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DEDICATION

To all those who are incarcerated or in some form of bondage looking to their freedom and the loved ones who go through the struggle with them.
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INTRODUCTION

These poems are a continuation from Writing Freedom From Within The Pen: Rehabilitated. This is Rejuvenated because I have the chance to republish this book as I envision it. Now that I’m free I have taken control. Also, the Rehabilitated, Rejuvenated is from the movie Carlito’s Way. So those of you who are familiar with the movie will know that the next volume will be Relocated. The dates allow you to know what was going on in those moments of my incarceration. I was sentenced August 30, 2013, and this volume allows you to see the transition of my writing from the county jail to the State institution. All of the Writing Freedom From Within The Pen series will begin with My Purpose so that it’s understood what these writings are for, to inspire by turning adversity into advantage. My hope for you, the reader, is that you take the initiative to write your freedom.
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​My Purpose
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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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​Grace
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June 20, 2012 

Troubling times

A troubled mind

A double mind

Thinking, ‘Mine!’

Selfishly

Maybe it’s why I’m here

Thinking only of me

Pride

Ego

Oh, mercy, mercy me

There we go

Thankful for grace

For when I tried to save face 

I should have first hid my face

Then I got hit in my face

And it’s plain to see

That work has to take place

To get to where I aim to be

Ain’t no shame with me

Of course, I felt shamefully

For knowing better

And because I know

It must have been necessary that I go 

Through the trials and tribulation

Pain, frustration

Ecetera, etcetera

But err a rah

There’s hope 

Hope

What do I have if not hope?

Which is my faith

And like I said, I’m thankful for grace
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​Attending To Needs
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August 11, 2012

There’s a need that I have

And no one else can help me with the void

My mind is messed up 

I struggle to get it to be on one accord

The devil is busy

And these demons are provoking thoughts

So, I pray and I pray

For peace within the storm

I feel that God has taken special interest in my life

And somehow, I will be used remarkably to do right

I don’t know what it’ll be

I have hopes, I have dreams

Maybe something I write

But it seems to be such vicious strongholds in the night 

I’ve been in the world and it’s no secret

But I know the Word

Not well enough to speak it

I believe to have it that ingrained in me will make all the difference in the world

Yet, still I’m not there because it requires work

With time maybe, if I have it

With faith definitely, it’ll be established

And it’s these writings that offer me therapy and reminds me of how to deal with the madness 

Eventually with the Word in me I’ll see if I’ll be filled with what I’m lacking
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​My Confessions
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August 19, 2012

These are my dark confessions

A young man with coke and heroine ambitions

Reign fury on trespassers for vindication 

And enjoy myself in tropical locations

Various exhibitions with different women

Pursuing pleasures with few inhibitions

Increasing possessions and profits while getting away with killing

Then retire to a calm and legal living

What’s a pursuit if not for power?

To accomplish one’s own will is much to be desired

Who doesn’t want things to have and to own?

I will be no liar

Is this the base me?

If so, how do I get higher?

Ironically, it seems to ascend I must suffer

So far that has seemed to make me a scornful mutha fucka

I bow my head, “Help me”, I utter

Professing to love God, but how can I if I don’t love my brother?

[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​I Want To Go
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September 5, 2012

So easy to lose focus

So quick to lose sight

Of the things and people who matter in my life

This shit don’t feel right

So I look to feel better

But when that’ll come is as predictable as the weather

What will bring me joy?

That I know

I pray, I hope, I have faith that I don’t have far to go

What’s more powerful than those three things?

Not much, I believe

And that’s where I need to continuously direct my energy

And stop being distracted by these thing around me

The key is to keep my vision

Like I should keep my path, straight and narrow

So in only a matter of time I’ll be able to go
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​Man In The Mirror
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September 8, 2012

No matter what it be

I can’t lie to me

I might’ve fooled myself

Because certain shit I couldn’t see

More so, I didn’t want to believe

I pray to God for change a lot

But it seems certain shit just won’t leave

Man, I think I’m doing right

But I know some shit just can’t be

My thoughts stay in darkness

My heart: lust, vengeance and hate

Passions I can’t shake

Habits too ingrained to brake

Life has made me this way

I pray, I pray, I pray

This wasn’t the plan I made

Time and incarceration has separated me from some things

But not memories or how I feel and think

Heart and mind constantly plagued by these obstacles in my way

Scum, perverts, petty thieves, vultures and leeches

No good, mutha fuckas, I’d rather see deceased

How can I, around such people, become a better me?

How can I, in such an environment, have peace?

I just thank God silently and praise Him

For what I do have and when it’s really rough I call on the name Jesus

Then I keep on doing the best I can at helping me out

And that’s by being honest with me
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​Putting It Together
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September 19, 2023

Progression

Even when I don’t heed to lessons

Time keeps on ticking

And I’m doing more than drifting

I continue with my mission

Though it’s vain

I ain’t trippin

Knowledge, wealth, power

The acquisition

Even time in suspension

Is used putting together puzzle pieces

Keep ‘em clickin’

For the time I’m released from prison

And I can get to getting

I don’t know the purpose of me living

Save praise my God in heaven

So I proceed to achieve

Because what else is it?

It’s not in me to be a bum

Worthless junkie or a drunk

I want to be free to do what I want

And that ain’t free

So I pump

Work towards living large

Not too big

But what’ll allow me to enjoy

Shit, what else is this for?

I don’t know, but I won’t settle for less

I’ll have more

I’ll have more
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