
Three Tears

I have three tears for each time I have been hurt,
Not counting the false one’s that left me burnt.

The first one is my personal life that is out of control,
Everyone who has been in my heart wants to be a destruction toll.

The second one is my financial history,
Living from pay check to pay check is the biggest mystery.

The third one is my dream of being on my own,
Not a slave that is still looking for his throne.

I try not to leave my heart open for temptation,
But the desire is so sweet I lose my concentration.
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A Beaten Up Soul

Life has beaten me up for so many years,
Nothing seems to go right just the flow of tears.

I’ve made mistakes that are embedded in my mind,
I just want someone there to be nice and kind.

My heart is troubled from the daily life,
I can’t keep a friend, a lover or even a wife.

Everybody seems so happy which is great,
My soul has been tormented and scorned since I was eight.

For all the wrinkles in my face there’s a story to tell,
One day my life will etch out the path that will be like 

a drinking well.
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A Cocaine Seduction

The dream is there for you to see,
Give up the white powder and you will be.

It gets to the family then it works on the mind,
You become a zombie like a chosen kind.

To control your life you are not aware,
The mind is stripped and left in a glare.

Death of a dream can be related to a failure of success,
The white powder is the key so nothing is blessed.

The ups and downs that cocaine sends you through,
A dream is destroyed as life has no dues.

5



A Dark Cloud

In everyone’s life a dark cloud will cover their heart,
Slowly moving in as the pouring rain begins to start.

Some of life’s darkest journey is like a winding road,
It can take you places that will stay on hold.

The reflection from the mirror will tell the story,
Why did you let the darkness cloud your true glory?

You want to be taken away from this horrible scene,
Nothing is left and a cloudy life is hard to redeem.
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A Demon Lover

I can be your demon lover that will make you sweat,
Or just the man of the hour that can make you wet.

I can dip in your world like a ghost on a midnight hunt,
Send goose bumps down your spine ‘til you holler

 that you got enough,

I can be that demon lover that won’t scare you in shame, 
You will purr so much ‘til you feel like you are 

in the Hall of Fame.

No brag just facts you will surely smile,
There’s no other feeling that you can cross for a while.
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A Ghostly Figure

A ghostly figure scurries along the dark path,
Making a frightening noise in the aftermath.

Not knowing the direction of his untraveled ways,
An owl is hooting under the moon light rays.

This ghostly figure cuts across the foggy meadows,
Bringing chills to the old country that has turned ghetto.

Hearing its howl is not distinguish by what it may be,
The moonlight shines through the clouds there’s nothing to see.

While in the suffocating darkness the mist arise slowly,
How many ghostly figures are approaching 

the meadow so lonely?
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Behind Bars

Living behind bars locked out to the world,
Thug life you chose put you in a swirl.

You committed a crime so you must pay,
Life didn’t really have to be this way.

The judge made the sentence in hope you will see the light,
The path you’re traveling is a losing fight.

Surrounded by three walls and a gated door,
Be strong and wise so the years will be a chore.

The outsiders look at you as a total stranger,
Flash on the news you got caught by the Texas Rangers.

To live like a animal locked in a cage,
The walls seem to close in as you go into a rage.
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A Junkie’s Past

To wake up in the morning like a child of new,
No more stumbling through the morning dew.

The dirt and smell of alcohol of the past,
Brings on the tragedy that was yesterday last.

People stare as they go about their way,
Trying to put in their mind what has caused this to stray.

They look at the clothing and person outside,
Not knowing the pressure or failures that caused this slide.

A junkies past is to be what they are not,
Searching for peace and harmony in a heavenly lot.

Feet or inches cannot be measured,
A junkie’s past is not like a buried treasure.
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