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My Relationship  

With Guns 
By Wesnile Da Virus 

My relationship with guns go way 

back to when I was a kid. I was born 

here in New York City in Harlem hospi-

tal but my family is from Camden, 

South Carolina, so we got BB guns for 

Christmas. I loved to shoot from a 

young age, birds and glass bottle targets.  

I was a good shot even as a kid.  My 

grandmother had a pecan tree in the 

front yard that grew pecans every two 

years. Every two years the squirrels 

would come and eat the pecans, or they 

would try. My grandmother would say 

“get those squirrels out of my tree” and 

we did with our BB guns we kept on the 

porch. We would sit back and shoot 

them out of the tree one by one. 

By age 12 I had a gun charge. I was 

too young to go to jail, so family court 

sent me to a group home for two weeks.  

I loved to shoot from a young 

age, birds and glass bottle tar-

gets. I was a good shot even 

as a kid. 

By age 12 I had a gun charge. I 

was too young to go to jail, so 

family court sent me to a group 

home for two weeks. 
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I didn’t learn my les-

son and ever since then 

the government has had 

a hold on me. Ever 

since then I’ve been a 

part of the new caste 

system. A victim of the 

new Jim Crow laws. 

Eight years later I 

was 20 years old. Peo-

ple came to my grand-

mother’s front yard, my 

brother and I defended 

the property. They say I 

pistol whipped the tres-

passers. They charged 

me and my brother with 

lynching. 

11 years later I am 

now locked up for al-

legedly transporting 

and selling 105 guns. 

My lawyer says I wont 

get the max, 25 years, 

or the minimum, which 

is five years. This  is 

my relationship with 

guns.         ■ 

Wasted Time 
 

By Daunte Gonzalez 

It’s dark now and I am very tired  

The coldness of being incarcerated surrounds me  

Can’t believe I’m in here again 

All the time I’ve wasted running the streets  

I never thought time could mean so much  

I’m stuck in this cell  

while my beautiful daughter grows without me  

 

As every second, minute and hour that goes by  

is time I’m missing from being around her  

The time I’ve wasted is time I could never get back  

Hopefully I’m home soon  

because I’ve finally come to a understanding  

of how important time has become in my life  

 

My wife told me “I love you always” 

So whatever time they give you  

as long as we have each other it doesn ’t matter 

I use to think time is nothing  

but something we make up in our own minds  

But now I’ve fully come to the realization  

of the importance of the word we call TIME  
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Ever since then the 

government has 

had a hold on me. 

Ever since then 

I’ve been a part of 

the new caste sys-

tem. A victim of the 

new Jim Crow 

laws. 



“Time is Tmeless” by Asaad Solomon 
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Being here in the famous 

Tombs gives you time to think. 

I’ve been here over 30 days and 

in that time I was confined for 92 

hours of isolation. In this time I 

felt my depression get worse. The 

minutes and hours went by, then 

it turned to days and more of me 

was wasted sitting in this cold cell. 

The isolation was unbearable. I 

could feel my life fading away, 

death at the door just waiting for 

me to open it.  

When you think of the time 

here, you begin to realize how 

you took advantage of your free-

dom. That’s when you don’t care 

about time. But when you hear 

the steel doors sliding to a close 

for the night, knowing you can’t 

open them, that's when you start 

counting time. Think of the 92 

hours I spent alone in a cell with 

no one to talk to, and then think 

of the times when you were out-

side enjoying your freedom. Do 

you see how different it is? Then 

understand one thing, whether 

you are in here or outside: death 

is always on time.       ■ 

Time = Death! 
By Anonymous 

Think of the 92 hours I spent 

alone in a cell with no one to 

talk to, and then think of the 

times when you were outside 

enjoying your freedom. Do 

you see how different it is? 

We must utilize our time wisely in life,  

Because idle time spent doing nothing will only create unnecessary strife.  

Time is too precious and valuable to waste,  

Try spending an hour reading in a solitary place.  

You’ll be surprised how much you could learn in the that hour alone,  

just seated with a book in front of your face.  

The concept of time is more than just about a clock,  

Time is about learning, growing, and rising to the top.  

So much can be learned in seconds, minutes, and hours,  

With the power of time, Malcolm X grew from a seed to a flower.  

We must not waste time because time is too valuable,  

Let us be wise and embrace time with the right attitude.  

Time is the key to our aspiring success,  

Through time, Shakespeare eventually became the best.  

Time is the key, nothing more, nothing less.  

Wisely in Life 
By Michael Cummings 
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Find Her Pt. 1 
By Cesar Rivera 

“They got her!” Jazmin screamed, rushing into 

the apartment door. “They got her!” Tears streamed 

from her bloodshot eyes. 

Pausing the video game, Deon was confused. 

“Yo fuck you paused 

the game for?” Slice 

complained. “Now you 

want a break because 

you losing.” 

“Fuck that game Slice! 

They got her! This time 

shit is real!” Jazmin 

screeched between sobs. 

A lump began to rise 

in Deon’s throat, know-

ing Jazmin could be on-

ly referring to her best 

friend. “Who got her?” 

he said, praying it was 

not one of his enemies, 

because the list would 

fill up a congregation. 

“We were in Chase 

bank making a drop and 

two men in suits flashed 

badges and handcuffed Mel.” A sense of relief 

flowed through his veins. “They wouldn’t even tell 

me what precinct they were taking her too. I called 

the four-four, she’s not there.” 

“She probably at the booking. Did you call cen-

tral booking?” 

Deon asked, cal-

culating the time 

and money this 

latest arrest would consume. 

“Nigga I called every precinct and the booking 

twice. Nigga it’s like she just disappeared.” 

