“STARS* ON THE HORIZON...

Nobody gets up in thg morning and says
Hey! Today | wanna go to Riker’s Island!

Jail ain’t something you voluntger for, but

somgthing that happens in that rgady-or-not
hereg-I-comg pop-gogs-theg-weasel Rind of wag—
whether gou dgserve it or whether gou don’t.

It's likeg being drafted, only boot camp happens in a cgll.

But nobody gets drafted into the Horizon deademy—
only voluntegegrs makg it here, theg ongs who raise
their hands and say

ges!

Take mel | wanna learn! [ wanna change!

[ want my life back, | want it betfer and bigger than before.

[ want this school because | don’t want ang more limits on me.
Pon’t what no more limits on what [ can be—

On what | can do, or and when | can do it.

Take me, make me work, I'm strong. I'm goung. I'm ready!

And so you studigd, worked, sucegeded.
Arrived in this roomful of shining facgs and diplomas.
And Igt mg tell you what all of this l1ooks likeg to me:

There might bg bars on the torizon (| |)
But we got stars on the Horizon (| |)

There might bg bars on the Horizon (| |)
But we got stars on the Horizon (| |)  (Reep it upl)

Jou! you arg the stars on the horizon.
Uou arg the stars on theg horizon...

Peace Outl

written for you with much love by Jackie Sheeler
www.shoutedword.com | jackie@poetz.com



