if you ever thought

you had a bad day,

then just take a mouth of Nyquil

and go to sleep after this poem

and wake up with a whole new 

way to tackle this existence.

one of my dear friend's,

phil,

has a 15 month old son

with a girl that is about as bad

as it gets. 

he was lured in by the scent of 

good times, fast sex, more sex

and nothing but sex.

this girl was a fast trick from

the bowels of the hood.

attractive,

yet horribly dangerous.

she was a stripper, 

coke user and general mess the entirety

of their relationship leading

up to the birth of his son.

phil is a body builder and the

cleanest, nicest guy on the 

planet.

he just has a bad compass for

selecting a good girl.

this is his 3rd baby with his

third girlfriend.

for some time he gave this recent girl,

treselle,

the shake and tried to get

custody of his son because it

was too much.

she had already lost 2 of her other

sons,

so he didn't wanna pile it on,

but he had to do what he had to do.

some months went by without any

word from phil.

we were co-workers and ran a youth program

together.

one friday morning, 

he calls and says that they didn't offer him

a raise for the previous year's work

so he resigned.

he wanted to call and let me know.

i told him i would do anything to help him out.

he thanked me and hung up.

5 days later i called and asked how things were.

did he get a new job,

was he in good spirits.

he told me that the particular friday in

question went to hell.

treselle has his big ford SUV with

his son, PJ, in the car when she

slammed into the back of a car off the highway.

there was a kid working under the car because

it had just broken down.

she killed the kid inadvertently.

and phil's son suffered a broken leg.

the car was totaled.

again,

phil fell for her and it hurt.

as time went on,

i kept in touch and he said they were not

going to press charges.

he was relieved.

i was skeptical, at best.

just recently, 

i called and he said that she was in jail,

the story was all over the news.

the phone reception was bad,

so i told him i would look into the story and 

call back.

treselle is in on $50,000 bond with 

involuntary manslaughter, child endangerment,

suspended license.

and we haven't talked since.

i wonder how phil's doing everyday.

i wonder if his faith in god is his savior.

i wonder sometimes if he is a god.

