
Saint Robinhood  
 

I remember when I was a kid 
being told of a brave guy helping the poor by 
stealing from the rich 
 
That was someone we needed badly as the warehouse 
was taking its toll on my old man's back 
 
 I remember how alot of kids played Robinhood  
 
Parents prayed for his blessings 
 



I just wanted to help my family the only way 
shown possible  
Like Robinhood  
 
From then on 
I lived my life lying 
Stealing  
& even killing anyone with more money 
 
My story isn’t unique to anyone who grew up with 
the legend of Robinhood  
The hope of the oppressed  
The priest of the poor blessing them in times of 
strife 



 
Many of those kids grew up to be either Robinhood 
or their victims 
 
 There was a time when i stepped in the shoes of the 
other for a change & was forever changed  
 
My niece wanted a particular pendant for ages  
& 
there was only one store that had it available  
The old thrift store by the alleyway 
 
After buying it 
I looked at my watch 



 &  
saw it was almost time my niece to her self defense 
class so i took a shortcut to the house 
 
It didn't take long for me to regret my choice as I 
was quickly ambushed by a group of figures from 
the corner of my eye 
 
As I laid  
Beaten  
& 
Bruised while grabbing at the assailants cloth 
One of the members decided to assault the rest 
 



With no effort 
The assailant defeated the group  
& 
Made their way to the pendant  
 
The moment the assailant took the pendant from 
their former team member  
An officer had pressed her weapon against their 
back 
 
Seconds felt like centuries as the two stood 
motionless  
Frozen with anticipation of the other’s movement 
 



With no words or cues 
The two acted and reacted in a flash of light 
& 
Snuffed each others light in the process  
 
And as i made my way from the scene 
Blooded pendant in hand 
I can’t help but wonder which conclusion hit them 
first 
 
Who they killed  
or for who they killed 
 
 



 
 


