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Yo, what up fam!                                          

I’m so thankful that you found this short book.  

Every poem, line and word has been carefully 

chosen. This project is a reflection of much of 

what I’ve felt and journeyed through over the 

last two years. I wish that loss never came, but 

I’m thankful for what my soul gained through 

trials. I trust it is a blessing to you and I pray that 

you will find hope in your struggle.

  Your friend, Joe Henkel



This project is dedicated to my 

brother Carl Henkel, my cousin Joshua 

Frauenhofer, and my grandpa John Joseph 

Henkel. Each of these men have shaped 

my life in incredible ways. I looked up to 

all three of them my whole life.  Within 

the last two years each of them went 

home to Heaven. I miss Carl, Josh, and 

Grandpa so much. When they went to 

Heaven, I painfully journeyed into the 

darkness. In these seasons, I searched 

again for hope.
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In the dark, it gets so hard to know 

what’s going on. When it’s completely 

dark, it just feels impossible to see 

any meaning or direction to what’s 

happening in and around us.  Sometimes 

trials come and we have hard days or 

seasons. other times it can feel like hurt 

and struggle defines our whole lives. 

During these pains and heartaches, we 

can feel so devastated and lost in the 

darkness.

 

What we all crave is peace and some 

kind of light we can trust. We desperately 

need to know and believe that there is 

hope in the dark.

Lost In The Dark



It’s breaking my heart I don’t want it happen any more.
Another innocent life lost and what the heck for?

A young girl killed herself, because she felt hopelessly in despair.
She believed that no one truly loved her or really cared.
A woman cries every night, because she feels defined as a victim of 
rape.
And she finds herself convinced that the pain that remains is 
impossible to escape.

Another merciless killer sent a bullet into an innocent young man’s 
heart
And we watch the tears of a family that’s been torn apart.
So we write another Facebook post and say that we will pray, but 
prayers go left unsaid
And mommies keep hurting and their little boys are still dead.
So people talk and write about how their opinions on guns were 
right,
But no words will bring this boys body back to life.

A man gets killed in a movie and some people watch and laugh.
When I see on the news that a kid got shot, I weep while they tell me 
to relax.
The pain people carry makes my heart keep aching
And It hurts that our broken world just keeps on breaking.

So many kids are high and depressed,
At school they feel like they’re stuck in a cell.
Being told they are a random result of chance,
basically just like a blob of cells.
Left with no value and they don’t know why they’re here,
being told there’s no God, heaven or Hell.
Do you think there might be a connection
to the reason they hate themselves?

WRITTEN WITH TRACE THE KID

Broken People



Even the young kids are looking for meaning,
Wondering why they’re alive and why their heart is beating.
They copy their friends and the famous wherever they’ll lead them.
They want heroes to follow, but like Post Malone said even 
Hollywood’s bleeding.

It’s a broken world with broken people and broken parts
Is there gonna be enough love to rescue broken hearts?

Healing, we need healing.
I see broken people with broken hearts,
Searching for some answers.

The pain is real,
Some days it feels
like life is taking aim to kill.
I thought that I was strong enough,
but now I’m saying take the wheel!
This road has been a battle,
may be rattled, but I’m anchored still.
Through the rain remaining
‘Til the skies beauty ain’t concealed.
I’ll keep it real,
But I’m redefining realistic,
Faith without sight,
I am broken we can fix it.
This is not the end, nah, more like a resurrection.
Been tested and now my mind finally got the message.
I may never hit the target, but if I never aim
Then it’s like I never started. It’s like I never trained.
Maybe weakness can be strength, if I learn how to use it.
I feel a little faint, but there’s beauty in the bruises.
To every man the path he chooses.
Some win and some lose it, but the wise man refuses to let life 
reduce his value or purpose. Knows he’s gotta push through it.
Every problem has an answer,
Even broken has solutions.



What’s wrong with this world? Is it ever gonna change?
There’s problems everywhere and so many things we could blame.
What’s the reason for this hatred and abuse, death and poverty?
Is it the republicans or democrats? your neighbors or the people on 
TV?

Is it the movies, parents, or lack of education?
Is it the guns or drugs that have messed up our nation?

So many are confused and suffering all around
And we’re hoping some answers or at least excuses can be found.

Some claim, The problem with this messed up world is the problem 
of it’s Maker.
They say if this God’s in control, why doesn’t He stop the madness 
and the hate?

