HEART.
It will be the last word to this poem, but I need to say it now.
Because mine may be too weak by the time I get to the end.
So let that one word echo until then. Heart…Heart…Heart…
I remember when I was just a young kid. Growing up and learning about life.
Using my imagination and so hungry for knowledge. 
I remember when I was just a young kid.
Running up to the ice cream truck. Saturday morning cartoons. 
The only page in the newspaper that I loved were the drawings.
Trying to figure out the back of those cereal boxes....
Yes....I remember when I was just a young kid.
But then I turned into a teen. I started to have dreams.
And as bad as things seemed, I use to always make them worse.
My parents tried the best that they could, but I always cause them so much pain.  For everything that those other kids had, that I didn't have, I need somebody to blame. The more that I complained, the worse that I felt.  
These are the cards that I was dealt. But I kept to myself.  
I think about the innocence of youth, the ignorance in truth, and the serenity in lies. My memories just die. And now as I'm older,
I've realized the world's gotten colder. But what if I told you that you’re lucky?  
That you're lucky to even be able to listen to these words tonight.  
You're lucky you can walk out of this building without feeling fright.
You're lucky for everyday and for every night. For everybody that's in your life.  For having a voice! For having sight! For having hands to pick up and write.
Yes! You're lucky that you're even alive.  To have a job and to be able to drive.
You would realize that you were lucky, if you STOPPED looking at those who had money...and STARTED looking at those who were hungry.
Every morning I open my eyes and I inhale my first breathe.
And I say 'Thank You' for allowing me one more day to prepare myself for death.
This life that was given to me is truly a blessing. 
It's far from heaven....Yes, I get this.
But at least it's closer to heaven, than closer to where hell is.
Hell is......The first drop of blood that drips down a 10 year olds thighs.
A man on top of her, so she can't get out her cries.
It doesn't take too long for her to realize.
The entire time she's looking into her father's eyes...

Hell is..........young chicks being trained to love quick…sent overseas in bunk ships..Traded to pimps for hundreds...At 12, they're trained to suck it and push it, then plummit, and stay within budget.  This one chick couldn’t fit the condom on one tip, so she let him rush it. She was on her way to having one kid. It would've been a son, then one hit from this bum's wrist; he hit with just one fist...and left a dead body rotting her in her stomach...
She treated her own baby like crap, and just flushed it.

Hell is....Right down a dark alley a man bleeds....with a belt around his arm....he CAN’T SEE......But at least...he's happy and at peace.   He says Pass me...the glass piece...one last feast...but sadly, this man feels he can't breathe......
Pulls out his wallet, and then sees, his family as he sheds his last tear.

Hell is....a Mexican slave....breaking his back for American pay.
His cousins are involved in the heroine trade, but he chose to raise his family in a much better way.....But hell he will pay.....every day, he rests in the shade....on the corner, like a prostitute...he steps to the plate....He steadily waits....and then gets his way...when a big Escalade...gets him some pay.
Some bricks he will lay....for 4 bucks an hour, the sun melts him away....
He yells for some rain....He thinks to himself....... there must be a better way, but now his chest is in pain....he's breathing with the heaviest weight.....His breath is delayed....The sun has got him red in the face....
As he falls to the ground.......he thinks about his daughter....
A heat stroke....and now she doesn't have a father......

Hell is... a poem like this can go on with so many different stories...
And nobody’s willing to pay it forward if it doesn’t involve the glory.
You don't give love in order to get love.
You give love in order to become love.

I remember when I was just a young kid..innocent as one can get. I used to love it.
I remember when I was just a young kid. 
Now I look back & appreciate the fact that my body's still intact. That I can read and do math...that I can think about my past....That I can cry...and then laugh.
Imagine if you could feel the entire world's pain for just 5 seconds..
It'd feel like an eternity of hell and then you'd feel blessed with.
The opportunity of right now....
Because the only thing that matters in the world..is right now...
So let your light shine now....so bright that it could never die out...Why now??
Because tomorrow is not promised and yesterday is gone.
And after we pass away, our spirit will move on.
The life that WE end up living is the life that we choose
And if you make the best out of every day, you can never lose.
So go out there and say thank you. 
I hope you hear my message.
I hope there was a reason for the lines
No fear. Be brave. And do something with your time.
And know that there is no ending and there could never have been a start.
If you just block out your mind....And follow your......

