(Christian Duquette)

I am from my mothers womb, 
my sister will have a brother soon.
through a troubled youth, stumbling through
huddle groups of indestructible roots.

but i am from the same place as you, face the truth.

I am from a time of uprising like its Lazarus
I am from a time where martyrs can be called pacifists
I am from a time where time doesn't matter its
the matter that shatters the fact because the fact of the matter is
fact doesn't matter because were in too deep to be adequate
with men representing a notion when they don't know the half of it.

But I am from the same place as you, face the truth

I am from a place where the old commands the young
I am from a place where the cold demands the sun,
and I am from a place where the holes in land were dug
...but i still can fill these potholes.
and I am from a place where our privileges drown in our cracked reflections
what makes you sit still when you have the urge to be askin' questions?
Were walking on pins and needles as sharp as a sabre-tooth
And I am from the same place as you, face the truth
(Laura Speerin’s sister)

 I am from cold, damp, urine smelling parking garages, where I slept on below zero winter nights, no blanket only the stimulating, heart racing effect of meth and a sweater to keep warm.

I am from middle aged men touching me at the naive and innocent age of 13, with caloused, greasy hairy hands. I am dirty, filthy. They love me.

I am from bashed in heads, gaping wounds unable to heal, immune systems nowhere to be found. Blood splatters like burgundy paint drops on the walls. Chared black and bent eating utensils found in the slimy couch cushions.

I am from BANG!!! BANG!!! BANG!! POLICE OPEN THE DOOR!! the loud click of the sky blue, four inch thick jail door locking shut, the sound of security, safety, freedom and growth. 

I am from numbed feelings, little emotion, scary memories. The harsh taste of whiskey, so revolting yet so good, slipping, burning down my throat and mouth, flowing to my mind anxiety melting away. Like the steam from a sauna the meth had no taste, unless escape has a taste. 

I am from resilience.

I am from courage. 

