the books of the dead of how they were awakened? 

I heard his stories and I witnessed his many blessings 

I heard his cries on the mountain top

Only here for 34 years without an argument or a fight

The whole armor of God on his body took to the fight

At the time Buddha was too fat from stuffing his face with Twinkies and Confucius was too damn confused to win the fight  

His name still lives on through the ages as the dust from our bones are washed away

His name still lives on and he was never unknown

We just didn’t get the time to stop and get the chance to meet and greet him

I hear it 

The truth of the unknown God 

American Youth

I am a youth in America

I look and watch on the television screen at Barrack Obama being dissed and fully pissed upon

Just because of the color of his skin is darker then the average Caucasian persuasion often tanned vanilla person

The youth stands up for one cause and their words are the effect 

We march in the streets using our words as flags

I am a youth in America  

Double tongue tied and twisted screaming for the real notion that people hide and sit upon 

Blowing the lies out of congress into the ghettos 

George Bush is only being pupated by a monkey

The words of justice consumes me and I sit thinking 

Thinking while people are still dying in Hurricane Katrina 

Thinking while billions of dollars are being spent on a non existent war

Thinking while children in Africa are suffering finds conflict diamonds

I am a youth America

I see and realize the mistakes of the past generations who fail to keep their mind to the blue print 

Unknown dead beat souls are still swimming in the cornea of the eye of the future

The future is only held up by the youth

In this future I am a youth
A youth in the American society  

AGAIN I FLY

I fly with the angels because they gave me my wings 

I take upon the eagle’s challenges to fly to the highest mountain top

From there I rise 

I soar among the clouds who guide me with such delight and passion that my soul can only take flight and rise

The wind gives me the eyes of truth

As I fly among the fowl with lies of the unknown world I spread my wings

 I glide down to mother earth’s creation

I let my talons touch the ocean’s face

My reflection cast a shadow not of hate but of calamity’s disasters

Her hands wound the world 

She screams of the unknown torturer 

Her emotions are chained to her inner body and beauty

I watched and I saw 

She told me the story and I fly again

And again I rise 

ABOVE

If I rise above the dollar and overcome the struggles then maybe the seas and the storms of the oceans shall overcome and become one 

The Euro is stronger then the American dollar and its people becomes weaker like the stock market

The homeless heart is empty by the mass of molded blood that rips the heart

I can’t understand the power of the mind 

But I do foresee the dead and cold weakness of thought

Where emotions flow

Cold souls may grow and glow

The body may grow

This is the hollow state of the mind
A STEP BACK

You never wanted your son to leave your arms

You always held him back from facing world and its emotions 

After years of frustration he broke the chain of your arms and broke free

You wept and swore to Mother Nature’s

It was you who held him back for so long that the angels took him by the heart and flew him into the sky

Only he and God have a smile back

It only seems like death took a step back and merely laughed from the darkness

You couldn’t hold him back by the wings of heaven powerful grip

So now you sit and you cry 

You weep knowing that it is your fault

You couldn’t stop it
You held him and his emotions back for too long and now he has flown

A REASON FOR A PURPOSE

I left you for a reason and a purpose

My reason for leaving

Because the soul flew and failed my purpose

People walk the struggle and throw their dirty remarks upon my clean skin

I only throw back their reflections and their unmarked questions

It doesn’t annoy me 

Just their past actions of doubtfulness 

I never shed a tear but I bleed the fire of their back talk 

I feed upon the comments of their evilness and whiplash

I endanger their hot flashes which has no power against my magnitude 

This concludes that I left you for a reason and that this was my purpose

Since this is my purpose 

Then I guess this is my reason   

A KISS IN THE MOMENT

Every time you see her you want to pull her closer and closer

Not being able to touch or kiss her

The emotions live deep within the color of the eyes

Love only contacts the finger tips and the emotion run deep within the background inside 

The hidden secret is only touched by the sorrow that lives within and without the veins

The emotions float away above the sky

I want to have this feeling again

But it is gone and who knows when it might come back

Love is only the feelings we get out of being around the person who we love at that exact Time 

