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This book is dedicated to the Men & women behind the walls that have not found the ability to express the way they feel so these are my thoughts, no these are your thoughts, no better yet these are our thoughts written down by one, but voiced by many.. To the many people I came in contact with behind the wall I will be that Voice to express how you are feeling & just know you are not forgotten One love.

All poems & short stories are written By Bottega Boy Dee jones
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Out of Sight, Out of Mind

Bottega Boy Dee

They slammed that cell, the echo rang,

Steel on steel, like freedom’s chain.

A number now, not even a name,

And everything outside just ain’t the same.

The phone don’t ring like it used to do,

Messages dried up, letters too.

They swore they’d ride, they swore they’d write—

But silence is louder than any fight.

Mama prayed, but now she’s tired,

My girl moved on, heart rewired.

Bros I bled for, left me behind,

Guess I learned—out of sight, out of mind.

Four cold walls and a ticking clock,

Time moves slow when the world don’t talk.

The days all blur, the nights feel long,

Tryna stay sane, try to stay strong.

I replay laughs from back in the day,

The ones who said they’d never stray.

But loyalty’s rare when life gets real,

They forget you fast behind that steel.

But I ain’t broke, just bent a bit,

Mind still sharp, I ain’t gonna quit.

One day I’m free, and when I shine,

I’ll remember who stayed, and who declined.

‘Cause even caged, I still can climb,

But it’s cold here...

Out of sight, out of mind

Man in the SHU

Bottega Boy Dee

He was a family man, hard work in his soul,

Hands built callus from reaching his goals.

Clock in, clock out — no shame in the grind,

A man of his word, no slack in his mind.

Then one bad turn — metal met street,

Motorcycle down, life skipped a beat.

Bills kept coming, pain took hold,

But he still stood tall, still played bold.

Then came a call — a security check,

A short-term gig, a way to collect.

He thought, “If I play this smart, make my move right,

I can stack that bag, keep my fam in sight.”

But one wrong step turned plans to chains,

A quick cash dream brought months of pain.

Steel doors slammed, cold world inside,

No room for weakness, no place to hide.

In that yard, respect’s a must,

No paperwork? Then they don’t trust.

He told his girl, “It’s politics, babe —

Without proof, you sink, no one gets saved.”

But she ain’t get it, brushed it away,

Said she’d handle it — another day.

Papers never came, whispers grew loud,

They threw him in SHU, alone, no crowd.

Six long months — just him and his thoughts,

Battling’ demons that peace forgot.

Verbal abuse, the cold, the pain,

Fighting’ to hold onto his name.

He wrote her letters, heart on display,

“Please, just send what I need today.”

But her pen slowed down, her tone got cold,

Said, “I’m teaching you a lesson — you’ll learn, be bold.”

Little did she know, inside that cell,

He was He was learning’ lessons deep as hell.

Learning’ who’s real, who fades away,

Who writes back, and who just prays.

He learned that silence can cut like knives,

That love can die but the soul survives.

When the door cracked open, six months gone,

He walked out different — scarred, but strong.

Now he moves quiet, reads every sign,

Trusts in God, but guards his mind.

From a crash to a cage, he made it through,

but not the one she knew

Empire's Descent’s.  

Bottega Boy Dee

Chapter 1: The King's Demise

Harlem was in a state of silence, a thick midnight hush that had fallen upon it like a shroud. King Dejuan "DJ" Harlem, the notorious kingpin who had ruled the streets with an iron fist and a mind for strategy, was dead. An untimely, abrupt end to a swath of power that had reigned for decades, leaving the concrete kingdom shrouded in uncertainty and fear.

The sirens from earlier had stopped, leaving the night dark and still. People whispered behind closed doors, wondering, fearing who would step up, who would fall. For the empire that King DJ had built did not crumble with him; it loomed over the city, waiting.

Chapter 2: Divided Legacy

As the first light of dawn broke, two heirs stood before a gilded casket. They were twins, separated by mere ten minutes but a chasm of upbringing and ideology.

Azar Jones, King DJ's firstborn by those vital ten minutes, stood with a stoic silence befitting his education and station. He had been schooled in the finest colleges, had learned from business moguls and legal masterminds. His mother, Deanna, had raised him with one purpose—to legitimize the illegitimate, to transform the dark legacy of the Harlem streets into a dynasty of lawful power. Azar held his mother's ambition in his eyes, a spark of something that could be brilliance or ruin.

