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 Welcome to the Prisoner Express Newsletter. Our 
mission is to provide incarcerated men and women with 
information, education and the opportunity for creative self 
expression in a public forum. In this newsletter we will review 
some of the programs from our recent past, share some of the 
writings submitted on past theme and picture writing topics, 
and describe the upcoming programs.   I hope you will 
consider joining some of the programs we offer this cycle. 
Prisoner Express has been active for 10 + years and our focus 
is the creation of stimulating and meaningful programs. The 
focus is modified by our ability to find funding for this project. 
We have learned to do a lot with a little, and I believe we have 
some of our most exciting projects this cycle. 
 Prisoner Express is a project of the Durland 
Alternatives Library, which is a small library located on the 
Cornell University campus.  The library is free and open to all, 
and as part of our programming we open our doors to all of 
you through the PE program. When you write and share your 
interests with us, it helps us understand what programs would 
be interesting and meaningful to you. As the PE program 
evolves our aim is to create projects that are absorbing, and 
meaningful.  Our projects also focus on improving 
communication. Most prisons don’t provide you with much in 
the way of educational programming.  By participating in our 
programs, besides having some fun, you will improve your 
communication skills. You will also engage your brain in 
learning.  Learning new things can keep life fresh. I understand 
that prison can be a harsh environment, and we want you to 
know you are not forgotten, and there are folks here wishing 
the best for you. 
 My name is Gary and I work at the Alternatives 
Library. I began PE years ago simply by replying to a letter 
from Danny asking for books.  As the program is constantly 
evolving, one purpose of the newsletter is to let you know what 
is really happening with us rather than what you might have 
heard. As much as possible, we do what we say we will, 
though it often takes longer than anticipated. I know many of 
you have sent letters asking for books or for us to do some 
research of one sort or another and are waiting for a response. 
Due to time and money, we often do not respond to 
individuals. Every first class letter we send costs us $.46 just 
as it does you. If we answer 2000 individual letters it costs 
$900+, money that we could better use for programming. Most 
of the mail we send out goes bulk rate, which is much cheaper 
but also has many restrictions—the main restriction being that 
each piece of mail sent is identical. So as you read the 
newsletter and see the programs we offer, please be aware all 
programs are sent out by bulk mail standards.  Some of you 
find out about the programs after they have already been 
mailed. Or you find an old newsletter in the garbage or 
someone passes it to you a year later. Please know you can 

always write to us and ask to be on the mailing list. Then 
when the next newsletter comes out you will get a copy 
and can sign up for programs. Of course you might be 
lucky and even if the newsletter is 5 months old, we still 
might have not sent out the program offered, so for sure 
feel free to ask for anything you see, but if it doesn’t come 
or we don’t write back to tell you we received your letter, 
be patient, and when the next edition of the newsletter is 
printed you will be sent a copy. 
 I explain this each time as so many new folks write 
these days, and I don’t want you to think we are ignoring you. 
This is the only thing I can think of to conserve the resources 
we need to make this program happen. There is no regular 
source of funds for PE and all the money we raise goes to 
providing you with the programs. No one who works in the 
project gets paid with any of the PE funds raised. As always 
my hope is to find a benefactor who has the resources to 
underwrite this project, as there is so much more we can do. 
Until that time arrives we will continue to keep PE active by 
providing low cost interactive, educational programs to you. 
 I always like to share a bit about myself and what I 
am up to in the newsletters. So many of you share your 
thoughts and stories with me, and I don’t get the chance to 
write too often. Those of you who have been participating for a 
while may know more about me than most of my free world 
friends, but I always write as if people are reading for the first 
time. 
 Besides working at the library, I am a parent and have 
3 children ranging in age from 10 to 25. Parenting is hard and 
demanding work, and I am never sure I am very good at it. 
There are so many important decisions to make regarding 
children, and there are no good instructions to follow. I myself 
came from a very broken and abusive family and certainly 
cannot use that role modeling for any of the decisions I make. 
The longer I parent, though, the more I can understand the 
challenges parenting can take.  I love my children and they 
make my life so much richer. Recently, we moved a ping pong 
table into the garage, and when we have spare time all of us 
go out there to hang out and play. 
 I love to garden. Currently, I rent a home in town, but I 
have some land in the country, so I try to get out there as often 
as I can. I grow all sorts of vegetables and take great pride in 
freezing, drying and root cellaring enough food for the winter. I 
start my plants from seed in the early part of the year, and now 
that the danger of frost is past, I am busy planting the 
seedlings into the earth. This year I’m building some fences to 
keep rabbits, deer and groundhogs from eating the plants I 
grow. In the last PE cycle, we created a lesson on Gardening 
& Homesteading. I am inspired to be outside on the land and 
grow massive quantities of food. Though I sleep in town, I feel 
like I live in the country. 

*Circle art at top of page (from left to right) by Jackey Sollars and Victor Rodriguez. 



 Politically, I am way left of center, and for the life of 
me, I can’t understand how as a country we not only accept, 
but are proud of the great disparities of wealth among our 
citizens. A chain is only as strong as its weakest link. That we 
as a society allow children to grow up hungry and ill-fed seems 
like the height of barbarism, especially contrasted to the 
millions of people who have more money than they know what 
to do with. I understand it is easy to rail against inequity of 
resources and hard to create positive change, but to me, it 
looks like many of our elected representatives look to preserve 
and expand the prerogatives of the wealthy classes while 
seeing poor folk as expendable. 
 So now that I have had my semi annual rant about 
the system I can get back to describing the exciting and 
stimulating projects we are working on here. I’d like to 
summarize a bit about programs from the last cycle, before I 
list the new offerings. We just mailed out the Health and 
Wellness packet Katie created for you all. Katie graduated 
from school, and this packet was her gift to you. I am also now 
collecting the responses from our recent Gardening and 
Homesteading Project. We plan to create a compilation of the 
most intriguing ideas and send it back to all who followed 
through on the project.  We intend to develop some more 
original information to include in the compilation. The previous 
book club based on “The Life Before Us” has seen some 
powerful submissions. As I write this we are gathering all the 
responses to create a packet to mail to all the participants. 
Clearly this book struck a common chord with many of the 
readers. I believe those who read it were moved by the story 
and found it easy to identify with some parts of the book. We 
have some interesting book club selections for the next cycle.  
We are still collecting submissions for the Mystery Painting 
Project. We will be building a large painting from your 
submissions. Please send in your work to complete this 
painting. If you were not able to receive your mailing let us 
know and we can resend something with different paper. The 
deadline will be extended until Sept 15th. This will be a 
transformational piece and everyone who participates will be 
proud of this work. The submissions to date have been great! 
 Many of the students who have been helping these 
past few years have graduated from college last weekend. 
Many of the volunteers have also left for summer break. 
Fortunately, I have 2 new students working with me this 
summer. They will work full time, and all of us in PE owe great 
thanks to the Cornell Public Service Center. They help pay the 
salary of the students who are working here. The students 
make it possible to keep up programming and book mailing 
through the summer. Please be patient when waiting for a 
program. Often it takes months before mailing them out, as we 
are waiting for as many responses as possible before the bulk 
mailing occurs. Other times we are waiting to reach 200 
requests as that is the minimum number of pieces for bulk 
mailing. Most of the programs we offer in this newsletter will 
not be mailed out until after the summer. The ones that are 
smaller group or individual projects like the theme essays and 
the expedited books will continue through the summer, but the 

mailings on new history or book club projects will be in a few 
months. 
 
