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Crystal Denise Jones
No Sunrise.  No Sunset. 
My visions have turned into nightmares.
I wanted my children 
To breathe clean air.
To run around in the woods safely.
To fish like their ancestors daily.
That is not what I got.
What I have is a flashy, luxury craftship.
No vacations.
No road trips.
Just a memory of forgotten nation.
I have an air tight, sound proof room.
A voice activated vacuum.
My body aches, because of the lack of exercise.
Early to bed, late to rise. 
