
This was supposed to be

another rushed morning/

yet we have another death amongst many

but I knew you William Fraizer/

I can’t forget your face or
those eyes that were as green as

the money you chased/

and I can’t take losing
someone else over the empty pursuit

of promise where death looms/

he needed more choices than

a coffin.

Elegy for William Frazier



We are still here to watch dreams die.

too much Hallelujah time. All of my friends

are pallbearers, shoulders heavy from

from carrying 

We are still here. When classrooms are warzones,

It is not safe to dream. 

Do not speak our names in vain. 

Do not whisper them in prayer.

Nashville, draw us a new map.

We are still here.



My life is filled with broken promises.

Silver linings were never seen

just shadows where I am threatened.

None of us had a choice.

It is not a game anymore.

When did we begin to use

fists like paintbrushes,
to create create worlds where

pulling the trigger is easier than being heard.

I am dreaming of more options

than crayons or coffins.

Forced Choices



It ain’t easy to

use my truth as a sword

but how am I supposed to be great

all I can do is sputter

sputter hymns from Granny

others recite racial epitaphs

in the hallways

where words are bullets

piercing the esteem

of those who hurt others in the name of freedom

I am choosing to speak life

Notes on Verbal Suicide



I am not one of them

with trigger fingers ready

to kill or fight over streets

I do not own. I do not steal so cops

stop sniffing my footsteps

I am not your average teenager.

I am a leader not a follower.

Everyone from Lischey is not meant for bad.

I am one of them.

I am chosen.

I am not one of them



We are dope boys.

We trap life.

We hood story.

We Facebook feud.

We twitter eulogy.

We snapchat remembrance.

We bargain hunt.

We plea. We crossover.

We over.

We irreverent. We hope.

We gassed up

with nowhere to go.

We spiral out of eye’s view.

We shadow. We soul search. We lost 

waiting to be found.

Untitled



Gunplay is some sport.

Verbal disputes lead to new

graves. Lock the safety.

Tennessee Youth Murder Capital Haiku
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