PROGRAMS 
 
Expedited Books- Most of you writing to PE for the first time 
request a package of books. In the past we used to send free 
book packages to anyone who asked. After a few years doing 
this, we had a waiting list of over 2000 and were mailing out   
over 100 packages a month.  We could not raise the money for 
postage, and it was making it impossible to support any of our 
other programs. Our solution was to crea te the expedited 
book project. We have a room full of donated books, and the 
books we have are always changing based on what is donated 
and what we have sent out. Sometimes we have exactly what 
you request, sometimes we have a close match, and 
sometimes we just have to get creative in sending books as 
related as we can to the requests you make. To get a package 
of books we ask you to send a check for 3.50 or 8 stamps to 
help us cover postage. A typical package will have 5 or 6 
books unless your prison has certain lower limits. If you want a 
package of books let us know what the rules in your prison are, 
and give us as many choices as you can for what you might 
like to read. Of course you can ask for a specific book, but it is 
much better to ask for types of books or subject areas. 
Volunteers will make the best match possible. It usually takes 
a few months before your order is processed so please be 
patient. 
 
Poetry Anthology- Every six months we create an anthology 
of poetry based on the submissions you, the members of PE, 
send to us for consideration. A team of volunteers read 
through all the poetry submitted and set aside poems that 
move or touch them. While you are living the prison 
experience, we also understand you are more than 
incarcerated beings; the full range of emotions courses 
through your being. You are certainly invited to write about any 
subject or emotion you care to express. I do understand you 
do have a certain expertise and view based on your prison 
experience and of course if that is what you wish to share, 
please do so. Just know that this is not just prisoner poetry but, 
rather, poetry from folks who also happen to be in prison. As 
the program matures, I find it even more important to focus on 
the commonalities we all share rather than the labels put on us 
because of our situation. Once we have selected the poems 
for an anthology, any new poems received are moved into a 
folder for the next anthology. As I write this we are still working 
on the finishing touches for Anthology #10. All the poems have 
been selected, but as the student volunteers have mostly left 
for the summer, I am assembling some new folks to help finish 
the project. Everyone who submitted a poem for consideration, 
whether their poem is selected or not, will have a copy of the 
anthology mailed to them. The complete anthology is also 
posted on the PE website. If your poetry is assigned to volume 
11 and we have not yet mailed V10, we will still mail you 
Volume 10 as well. Many very good poems are passed over as 
there is only so much that can fit into each edition. Poetry is 
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very subjective and the folks choosing are by no means 
experts. They just pick poems that speak to them. If you do not 
get chosen for a particular issue, I hope you will continue to 
write and submit your work for future issues. As I said your 
submission is your purchase price for the future anthology. 
 
Poetry Writing Instruction and Practice- Many of you 
participating in the poetry project have indicated they would 
like more information regarding the craft of writing poetry. 
Gizelle who has been volunteering with the program this spring 
has offered to create an instruction packet to help you all with 
crafting poems. If you would like to receive this instructional 
packet, please let us know by signing up for it. Below are 
Gizelle’s words describing this project. 
 
Poetry expression 

Ruin is what we need –   

Despair is what we feed  

Upon in poetry   

A shock resets the nerves –  

Helps remold the curves  

Of written art   

Catharsis helps portray –  

Acting out a play  

On expurgation   

Tears or hidden fears  

Release the bottled years  

To ink a page:    

The pen be our salvation 
- Mark R. Slaughter 

 
Sometimes, when I sit down to write, I’m scared that what I 
have to say is useless and irrelevant. “Who would want to read 
this anyway?” I still have these thoughts from time to time, but 
then I learned that that’s the beauty of poetry: you do not have 
to fit into one standard of awesome. People interpret differently 
and what one person may like may not be everybody’s cup of 
tea. What all good poetry does have in common across the 
board is the power to evoke emotion out of the reader. Most of 
the poems I’ve read from you all have had that effect. And 
since you were kind enough to share with me, I will share with 
you what I know about poetry and how I approach it. My name 
is Gizelle, and I will be going to graduate school in the fall to 
study poetry even more deeply; so at the moment, we are 
students together. I will share with you a bit of history, some 
types of poetry, different techniques and maybe a few 
exercises. Interested yet? I hope so! Write Gary, the 
mastermind behind it all, and tell him that you would like to 
receive the poetry packet from me.  I look forward to reading 
with you all!   -Gizelle 
 
Journal Project- There is always room for more in the Journal 
project. We ask participants to keep a journal for a year. We 
send a starter packet, which is basically a thought provoking 
letter that hopefully inspires and informs you of the benefits 

and reasons for keeping a journal. We send this letter out once 
200 new participants sign up for the project. As you wish, send 
us your journal entries, and we will keep your journal organized 
and in a folder. Volunteers will read your journal entries, and 
currently our plan is to post selections from individual journals 
on our Prisoner Express blog. We are exploring the best ways 
to get your journals before the eyes of the public, and in the 
future, instead of typing them up, we can start scanning them 
directly into the computer.  With a little bit of practice, we will 
be able to put your whole journal up online as you mail it to us. 
This is a bit in the future and will take some organizing, but we 
are beginning the process of planning this out. If you wish to 
participate in this project and receive the starter instructions let 
us know. You can also join by just beginning to send us your 
entries. You can write about whatever you wish to explore—
past, present, or future—or just muse on the human 
experience. It is writing done by you and for you to help make 
sense of the thoughts that spin around in your head. 
 
Art Happenings- Certainly the best thing that has happened 
to the PE art program is the energy, creativity and follow-
through Treacy has brought to the art programming. Each 
cycle she steps up and creates more interesting and thought-
provoking programming. Below is a letter from Treacy.  Treacy 
will be organizing at least 2 shows of your artwork in the 
upcoming cycle. One is the circle show project which has 
specific instructions, and the other is our annual PE art show. 
You can submit art in any form or medium for the annual show. 
We always enjoy when you share your art with us. Treacy is 
also beginning to set up solo and two person shows for 
members of PE, around our community, choosing artists based 
on work they’ve submitted. 
  
