THE BRIGHT DARKNESS OF MY DAY

Each day 1 nise %o a wornld that is bright with darkness. The
caude of that blind spot is sornnow clouding over my heant, a
saddening overcast that won't depart.

BLachkness at noon....
Impenetrable yet, trnansparent....
The evil {fornce enshrouds me.

Casting L£'s shadowed LighZt o4 despair upon all 1'2L ever do
on hean.

Misting views I wish Zo see....
Such is the eclipse 04 my everyday rneality. ...

Wakening in a 10x8 cell, 1 drown in the 8Ei4Ling atmoshene
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to call itself: "Cornections™,

0f that sysiem which dares to call itseld: "Cornections
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Choking on Zhe oxygen that {Lows grnom the state
The fetid ain 0§ incarceration mahkes ir oh, 40 hand to
Tolernate.

Painfully, 1 struggle to breath befween Zhe s
and Lies, weak and strnong, good and evil, nig

Trapped within indifference, 1 think my sentence may be Life
Long.

I've Leanned the systems hansh realities. 14!
dualalities.
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“hypocaitical
"Due Process" is a shining myih which Laws and counts ignore
wiith pith.
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Allenness fgestens in the foul infected wound that's alled:
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"Wronghul Convictions™

An "Anjury" nrnecieved at trialk....
"Railroading" is Zhe sournce 04 my AffLiction.

Revolutionany fines burn quietly but deadly in Zhe sifences
o4 my soul....

Conjuning therne Zhe hate speaking demons who nage axt infus-
tice, my uliimate goal.

When Life has been nobbed of all fLavor and mission.

Whazt is Love? What is foy? What is gain? In a place called
prisdon????



Here, everny houn is a cunde... Where T may wind up in a
hearnse.

Fon this bright oppressive day of night, might never have
end in sight.

Each sfecep L4 a deliverance....

Each sweet dream, a trdip to Zhe neal wonld, but, ere the
moanings early Light, bright darnkness intrudes upon delight.
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So rudely is my mindless bliss destroyed, by the systems
grheal fascistic vodid.

Eachiime 1 wake I feel it's might....
It crushes me....
IX isn't night!
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Eacn day's end Loxn me. ..
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Wnen brighZl dankn You 'ne NOT {rnee’.

As blinding s%Zreaks of powerlessness obscure my will Zo cope

The precious jewel fhe dankness hides is just the gem 04
hope.

A gleaming Lucky brea: 1 seek, one narely granted %o Zhe
meefk.

8¢ cand {fate won't deal.... The deck Ais

I

ke hunzing nain, 4Lood out the cune

may be, The curne A5 LADY LIBERTY.

But, 1 4earn her saving, healing grace may prove for me #o
have no place.
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Appeal. denials pi
second chance
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Hence, eachday's Life is a Living death, in a way...

And s0 1 dnifz... In the bright darkness of my day!

By: Stephen S.#228834
nevised §/02/21



