My name is Shaquan Jacobs and I'm currently incarcerated at MCI- Concord and have been for eleven
years now. I’'m going to be submitting two poems. The first poem is a poem that's dedicated to one of
my older cousins who happened to get murdered when he was just sixteen years old. And the second
poem is the very first poem that | wrote, which is dedicated to my mother, in my poetry class in the
Tufts University college program here. | hope you enjoy them like | enjoyed writing them.

No Letting Go
It’s hard to let go what is loved by the heart, especially when departure wasn’t the plan from the start,
I can’t tell you how much | miss you,
Just through poetic thoughts, nowadays just want to be left alone at home,
To sit in the dark,
Because my mental is a remedy,
Thinking about happy times and laughing at funny memories,
You wasn’t a punk, and you wasn’t a lame thug,
If you ever come back you will get embraced with the same love,
But for not, and | have to keep going cause the clock doesn’t stop,
So I'm gonna take our dreams of nice gear and stacked gwuap,
And make is reality through every tick and every tock, that
Comes to mind and my heart increases pace,
| constantly shake, and ask God “why give me such hard times to face?”
No answer and no tomorrow promise, and to be honest, |
Want to seek revenge but we only digress with conflict, so
Until it’s my time and | sink but don’t float,
Cause | lack a lifesaver and had an unsteady boat,
We'll meet again cuzo and you already know, but

For now you're in my heart, and there’s no letting go.