“Fuck you mean Melissa just disappeared? Peo-

ple don’t just disappear.” Slice looked at Jazmin for 

an explanation. 

Deon got up from his seat. “I need a drink.” 

Grabbing his phone off the coffee table, his fingers 

began swiping at the 

screen. “Straight to 

voicemail.” And he tried 

her number again. 

“Maybe Bands and ‘em 

got her.” Slice offered. 

“Snatch her out a bank 

like they law enforce-

ment? You giving this 

petty ass scammer too 

much credit.” Deon 

stopped pouring his cog-

nac, deep in thought. 

“Maybe that Italian kid 

we zo’ed last year. Re-

member Mel said she 

saw him at the mall two 

weeks ago? The kid we 

promised five grand and 

kept everything.” 

Hours crept by with still 

no word from Melissa. All attempts to locate her 

ended up fruitless. No one heard from her. No one. 

They called almost every precinct in New York 

City. The soles of Deon’s Gucci slides were begin-

ning to thin as he paced back and forth, chain 

smoking ciga-

rettes, and emp-

tying the gallon 

of Hennessy. 

The sound of Apple’s notorious chime filled the 

air. Everyone looked at their phones. It was Deon’s. 

Without waiting for the caller ID he answered. 

“Yo.”             To be continued.■ 

“Who got her?” he said, praying it was not one of his 

enemies, because the list would fill up a congregation. 



“Father, Son, Holy Rabbit” is 

one of the short stories I have 

read and liked. It started off slow 

but it has got an interesting twist 

to it at the end. 

The story is about a father and 

his son. It seems to me they went 

camping and 

somehow became 

lost during a bad-

ass storm. The 

first two days, the 

father told his son 

not to worry. On 

the third day, the 

storm was still 

getting heavy. 

They had nothing 

to eat but the 

seeds, pine, and 

whatever brown 

flecks the father 

had in the palms 

of his hand from 

the snow. On that 

third night the boy 

told his father he 

had a dream of a 

rabbit. 

On the fourth 

day, the boy woke up and his fa-

ther was gone. The boy followed 

his dad’s tracks in the snow and 

became lost. His father found 

him later that night and lowered 

them inside another tree.  

The fifth morning, they stum-

bled onto the first tree. The father 

asked him about that rabbit and 

the boy closed his eyes and point-

ed toward the direction of the 

rabbit. The father made a spear 

out of a branch and went out to-

ward the direction his son point-

ed. The father went out and the 

son stayed inspecting their 

names, which his father had 

carved on the tree alongside the 

name of his mother. He knew this 

plan was going to work and he 

was awfully hungry.  

It worked. His father came 

back with a rabbit and gutted him 

open for them to eat. 

On the seventh day, the father 

went out to try and find the rab-

bit. He came back empty handed, 

limping, and frozen wet from an 

ice creek.  

The boy named 

his dream rab-

bit Slaney. His 

father kept go-

ing out looking 

for Slaney. On 

the ninth day, 

he came back 

with a rabbit 

after being out 

all day,  and 

woke the boy 

with a bloody, 

cut-open rab-

bit. 

Finally the fa-

ther fell asleep 

and the boy 

couldn’t wake 

him. They 

were found and 

it came to the 

boy that his father’s leg was 

where he’d been carving off the 

rabbit meat. This story shows 

how a father will do anything to 

feed his children and that’s even 

taking a limb to go for a extra 

mile to feed them!       ■ 

Review 

“Father, Son, Holy Rabbit” by Stephen Graham Jones 

By Danny M. 
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“Whenever I climb  

I  am followed by  

a dog called ‘ego.’” 

-Friedrich Nietzsche 

 

“Never interrupt your  

enemy when he is  

making a mistake.” 

-Napoleon Bonaparte 

 

“Talent does what it can;  

genius does what it must.” 

-Edward Bulwer-Lytton 

 

“I have not failed. I’ve  

just found 10,000 ways  

that won’t work.” 

-Thomas Edison 

 

“Some cause happiness  

wherever they go; others, 

whenever they go.” 

-Oscar Wilde 

 

“I shall not waste my days in 

trying to prolong them.” 

-Ian Fleming 

 

“When you do the common 

things in life in an uncom-

mon way, you will command 

the attention of the world.” 

-George Washington Carver 

 

“Moral indignation is  

jealousy with a halo.” 

-H.G. Wells 

The D.A. on my body tryna give time 

Trades Places like Usher, let’s see who feel outta line 

I can’t believe I came back for the second time 

In the cell, raising hell, hoping for a damn bail 

 

Visualize plotting on a way, looking for a route 

No discussion, the judge wanna convict me over a homicide 

Just another day that my dear momma cried 

 

Got support but I pray we overcome getting extra time 

He ghostwriting statements, writing extra lines 

I’m big on loyalty  when it comes to mine 

I’m loco with the tool, I’m MC when it’s hammer time 

Shout out to the family from Foster and the whole Borderline 

You wanna see another MC outcast by a white collar 

Still can’t get over how Nu-$ and Giant died 

 

Time is ticking, I’m waiting for a major come up 

Invested in time watch me strive when I blow up 

Precious time is wasting, what you waiting on? 

Billion dollar dreams next to Diddy getting my chicken on 

Make a comeback cause Sky is the Limit like Biggie in ‘96 

I got bars that’s so hard it will make your moms strip 

Time 
By Jazzy J 

Congratulations to our contest winner and finalists! 
 

Winner: “Wasted Time” by Daunte Gonzalez 
 

 Finalist: “Time is Timeless” by Asaad Solomon 

 Finalist: “Punctuality” by Isaiah Bloome 

 Finalist: “Time” by Jazzy J 

 Finalist: “This Time” by Cesar Rivera 
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