   I thought I would write a little about myself how I was pulled 
into being an artist.   The word “artist” seems funny to me.  It is 
a label.  I can never have one of those cute “business cards” 
calling myself an artist.  What does someone really mean 
when they give you a card that reads:  “I am So and So; Artist”. 
Usually it is that person who also will tell you: “I have always 
been an artist.  I knew it from the moment I was born.”   Yeah 
right… Growing up for me was hoping to be part of any group.  
    I think that by the time my family settled into a lower middle 
class neighborhood, it was too late for me to be part of the 
party. This was not anything I was proud of – it is very difficult 
not being part of any group, particularly as a 9 or 10 years old.  
    I was acutely aware of the difficulty in economic classes 
since my father came from an upper-middle class family and 
my mother came from a very low-income class, “the shanty 
Irish”, as my mother would describe how my father’s family 
described her.   Her children became “middle class”—an 
embarrassment to her family.   My mother’s mother was a 
nasty, working class woman who hated the middle class.   Her 
boyfriend was a member of the IRA (the Irish Republican 
Army).    This grandmother did not express her hatred towards 
my father’s family, only to us kids.   She loathed our middle 
class softness, and, consequently, so did my mother.   My 



other grandmother, the middle class one, was different – she 
took care of us when my parents were unable. 
    When I was a baby, my family lived in an upper middle class 
neighborhood, but because my father was addicted to 
gambling, he lost our house and his job, so we moved to Little 
Havana in Miami where the five of us (later to be 8) lived in a 
one-room apartment.   This was interpreted to us kids by my 
dad as “having fun.”   We were “on vacation.”   This seemed a 
funny thing to us as kids.   Little Havana was a totally different 
neighborhood from the neighborhood we lived, the old 
neighborhood that I scarcely knew, that my mother hated.  
There were three families who lived in this area of little 
Havana, a neighborhood that was primarily drugs and 
prostitution. The three families were our family, a Hungarian 
family from their revolution, and a Cuban family from their 
revolution.  Everyone else was a prostitute.   These women 
mostly occupied the apartment building we lived in.  I was paid 
by the cops to sit on the curb to listen for their car number to 
be called.  It was my responsibility to call for the cop who was 
inside having sex.   I always made mistakes because I was 5 
years old and didn’t know numbers very well – all numbers 
sounded the same.  My parents were not shocked – they 
thought it was funny. 
 
  After Miami, we moved to the Everglades and had lots of 
“fun” adventures there.  My parents kept us out of school much 
of this time, and I didn’t really go to school with any 
consistency until the fourth grade when we finally settled into a 
neighborhood of middle class families.    I entered this 
elementary school without being able to read.   When the 
teacher called my father in to tell him that I could not read (my 
father was the only one who went to school because my 
mother hated school), this was the first time I ever saw my 
father really angry with me.  I worked hard in this school to 
learn how to read and catch up with the other students. I didn’t 
acquire my mother’s hatred of school – it was both a source of 
out and a source of oppression – individual teachers helped 
me, the system did not – I was always coming up against 
someone representing the system who was prejudiced against 
my loss of school time in the beginning of my education, and it 
didn’t seem to matter that I finished four years of education in 
one. 
 
   My father was often called into school.  One time he was 
called before the school staff—the psychologist, counselor, 
and teacher—because the school thought my brother was 
lying in writing an English composition for Mrs. Lake’s sixth 
grade class, writing on the subject of fear.   These experts 
concluded that the writing was either based on lies or was the 
fabrication of delusions.  In the composition, my brother wrote 
that he was afraid of swimming with the alligators but felt 
compelled to swim with them because his sisters were not 
afraid.    My father did not understand the administration’s line 
of questioning when they told him they were “concerned” about 
my brother.  He told them not to worry about it; anyone could 
be afraid, he too was afraid when he went swimming with the 

alligators.  Either a family of liars or folie à deux—a craziness 
shared by a family.     
    School for me was learning not to write things down.   
School was learning to recognize that there are no alligators in 
Mrs. Lake’s waters, and therefore, learning to recognize that 
there are none in mine. 
   As a teenager, I thought of my father as “kind of mentally 
retarded” in the manner in which he always took people at their 
face-value language.  Today, this manner of his would 
probably be described as autistic – reassessing him more 
hopeful.   My mother’s label would probably be consistent now 
as it would have been then.  Had she ever actually gone into 
the school or talked to anyone official (as she probably had 
feared and resented), the label she would have been given 
(and would probably still be given) is paranoid schizophrenia.  
 
    I do want to connect some of this to what I am constantly 
asking for in the drawing from life curriculum.   The institutions 
that we find ourselves in [prisons, schools, work] coerce us to 
see the world as they want us to see it, disregarding our own 
eyes and perceptions. However, we need to see the world for 
ourselves.   We are constantly being asked to look at the world 
through magazines, photographs, other people’s ideas.  We 
are constantly being asked to give up our perceptions – 
perceptions that do not fit into another person’s world – like my 
brother trying to get Mrs. Lake to understand his fear of 
swimming with alligators – real alligators in Florida.  Children 
swimming with alligators did not fit into her class.   My brother 
gave up his perceptions.   He has no memory of the things that 
happened to us. When my sister and I were recently talking 
about our childhood, my brother said; “That didn’t happen.   
We had a normal great childhood.”   My sister turned to me 
and mouthed the words: “Missing in action.” 
   The only way I can practice “seeing through my own eyes” is 
through drawing from life the simple things that I see every 
day—taking those simple objects and deconstructing those 
little simple things to even more simple things.  As one of my 
students said:  “My mantra for falling to sleep tonight is: It is 
not an apple.  It is light and shadow.”   
   I am asking you, even if you do not consider yourself an 
artist, to look at something as simple and non-assuming as a 
toilet paper roll and asking you to look at it even more simply. 
Not as toilet paper but how it is a form created by the light and 
shadow falling upon it. –Your eyes looking directly at the world 
is much more powerful than seeing the pictures published in a 
newspaper or magazine; brought to you by someone who 
thought that what they are seeing is more important than 
what you can see with your own eyes.   But of course, no 
one really wants you to be powerful. 
 