Afia, his sister, was of another world entirely. The streets had whispered her name long before this day. Raised in the underbelly of the empire, tutored in deception, manipulation, and raw power, she was her father's daughter in spirit and intent. Their mother, recognizing the fire in Afia's veins, had tempered it with harsh lessons on survival and dominance. As Afia stood there, draped in black, those who knew her saw not mourning, but a coronation.

Chapter 3: Mother's Aspirations Later in the gold-draped drawing room, Deanna Jones surveyed her offspring with a calculated gaze. The empire was at stake, and she was not about to let it falter. Deanna had lived through the grit of Harlem's rise and fall, had stood by Du's side and molded their children for this very moment. Azar was her pride, her ambition given form. She envisioned boardrooms and legitimate ventures seeded with the capital of old sins.

Afia, on the other hand, was her unbridled passion, a testament to her belief that power did not change, only shifted hands. Afia was ready, had been ready-she was Harlem's pulse, and Deanna knew that the streets would bow to one of their own.

"We are due more than this," Deanna would say to them both, "and you two are the key to it all."

Chapter 4: A Kingdom In Turmoil

The death of a king is the birth of chaos. King DJ's absence tore a rift through Harlem's underworld, and factions emerged from the shadows. Eyes turned to the heirs. Deals brokered in darkness came to light, promises made that were now called in question. Azar and Afia circled each other, bound by blood but separated by their visions for the future.

Azar met with lawyers, financiers, and anyone who could take the stained money and wash it through the markets. A new age of prosperity, he reasoned, could rise from the ashes of his father's empire.

Afia walked the streets, her loyalists gathering like storm clouds. She knew the codes, the loyalties bought with blood and fear.

"Harlem doesn't need a boardroom," she would whisper, "it needs a queen."

Chapter 5: Crossroad As the days bled into nights, the moment of choice loomed. Azar and Afia were the two pillars on which the fate of Harlem rested. Could they forge a new path together, or would their dueling ideologies tear apart the very fabric of their world? Sex, greed, drugs, and the manipulations of their mother wove a complex web. Rumors of betrayal, of alliances with fo Harlem on the brink swirled around them. Azar found himself torn between the temptation of power and the yearning for a clean legacy. Afia saw her birthright within reach but hesitated at the thought of what it would mean to seize it fully.

In the heart of Harlem, in the silence of decisions made in the dead of night, the heirs of King DJ would find their answers, and with them, the future of an empire.

Black & Endangered

By Bottega Boy Dee

Black skin, bold soul, born to survive,

But every breath feel like a risk to stay alive.

Melanin rich like the roots of the earth,

But they treat us like we lesser from the moment of birth.

We kings, we queens, we built this land,

Yet we walk with targets they don’t understand.

Our strength they fear, our pride they shame,

We die for nothing, yet they call it “just the game.”

Hands up — still shot.

Knees bent — still caught.

Speaking truth — still mocked.

Existence alone — still fought.

They see a hoodie, think “thief.”

See a protest, call it “grief.”

See us rise, they cut us low,

Planting cages where our gardens grow.

We march, we cry, we bleed, we pray,

But justice keeps looking the other way.

It’s hard to dream when the sky feels closed,

When your color is a sentence and the judge already knows.

But we still rise — ain’t that a wonder?

With rhythm in our walk and voices like thunder.

We still dance, still love, still build, still teach,

Still spread wisdom this world can’t reach.

We are not the threat — we are the light,

But being Black means staying ready to fight.

Endangered, yes — but never extinct,

We the ink in history’s deepest link.

So say it loud, let it be known:

We sacred, we powerful, we carved from stone.

And even if they fear what we embody,

Being Black is a blessing not a body.

He Never Blocked His Blessings

He carried many problems

like stones inside his coat,

heavy on his shoulders

but he never once lost hope.

Life hit him with the hard days,

the long nights, the tight corners,

but he kept stepping forward—

a quiet, standing warrior.

Folks wondered how he did it,

how he stayed so steady still,

but he learned long ago

that faith walks farther than will.

So he opened every door he could,

even when his own were closing,

gave his last to someone else

when his pockets weren’t overflowing.

He didn’t block his blessings,

not with anger, not with pride,

he kept his heart wide open

and let the light inside.

Because he knew what you give

comes back in its own timing,

and even in the stormy moments

something greater was designing.

