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    To my mother; for all the times she said I couldn't do it. Well guess what... I did it. 
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Experiment 426
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"She's crazy! End of sentence! " The doctors argued on the other side of

the one way window . " We have to put her into solitary confinement!"

Those are the only words I heard. Solitary confinement. nothing good about

that. People putting shots up your ass and others talking to you like your a baby. I'm not having that a fifth time! Locked in a tiny room with a

mirror for the outside vein of the world. I continued to stretch at the heavy fabrics that with every stroke of my nail cuts the leather like material with a rip. Lifting my arm and hand up pulling the material to rip away with all my might. Once I destroyed the jacket after getting out of it. I took one

of the clips to the jacket and picked the door lock . She

Slowly opening the door, I slipped past the officers holding my cell. I snatched a taser, a hand gun, and pepper spray, with swift movements I almost got the clone Experiment 426, has escaped!
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Writers block
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Why do I write ? To keep the emotions under control . Why do I have to keep my emotions under control. To fit into Society . Why do I have to fit in to society. One. So you don’t end up in a bed strapped down and have " e " shot up, into your ass." Two. So you can be happy and people except you and don't worry about you True. I write because I can't talk well about how I feel. I am not good at "emoting " with my mouth, but I can with a pen and paper, mouse, screen, keyboard, and iPad . I try and try my hardest. Yet nothing ever satisfies the hunger. 
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Execution.
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" Hello? " She struggles at her binds. " IS anyone here: " Her month's wood muffled words. Silvan's gag droops around her neck wet from her alive. This is how hex life is going toned.

He thoughts slave in red She squirms, giving herself cold mouthed burns. The wire rope by rips at Silvant's

The skin around her neck, wrists, and ankles. Hot tears start to trickle down on to her clothes. She knew why she was here. Her name was pulled. Randomly selected from the Killing Bowl, not the Prosperous Bowl not the Food Bowl. The Killing Bowl. Where her sacrifice would benefit her family.

Many of those big families, like hers, would gladly put their unwanted first.

One Butaber family loved her. She was a promised one. Who had put her name in? It hoped to be a mistake. Silvan knew it wasn't a glitch. This was real she would die from her own incompetence. 

Or so she thought...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Writers Block II
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Writer's Block Page. Write. Write. Write. That's all I do. Scribing day and night. Thoughts spinning, hours Kicking, I can't help it the stress is getting to me. Wondering. Wondering. My head swimming. Even though a block has come to me. But it won't. Got it! Lost it... Talking too much, I'm annoying my mother. One part of me hates it the other laughs at it a new day's a new morning, I need to go to sleep. I can't think right now. Talking and listening Trying to think of ideas. Trying to think of ideas. Listening. Looking.  "Princes aren't charming. " - Brielle Davis. Writing is my Space. Space to think.

Please let me think of something good. 
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Feelings
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Would you trust someone thirteen hours away? Talking to them as sweet as honey? Do you dare tell them your secrets? Your thoughts ? Your feelings ?
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Equality?
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These remarks of race, color, sexuality, none other orchestrated by the government. What's to say, people with equality ? what's to say, we choose in those favor of disability? I say " Give me liberty or give me death, " is a bunch of bull. The equality of this country, is only to seek the benefit of wages . To have better diversified display, is to forgive and demolish the past, no ... not to remember and learn.To obliterate from history books of leaders who have done this country wrong. To Women, Africans, Asians, Europeans, Hispanics, Native Americans and their own people . 

We have built this country of of lies and crooked looped system . Sacred those who dare to say no, to only wipe them off the face of the Earth as our history. Leading to this day. Leading to this part of life , which is already history for our future selves. I say this. Do you all educate yourself to be mindful of the past? Because history repeats. And it shouldn't. 
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