Circle Show Project- Thanks so much to everyone who has 
already submitted art for the circle show.   I am having a 
selection of them printed in the newsletters.  I have added the 
following diagram because I realized that my explanation in the 
last letter may have been a little vague on how the work is to 
be presented.  
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If you are reading this for the first time and don’t know about 
the circle art show, the assignment is to draw a picture inside 
of a 6 inch circle. Then on a regular sheet 8 by 11 sheet of 
paper, draw a silhouette. The pieces will be shown in an 
anonymous art show being held in Philadelphia. We are asking 
a variety of free world artists to participate, and visitors will not 
know while touring the gallery whether the art 
work comes from artists that are free or 
captive.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
*The silhouettes that I asked you to do will be in a square and 
will be on the backs of the frame.   You can either draw the 
silhouette on an 8 x 8 square and that will be glued to the 
back, or if you do not want to actually color in the area in black, 
you can draw a simple design and indicate what area is gray 
and what area is black.  I will take these designs and have 
Cornell students or myself paint the designs that you created 
on the backs of the frames.  (You know: a lot of artists in the 
past did not complete the actual craft part of the art.  Many 
marble sculptures were “designed” by an artist, only to be 
actually carved by a “craftsman.”    So think of you as 
designing the silhouette and having a craft person-student 
paint that design for you.) 
   If you sent in a silhouette drawn in the circle, which several 
of you have–quite lovely silhouettes in a 6” circle—I will use 
these silhouettes on the front circle panel instead of putting 

them on the back. These silhouettes will have a double 
silhouette on the back. 
Please keep sending the work.  I hope that the exhibition will 
have many of these framed pieces hanging from the ceiling.  
They will be hung from the ceiling with metal conduit poles – 
presenting a forest of black squares with portal-like art pieces 

suspended from the ceiling by metal poles.     If 
money allows, I want to make a poster to 

post throughout Philadelphia; and if 
money allows, I will make a 

smaller version of this poster 
and send it to everyone 

submitting an art piece. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
The deadline to submit 

circle work will be Oct. 
15th. Of course, there is also 

the annual show at Cornell.  If 
you want to submit something else, 

like something non-circle for that show, 
that’s perfectly fine.   The deadline for that show is 

Jan. 2014. If you need the original circle art packet, 
drop Treacy a note, and she’ll send it on over to you. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Martin Rivers 

*Feel free to trace 
this 6 inch circle for 

your circle art piece. 



Kindness Project- Thanks again for submitting the writings for 
the kindness essay. I really appreciate all the things you have 
written.  It has made me think of more ideas—ideas that if you 
were interested in thinking about, you could also share.   I was 
thinking about how violence is the flip side of kindness: 
kindness is almost never taken at face value—it makes people 
suspicious—but violence is almost always taken at face value.   
What happens if violence is not taken at face value –but 
analyzing violence to see what is beneath the action?     
(Describe it in terms of an actual incidence – Speak in the 
particular that you know and see rather than global answers 
and platitudes.  (Platitude:   - I looked it up in the dictionary - A 
platitude is a meaningless statement often presented as if it 
were significant and original.  I often hear guards talking in 
platitudes – you know what I mean, the “typical barroom 
talk”…. heck… I hear guard and prisoners and moms and dads 
and teachers and everyone talk in platitudes…..go beyond the 
platitude by describing what you yourself sees…kind of what I 
was talking about in drawing from life.)  
 
The four areas to consider are (like those in kindness): 

1. Violence that is nothing other than violence; that can 
be taken at face value. 

2. Violence that is masquerading for something else – 
fear, shame, hunger, etc. 

3. Violence that started out as violence but ended up 
somewhere else – Kindness? Regret? Confusion? 

4. Violence across the border (same as #4 in the 
questions of kindness -   between non-incarcerated 
individuals and incarcerated individuals). 

 
If you are interested in writing, send your writing 
addressed to Kindness project.  (It probably is not wise to 
call this part the “violence project”…that won’t look so 
good on the envelope).  I am interested in hearing more on 
the first part of kindness if you haven’t send in your 
thoughts, or even if you have and want to share more 
thoughts. If you want to write on Kindness substitute it 
where you see the word violence in the 4 statements 
above and you will have the assignment. 
When I am finished, if you are interested in the essay, I would 
be happy to send it out to whoever wants it.  (And if you want, I 
would be happy to list those who contributed to the essay.) 
Thanks—Treacy  
 
Math Studies- Prof. Dani has agreed to create a math 
instruction packet. If you enjoy logic, puzzles and fun, this 
program is for you. He will use these principles to convey 
some basic and advanced mathematical principles. Dani 
teaches math at a local college. He knows how to open up 
folks who have been shut down to math in the past as well as 
showing math lovers new ways to look at math problems. I am 
so glad he will be creating this packet of math instruction and 
believe you will enjoy the puzzles he will put together. Let me 
know if you would like to receive this lesson. 
 

Book Club- 200 new copies of “Universal Kabbalah–Dawn of 
a New Consciousness” were donated to the program. This 
book is meant to be read and studied. I have not yet read it, 
but it looks like an excellent book for those who seek balance, 
healing and wisdom. We will send the book along with 
discussion questions to those who sign up. We will form an 
ongoing group to ponder and explore the information offered 
up in the book. It is a hard cover book, and I know I may need 
to remove the cover for it to be accepted into some prisons. If 
you cannot receive a new hard cover book, let me know when 
you sign up so I can take proper precautions. I still must find 
the funds to mail 200 copies of this book, which will probably 
take at least $500. If anyone reading this knows of a possible 
funder for mailing these books please write me, or share this 
info with those with funds. As I have not read the book I went 
online and found a review posted on amazon.com. After you 
read the review consider if you want to make the commitment 
to join this study group. As we only have 200 copies, I am 
hoping only those who will follow through with the program we 
create will join. This is a first-come, first-served offer, so please 
understand that it may close early in this program cycle. 

Amazon.com review: “This book is about opening to the 
spiritual, expanding our consciousness, and going beyond the 
self-centered ego. As Dr. Sheldon Stoff, the primary author of 
the book, states, most of us live in a cave seeing little but 
shadows. Stoff, Professor Emeritus from Delphi University, 
offers good advice on how to get out of the cave. 

The four pillars of Stoff's work with Kabbalah are studying, 
praying, meditating, and chanting, and doing or fulfilling Mitzvot 
(good deeds). He explains how best to approach these four 
pillars. "By pursuing these four pillars with love and 
responsibility our self-centered egos shrink and our spiritual 
consciousness expands," Stoff offers. He likens expansion of 
consciousness to coming out of a dark theater into broad 
daylight.  Other subjects include the Tree of Life, reincarnation, 
male-female relationships, the soul, Jesus, the Sefirot, and 
forgiveness and compassion, to name just a few. Much of Dr. 
Stoff's wisdom has been obtained through deep meditation… 
The second section of the book has to do with Kabbalistic 
medicine and is by Jesse Stoff, a medical doctor as well as a 
naturopathic and homeopathic physician. His discussion of the 
part played by mind on physical health is informative.  
This book has much to offer the seeker as well as those well 
along the spiritual path.” 

“Pelican” 
Ben Rodriguez 
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Iroquois History- I have assigned a student to create a 
pamphlet on the Native Americans who lived in this region of 
upstate NY prior to the European invasion of America. The 
Iroquois Indians still have a presence in NYS and are still 
struggling with the US over the treaties they feel were violated 
by the US government. My neighbors have found numerous 
Indian artifacts on their land, and my property boundary line is 
an old Native American trail that leads to what used to be a 
large village near Cayuga Lake. General Sullivan burnt it and 
many other Iroquois settlements down as punishment for the 
Iroquois siding with the British in the American Revolution. He 
also burnt all their fields and fruit trees to ensure their 
starvation in the winter. If you’d like to learn more about the 
Iroquois confederation, please sign up.  