So he paid it forward always—

small kindnesses, big sacrifices,

and somehow every broken path

still led him to rising.

A man with many troubles,

but a spirit that never bent—

for he lived by one simple truth:

a blessing shared is never spent.

Can't Block His Blessings

He had problems stacked on problems,

life hit him like a storm with no warning,

but every time the weight got heavy,

he still stood up in the morning.

A lot of folks would’ve folded,

slid back, or lost direction—

but he kept his spirit open,

never blocking his own blessings.

See, he walked through pain quiet,

never cried for no attention,

’cause he knew real strength is shown

in choices, not in mentions.

Even when his pockets hurting,

even when his plans fell through,

he still gave what he could give—

that’s just what real ones do.

He paid it forward every time:

the rides, the favors, the meals,

the prayers whispered for others

while battling his own ordeals.

He didn’t let pride choke him,

didn’t let anger cloud his vision,

he moved with a humble purpose—

heart clean, soul on a mission.

And somehow, through the struggle,

through the losses, through the lessons,

doors kept opening for him

’cause he never blocked his blessings.

A man built from hard days,

but molded by compassion—

living proof you rise higher

when you lift others with your actions.

He Kept His Blessings Moving

He came up with problems

that didn’t wait their turn—

they hit all at once,

stacked high, let the whole world burn.

Bills late.

Trust broke.

Family pulling both sides.

Trying to heal a heart

that stayed bruised from old tides.

But even with the stress on his back,

and the world calling him worthless,

he walked like a man who knew

God don’t waste a purpose.

He could’ve turned cold,

shut down, pushed everyone away—

but he had a heart that refused

to move dirty or stray.

See, he never blocked his blessings,

not with bitterness, not with fear.

He kept his circle small

but his spirit crystal clear.

When he had a dollar,

he gave fifty cents to someone hurting worse.

When he had nothing at all,

he still spoke life instead of a curse.

People used him,

lied on him,

left him out in the cold—

but he stayed the same man,

never traded kindness for gold.

He paid it forward every chance,

even when life cut him deep—

knew the seeds you plant today

are the ones your soul will reap.

And that’s why doors cracked open

that no man could shut—

why he kept rising out the trenches

when others stayed stuck.

A man with heavy problems,

but a heart too strong for stressing—

’cause he knew every storm he survived

was just making room

for the next blessing.

A quiet war he never confessed.

The world saw calm in his steady stride,

But carried pain he kept tucked inside.

A Man Who Gave Despite the Weight

He walked with storms inside his chest,Still, every morning he rose with grace,

A tired smile on a weathered face.

For though his burdens bent him low,

He found a way to let kindness grow.

He’d buy a meal for a stranger in line,

Say, “Keep your change, you’ll be fine.”

Hold open doors, give up his seat,

Lift heavy bags for tired feet.

He patched small holes in other hearts,

While his own was tearing apart.

Never once did he let it show—

He’d lace his wounds and still help folks glow.

He believed blessings weren’t meant to hoard,

That love was the only true reward.

So even on nights he felt undone,

He lit someone else’s world like a rising sun.

A man of struggle, a man of grace—

Who carried hope to every place.

For the kindest souls, the world should know,

Are often the ones still healing as they go.

He Gave What He Didn’t Have

He moved like a man stitched together

from long nights and quiet battles—

a little worn, a little weary,

but still standing on faith

like it was the only solid ground he knew.

Life had him bent but not broken,

carrying troubles he never named,

struggles that sat heavy on his chest

like unpaid bills and unspoken prayers.

But even then—

even when the world pressed him down—

he found space in his heart

to lift somebody else.

He was the type who’d see a mother counting change

and slide a twenty across the counter

before she could finish apologizing.

The type who’d stop for the old man

stranded with a dead battery

though his own tank was running on fumes.

He gave rides in the rain,

gave advice without judgment,

gave smiles when he barely had the strength

to hold his own together.

He’d say, “A blessing ain’t a blessing

if you keep it locked in your pocket.”

There were nights he’d go home

and sit in the dark,

wondering when his turn would come—

when someone might show up

to help him carry his load.

But he never let that bitterness grow.

He believed kindness was a seed you planted

even when you didn’t know

if you’d live long enough to see it sprout.

People felt lighter around him,

like their problems shrank

just by sharing space with his quiet strength.