But wait,
Don’t you realize the one who made us is perfect God
And it’s real odd to say that He’s to blame.
He didn’t make us hurt each other, He just lets us live free;
So why do we get angry at God, then ignore Him and live as we 
please.

Some say the problem with the world is the problem with the 
church,
Because if religion’s supposed to heal, why does everyone still hurt?

Maybe the problem is the insanity of a fake version of Christianity,
Which claims to follow Jesus, but doesn’t believe who He is or obey 
what He said. 

Is the problem the priests? the teachers and pastors?
Maybe it’s the religious, because they make all these rules then 
make these rulers their masters.

The Problem With The World



Honestly, I don’t really know and have more questions than answers,
But I do see a problem in all this fighting and blaming

And the complaining leaves me confused.

Because pointing fingers hasn’t helped fix a single life
And it’s hard pretending that I’m always doing all right.

Perhaps the problem with the world and the problem with the 
church is the problem in me,
Because often I’m the king of hypocrisy.
I’ll sit on a hollow throne and hope people will follow so my name 
will be known,
Then I’ll post online how I’m helping the world so everyone will see.
In private I’ll hide my pride and sin and convince myself that’s my 
fake identity.

Some days I’ll wake up with a passion to see everyone saved
And other times I notice I’m the first one who needs to be changed.

I wish I could snap my fingers and fix the world,
But in the 25 years of working with these hands I’ve realized 
That I can’t even repair the problem in me.

I think we all see that our problems still remain, we all have sin, 
problems, and pride,
But in love a perfect Savior came, and Jesus took our mess on Him 
when He died,
then three days later He came back alive.
And when you turn from your sin and believe only in Him
Your life will be changed and you will be eternally saved.

In this world and in this mess Jesus Christ is the only one who’s 
perfect.
He is always the best and following Him is so worth it.



Yeah, there’s still problems in this world and I don’t have made up 
answers of my own,

But I know that there is still love and hope.

I believe that begins with Jesus and I pray that right here He will 
start,
Because I need Him to do a work in me and fix the problems in my 
heart.



We’re All Dying
We’re all dying, but I started dying a little 

faster the day my big brother died.



If I broke down would anyone notice
Or would they fly by and look down at me.
Maybe they would drive by and shoot me dead,
I guess a bullet isn’t as bad as the thoughts flying though my head.
They might say they told me this would happen,
So why are they watching me, but not stopping?

They say drugs will help me, but I don’t want a temporary fix drag 
me away.
If I wanted the rush of being high, I would fly right off this highway. 
If I stopped going through my emotions and threw myself off this 
guardrail,
Would they care or just think about how they said they knew I’d fail?
If I let go of this steering wheel and climbed the stairs to heaven,
They’d probably stare and forget to call the cops
Or just park and watch until the sirens stopped.

Maybe I should take a break and fix my brakes,
Or stop for gasoline, but the thing is I’ve stopped worrying about 
me.
I need so much more than my tires changed, but I’m tired of all this 
changing.

So I’ll just sit stuck on the shoulder
and it really sucks and I’m sick of all these burdens on my shoulders.
I broke down sitting here crying 
and inside I feel like I’m lost and dying.
Honestly, it seems like no one cares that the world came crashing 
down on me.

I don’t know if it’s an accident or if there’s a reason,
but this breakdown has left me broken and bleeding

The tow truck will drive by. 
They might turn their heads, but they won’t say bye.
No one notices that I’m dying
And everybody keeps on driving.

Breakdown



I guess they’re right when they say everything changes. 
When I try to fix myself, my life rearranges.
I’m puzzled when I try to put these pieces together.
I never pictured me alone or saw my heart so severed.

They say home is where the heart is,
But if I’m broken hearted
Does that make me homeless or heartless?
Or am I just lost, wondering where all these broken parts live?

If home is just a house with walls,
Where would I live when everything falls?
These rooms can’t hold what’s important in life
If they did, I’d have no hope left tonight.

I guess I write poems, because I just don’t know
What to feel or think when I’m all alone.
I’m starting to live in loneliness like it’s my home, 
because I like it more than watching friends come and go.

They say just put on a smile and try be happy.
They’re acting like happiness is all that life means,
But I’m not an actor so it’s real when I bleed.
And It’s more than a change of temporary emotion that I want to 
see.

Everything Changes



I refuse to lie and just go through the motions,
while it’s hope and truth that the whole world needs.