 
Project for Military Veterans- Jim, a former vet has been an 
activist seeking help for veterans who have been affected by 
the consequences of their service to our country. He is 
currently working with all vets and particular with vets who 
served in Iraq and Afghanistan to help them heal. He invites all 
vets to contact him for more information on the programs he 
has for vets in prison. Jim’s poetry and words follow. If you 
wish to write Jim please put ATTN: VETS on the envelope. 
 
Federal Veterans’ Benefit In Washington D.C. – Winter 1971 
 
No, not the paltry college money, $129 total, for the G.I. Bill at 
the U. of Maryland 
No, not the free 4 hour waits at the Irving Street VA hospital for 
a look-see 
But the ‘bennie’ to sleep on the snow-free heating grates by 
the Federal buildings 
 
Our government saved many Vietnam vets’ lives with this 
convenience 
They were the shadows embracing the metal grids… best 
spots hidden by shrubs 
They had ragged jungle fatigues for pajamas 
Their winter quilts were soiled field jackets… poncho liners    
AND…those heating grates worked all winter  
 
They wouldn’t fund vets dying from Agent Orange or ‘Vietnam 
Syndrome’ 
They wouldn’t provide housing, jobs, not even the VA hired us 
The VFW and American Legion banned us… we were 
losers…. Not in a real war… 
 
But nobody stopped vets from the Federal heating grates they 
called their evening home 
 
I was living… not to pulled down by the cruel injustice of war 
 
They were dying and they would not be buried at Arlington… 
VetMurph 
Fall 2012 

IVETSFOR is actively recruiting incarcerated Iraq and 
Afghanistan War veterans in order to give their writings an 
audience. We support OIF and OEF veterans’ groups in 
prisons to assist them in understanding their war experiences, 
heal and to find sense of personal peace. Through Prisoner 
Express, you will be joining the "Warrior Writers" group of 
Veterans Fellowship Of Reconciliation. We will send out books 
that relate to the war experience and try to help with your 
coming to terms with your experiences. We may be able to 
arrange other supportive services. This past year, we 
underestimated the need in the Vietnam veterans’ community 
and will resume their support in September. VFORMURPH 
 
Chess Club- I’ve had trouble attracting a skilled chess player 
to lead this PE club, but this summer I will redouble my efforts 
to find a volunteer to help mentor those of you who worship the 
chess board. I can tell from the letters how dear the game is to 
some of you. I think a good chess game is the best metaphor 
for what I am trying to create in all the PE projects. When you 
are involved in a good chess game, much of the world 
disappears as you focus on this deeply complicated game. 
Though the background fades, you remain present in the 
moment. I think this is a great way to make the prison 
environment fade a bit and allow you focus on something 
universal. My wish is for all these creative programs to take 
you deeper into yourself and the experience of life—letting you 
leave the life of incarceration behind at least temporarily. 
 
Theme Essays- This may be the most rewarding PE program 
of all. It is open to everyone, and the benefit is great. Every 
month there is a selected writing cue. If you send in a 
submission on the topic, you will get a copy of what everyone 
else writes on the subject. Often I hear participants recount 
how the system is geared toward isolating them—leading to a 
descent toward madness. Writing is a great way to reclaim 
one’s sanity and humanity, and what’s more is this program 
allows one to read the thoughts of others in similar situations. 
We also will post your writings on the PE website, which 
makes them available to folks in the free world. Your words 
can have an impact on the lives of others. We are behind in 
posting now but will catch up on posting essays this summer. I 
reprint a small sample of essays from previous themes in 
the newsletter, but if you wish to see all the submissions 
on a theme topic, you must submit your own piece to us 
by the deadline listed below. It can be fact or fantasy, long or 
short. The only drawback to sending super long essays is that 
it is hard to reprint them in the newsletter. Due to finances, I 
have limited space for the newsletter. If the newsletter winds 
up longer than 32 pages, the postage and copying costs 
become too high for the resources we have available. 
 
Upcoming theme topics: 
Cleaning Up Aug 1, 2013 
Pets  Sept 1, 2013 
Cooking Oct 1, 2013 
Security  Nov 1, 2013 
Toys  Dec 1, 2013 
Speaking Up Jan 1, 2014  
First Dates Feb 1, 2014 
Suits  March 1, 2014 



 
The following pages consist of selections sent in on previous 
topics. There are always many good submissions to choose 
from, and I hope you feel inspired to send in your own. Your 
writing can flow in whichever direction you wish; there is no 
right or wrong. 
 
Acts of Kindness  

By: John Wilson 
When I saw this theme, all I could think was that “A few 

more acts of kindness are all this sad world needs.” I don’t 
have a lot to say on this subject, because I believe this is one 
that requires action rather than talk, but I do have a few words. 

In spite of what people think, and more so because of their 
rarity, acts of kindness do occur in prison. Many of the 
senselessly cruel acts are perpetrated by a minority of 
prisoners, who use a wide range of excuses to justify their 
actions. But I’ve also seen many kind acts take place, on a 
wide scale of actions from extending a shot of coffee to the 
poor, crazy old man on the wing to stopping a fight before it 
starts. Many of these acts of kindness are conducted by 
another minority of prisoners, though this minority is as quiet 
as the cruel minority is loud. 

Perhaps the majority of prisoners are stuck in neutral, 
neither being cruel nor kind, nor involving themselves with only 
a few people. The majority of prisoners will help out one of 
their “homeboys” but stay clear of everybody else. One of the 
most disheartening scenes in prison is when one of the 
majority slides towards becoming the cruel minority. 

In keeping with my opening paragraph, I’m a big fan of 
things that give prisoners a small hope for a better tomorrow. 
Uplifting music, literature, and movies allow us to conceive of a 
different way to be. I really like the concept of “pay it forward”, 
made popular by the movie of the same name. Such a concept 
turns one small act of kindness into a swiftly multiplying 
cascade. And that’s all this sad world needs. 

 
 

By: Jose Villarreal 
The day started off hot and humid as I loaded up the work 

truck and pulled out of the lot of the home repair company I 
worked for. My head was beginning to throb as the sun was 
glaring into my windshield. 

My morning commute usually started off worse than it 
ended, and this particular morning was worse than others; the 
long line at the gas station and the noxious gas fumes were no 
help. Luckily, my work schedule that day had me working in 
San Francisco amongst other Bay Area cities, so I knew I 
would get a glimpse of the ocean, and this seemed to suddenly 
brighten up my mood. 

I really loved my job, not just the repairing aspect of it, the 
creative problem solving part of my job was good but I met so 
many different people from all walks of life: journalists, ex 
military, clothing designers, the unemployed, the bed ridden, 
etc. Just about every part of society was reflected in the people 
I met and in the homes I worked in. 

Many perceive repairmen as these ham-fisted people who 
hammer and bang on things and maybe mutter a few words 
and are gone. This of course is true in many cases, however I 
loved the interaction I received just as much as doing the work 
itself. 

