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#e22Compromised Illusions is a collection of poems written Ly a man who Leels he
was wrongfully convicted & sentenced to death and has spent the flast 25 yearns on
death now, in a Pennsylvania prison, taying to ne-create things most people take
for granted in evenyday (Cife. The majority of these roems nreflect his angern at

the system, society & himsetllf, Qut also show and articulate the effects of prison
Lite, on the row and the hopes & dreams of the authonr.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

I've been on death now since 1988, Rut didn’t serniously start to write until the
earnly part of 2000, I regret not waiting sooner, I’'m sure the earfien rart of my
incarceration would have letten nreflected my anger at the system, society and
myself, however over the years I’'ve mellowed a Qit. Some of my writing reflects
such a change, at times, but the more I’ve fearned & experienced how oun sJudicial
systen actually works, who lenetits and how it all seems to le connected to everyday
Life. I['ve come to helieve change is a constant concept orn illusion.

Carty on I wnote chaplbooks "Reflections” Vol, 1 € 2 a collection of my initial
proems, also "Rated X* Voly 1 & 2 a collection of x nrated roems, some of cournse
neflect pensonal experience, thought and dreams, othens however, were rart of my
active imagination & olservation.

Later around 2009 on s0 I wrote the chaplook "i stumble on” a collection of
roems from my stash of poems wnitten oven the yeans.

This look of poems "Compromised I[llusions” is a group of poems trom my stash
that are some of my all time favornites, I’'m curnently wonking on a few short
stonies, a new chapbook of all "Free verse” poems and hopefubly a short play.

The Struggle Continues
Peace & Blessings
Robent Fishen




BLUEBERRIES

A flash of lightning
in the soft morning rain
did not interrupt our walk
We still picked blueberries,
but not the ones with nothing to say
many were outspoken, between
outbursts of laughter revealed things
Their words, no doubt,
lacked the sweetness of the berry!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




JUSTICE

I understand the legal system, just don't accept it
waking up all hours of nights, flooded with darkness
oh too long, much too still
feeling a frustrating recognition
that justice is only for a chosen few...
Due process & constitutional rights
are hollow concepts to be ignored over & over again,
in a process of disillusionment & confusion
following the guidelines of warped humor,
Freedom remains a stranger!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




TREES

Summer is gone
trees shedding leaves
Undressing shamelessly baring their nakedness
dancing a ritual grin, at the beat,
the rhythm of a singing wind...
An unspoken, unrehearsed brazenness
in the midst of a predetermined course...
Lost in emotion under a veil

in the stillness of winter.

Robert Fisher AS-1738




TO MUCH DRAMA

There's a lot happening out there today
I'1l talk about it for a moment, if I may...
Young people making money on their knees & back,
these things happen when you're hooked on crack...
Our youngsters getting a bunch of time
from the petty to the most heinous crime...
Fights & shootings in clubs & bars
sounds of sirens from police cars...
Bullets flying, love ones crying,

a whole generation locked up & dying...
Drugs, violence & H.I.V.
it almost seems hopeless if you ask me...

I don't care what anybody say,
there wasn't this much drama, back in the day!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




LISTEN

Listen to the whirling wind,
sounds of mystic bellowing...
Listen to the thunderous raindrops,
splattering upon the slippery rooftop.
Listen to the rapid flirtation
of colorful flowers, doing their ritual grind
dancing to the beat of the midnight wind

Listen, Listen to me

Listen, Listen carefully...
Listen to the bizarre sounds
in your brazen dreams, watch the magic appear
Listen to the voices, try hard not to care...
Listen, Listen to me
Listen, Listen carefully!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




Robert Fisher

BEHIND THESE WALLS

Plenty of misery, tears & pain,
not much sunshine, fresh air or rain...
Plenty of dreams & false hope,
not many positive ways to cope...
Plenty of cons, scams and game,
from the so-called slick, but really lame...
Most of the time you've learned some lessons,
and even the ruthless get some blessings...
Well my lady, here we are separated, oh so far...
Communicating by phone and letter
hoping someday it'll get better.
Waking up at the break of day
never forgetting to get down and pray.
It's always been a difficult bout,
down right now, but definitely not out...
So look beyond the prison tower
and give some thanks to the higher power.

I believe in miracles!!!

AS-1738




ANGER & ACKNOWLEDGMENT

Dark days and cold lonely nights,
I lay up wondering how I got caught up
in this mess...
This must be hell, I'm paying the price,
things I've done, weren't so nice...
This place is full, from the floor to the steeple
ain't never seen so many rotten people...
They railroaded me, sent me to the row,
went straight to jail, did not pass go...
What's going on? Let's get something straight,
I'm not waiting on no parole date...
Getting in the books, all the time I spend,
rumbling this thing to the bitter end...
One more thing, without a doubt,
I'm not quite ready to check out...
When that day comes, I've made my peace.
settled some scores, to say the least...

Send me no flowers!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




YOU'RE ALL GROWN UP

I missed when you started to walk,
your first words
when you learned to talk...
Playing with you, teaching you the ropes,
joining in on our future hopes...
I missed when you learned to count & spell
believe me, it's really been hell...
Now you're all grown up, what a sight to see,
a beautiful person, but little credit to me!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738




MOCKINGBIRDS DON'T SING

Sometimes I wonder why I tend
to be so cruel to myself,
tirelessly recycling emotional conflicts,
agonizing over superficial let-downs
of the ultimate hypocrisy of life...
Being true to a constant absurdity,
forcing myself to act out a badly
written script, by any means necessary...
A small gesture, but oh so prevalent...
The struggle continues,
there will be no Hollywood ending!!!

Robert Fisher AS-1738
































































