A VISIONARY
"THE BLUEPRINT HAS BEEN DISCOVERED"

From Chiapas

NEW MEXICO

Through The

SONARAN
DESSERRT
ISSUE 08 • NOVEMEBER 2021 • $5.99

Zine By :

MALIK MOORE

TABLE OF
CONTENTS
PG 3 - LETTER TO READER PG 4 - INTRO POEM PG 5 - THE CONCEPT OF POVERTYPG 6 - THE ART OF INFLUENCEPG 7 - PAIN OF AFFLICTION POEM PG 8 - THE BLUEPRINT PG 9 - THE JOURNEY PG 10 - THE JOURNEY II PG 11 - FREESTYLE PG 12 - FAILURE IS NON-EXISTING ?
PG 13 - BIBLIOGRAPHY

DEAR BOOKWORM,

I AM WRITING THIS IN REGARDS TO INFORM YOU AS
YOU PROCEED THROUGHOUT THIS EDITORIAL
MAGAZINE THERE IS INFORMATION IN ABUNDANCE
RANGING FROM WISDOM TO MOTIVATION TO
DETERMINATION IN EFFORTS TO CREATE A LIFESTYLE
SO SIMPLE YET ONLY ONE OF WHERE I COME FROM
TENDS TO BE THE LUXURY OF DREAMING. AS I SET
FORTH TO DISPLAY THE BLUEPRINT THAT WAS GIVEN
TO ME, MY JOURNEY WILL BE THE RAW & UNCUT
VERSION FROM THE POVERTY LIFESTYLE I HAVE
LIVED IN ALL MY LIFE TO THE STRUCTURES OF POWER
AND VIOLENCE AT PLAY DURING MY JOURNEY
FREEDOM. I PRAY YOU MAKE IT OR LIVE TRYING
SINCERLY, THE KIDD
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YES YOUR ENVIROMENT IS BARBARIC BUT
YOUR MIND IS GIFTED YOUVE COMMITTED
MANY SINS BUT YOUR SOUL WILL BE
UPLIFTED TO FIGHT FOR FREEDOM TO
FIGHT FOR SUCCESS TO FIGHT FOR
PRIVELLAGE YOU HAVE TO GIVE IT YOUR
BEST YOU HAVE TO SUFFER IN SILENCE
BUT UNTIL YOU MAKE IT TO THE OTHER
SIDE YOU HAVE TO SURVIVE THE
VIOLENCE NOT ONLY FROM THE HOMO
SPIENS BUT CATHARTES AURAS AS WELL
THE HEAT IS LIKE AN IRON BRANDING
YOUR SKIN YOU SCREAM FOR WATER BUT
YOUR LIPS TEND TO CRACK WILL I MAKE
IT OR WILL I DIE ? WILL MY BODY BE
FOUND OR WILL I GIVE UP AND CRY ?
SINCERLY, THE KIDD
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THE CONCEPT OF
POVERTY!
MY STORY, MY LIFE, MY WORLD!

16.7569° N, 93.1292° W Sits Chiapas is what I have known my
whole life as a home. My Name is Malik Moore, and I am age 16,
around the height of 5'9, and weighing in at 120. Many who may
have seen me in person would say that I am malnourished, which
my ribs and many other bones show. I was born into a lifestyle
where poverty is all I have ever known. I reside with seven close
relatives, all living in a two-room shelter, including my mother,
uncle's, siblings, and grandparents. My father was arrested when
I was around the age of 4, attempting to struggle with drugs
within the United States, so I have never had a father figure. My
siblings and I walk 4 miles to school every morning, in which I
was blessed enough to enroll due to my skill level. I tend to be
bullied often due to constantly having an odor. I cannot shower
every day due to the lack of running water. I own four shirts, two
pairs of pants and two pairs of shoes. I always had dreams of
becoming a boxer but never had the time or money to afford any
set of training. My mother does the best she can in raising my
siblings and me, but I am slowly starting to get older and realize
the pain and suffering she has been going through since I was
born. Every morning I wake up, I have been taught to pray...

" DEAR GOD, I HOPE THAT I LIVE TO SEE
TOMORROW AND MY FAMILY DOES NOT GO
HUNGRY -AMEN."