Minute

Second

And every hour of the day 

A CRY OF DESPAIR 

It is those who have fallen through the rain while dancing in this storm of pain

The heart keeps beating and braking the silence of the drum

My words may flow like an eagle down upon an unknown pathway
By going through the struggle of the everyday person who lacks the daily moral and understanding 

His resentment stands firm within his chest and his heart beats like the beast of the night 

I can’t cry for what I’ve gone through 

I can’t cry surrender the fight on the battle field of blood and turmoil 

Deep beneath the skin lies honor within the surface of the true hue of resolution

I cry bloody tears of revenge and refuge

I cry for the broken hearts that has fallen at home 

I weep in the night for those lost souls who are lost at sea and who don’t know the world’s at end

I cry for those just like me

A CHEATED SOUL

I know he cheated on you


I was there when he crushed her scented hands and finger tips into the bedroom covers

Wails and cries is all I heard as he road her body

I saw you looking through the window as the pain and the lovable expression filled up the window pane with steam 

I looked down on you as you cried upon cupid’s shoulder

Cupid holding back all his bows and arrows of hate aimed upon your lover’s head

Clothes being stripped off and a body being thorn apart upon a bed of adrenaline and expression 

Red lushes passion being blown into the beating heart
He didn’t think about you as he heard her moans which gave him pleasure

Your hand slipping down the steamy window pane as he sees you and rushes outside to cry upon stained your shoulder

You push him to the ground and walk upon him like concrete to pavement 

He rocked her to sleep and blown her apart 

I am holding you in my arms and you rest your head upon my chest say,

 “Let me kill his emotions and let me lay them to rest”
A BROKEN HOME

Houses be broken down by alcohol and ignorance 

You can sit and hear of all the cries of forgiveness and torture of so many pains that the spells of the unbroken are broken
They can only be broken by words and only be their actions do the music play

It plays louder and louder to drown out the argument and dispute that has took the toll and replaced the evil inside

They say history always repeats itself 
Just get on your knees and pray for the house that has been broken and is waiting to be remolded 

History repeats itself once more again in the eye of society 

JEREMEY WENT TO WAR TO DAY
Jeremy is at war today
Not knowing what he’s about to face he merely smiles at his feet’s existence of being on ground

Jeremy is a 19 year old Middle Eastern young adult who knows for a fact that he’s Middle Eastern but still is proud to call himself an American 
Jeremy is at war today 

Not knowing that the fight is against people of his own color 
Not knowing that the fight is against people of his own creed and ethnicity he’s still willing to fight
He fights people of his own heritage and culture and still he wants to fight

Only seeking the true definition of an insurgent and refugee Jeremy crumbles and cries wondering why 
Why is Jeremy fighting in this endless war? 
As Jeremy leaves his childhood behind deep within the Holy Land he bends down and shed a tear on Iraqi soil only wishing to go home 
Jeremy cries on soil where children of his creed dig deep for there dreams and later on in life find out that their dreams have been shattered and unmasked
Breathing out the hallucination of knowing that the true meaning of death is either getting shot down by a gun or either from being blown apart from a walking human bomb he cries
As Jeremy cry I think to myself

Jeremy is at war today
Only thinking about children being strapped with bombs not knowing what they are to become and not knowing that in less then 10 seconds their young innocent bodies will be scattered among the Holy Land like burning ashes made in China 
As Jeremy inputs his foot into the bloody soil of history’s past he hears holy broken verses from the Koran coming from semi automatics while Middle Eastern bodies are ducking behind empty hearses just waiting to be filled

Jeremy knows nothing about human being strapped to bombs 

Jeremy knows nothing about bullet shells 

Jeremy knows nothing about the United States Foreign Policy of punk paid pupated politician benefiting off the supply of dead bodies being received from his platoon 

Jeremy’s emotions only come covered in his helmet, vest, and army branded appeal strapped to his AK-47 all trademarks of the government 

25 of those 47 members of his platoon with the last names starting with A and ending in K were killed on enemy lines 

Only 10 might be able to plant their feet on American soil and once again call it home

As I come back to reality and witness my neighbor mowing his lawn as he clutches his patriotic American held news papers in hand
I’m only able to think to myself
 Jeremy is at war today

And it’s because of him and his life that my neighbor can mow his lawn in peace and tranquility 