I know they meant it when they told me they would love me forever,
But the truth is no one has ever had a perfect lover.
And even though they wished that they could always stay
Every loved one eventually goes away.

People act like it’ll be alright, 
but that’s not always true.
I know my broken life won’t get fixed tonight: 
I’ve tried and it’s something I can’t do.

My home and hope (here) is quickly fading,
But you, you stay the same, while everything changes.

I wish we could go back and be young again.
Life was never perfect, but it seemed to be better then.
If earth could turn backwards and I could go back in time,
If I could put that tape in again and try to rewind,
If I could find some kind of eraser and get rid of all my mistakes,
If I could only learn to love again and quit being fake.

I miss playing football out in the cold. Waiting for my dad, hoping 
that he would come.
Back then, I didn’t wake up afraid that something bad was going to 
happen to someone I love.

Remember dreaming about growing up and having places of our 
own,
That was when we didn’t know that we would grow apart and end 
up alone.

Back Then



Can we go back to easy technology and VHS tapes?
Back when life was as simple as those Saturdays.
When we blew on Nintendo games to make them work again,
Now we can’t fix our problems. we’re just hoping they’ll end.
Trying to learn how to beat another level or ride a bike,
Not really worried about figuring out how to live life. 

I know we used to get in a mess, at least we were together when we 
got into trouble.
Before we could send angry texts and I had a car to drive away from 
all my struggles.

I wish we were fighting for toys instead of fighting for love.
but now you’re alone fighting yourself,
and I’m convinced that my attempts to help will never be enough.

I remember after waiting my whole life I finally became a teen
That’s when I decided my parents were way too strict and 
controlling.
A few years later, I didn’t live with them anymore
And I didn’t know that this loneliness was what I was wishing for.

When I was a kid, I believed what I would hear.
I believed that hearts could really be changed by the power of 
prayer
And that Jesus would heal the world of it’s pain;
Now sin has become a habit and the Bible has become estranged.
I remember how our parents warned us to watch out for danger,
But the problem is now our own homes feel like the stranger.

Back then I didn’t understand divorce and broken homes
And I didn’t realize that death was real not just an act like in the TV 
shows.
Suicide was like a sad story that was just fiction when the movie 
would end,



That was before suicide became a real danger inside my best 
friend’s head.

I wish I could go back to the time, when I wished I was older. 
Now I miss seeing my sisters laugh together, but now those days are 
over
I don’t see my younger bro anymore and we barely talk on the 
phone
And my other brother died last year, so I guess he’s the only one 
who’s really home.
I miss and remember the good old days way back then,
when I didn’t realize my siblings were my best friends.

Honestly, now family and memories make me afraid.
‘Cause I’m scared that some day I’ll have to bring a wife and kids 
into this pain.
It’s hard to move on when I keep looking back then,
But I just hope that one day it’ll be possible to love that way again.
into this pain.
It’s hard to move on when I keep looking back then,
But I just hope that one day it’ll be possible to love that way again.

Who Am I?
WRITTEN WITH CHRISTIAN LANES



We all have so many scars, struggles and a broken story,
But through it all we can still find a way to praise God for His hope, 
grace and glory.

Who am I? 
I’m a lost boy in the woods;
I would find myself a way out if i thought that I could.
Alone, wondering, afraid in this darkest night;
I don’t got a way to rescue myself I don’t even got any light.

I look within and I’m broken inside.
People keep telling me to Follow my heart,
But that part is just a mess
It’s full of death and pride.

God, who am I that you would notice me?
What is humanity that you would care for us?

Who am I? Lord only you know where I’ve been, what I’ve seen.
You’ve seen my tears. You’ve seen my pain. You’ve seen everything.
I lift this up to you, yeah.

I’m broken and battered, my thoughts are all scattered,
Clothes are tattered, and my belonging doesn’t matter.
What matters is that I, continued to get madder,
No voice of reasoning reasons with my soulful chatter.



My soul folds flatter, I’m flattered at remarks
That say don’t give up, soon all the pain will be gone.
Poof! Vanish, like magic, you’re wrong.
No words to describe my feelings, only songs.

My life seems stagnant, no sense of a management.
Imagine where I’d be if I had managed all of my anger.
If you pardon my manners, allow me to expand them,
I can tell you where I’ve been and maybe you can understand.