AMBITION: THE ART OF
INFLUENCE
MALIK MOORE
As I entered into my 8th-grade geography class, the origin of my ambition was born. As the course procced, we were diving
deep in analyzing how different parts of the word looked. We first started with the other parts of Mexico, ranging from our
poor town Chiapas to Polanco, known as the Beverly Hills of Mexico. As students within the classroom yelled out, " I can't wait
to travel there one day." Another student yelled out, " forget about travel; I can't wait to live there one day; I am going to be the
biggest drug dealer in the world like El Chapo and have my own house in Polanco." As I listened to this conversation, my mind
started to wonder. Is this even possible? Will I ever be able to live like this one day? What did these people do to deserve to live
like that? As the conversation started to end, I immediately raised my hand and asked, what is the wealthiest place in the
world? My professor stated, " Beijing has the most billionaires while New York, located in the United States, comes in second."
A student stood up and said, " United States are like the gates of heaven I would die to live there." Another student responded
and stated, " Yea, I would do the same my family has been crossing the border for years. They love it over there. They said they
are never coming back to Mexico." As the class started to end and all of the students started packing up their things, I walked
to the front of the course where the teacher's desk was and asked, " why do you choose to stay in Mexico? Why not try to move
to the United States? " She Immediately responded, of course, I have dreamed about it every other day, but between the
government, crossing the border, dealing with Border patrol, and undergoing the blazing sun and burning sand to even the
vicious animals, would the journey be worth it if I died trying to better my future? that's a question I have yet to be able to
answer; Prevention through Deterrence is a major setback!"

PAIN OF AFFLICTION IS THE STATE OF
PAIN,DISTRESS OR GRIEF MANY HAVE
DIED BUT MANY HAVE REACHED WHO IS
THERE TO BLAME THE GOVERNMENT OR
ME IVE TRIED AND TRIED AND TRIED
BUT LIFE IS NOT FREE THE JOURNEY IS
SOLO BUT ITS NOT ONLY FOR ME MY
FAMILY MY FRIENDS MY WIFE MY KIN
THEY ALL PRAY THAT I MAKE IT TO
THE VERY END BUT NOT THE END OF
THE JOURNEY RATHER TO BE ABLE END
THEIR PAIN AS WELL THE UNITED
STATES ARE SEEN AS THE GATES TO
HEAVEN WHILE TURING AROUND ARE
THE GATES OF HELL
SINCERLY, THE KIDD
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THE
BLUEPRINT
ESSENTIALS:
WATER
BOOKBAG
FIRST AID KIT

ATTIRE:

LIGHT COLOR CLOTHING
Black water bottles
Sun Visor Hat
COMFOTABLE BUT DURABLE SHOES

WEAPONS:
HUNTING KNIFE
380 REVOLVER
FLARE GUN
As I reached age 17, my birthday had never been acknowledged as anything
special, I hardly ever received gifts, but my uncle always made sure to get me a
card. As I walked home from school, I noticed my uncle. Standing outside with a
strange look on his face as I approached him, he asked me to step to the side of
the house and pulled out what seemed to be a folded-up piece of construction
paper. As she unraveled it, it expanded to what appeared to be a map with both a
key and a list of items needed or what looked to be a journey. As my uncle started
to elaborate on this piece of paper, he informed me that my father left this behind
in which he and my father were planning to cross the border. He told me that he
would soon be following through with this plan and wanted to see if I would like
to join with no hesitation. Being the young-minded individual I was, instantly, I
responded “Yes “with no hesitation. For the next couple of weeks, we gathered
everything on the list and waited patiently to confirm the date.
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THE JOURNEY
WED, JUNE 21 2021

Today, travel may or may not be much easier depending upon
the destination you choose, exactly what a wise man once told
me when I informed him that I was interested in crossing the
border. Finally, the day has come for me; my uncle Rick and
two of my friends Saso and Lucchi, have collected everything
from the blueprint my father has left behind, and we made it
our mission to make it to the United States or die trying. My
mother kissed me on the forehead as I left the house to get into
the car with my uncle's friend, tears running down her face as
I, at age 17, attempted to complete a journey that is seen as
risky as playing with a loaded gun as a child. The first step on
the blueprint was to find someone to get us as close to the
dessert as possible before sunrise as we could get a head start
on our journey before the patrols begin to drive around. As we
pulled up to an abandoned gas station in what seemed to be the
middle of the desert, the driver turned his lights off and said;
you have reached the end of my generosity. I wish you guys the
best of luck. We immediately all get out of the car and unload
the truck, collecting canteen jugs of water and our loaded
bookbags with extra pair of shoes hanging from the side. We
immediately said a prayer and started walking towards
sunrise.
AS THE JOURNEY BEGAN.... " WE SAW CARS GOING BY AND THOUGHT
THEY WERE BOARDER PATROL SO WE HID UNDER A TREE " DUE TO OUR
NERVOUSNESS WE REALIZED WE WERE HIDING IN MEXICO AS MEXICANS
WE HADN'T EVEN CONDUCTED ANY ILLEGAL ACT AS OF YET" SAYS UNCLE
RICK ..... WE ALL BURSED OUT LAUGHING!