It’s because of Jeremy that my neighbor can call himself American with stars stripped with honor and pride

And as the last blades of grass touches the American soil of my neighbor’s front lawn I only think again
Jeremy is at war today

And it’s because of him that I can call myself American and as I turn and look at the American flag half masked I think once again for one last time 

Jeremy is at war today 

DAD PACKED ME STRAWBERRIES 
Dad packed me strawberries today

Not knowing where they originated from I only imagine their juices of tropical sweetness which is able to hit the lisp of my lips 

As I sink my teeth beneath the layer of sweetness I see Jose the local corner strawberry grocery vendor selling Spanish strawberries trying to financially support his family
He sells a dozen strawberries in a day and is able to feed his improvised family for the day His family is legally neglected by the government 

The profit will soon benefit Jose’s illegal immigration status

As the strawberry juices drip onto my tongue Jose falls from the sweat beating down on him from the non-illegal sun of selling strawberries all day
Dad packed me strawberries today 

As Jose packs and sells his strawberries on the corner 

I remember that he’s illegal and dad still packed me strawberries today 

OPPOSITE SIDES
Barrack Obama is being ridiculed and hated against because of his outspokenness on world views and racist issue 

As he tell the story of a young girl sitting at a kitchen table eating mayonnaise and relishes sandwiches  
I sit and wonder why?
I wonder why apologizes are given to the families of deep soldiers as if an apology is worth a life 

When life itself is worth more then the cosmos and space itself 

I wonder why billions of dollars can’t supply the children being left behind and being eradicated out of America’s education systems 

Another homeless African-American begs me for the daily supply of financial support in order to stop his hunger strike so that he won’t joins other African-Americans in the drug epidemic statistics 

I read the New York Time the other day and noticed that American life’s are being lost like a gambling race for the stock market 

Out with the old and in with the new I always say

Let’s impeach President Bush and input a follower who has a reformation in mind like Martin Luther and a way with words like Martin Luther King 

After learning English I can MLA the format and MLK the paper and change it to the verses of those being driven in hearses 

I had a dream the other night that an African-American man married a Caucasian woman and had two children 
One of Asian decent and the other of Mexican Decent 

Holding hands together forming a melting pot beneath the sun’s surface
Swimming deep beneath the subdivision colored lines and eliminating the word racism from our English existence 

From learning to much colonial history I know that this is the boarder line and that opposite sides do exist.
HERE AND FRO

To here and fro nobody knows 

It’s the only place lost souls go

Grandfathers are dying

Roses are blooming and life is reawaking once again within the stomach

To here are fro nobody knows

It’s the only place lost souls go

Couples are breaking up while exes are making up

Another hiccup comes after drinking another 7-up

To here and fro nobody knows

It’s the only place lost souls go

Grandmothers are dying

New babies are crying

Another woken dream is being unmasked beneath the Earth’s surface

To hot for the sun to handle

To here and fro nobody knows

It’s the only place lost souls go

Afro kings rocking disco shoes

Here goes another word being broken and sold

Stole and folded deep beneath the resurrecting surface 

Lost souls bumping techno while rocking afros 

It’s from here and fro nobody knows

It’s the only place lost souls go

Souls’ going to the only place nobody knows
It’s from here and fro that nobody knows and it’s the only place my lost goes   

I HAVE BEEN DREAMING

I have been dreaming.....

Dreaming about spinning lispses kicking from hipses

Burning souls drowning in ashes

Disliking actions reawaking dead forgettable rhymes

I have been dreaming.....

Burning passions beneath my finger tips

Peeling back my skull and imputing the metaphor 

Therefore my life is endless electricity connected by my inner connectivity 

I have been dreaming …..

Drowning beneath my soul’s surface

Connecting my tangents to the mind’s agents

Speaking words from unborn babies

Fantasying about fairy’s tales of angel’s revolving eclipses 

I have been dreaming…..

Breaking my insides and setting my soul on fire

Being unable to cross the target line of my broken soul’s arrows

Trying to connect my eyes into the proper sockets
I have been dreaming…..

Dreaming 

Burning

Drowning

Breaking

I have been dreaming and now it’s…..

Ending  
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