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DEDICATION

To all who are incarcerated working towards their freedom and the loved ones who go through the struggle with them.
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INTRODUCTION

This is the second edition, the original that was written and published during the incarceration of J. S. Russell.  These poems are snapshots of the feelings, insights, reflections, hopes and prayers he so candidly and creatively shares.  Many of the poems include the date written so that the reader is allowed to take the journey, the spiritual journey, with the author.  Read of the ups, downs, love and losses as they are written in raw form.  This is the first book of a collection of poetry and the beginning of the journey of an incarcerated man who actually wrote his freedom.
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Due entirely to The Most High

My desire’s strong

Keeping me going

Pursuing a throne

That I’m focused on

Simply because of what my mind told me I can hold 

And it’s mine to own 

If I just get it right and keep from wrong

All it be is to succeed

Whatever that may be

For me, it’s what I chose to make important to me

Taken from my experiences and escapades

Not faulting being a spade for cutting hearts

It’s my time in the dark that makes me appreciate the light

And through and through I fight

It increases my might and my advances alike

My feelings I write

I thought

But it’s that burn in my gut to erupt ideas of enterprise

As well as rhymes 

To put me where I visualize

On top of a vast empire

With the sole purpose to inspire

To God be the glory
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MY DREAMS

I wake up from my dreams

Wishing they were reality

Waking up to my reality

Wishing it was a dream

The places our actions take us 

In disbelief things are what they seem

The forced changes and adjustments

Acceptance of the being

Then the wonder of the purpose of the journey

And what it really means

I dream of an alternate reality

Where this was just a dream

I go back to what really matters to me 

And everything is serene

Nothing I’ve done has caused a drastic change 

And the things that were remained the same

Only to slightly shift as time does

And I can live my dreams
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I sit in solitary

With no cards to play solitaire

Still playing the cards in life that I’ve been dealt

How they fall doesn’t always seem fair

But it’s too early to say how things will play out

So I keep playing to win

Hoping things will change in the end

With the odds favoring the big house

I pray hard, optimistically, no doubt

That I’ll come out on top

Gambling high stakes for my life’s years

I sit here

In solitary

In solitude

My opponent is the State

We’re both playing for keeps

On what to society I will pay

I can’t buy the pot

Just to play has taken all I’ve got

It’s not an option of cashing out to sit and rot

Or fold, clueless to the conclusion of this untold plot

But it’s not

So I am

Putting it all on the line 

All on these lines while confined
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DONE DEED

Ahh!

What have I done?

So smart that I’m dumb

Did I make the choice or was it made for me?

Locked away, I sometimes feel so lonely

How do those feel who have gotten used to my touch?

How do I touch my family who misses me so much?

God, oh God

Please work on me

Show me what I need to see and comfort me

I have faith and this is for Your glory

I know that your love will make a happy end for this story

Lord, oh Lord, oh Lord

Please come

I need and want to be with my daughter

Let this be done

My tears well up in my eyes

My sobs build up in my mouth

I ask that you deliver me when I cry out

Oh God, oh God

Please help me endure

I know this is nothing I can’t handle I’m sure

Still, I hate this

Please be merciful with my payment

And touch the heart of those responsible for my judgment

I know there is no me in this

And I must submit to you

So God, just be with me as I do what I have to do
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She said she didn’t do nothin’ 

but she gave it up

And when she gave again

It was clear she couldn’t get enough

Not long after, she chose up

After she let me in

Seeing in me something good

And that she could believe in

She knew I did wrong

But I treated her right

And she accepted the positive changes I made within her life

I did for her what no one else had done before

Because of that I knew she loved me so much more

She made me believe that she was all I need

So I was committed to putting in the time to make her marry me

But she had done that before

And a lot more

In our short time together I couldn’t see of the times that made her course

She took me places, showed me people and things

Then she allowed me the opportunity to do the same

She accepted our difference in age

She loved that I accepted her for who she was and didn’t want to change her ways

She told me of things in her past and things she didn’t want to repeat

She didn’t show me all of what had made her the individual she could be

She felt sorry for herself when the worst was happening to me

She deceived, betrayed and left me in disbelief

She left me alone, saying she’ll always love me

She did me wrong

Still, she said she didn’t do nothin’
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BUMPY JOHNSON
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Started out a hoodlum

Rules to the game, he knew and understood them

From fiend to wanna be beauty queen

He had something hard for ‘em 

No regard for the laws

He lived by his balls

Taking all he could get

Some came easy

Some of them were sleazy

There he met his match

In the moment

He went in without protection

In that moment, still second guessing

Came out with a lifelong infection

Livin life is a hard lesson

Gotta stay strapped

Keep a Magnum 

Not just Smith N Wesson

Ever so often he gets inflammation

And for that period he wears the claim

The shame

The name

Bumpy Johnson
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