LIFE 1

She once was a prostitute,

so lonely and destitute,

a slave to his attitude,

all of her kids in a garbage chute.

He's twice had a girl like her,

suicidal they both were,

with her he could not be sure,

he couldn't 'ford to lose another.

Then when she escaped,

she hid for twelve days,

the place where she laid,

was not far enough away.

He lost control when,

he found her again,

shivering and thin,

his lost temper beat her then.

Bloody, naked, worthless, and cold,

now she might do as she was told,

after that day she felt like mold,

dirty, rotten, sour, pungent, and old.

-His hatred of her never rebuffed,

she never would recover enough.-

The day he died,

oh how she cried,

with both her eyes,

purely out of delight.

Liberty from evil masters,

starting new life post-disaster,

visited by corrupt pastors,

faking pity and forget her after.
LIFE 2

She got hired and now works sorting pies,

twelve bucks an hour, enough to get by,

at least until she finds just the right guy,

not too buff, not too fluff, not a small fry.

He first saw her at the grocery store,

but he didn't know that she'd been a whore,

and he could've guessed that she was dirt poor,

his eyes glowed with love he'd not felt before.

The first time she noticed him staring,

she dropped a pie labelled blueberry,

he came to her side, slow and caring,

dried her tears with the tie he was wearing.

He fits her discription perfectly,

he's the manager at Winn-Dixie,

and he is moderately wealthy,

he could support her very easily.

She thanked him twice then looked in his eyes,

she turned away as if to disguise,

the fears which she formed in her past life,

but he kept smiling, he told her it's fine.