THE JOURNEY II
WED, JUNE 22, 2021

As we continuously walked in the direction labeled on the map, there was complete silence for the first 2 hours as no
one talked. It seems as if everyone was thinking, hoping, and praying. The weather seemed to be perfect in which it
had a light breeze with little to no heat, and I repeatedly asked myself why my teacher lied about the journey being
so bad? As the sun started to rise and animals started to come alive, it seemed as if I jinxed the situation and the
necroviolence she once spoke of seemed to spark conversations amongst us all. Every other moment one of the four
of us was complaining about the burning sand. Surprisingly my uncle had a passion for cracking jokes, so as we
walked, he spoke positively in joking about the journey; it brought laughter in which we were all happy about it due
to it keeping our mind off the task in which we were faced with. We walked for over 7 hours now, and we all agreed
that it was time for a break. We found a perfect campsite in which it was under a tree that blocked the shade. We all
gathered around and started unpacking our book bags which contained our black bottled water, but we were forced
to go and hunt for food. As Lucchi and I began to go out and look for food, we discovered a pair of shoes that looked
hardly worn. As we started to approach them, we noticed an older individual barely clinging on to life in which a
pack of vultures was eating away at what seemed to be his broken leg. I immediately threw up while Lucchi reached
his waist and fired a shot from the 380 REVOLVER. We dragged the man back to our campsite, attempted to give
him first aid help, and asked him if he traveled with anyone else? He went along to tell us that his friend passed
away from dehydration in which they ran out of water three days ago, and he's pretty sure that there is nothing left
of him but Skelton pieces due to taphonomy taking place. My uncle pulled me to the side and asked what we were
supposed to do? He's not going to do anything but slow us down on the journey and that he would be no assistance.
I stepped back into the campsite and asked everyone to take a vote " Who says we leave him to die?" Who says we
take him back? Lucchi voted - Leave him to die, Ricky voted we leave him to die, I Voted we take him back to safety,
Saso voted we take him back to safety. We were stuck in a dilemma, and the only thing I could think to do was flip a
coin. Heads ( He dies) Tails ( We turn around) Lucchi flips the coin ...... Heads it is. I Immediately turned around as
Ricky passed luchi the gun, BOOOOOM my ears started to ring. I turned around, and he was still a gentleman who
was still breathing. " Lucchi states we can always find another time were going to look at this as a trial run were only
17 with plenty life to live. Failure is never an option neither is inhumanity.

RIGHT, LEFT, LEFT, RIGHT, LEFT, THE
JOURNEY HAS STARTED MY SKIN SEEMS
TO MELY FOOD AND WATER ARE THE ONLY
TWO OBJECTS WE SHOULDA KEPT RIGHT
LEFT LEFT RIGHT LEFT IM BREATHING BUT
IM SCREAMING THE PAIN IS VERY FELT MY
FEET THERE BLEEDING BUT SUCCESS IS
NORTHWEST OPPRESSED CONFESS THE
STATES ARE THE BEST OPPRESSED
CONFESS THE STATES ARE THE BEST RIGHT
LEFT LEFT RIGHT LEFT LEFT RIGHT RIGHT
LEFT RIGHT ..... WRONG MY HOPE IS GONE
THE ONLY PLACE I CAN THINK OF IS MY
PERSONAL BED THAT RESIDES IN MY HOME
HELL IS FEARED BUT I BORN VERY NEAR
THE PARADISE IS FAR BUT MY DEATH
SEEMS NEAR
SINCERLY, THE KIDD
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FAILURE IS NON-EXISTING
As we walked back towards Mexico, tears ran down
my eyes. I was so ashamed of failure that I had been
preparing for this journey for months. My feet were
bleeding, my body was tired, my heart was broken,
and my mind was blown. As we made it back home,
my mother asked no questions in which she gave me
one of the most love-felt hugs in the world. She was
just happy to see her child again, never disappointed
with the failure of the journey. It taught me a lot,
from determination to motivation. I had to remember
I am only 17 men of 30 are still trying to cross the
border to better their family. The Marathon has not
ended. It has just started

"THE ONE WHO FALLS AND
GETS UP IS STRONGER
THAN THE ONE WHO NEVER
TRIED. DO NOT FEAR
FAILURE BUT RATHER FEAR
NOT TRYING"
P.S. Me and the crew are planning for another attempt
soon. So stay tune, the cycle never ends!
Best ,
THE KIDD
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