From poverty to embarrassment, I started my comparisons.
Bullies borrowed self-esteem, never bothered to returned it.
Nineteen my mom vanished, tossed away I was damaged.
Friends turned enemies, just to take advantage.

Yeah, I need to slow down
I was standing on top of that parking garage,
Seven floors high, Heaven didn’t seem too far,
If I fell forward tonight then I’d be with the stars.

Oh Lord, help me now, suicide’s talking too loud!
He tell me it’s fine if your head hangs with the clouds.
My sin is the noose, perfection is the chair,
I try to reach with my feet but I stumble in despair.

I fall flat on my face knowing I’m back in this place
And as bad as it taste, I pull up fast with a plate.
And I’m combating my fate, proactive in my pain,
I’m in traumatic shape, a problematic state.

But now I’m back in this race, knowing Christ died in my place.
God keep track of my faith, because I cry for your grace.
And God when your mercy reigns, and it’s the end of my days.
I’ll be praising your name until I see your heavenly gates for real!

God, we’re just broken people,
And God, you still love broken praise.



I once told stories about a man named death,

Like he was a stranger that I’d one day see.

Then I was surprised by how real he is 

When death came to visit my famly.

I once imagined Heaven was so far away,

Like it’s a mystical world unknown,

But when my friends went up there to stay

I remembered that Heaven’s my home.

Death and Heaven



Loneliness
WRITTEN WITH MICHAEL AGNEW AND POETICS

Darkness can become a lonely place when the 
fire feels burnt out
And times like these I’m left with a child like 
faith,
I mean childlike fear,
And I’m searching the scary unknown for a night 
light.

I fear that everything changes faster than I can 
handle
And I know I could go be with those who love me, 
but I choose to be alone,
Which makes my loneliness and depression even 
more painful.

If I’m honest, I think that people will judge me if I 
don’t fake that I’m OK
And those that love me most are the ones I 
choose to push away.
If I tell them where it hurts they’ll try to fix my 
pain,
Problem is I don’t want to be changed,
I just wanna be loved when I feel estranged.

And God, You say you’re the great physician
So I’ll try to be patient.
I need your healing power for my soul,
So I’ll choose to trust that you really are the cure 
that can make me whole.

My sin and selfish flesh keep seeking some 
substance to satisfy,
But I try to fight and hold onto that hope and 
freedom you once showed.



I know You said that you’re in control, 
But it’s hard to believe that you will always rescue me again 
when I’ve fallen into this hole of my sin.
I’ve messed up and made so many mistakes it’s become hard 
to wholly trust and hold onto my holy God.

I feel stuck in a world of brokenness and all over again I need 
to believe and trust your promises.
The problem is I keep leaving my God who says He will never 
abandon those who are His.

Still sometimes I feel like I’m under this weight of stress, 
struggling and waiting.
Like I’m almost falling off a cliff, hanging high with weary arms 
and a hurting soul,
Knowing I need a rope and someone to pull me to somewhere 
that is safe.

Sometimes life feels too much.
Sometimes God feels so out of touch.
Sometimes I feel like I’m being crushed
And if I take one more punch then that might be the end.
But the thing is when I reach that point,
When I’m so close to the edge
And I’m holding my life together with a thread
And it feels like there’s no light ahead:

God steps in and he says, “I am with you
My hand is over you
I am going to come through for you,
Just trust in what I do.
Trust me lean into me.
Enjoy my presence 
And let me make you into something you could never imagine.”

Whenever you’re stressed out, alcohol doesn’t fix it.
Smoking only makes your problems seem more distant,
But whenever the high leaves they come back with a 
vengeance.
Try as you might you cannot resist it
and you’ll get pulled back further into all of your problems,
because there’s only one thing that can truly solve them:
Throwing them at the feet of the one who is sovereign
Filling you with the peace that can fully dissolve them.



But you must put Him first,
Don’t leave Him on the sidelines,
Cast off as a reserve.
As you let your worldly pleasures take their turn,
submit to His calling and let His passion burn,
so bright in your soul that all of your loneliness is finally cured.

Ya, I’m gonna let myself in the room, never leave.
Used to wear a smile every day
It’s never seen.

And it’s depression I’m fighting
it’s striking me down in my side like lightening.

I don’t even know what to do
Things that I say in my head are so cruel.

Sometimes I ain’t wanna believe,
Any joy quickly dissipating like steam.
Why did he even make me?
Life’s so hard and I’m thinking he forsake me.
Can’t let anyone in through a closed door,
Can’t walk in my shoes, ‘cause their not on the floor.