As I began my route this particular day I began the usual 
work of replacing windows in one home, patching up a few 
holes in walls of another home. The traffic this day was not too 
heavy, other than a small wreck between a city bus and a 
compact car the commute was rather smooth. 

My lunch in San Francisco was great, the Philly cheese 
steak sandwich seemed to remind me how good my job was to 
allow me to drive to San Francisco and choose from its 
amazing little restaurants for lunch. As I gorged myself and sat 
people watching in my window seat I scanned my route and 
saw that I still had to do some work at a retirement community. 

This was my first job in a retirement facility and I did not 
know what to expect. I braced myself in case I saw an ill or a 
possible angry occupant in the apartment I would be working 
in. And as I walked into this particular facility in San Francisco I 
saw a flurry of activity with women and men sitting around 
having lively conversation and hearty laughter. I marched to 
the front desk. 

“Hello ma’am I’m scheduled to do some work for one of 
your tenants.” After revealing the company I worked for and 
handing over the work order, the pretty fresh faced young 
woman smiled. She had dimples just like a girlfriend I had in 
junior high school and smelled like peaches and some other 
fruit I just couldn’t identify – “Ok, Sir our porter will show you 
the way, thank you.” With that a burly guy who looked like he 
would be more comfortable in a football uniform intercepted 
me. He walked me down a couple of carpeted hallways until 
we came to an apartment, next to the door was a name tag 
with a bright yellow smiling sun on it. After a few light taps on 
the door the knob turned slowly and the door opened just as 
slowly. Standing before us was a woman in her 90’s who after 
hearing I would be working in her apartment smiled warmly 
and welcomed me in. the porter muttered something and 
walked off as I wheeled in my tool cart. 

“Morning Already? Coffee!!!” 
James Logan Diez 



Steve Fegan 

I began fixing the leaking faucet; the showerhead that had 
calcified to the point that water barely came out. The stove had 
some problems that I had to check on and as I walked into the 
kitchen this woman’s voice called and asked if I wanted to see 
her son. “Sure.” I say while I walk over to the picture on her 
wall she is pointing to. 

“This is my son Paul and his wife and children” the woman 
said while beaming next to her picture. Paul and his family 
seemed like good people, well-dressed and big smiles, they 
were obviously this woman’s pride and joy. 

“They are coming to visit me for the holidays!” the woman 
said which broke my gaze from the photo. 

“Well that’s wonderful! You have a lovely family 
Ma’am.” I said especially nice to this kind woman 
who reminded me so of my grandmother. Her 
smile getting bigger at hearing someone 
else recognizing how lovely her 
treasures were. 

“When was the last time they 
visited you?” I asked, making small 
talk as I began to take out the burner 
on the electric stove. 

“Well it’s been a few years, Paul 
works a lot and those kids are a 
handful”, the woman said. And as 
she continued to talk and talk as I 
worked almost at a fervent pace I 
realized that I might very well have been 
her only “visitor” in years. I was in my 
twenties and this was my first experience with 
something like this and I was swept with emotion for 
this woman. As these thoughts settled in my mind the 
woman continued to talk in conversation as I worked. I 
felt horrible for this woman to be in this apartment for years 
without a visitor, with mere photos of her family. 

My work there was quickly complete. I normally would 
leave for my next job, as time was literally money when you 
worked on commission. In this case I sat and talked with this 
woman, oh we talked about her son, her grandchildren and 
their picky eating habits. I learned she had never driven a car 
and how excited she was when women were finally legally 
allowed to vote. 

Rose and I spoke until the porter knocked on the door as 
Rose laughed hysterically at my story of learning to drive a car. 
As I walked to the door I told Rose what a delight it was to 
have talked to her and how I wished her and her family a 
happy holidays. The delight was all hers, she said in that warm 
grandmotherly voice and I turned as I left seeing her smile just 
as when I first arrived. 

Later that evening as I ate dinner I reflected on the day, I 
was very proud of myself. I felt that it was so awful to leave this 
poor woman, full of life, laughter and touching memories, alone 
and without company. My initial thoughts were that I would 
never any of my relatives like this. 

I hope I had done a small act of humanity in sitting and 
sharing a moment with this lady who I had never met yet was 
someone’s mother and grandmother. 

Over the years I have shared this story with many people, 
usually to explain the importance of remembering the elderly. 
Most agree it is so easy to forget about the elderly, even those 
who are living at home but far away. We sometimes forget how 
precious one’s company is to an elderly parent or grandparent. 
My experience with this was long lasting and everyone I have 
shared it with was also touched. 

Many years have passed since then and I have often 
thought of that short interaction I had with Rose, anytime I 
would see something on T.V. about a retirement home of some 
sort I will look at the elderly and wonder how many are left for 
years to stare at photos of their children or grandchildren 

rather than see their smiles or hear their voices. I think 
how many other working people interact with 

these warm women and men, or how many 
don’t have the time for a few kind 

moments. 
These small gestures in life’s 

journey help to shape one’s outlook, 
these short interactions are now 
priceless to me and I treasure them 
all. I often have thought of Rose and 
wonder if she is alive, probably not 
but most importantly I wonder if she 
ever spent those holidays with her 

family after all. I believe she did and I 
can see her warm smile as she held 

her grandchildren. 
For years I have perhaps rather smugly 

thought of my interaction with Rose as having 

done a good deed. Even in telling this story to people 
over the years with most agreeing with my analysis of 
the story and how I probably made a lonely lady’s day, 

summing it up as a good deed on my part.  
Only recently as I thought of why it was I have always 

remembered my interaction with Rose, and how it impacted my 
life and how I view the elderly now has it become very clear to 
me that perhaps my initial analysis was a little off the mark. 

I have since looked back at that experience since it has 
obviously touched me so much and has stuck with me for so 
many years and have looked at it through new eyes. Having 
lived into her 90s or beyond, Rose was obviously a wise 
woman with many experiences. Her sense of humor and sharp 
wit, in fact was it not possible she saw in me something I did 
not? Is it possible Rose in her own way was in fact giving me 
an act of kindness? In her own way was she not seeing a busy 
young man who would one day have a parent in a similar 
situation as herself and in stilling one of those nuggets, those 
life lessons that cannot come from a school or textbook? 

As I look back today, in Rose I see a wise teacher who for 
reasons I still do not comprehend chose to touch me with her 
humanity and take the time out of her day to help me. I wonder 
if it had really been years since her last visit after all. 

In either case I now believe that it was Rose doing a good 
deed that took me many years to discover. 



Raymond 
Palmore 

I now think of how many other Roses are out there 
teaching us without us knowing, giving us these life lessons 
without us realizing it for many years later. Often times we 
think in life that it is us who may be teaching someone and in 
reality we may be the ones learning. 
 
