
Poems of Life 

Childhood 

Move Around, Shut up! You ignorant fool.  

You’ll be just like your mom.  

GET OUT!!!!!  

Little girl head hung low, 12 years old nowhere to go.  

Unprepared with naked feet, sun beating down on hot concrete.  

This is not oz and I’m all alone.  

Strangers stare as the pretty barefooted child strides by,  

not even a sliver leaves her eye.  

She smiles yet keeps going all the while knowing mom will  

come back, I just have to make it, I just have to last.  

Couple days past oh lord she’s so hungry  

and beaten with homeless blues.  

Oh, wait here comes my mom holding my shoes.  

These are the moments when days don’t seem bright, 

and demons come and haunt me at night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 