I need to fight. I need a sword.
I need a friend and Savior for sure.
Open up Zephaniah 3:17, “The Lord is a Warrior fighting for me.”

Renews me in his love; He’s in my midst,
I ain’t going away, not throwing a fit.

Beg Him for strength,
No matter the race, I’m reaching the length.
I’m gonna stay here, live in His love.

No matter how down,
I know He’s above.



This project has been all about sharing God’s 

hope in the dark. When I talk about hope 

and when I think about hope, it’s more than 

like some imaginary emotion or feeling or 

something that we’re wishing for.

Really, my hope is found in the truth of who 

Jesus is.

I trust and look to Jesus who died for us, 

who loves us, who rose again and is alive!

These truths are things that we can hold 

onto and trust: that Jesus loves us even 

when we are struggling.

And He’s gonna be faithful even when we’re 

in the painful, dark times.

We know that we’re gonna spend eternity 

with Him. That’s the hope that I hold onto. 

That’s the hope that I find when life gets 

painful.

Where Hope Is Found



The Light Is Not Lost
WRITTEN WITH WRITTEN TO SPEAK

Lately, I’ve been reflecting on where this journey 
has brought me.
Standing here, facing this mirror, and thinking 
about what I now can see.

For so long, I’ve been living in darkness,
In this place where I was left, when I was robbed by 
tragedy.

I had been dwelling in a broken place that was 
never supposed to be my home.
Fear, regret, and depression had overwhelmed my 
soul
And it forced me to decide that I cannot both live 
here and survive.

I’ve known that I’ve been needing to escape to the 
light.
My heart has been tired of missing the beauty that 
it used to see,
While my smile has been longing for the joy it once 
held.

Oh, I’ve been here stuck in my grief while waiting 
for the morning,
trying to fall asleep, while my body is still cold and 
mourning.

I was desperate for a fire to make me warm
and I wanted to be held by someone that loves me 
when I felt worn.

We used to sing this little light of mine and I’ve 
been trying to let it shine, let it shine, let it shine,
But the shine has been scorched by storms.



Wind and waves wrecked my way
And I’m looking for a way to be restored.
To breathe with ease
To walk in peace
And to sing again of the love that i feel undeserving of.

It’s like I have been searching in the night to lead others with the light 
on my phone,
While we just needed the bright Sun to show us the way that was 
unknown.

When I felt like I was helplessly drowning in an ocean, and couldn’t see 
the shore,
Surely I could never swim to my own safety.
Still for some reason I wouldn’t stop trying,
Until I started trusting the grace of God to come rescue me,
Because only he could save my life and calm the seas.
I lost my voice in the face of adversity and surrendered my strength in 
the palm of His hand.
There is a piece of me that is lost in the future and stuck in the past,
But I’ve been trying to stop looking at screens and remember those 
words that continue to last:
“Come to me all who are weary”,
Because maybe I’ve been needing some rest. 

And finally resting in His Lighthouse I found true peace.

I know that for so long I lost my song of faith, 
But I believe that what has been lost can again be found.

So I will keep believing and preaching to my heart,
Because I cannot give up until I find the strength that I need.

I know this affliction seems so heavy,
But God said compared to eternity it is only temporary and light.

And I’m beginning to see that,
Where you are is where there is hope. and I hope you know
He won’t let you go.
He won’t let you go.
And that light, even in the storms and night, and when things feel far 
from right,
That light, that light can still shine bright.

So why would we stop in the darkness, when we can trust that there’s 
hope in the night?



There Is Hope
For the man and woman who feels lost or confused,
Or the hurting child who’s been wronged and abused,
To the one who thinks he deserves the guilt and blame,
And to those who grieve and to the one who’s in pain:
There is hope.

For the one who’s still searching, but his way back is 
unknown,
And doubts that he will ever find his way home,
To the one with shattered hopes and dreams,
Who longs for purpose, and wonders what this world 
means:
There’s still hope.

Hope is more than wishful thinking, even though it’s less 
than sight.
It’s knowing that even though there’s darkness here on 
the other side is light.
Hope is confidently trusting what God said to be true
And it’s knowing what He said He will faithfully do.
This is hope.

