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A manõs strength 
By Kelly Gaiter 

Taylorville C.C. 
 

By the one who holds my soul 
in the palm of his hands,  
he is the only reason,  
that I now understand. 
 
That it is the rain laden clouds 
that water the fruits,  
that delights the hearts of man. 
And itôs the restful nights of 
tranquility that brings some, 
closer to Godôs plan. 
 
Night is the time where a manôs 
mind can become submissive, 
weak and confused and truly 
unable to be dismissive. 
It can allow the whispers of  
Satan to lead them down, or 
the truth of God, could guide 
them up the road to 
persistence. 
 
Because truth, is just one of the 
many things that can show the 
wicked and weak humility. 
While the obligatory duties of 
the faithful allows them to  
accept the strength of servility. 
 
Remember, itôs the afflicted 
mind of the wicked and weak 
that will always fight reparation, 
while the faithful will continue to 
believe as they pray for 
separation. 
Truly, I could explain this even 
more at length,  
but all one needs to know,  God 
gives a man his strength. 
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Many People 
By Glen R. 

CCJTDC, 5C 
Many people that are incarcerated 
write to escape from reality, most of 
them were just mislead, 
Now the judge wants to send them to 
the state penitentiary. 
 
Young boy locked up at the age of 15, 
locked up with a bunch of ATôs, not 
knowing where theyôre going to be. 
Hoping that they can just be free. 
Tired of mama crying on the other 
side of the phone saying baby boy 
youôll soon be with me, the truth will 
soon set you free, and give you  
another chance to escape from these 
streets. 

Poetry from  
within the 

walls  

What about Christ? 
By Ponnell Buchanan 

Dixon C.C. 
 

You chased life and didnôt find 
it, you took a style and didnôt 
mind it. But what about Christ? 
 
You played the field in danger, 
and played death like a 
stranger. 
But what about Christ? 
 
You smoked, drank, and 
snorted, been up, down and 
distorted. But what about 
Christ? 
 
You told lies and you despised, 
you delivered the element of 
surprise. 
But what about Christ? 
 
Your soul is burdened, youôre 
approaching your demise, 
The fear and rejection, I can 
see it in your eyes. 
So what about Christ? 
 
Still wanna have fun, so you 
say, ñNot nowò, when tomorrow 
ainôt promised and itôs about to 
go down. 
So what about Christ? 
 
Youôve tried everything, so now 
what else? 
Do whatôs best for your spiritual 
health. 
Now what about Christ? 
 

 ̀
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My son 
By Amanda Fisher 

Decatur C.C. 
 
I wish I could take all your bad 
thoughts away and carry them 
as my own. I would, and not 
one unhappy thought would be 
known. 
I would not hesitate and I would 
do it until we reached Heavenôs 
gates.  
I know it is hard and hurts, but 
please trust me when I say,  
ñIt will all be okay one dayò. 
 
I love you to Pluto and back,  
itôs a fact, but do you know how 
much I mean those words I 
say? If I could just let you inside 
my heart you would know.  
Soon as I get home I will be 
able to show you; 
and you will see how much you 
mean to me. 
This has not been easy on you 
and I'm sorry Iôve been gone 
too long. 
One thing you always will know 
to be true, my son, is how very 
much I love you. And when I 
come home it will be to stay, 
just hang on until that day. 

A Nation under God, 

we must be again! 
By Phillip Hubbard 

Western IL C.C. 
 

We must be a nation under God 
again, in God we must trust. 
We canôt be like Sodom and 
Gomorrah, going up in flames 
turning to dust.  
Even the scales of justice in this 
nation have shifted their weight. 
The devil roams as a roaring  
lion, the weak souls he looks to 
take. 
The kids are running wild not 
listening to what their parents 
say. 
Schools and gang shooting, these 
young lives lost, with violence 
they play. 
 
There have been police shootings 
of unarmed men and youths, 
some police departments trying to 
cover up the crime to hide the 

truth. 
Jails and prisons are over 
crowded, families breaking 
apart, fathers not seen, what 
has happen to the men of this 
nation, and the great American 
dream? 
There are drugs flooding the 
communities, birthing addiction 
and crime. We need leaders to 
rise up in Gods name,  
with solutions on their minds! 
 
People in this nation are 
confused, and have been rising 
up in hate. This nation needs 
Godôs guidance and light, or 
darkness will be itôs fate. 
The problems in this nation, by 
themselves they wonôt go away. 
We need to come together in 
the word of God, and we must 
pray, 
Or this nation will slip into 
darkness, and everything in it 
will end. 
Our hope is in God and his son 
Jesus, who died for all to deliver 
us from sin. 


