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The Writings

Apollos Atwood, has a unique writing style that you can tell is his own. From a city called Louisville in Kentucky, you can say his style comes from a creative bluegrass place. Having been a creator and sports enthusiast since childhood, you can say he took his good and not so good experiences to develop his creativity. In this poetry book he lets you dive into apart of his complex mind and take an adventure with him which is beyond a rollercoaster. 

Why are the crows howling in the day, as if on the hunt for prey. Why are the owls growling as if they lack wisdom. Is it necessary for the moon to shine in the day and the sun at night. I guess both can be right, you know China, America. I’m free but in the system, shhh, its confidential. In love with the page, and married to my pencil. Sharpen. My pencil. What’s that? My mental. 

Let me get back on track, because I still live in America. Land of the free, liberty and justice for all. We’re it’s a rush to get here, some consider it a dream. From the outside looking in I can see what some means. 

The opportunity to be me, and you to be you. Let me correct my past, the owl say Who Who. What a dream, what a dream, for me to be me, and you to be you; do you have a clue? As you can see I can talk to you, until your face turns blue. 

It’s interesting that we all come from different backgrounds and experiences. That’s why I talk and walk the way I walk, negotiate what can be bought. I’m focused young fella, or old fella, a fortune teller. My gift I hold tight, a genuine dream seller.

Write a woman a love letter, hopeless romantic. Let me SnapBack into reality, because things are not what they seem. I’m focused, a young king, humble man, but my confidence rings. Let’s enter into each other’s presence, your view and my perspective.

Time don’t wait so I tick on, wondering how life was without buildings, I know business was still business, and you still had to eat. It went from arrows to guns, some still have to hunt in the field, others can reap the benefits of the, I guess it’s the circle of life. Hunt, gather, clean, package, sell. For strange reason, I still like writing letters and sending it through the mail. 

Who would have thought that 2024 would be someone’s future they couldn’t see. I’m just thinking about history while in the present moment. Guess that’s why it’s Back 2 The Future. Time travel a music producer, where should I setup my equipment today, I’m a rolling stone, so all you have to do is book and I’ll be gone in a jiffy. 

Everything cost, from the time I walk to the time I land off the plane. Or am I talking reversed, like am I the employee or the boss, the owner or the slave. It’s all about what you think about yourself, don’t limit yourself, is what I say. Wheels turn in my brain, hard times I lay on back, thinking on my next move. 

I got to say, when women were created, the universe knew what she was doing. On my side, hold her tight as we lay. What’s today? Just forget it, because time is not real anyways. Space, matter, and distance, but I still look to the sky and the red cardinal bird, and make my wishes, I guess I’m superstitious. 

Persistent, but yet I listen, hold off, now time to blitz it. I’m talking life, what I embrace to the fullest, the world keeps turning, so I have to keep learning. I’m typing on a iPad, not even a computer, not even on a piece of paper, not even writing with a pen or even ink; came a long way from writing on a stone. I guess I done got in my zone, you know from two legs to four wheels along with two legs, to four wheels, I’m just talking about from riding horses to riding in cars. It’s still both supply and demand, once the use of it is up,  it gets chopped up for sale, the bad parts gets tossed in the junk pile. 

If I let go once I might double back again. I’m just talking about in my mind, I let my body have its way just because I love the way she sways. Stuck in my ways? What a price to pay, snap my fingers, I jump up, I was thinking about the times when I said, pass the tray.

Two months till may, the summer breeze, oowee. I’m focused now, let me adjust my crown. I see lions don’t make a sound when its time to eat, don’t make a sound. I’m sensitive to sounds, I guess that’s why I’m always on alert. Let the electricity flow through, the one that don’t talk, some consider a fool. Tell all the knowledge you know some think is cool. My momma told me, never mind I’m just playing by the rules. Still love you boo.

Into the next time zone, leave me alone, I know I said this before. The same things play over in my mind, would you say obsession or repetition? Or is it just the fact I pay attention, just listen. I don’t mind venting, a outlet, no cold sweats. Vulnerable or strong? Let the world see my flaws. It’s a button that can be pushed, a blink of a sec we all could be gone. Just hold on, let me pause, guns and butter.

Who am I? An enlightened person, an intelligent man, a person that has a love for humanity. But if I’m honest, I enjoy being used by something greater than myself, its like a turn on for me. I realized that I have played a lot behind the scenes. It was like a part of me just let my brain work, then my subconscious said let me be. I guess an introvert and extrovert, a masochist without the physical pain. I know I know, it sounds strange; just let me be me. My style, one of a kind, like a eagle on the prowl. For some reason a person not like me, is what interest me, I guess I believe that we all are unique. 

What is free? When you can be you, and I can be me. Walk down the street, we might speak today but not be in the mood to speak tomorrow. You know life is always turning, I’d be a fool to believe that I have not nor never will have bad days. Even self made, I wouldn’t be wise if I thought I was the only one on the team to be self paid. 

Got my mind on my future. I understand, I give it a try, I’m still not at the point where I can buy all I can buy. It’s just one of those things, cause in my lane, yeah I want that, but I want the things behind the meaning of the things I obtain. Here I go again, young king and young queen, giving away free game.

Would you look at me different off the simple fact, that I collect change, what if I say that it could save me for a rainy day. I still love the finer things. Chip on my shoulder that falls to the earth, I admired the gangsters in America. Wake up, then I seen that half were racist. But guess what? That don’t stop nothing, “something” when its business involved. I shake that, current mind people are people, its about your culture you see. I’m still live free, in the land of the free, America you see. But I see potential in other countries, I’m just connectivity.

Oh I see, I have to finish that, to help develop this. I’m at your service world, an energetic young man. I know I don’t have all the smarts, but guess what? I have a plan. 

I got myself in the zone, consistent, and its hard to get me out. Hopefully I dream about my dreams, and wake up to continue on the journey. Sometimes I laugh at the things I say, like I was siting next to Mike Epps or even Bernie. No not Sanders, I’m talking Mac, dream-chasers don’t lack. 

I let it be known I’m dedicated now, still believing in the things I haven’t accomplished, places I have been, and people I haven’t met. Let reality sink in to her.

It’s about where I see myself, no not now, but having the belief that I will reach the goals I have set for myself. Let it fall into play, grab hold to the role I play. Holdup, don’t be shocked, wondering if it’s a role or reality. I’m just loving life. How? Some may ask, I look back and realize that I been this way since  as child. Dodging when ones try to tear me down. Get up and fix my crown. 

If I no longer escape my pain, just let it rain with cloudy days. What’s life in my lane, I guess time reveals things. The clock that keeps ticking, hope it turns upside down as I progress. If not, when its all said and done, I want my purpose to be in full affect. 

What’s stress? It’s life that’s been mishandled. The thing I fear is being at a stand still. Then I looked up and noticed fear is all in the mind. An illusion, transfusion from a feeling, you have to heal it. If I conceal it, time will reveal it. An open book, like an orange you can peel it. You might eat it, suck the fruit, drink the juice its good for you

Am I talent, don’t overcrowd it. I let it breath is what I mean. Like wind blowing through the earth, let it spread as you inhale the oxygen of my words. Exhale every
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