I remember when I wrote my first poem.
My pencil broke half way in, so I grabbed a pen and I squeezed it until it bled to death.
I could've taken that as a sign and walked away from this thing called poetry.
But how could you walk away from something you are?
You can only ignore it by having a staring contest with a mirror that doesn't reflect what it sees.
Millions of trees are destroyed to create this paper. No wonder why the notebook feels like oxygen to me. It makes me feel alive. It makes me strive to get to the top of a mountain, so I can look down at the world and say, “Why aren't you up here with me”? And why am I not down there with you??  So I climb down, because I spent my entire life trying to get out of the bottom. But that's where we're most comfortable.
Because when you're on the bottom, you have something to look up to. You have something to aspire to. You have everybody around you.
But when you're on the top, you can only look down at the millions of hands that are growing out of the soil to try to get a piece of the sky.
So you pray for thunderstorms. You pray for the rain to shower.
You pray for the raindrops to shoot down like bullets from heaven
So those hands can grow out of the soil and turn into arms.
So those arms can push against the soil and pull their souls out of the dirt they were buried in.
So as a poet, you need to be obsessed with decimal points and numbers such as 2....93...1 billion.............
2- the amount of minutes that goes by before another woman is raped.
93 million. The amount of missing women in the world today.
With most of them being victims of a sex-trade trapped in a country that doesn't speak their language and lost in a world that has forgotten their cause.
1 billion. The amount of people who live below the poverty line and make less than 1 dollar per day. 
854 million. The amount of human beings who are starving this very second while you're sitting in your chair judging me....

So instead of giving me 10 points.....Give 10 dollars a month to a charity.
Instead of us competing against each other, let's compete with each other.
Let us create poetry that inspires us to change the world.
Let each one of our words turn into sledge hammers that bash the bricks that create the Berlin Wall inside of our hearts.
I remember when I wrote my first poem.....and I hope the day never comes when I write my last.
