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Dear Poets of Hagerstown

Dear poets—
Are you a poetician,
using every verse to spark a new transition?
Or are you simply being the change,
taking every opportunity to rearrange?

Or are you the poetier,
rising above hatred, doubt, and fear?
Showing the world it isn’t about division or fame,
but healing hearts and changing the game.

Today our city carries another weight.
Families are grieving. Hearts hesitate.
Recent killings have left questions in the air,
and fear has settled where hope once lived with care.

No matter where we stand on politics or law,
every life lost is a wound we all saw.
When violence visits any neighborhood or street,
the whole community feels that heartbeat.

Some still say our city is under siege.
| say our people are still finding reasons to believe.
| see neighbors feeding neighbors.
| see recovery lighting the way.
| see ordinary people choosing hope,
one faithful step each day.



Hagerstown is more than a headline.
More than breaking news on a screen.
It’'s mothers, fathers, children and dreamers,
still believing tomorrow can mean something.

There’s no game left to be played.
No mask left to be displayed.
Only truth in these hands,
still trying to understand.

| keep knocking on doors others pass by.
| keep believing hope never has to die.
Every poem | write, every hand | shake,
is another promise | refuse to break.

My life isn’t built on perfect plans or easy victories.
It’s built on redemption, recovery, and real-life histories.
So if my words can help one person stand,
then every scar has served God’s greater plan.

I’ll keep writing.
I’ll keep knocking.
I’ll keep believing.

I’ll pray for every family carrying unimaginable pain.
I’ll pray that justice is pursued with wisdom.
I’ll pray that mercy never disappears.
And I'll pray that love becomes louder than fear.

Because this city isn’t defined by its darkest days.
It’s defined by the people who choose compassion over hatred,
Hope over despair,
And who rise...again and again.
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