By: J. Bauhaus  

I will never forget going to Getman Drug on main in 
Euless, Texas. Blood poisoning was creeping up my leg, for 
need of antibiotics. Being a refugee from a corrupt Okie 
conviction machine, I only had $20 to last me the weekend 
when I roared up on my motorcycle and entered this mom and 
pop enterprise. The bell on the door jangled as I strode to the 
counter in the dim rear. A grandmotherly lady emerged to 
provide service. Her husband watched from the doorway to the 
back. A television blared, too loudly, an old soap opera, “Like 
sand through an hourglass…” She took my prescription, filled 
it, and told me the change. I was expecting to pay five or six 
dollars. 

“Eighteen fifty?” I exclaimed. “That’s higher than a cat’s 
back! I’m going to have to find them cheaper somewhere else!”  

Grandmother told me in her soft, timid voice, “You won’t 
find it cheaper anywhere else.” Grandfather agreed from the 
door. Being used to expect the worst of humanity from being 
caged for thirteen years by the worst of humanity, I could not 
believe their assurances. I had plenty of gasoline and time. It 
was a beautiful spring day. I spent several hours visiting my 
prescription to many drug stores throughout the mid-cities of 
Dallas-Fort Worth. Every time, the price was higher- 
sometimes by far. After noon, I roared up on my bike again, 
parked at the front of the Getman drugstore and jangled the 
bell as I clomped to the back. Grandmother was already 
behind the counter, as if anticipating my arrival.  

“You were right,” I announced to them. (Grandfather was 
again observing from the back doorway.) “I’ve been all through 
Bedford, Richland Hills, even Haltom City, and all of their 
prices are much higher than yours!” 

The sweet old lady smiled, knowingly, but only made a 
neutral remark instead of boasting or floating. She filled my 
prescription. I thanked her and turned to leave. Halfway to the 
exit, I counted my change. It was far too much. I stopped, 
turned back to return the overage and explained to them that I 
am not poor, or a charity case, because it had to be a 
deliberate “mistake” on her part. No one gives $10 in change 
from a 20 on a bill of $18.50! No. I’m just an ordinary skin flint; 
a tightwad, often unwilling to pay today’s modern, grossly 
inflated prices because I’ve just emerged from the vicious 
prison time warp. 

Grandmother was looking at me from across the room. 
She smiled. I looked at her husband, who also watched. I 
looked back at his wife. She still smiled. She shook her head: 
no. It occurred to me that my ego and pride might be less 
important than letting these fine people do something nice for a 
stranger that they had never seen before. I smiled back. I gave 
the lady a salute, then turned to leave again. The bell on their 
door sounded musical as I exited. My bike seemed more 
powerful as I drove off. Grandmother possibly felt younger and 

more alive as she informed her husband of what she had 
done. 
 
Confessions 
 
By: Curtis Colvin 

Everyone has heard of “A.A.” Me, I became a member of 
N.A. Drugs was my downfall. All makes, all kinds. Of course I 
had to wash it all down with alcohol. I guess that’s why I had to 
make a few of those A.A. meetings also. 

But when it came down to finding a sponsor and working 
the steps, it had to be N.A. I had heard that some of those old 
timers (over 15 
years sober) in 
A.A. just 
switched their 
drug of choice 
from booze to 
prescribed 
medication. I 
couldn’t do that. 
I had to stop it 
all. 

After finding 
a great sponsor 
and working the 
first 3 steps, I 
got to number 4- Make a searching and fearless 
moral inventory of ourselves. Wow! No wonder 
so many people did the “3 step relapse” dance. After working 
the first 3 steps, couldn’t face their fears with a moral inventory 
so they went back out to use again. 

Me, I was determined to stay clean. I went ahead and 
wrote down all my dirty laundry. I keep it hidden in a good 
place because I didn’t want my roommate to find it. Finally my 
sponsor set a date to do a step 5 with him. 

Step 5- “Admit to god, to ourselves, and to another human 
being the exact nature of our wrongs.” Confession time! Boy 
was I sweating, worried that after it was over with, my sponsor 
would have nothing to do with me again. But during my “drag 
my soul over hot coals” event, he shared some of his wrong 
doings with me. That helped me so much. I was able to finish 
and move on to the rest of the steps with no problem. I realized 
then that confessions really are “good for the heart.”  
 
By:  William Coward 

Hi, my name is William Coward. Why I’m myself: 
I was born to a family who was church going.  My father 

spent seventeen years of my life behind bars while my mother 
was working two to three jobs to keep a roof over my sibling’s 
heads and me.  This month’s topic “confessions” is a good 
topic.  I’m a homosexual who had to hide my sexuality and my 
abuse for so long.  If I would have told my mom at the age 
eight that I was being sexually abused by my camp counselor 
she would have tried to kill him and went to jail leaving me and 
my sister in foster care.  I had to hide being a homosexual. Let 
me say this; I can’t take hiding no more.  I used to turn my 



head when I saw two boys together as it was  the way my 
family used to act.   

When I told my mother she was mad but she still loved 
me. The  reason I’m Juicy is because I’m being who I am and 
don’t care what people have to say about me.  I’m saying this 
for all my friends; be yourself don’t act like something you’re 
not just to fit in because I used to be like that then I realized if I 
act like something I’m not to fit in with the next person I’m not 
living my life, but god is helping me one day at a time to be 
who I am. 
 
By:  Johnnethen Chambers  

Maybe one day you’ll read this and get an idea of what I 
really long to say to you.  You’ve never been in my life; it’s 
something I’ve longed for so much.  To this day I try to grasp 
this reality, still I long for your simple touch.  I don’t know 
where I’m going in life at times.  Looking back I honestly can’t 
tell you where I’ve been.  Only God truly knows the future and 
that it’s in my heart to be a decent man. 

My mind lingers on the times we’ve missed.  I sit here 
wondering if it would have made a difference; days at the park, 
six flags, or just spent fishing.  Putting on a glove and learning 
how to toss a baseball.  Going to the skate park or just sitting 
home playing video games.  It would have been time spent 
together talking about how a real man carries himself, about 
girls, or just sharing ideas on life; reflecting on this and that. 

I’ve witnessed things in my life I wouldn’t want you to see.  
Many different things I wouldn’t want you knowing about me.  
Wicked parts of my heart, dirty deeds, my intimate relationship 
with my addiction that claimed me relentlessly.  It may have 
been different if you were there, yet it may have been just the 
same. 

Dad I want you to know there’s no hard feelings even 
though I only met you just that once.  It was a valuable lesson 
and I want to say that’s why I was never there for my son. 

Son, I’ve never even met you and to believe it wasn’t my 
choice not to be there wouldn’t be fair to him, you, or us, so 
son, I won’t hold it over my dad’s head like that because 
honestly, it was my choice. I’m not in the right place to ask for 
your forgiveness, but when that day comes I pray you’re willing 
to give it. 

In my mind, a thousand times, I’ve told myself it didn’t 
matter how he lived.  Knowing him would have been better 
than not knowing him.  And here I’ve subjected you to live with 
what I could never learn to live without. 