Even when you hope less and feel more doubt,
You’re never hopeless, because God’s love never runs out.
And when you’re so afflicted, hurting and weary
Jesus says with love and compassion, “come unto me”,
Because Jesus is hope.



I Watched My 
Brother Love

I watched my brother live, 
Until he was only 30 years young.
In all the life that time would give,
I think of all that he has done.
I watched my brother strive.
Some times I asked what it was for,
Then later again I saw him rise,
Even though it would hurt him more.

I watched as he struggled and he often 
fell, But he was determined not to fall 
away. And I realized he was compelled
So strongly that he would always stay.

I watched my brother love,
Even when he was just nineteen.
There was a deepness that he was full 
of that I’ve never even felt in me.

I watched my brother serve,
Even though it made him hurt and 
bleed. He gave beyond what they 
deserved and he sacrificed to meet 
their needs.

I watched what my brother did
To make a moment last a while,
He was selfless in what he would give,
Because he knew how to make a loved 
one smile.

I watched my brother love his kids 
and wife, It was a wonderful picture of 
beauty. Over and over He gave his life
To show love to his family.

I watched his children love him more 
and more
And my niece made him a birdhouse 
for Father’s day.
She put it beside the house he worked 
for, But that Sunday to celebrate him 
never came.

I watched when my brother died
And I watched my family grieve.
We remembered him as we cried
And we weren’t a bit ready for him to 
leave.

I watch the world go on without him
and wonder if they even know.
My whole world loved when he was in,
but it crashed when I had to watch 
him go.



Where is Your Faith?
WRITTEN WITH BETHANY HENKEL

I pray and wish each hurt to be all right.
 I wish that dark trials will turn to light. 
Sometimes I pray,”Oh Lord, please do Thy will,” 
But then I wish for what I’m wanting still.

I pray with faith that wavers like the sea 
And wonder,”Does the Lord listen to me”?
 I pray with sin and doubt throughout my heart 
And think,”Why isn’t God doing His part”?

I think that I can do it on my own 
Until I realize that I’m all alone. 
Because I am nothing without the Lord; 
But I forget when I neglect His Word.

I sometimes wonder if He really cares. 
If He really loves me, then why the tears? 
I doubt although I know what He can do. 
Why can’t I just say, “God, I trust in You”?

If He can raise the dead and calm the sea, 
He has the strength to answer prayers for me. 
He cares for each sparrow that has a fall. 
He then must care for me, so weak and small.

We should not live beat down and sad 
When He can give us joy and make us glad. 
Although we may not ever understand, 
We must have trust in God’s good way and plan.



Found By Love
You might just feel like you’re lost in a dark place 
right now.  Maybe you’re filled with fear and doubt. 
It might be depression, loneliness or the pain of 
loosing a loved one. It could be the hurt of seeing 
your family hurting and struggling. Maybe you’ve 
just been through a lot and feel unable to save 
yourself.

Jesus said that He came to seek and save the lost. 
He came into this hurting world and faced pain. 
He was tempted, but didn’t sin.  He was betrayed 
by those close to Him, still he loved them. He loved 
people that were broken. He saw this lost world and 
He saw us with all our failures and struggles. Still He 
chose to die to pay the price for our sin. Jesus was 
buried in a grave and three days later rose Himself 
to life. 

How could this Jesus raise Himself to life? How 
could he offer hope and salvation? Because He is 
the God who made you and loves you. He wants a 
relationship with you and he wants you to turn to 
him and trust Him. He wants you to follow Him even 
though the world around you might look dark. He 
is the light that will find you and guide you. In the 
struggle, he wants to rescue you. In Him, there is 
peace and rest that is found.  He knows everything 
about you and still he cares for every part of you.

Life gets really hard and painful, but remember you 
are not alone. God knows everything about you and 
still he cares for every part of you. Jesus is the hope 
and the friend you need. Your world may seem dark, 
but don’t give up. You matter and you are loved.



Thanks so much friend, for reading this 

short book. I am so thankful that you 

would read my poems. It would mean the 

world to me, if you share my poems with 

others. Feel free to post on your social 

media about this project or send a link to 

a friend. Connect with me on Instagram, 

Twitter, YouTube, Facebook, and basically 

every other social media. Also, you can 

listen to this project on and other poems 

by finding me on Spotify, Apple Music, 

and most music platforms. Remember 

that there is Hope. Let me know if I can be 

a help to you!  Much Love!

 Joe Henkel
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There is always 
Hope in the Dark.


