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INTRODUCTION
by Tasha Golden

Nationally, the voices of justice-involved girls often go un-
heard: their stories and needs lost in a system designed for 
boys. That’s one reason it was such a privilege to spend a 
week writing with seven young women detained at Louis-
ville Metro Youth Detention Services. Other reasons: their 
laughter, wisdom, and honesty; the importance of their his-
tories and hopes; the intensity of their voices; the depth of 
their insight. 

In Every Day I Live, I Strive, these writers describe how others 
have seen or defined them, how they see themselves, what 
they need to move forward. Their poems name and rename 
experiences, redefining and clarifying their worlds. Creative 
writing is powerful in part because it’s a chance to tell one’s 
story for oneself—and there’s so much of that power in these 
pages!

Not that writing was always easy. Between moments of 
laughter were moments of heavy quiet, of hard questions. 
How could it be otherwise? Incarceration is heavy and hard, 
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and so are many of the stories these writers chose to tell. 
This book is the result of their hard work, their creative 
risk-taking, their desire to be heard and understood. It’s an 
honor to have had the chance to listen.

And it’s an honor to share their work with you. Their hope 
was that these poems would challenge stereotypes and ignite 
change: for themselves, their community, and future girls in 
detention. I believe they will, if we’re listening. 

“With determination and drive,”

—Tasha Golden
www.tashagolden.com

To the writers: what a privilege to know you. Keep striving.



7

HERE ARE SOME THINGS. 
I have grown over the years
I have matured & grown
physically & mentally.
I love how Ms. Tasha help me
admit to some of my problems
& I’d really love for you 
to put some of my poems in your books
because I want to inspire other girls
to admit that they have problems
& move on
and grow into a better person in life!!!

Sincerely, 

—M. M.
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I WEAR A MASK
I wear a mask
almost every day
on the streets
so I won’t get played.

I wear a mask
to protect myself
like I have a home
or some type of wealth.

I wear a mask
to look big and bad
I own a gun
so I won’t get stabbed.

I wear a mask
to cover the pain
from the life I live
sleeping in the rain.

I take off my mask
in front of few
They’re the only ones
who get the real view.

—“Tay Renée”
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THE BEST PLACE*
They told me jail is the worst,
but I’ve made a mistake by running the streets.
But this place is the best place to save your life.
This changed me all the way
and I will use this to change somebody else’s life.

—“Buddha” D. H.
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THEY SAY
They say i speak my mind
They say i can be rude at times
They say i be on but that’s cause I’m quick to run up.
They say i’m the wild child but shit I still smile
They say it’s my time to shine
but i’m going down the wrong path.

—C. R.
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DEAR DAD,
Someone asked, do someone in your life need confidence?,
I said no
cause the people in my life are strong-willed
(you and S_____)
Because of you, I’ve learned over the years
that people talk about me everyday
& it’s no use in getting mad
cause once you think about it,
it’s like, I’m not like that
so why get mad, you know?
People say words don’t HURT!
but that’s not exactly true.
Words will always remain 
in the human’s memory membrane
& that’s why I have learned
words do actually hurt
but you have to remember:
if it’s not true, why get mad?

—M. M.
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THEY SAY
They say I have no future
with the junkie life I live
They say there’s no hope for me
so I shut up and don’t throw a fit.
They say that I need help
even though I’m not ready.
They say I need to be stable
but everything’s just too heavy.
They say I’m so smart—
what a waste of all my brains
They say to straighten up,
but I’m dealing with so much pain.
They say stay strong and live,
but how, 
when I have nothing left to give

—“Tay Renée”
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ME AND MY SON*
My hopes for the future
is to be happy
and me and my son
live very wealthy.

—C. R.
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I WOULD BE A BEACH 
If I were a landscape I would be a beach
because it’s pretty, it’s relaxing,
it has a lot of different water animals,
and people go to the beach to have fun.
People go on vacations just to go to the beach.

—”Buddha” D. H.
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I’M A SMALL TREE*
I’m a small tree
alone in a meadow
my only company
is my own shadow.

Too much rain,
and I drown in sorrow.
Too much sun
and there is no tomorrow.

I thrive on balance
and I thrive on what could be
because at the end of the day
All I have is me.

But I grow lonely all day
and all night as a tree.
I can’t move around
and there’s not much to see. 

But then one day,
seeds begin to fall
and little trees
start growing big & tall.

I’m not a small tree
all alone in the meadow
I am surrounded with love
by all my fellows.

—“Tay Renée”
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DAD AND A SISTER
I was raised by a loving, fast food eating,
working hard, strong willed & never gave up
kind of dad

I was raised by yes sir / no sir,
always concerned & cheap
kind of dad

I was raised by a confident looking,
bad attitude having, 
strong willed & stay to herself 
kind of woman

I was raised by a goal achiever,
hair doing, short length
kind of woman.

—M. M.
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I AM BLUE*
I am blue 
because I’m missing somebody
I am a pit bull at times 
cause I’m always on go
I am loyal
cause it’s in my blood

—C. R. 
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WITHOUT DOUBT*
don’t call me pretty
just based on my looks
don’t call me smart
if you don’t know I read books

don’t call me thick,
or say my body’s killing
don’t call me eye candy
unless you know the feeling

I have a brain,
and it’s powerful, too.
I’m not just something to look at
so don’t call me boo.

call me beautiful & bold
based on the inside, not out.
call me brave and unique
because I do everything without doubt.

—“Tay Renée”
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THEY SAY
They say I’m immature
They say I’m never gon change
They say I’m a liar
They say I’m insane

They don’t know what happened
They don’t know what’s on my mind
They don’t know the truth
They don’t know why!

—M. M. 
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THANK YOU MAMAW*
She’s always been there
with open arms
She would never, ever 
cause me harm

She loves me
with everything she has
from head to toe
and the hairs on her head.

She is warm & kind
and has no fear.
“Don’t touch my babygirl,
don’t go near.”

She fights for me
in all of life’s battles
even when I’m broken
and my life is in shambles

She’s all I’ve had
these past few months
She gave me a voice
when I didn’t have one.

Thank you mamaw
for all that you do
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Sugar appreciates it,
and tell R_____, too.

You’ve supported me 
and would never judge
my dumb decisions
that just wouldn’t budge

You never gave up
you always listen
even though I’m difficult
and my pride had risen.

I love you mamaw
with all my heart
Papaw would be proud
you’ve made being a grandma an art.

—Sugar

—“Tay Renée”
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TICKING BOMB EXPLODED*
My life is like a movie
cause I feel like I’m an actor
in a suspense movie
cause I feel like I’m waiting in suspense
everyday of my life.
I feel like life is a suspense
because I’m waiting on things
and it’s like a ticking bomb exploded
when the suspense is over.

—M. M.
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I CAN’T BE MYSELF*
Sometimes I feel like I can’t be myself
because I don’t want everybody in my business
and worrying about what I got going on
I’m secretive
unless I’m really close to you
to where I can open up.

—C. R.
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