He listened the way the sky listens to thunder—

patient, steady, without flinching.

And even when his own heart

was cracking like old wood,

he kept showing up

with gentleness in his hands.

Some called him soft.

Some called him strange.

But those who truly saw him—

they knew the truth:

that it takes a different kind of courage

to give what you don’t have,

to pour from a cup

you’ve been patching with hope and prayer.

One day, somebody asked him,

“Why you always helping folks

when you got your own storms to fight?”

He just smiled, tired but sincere,

and said,

“Because somebody out there

got it worse than me.

And if I can be the reason

they breathe a little easier—

just for a moment—

then maybe my own pain

ain’t for nothing.”

And so he walked on,

not perfect, not painless,

but powerful in a quiet, holy way—

a reminder that the world

still has men who choose light

even when they’re standing in the dark.

A man who carried kindness

like armor.

A man who stayed giving

even when life tried

to take everything from him.

A man who proved you don’t need much

to be a blessing—

just a heart that refuses

to stop shining.

The Man Who Threw Stones at the Pen

By Bottega Boy Dee

He walked with a chip sittin’ high on his shoulder,

The heart grew colder as the world grew older.

Swore he’d never fold, never let ’em win—

So he kept throwin’ stones at the federal pen.

Every time they said, “Boy, slow it down,”

He sped up, ridin’ dirty through town.

Told himself, “I’m just tryna eat,”

But hunger doesn't justify life in the streets.

The block was hot, his soul ran cold,

Every lick hit, every brick sold.

Eyes on him, but he ain’t care when—

He was too busy throwin’ stones at the pen.

Warnings came like the wind in the trees,

OGs spoke, but he ain’t heed.

“Son, that cage got a bed with your name,”

But pride don’t bend when you deep in the game.

Court dates came like shadows at night,

He played it cool, never showing his fright.

But deep down knew it was catchin’ up,

The system doesn't sleep and the judge doesn't bluff.

Now he sits in a cell with a thousand regrets,

Letters unread, cold silhouette.

Thought he was a king, too raw to bend—

But the pen doesn't break, and it always wins.

So if you out there thinkin’ you can’t fall,

Too slick, too quick, above it all—

Just know that pride can wear thin,

When you spend your youth throwin’ stones at the pen.

––––––––
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A Letter to My Old Self

By Bottega Boy Dee

Dear Me,

The one who moved too fast to see,

Who thought the world was enemy,

Who wore pain like it was pride,

And let the hurt just burn inside—

I see you now, young, wild, and blind,

Chasing shadows, losing time.

You laughed loud just to hide the cries,

You trusted fake love, believed the lies.

You thought being hard was how to cope,

Took every fall and called it hope.

But deep down, you were just a boy

Trying to turn that hurt into some joy.

I wish I could’ve told you then,

Not every battle need be fought to win.

That silence don’t make you weak or soft,

And real ones never write you off.

I would’ve told you: slow your pace,

There’s more to life than just the race.

That scars can heal, and pain won’t last,

But you gotta let go of that heavy past.

You ain’t gotta prove your worth through war,

You deserve peace, and so much more.

And love? It starts from deep within—

Not from streets or liquor or sins.

But even through the wrong you chose,

You made it here, bruised but bold.

You still stand, you still survive—

And in your eyes, I see I’m alive.

So to the old me, with love and pain,

Thank you for walking through the rain.

You made mistakes, but you made me too—

And I promise now, I’ll carry you.

Sincerely,

The man you grew to be.

Free in spirit, finally... me.

A hazy day in April

Amidst the April days so green, There lies a date, quite well-seen, April's twentieth, clear and bold, A time when stories are often told.

Four-two-zero, digits align, Symbolic of a culture's sign, A code for those who take to flight, On smoldering wings into the night.

Whispers of the herb so sweet,

Gatherings where enthusiasts meet, Laughter rings, eyes glisten bright, In the camaraderie of the light.

Clouds of comfort, tendrils rise,

Shapes they form in smoke-filled skies,

Earthy fragrance fills the air, A signal of the ritual there.

For some, it's peace, for others jest, A moment's freedom from life's quest, In unity, they share this time,A clockwork of the perennial chime.

From shire to city, they come to share, The bonding over a leaf so fair, In joy and jest, they find their kin, Inhaling deep, the state they re in.

Not a nod to nations, but to a plant, In the simple
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