I look back at my life knowing the hell that I faced 
somehow wouldn’t have been there if he’d of only cared.  So I 
can’t help but confess your life would have been different too if 
I’d only been there to show you I cared for you. 
 
By: Jason Menchaca 

Mi padre…when I think of you, father, I don’t remember 
your flaws; I remember you as a wonderful parent. 

The sympathetic expression on your face said it all.  When 
you walked towards me when you were allowed to visit me in 
the county jail after I got convicted.  I could see it in your eyes 
that you were hurt.  Your eyes watered, but you didn’t cry.  

Instead, you sat there with me and let me ramble on as the 
news sank in.  You were just a few feet away in front of me, on 
the other side of the glass.  I knew nothing of what was to 
follow.  I wondered how I could ask you to help me.  A quick 
thought ran across my mind, a picture of you chuckling as you 
put your thumb in your mouth gesturing that I was being a 
baby for crying came to mind.  I thought to myself, it was 
classic for you. 

In the years since my incarceration, I have realized what a 
complex man you are.  Your famously violent temper, your 
constant drinking, and your depression often led to the police 
coming to our house.  And yet, mi padre, somehow you found 
it in yourself to be a father who lavished his kids with a sense 
of humor, who taught us the value of humility and hard work.  
It’s true—my brothers and I lived a childhood filled with more 
drama than the most dramatic TV novella imaginable.  But, 
today, when I think of you, mi padre, I don’t remember the 
police at our house; instead I think that in so many other ways 
you were a role model for what a parent should be. 

Growing up I could never understand how the evil dad 
who constantly scared Mom could so easily transform into the 
dad who was caring and loving to me and my brothers.  All it 
took was a few beers after coming home from wherever it is 
you went, and no amount of pleading from Mom could get you 
to go to sleep.  On those nights you would sit in the car in the 
driveway, with the radio on full blast.  And you’d just start 
ranting and raving to the night sky.  Often you would like to 
show how mad you really were by driving up and down the 
street peeling out and then slamming on the brakes.  I never 
knew what exactly you were raving about, but familiar subjects 
included Mom’s supposed disrespect for you, and always 
Vietnam. 

In the beginning, mi padre, you would protect our 
innocence and let us hide in our rooms while you did these 
things.  As we got older, though, you would lash out at us.  I’d 
mumble and stare at the floor and pray for different parents. 

But then the sun would rise on a weekend morning and so 
would you, looking fresh and smelling clean like Old Spice.  I 
remember, as I was getting older, you would allow me to watch 
you fix our car.  Sometimes you’d let me help, but only after 
making sure I didn’t touch anything you didn’t say to touch.  In 
between beers you would tell me there’s nothing more 
admirable than working hard, being educated, and always 
taking care of family.  Mom always stayed home, and instead 
of feeling as if our family was incomplete, I felt blessed to have 
you all to myself.  You know to this day, I can fix brakes and 
replace them with expert skill, thanks to you. 

When Mom left and you guys separated, instead of 
sadness, I felt incredible relief.  Relief that the fights would 
stop, that my drunken dad would disappear and that the 
sweeter dad I loved would reappear.  It was painful to see you 
in the months after Mom left, to which I felt was the closest to 
the saddest moment of your life.  You would try living on your 
own but could only afford rented apartments when the house 
was repossessed.  You virtually had no space to yourself and 
sacrificed a lot to help me along the way when I decided to get 
married at fifteen. 
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Finally, when you did decide to return to the VA Hospital 
to get help, you would go in the hopes of starting anew again.  
Over the next five years you got the help you needed, and you 
instantly returned to the role of supportive father and loving 
husband when Mom came back. 

It took me many years to reconcile your complexities and 
to understand that even though you exposed my brothers and I 
to things kids should never go through, your encouragement 
and pride managed to squeeze their way through and make a 
positive, unforgettable impact.  Admittedly, you were a flawed 
man, but did the best you could for my brothers and me.  What 
more could I ask for?  Ultimately, I learned that love can 
always work its magic. 

When you finally came to visit me in prison I was so happy 
to see you.  Once again I could see your eyes water, but this 
time with joy.  Although, I could sense the disappointment.  We 
had a couple of hours on the second day we got to visit and as 
usual I was rambling on and on and my eyes got watery, but I 
didn’t cry.  As we were talking a quick thought ran across my 
mind.  I remembered the picture I had had of you teasing me, 
chuckling as you put your thumb in your mouth gesturing that I 
was being a baby for crying.  I laughed to myself.  Even as you 
sat across the table from me in the visiting room area, I 
realized you were doing what you knew how to do best…be 
my dad…I have to confess, I want to be just like you… 
 
Heat 
 
Heat Brought Us Together  
By: James Ormand  

It's the one thing that everyone that I know craves in the 
middle of a harsh winter. Unfortunately no one has the means 
to go get what we need. The gas has been cut off because our 
father has snorted all of our money up his nose. Mom is too 
drunk to even get out of bed. Yes, we have a fireplace, but with 
dad too high to chop wood and mom too drunk to even care, 
we have no wood. 

The cries from my baby sister's room motivates me. I get 
dressed as warm as possible and go to the garage. I find what 
I'm looking for beside our truck. A chainsaw that's seen better 
days. I check the gas and see it's full. Picking up the chainsaw 
I walk to the forest behind our house. I'm sure there are wolves 
or something out there that is hungry for a 10 year old boy. But 
I don't care, I'm not going to let my baby sister freeze to death. 
I locate the best tree possible and try to start the chainsaw. It 
takes me about 10 tries, but I get it started. I just hope the 
chain is sharp. I'm in luck, it is sharp. I get 3 quarters of the 
way through the tree before the chain snaps and cuts a deep 
gouge in my leg. 

I tear the sleeve off of my sweater and make a tourniquet 
for my leg. Gritting my teeth against the pain I grab the axe 
and chop the rest of the way through the tree. After it falls, I 
quickly set to work on cutting the tree into manageable pieces 
so that I can take them to the house. The good thing is that the 
tree wasn't too big. It takes me at least 2 hours to get 
everything done. 

I'm starting to feel a little light-headed from the loss of 
blood, but I won't give up. I tote the pieces of wood into the 
house and to the fireplace. Mom is still passed out and dad is 
bitching about my sister crying. I get some kindling and begin 
to start a fire. When the kindling gets started I put a couple of 
logs on and sit there watching the fire to make sure it won't go 
out. 

I go to my sister's room and look at her. She is blue from 
the cold. I grab her and go sit near the fire to warm her up. The 
fire is going good and soon the house starts to slowly warm up. 

It's amazing what heat will do. My sister gets quiet. Mom 
wakes up and starts to cook something to eat. My father 
comes out of his hiding place and sits by the fire with a book to 
read to my sister. That is until he notices my leg. Then he 
rushes me to the hospital where I get stitches. I left that 
chainsaw in the woods. It was time for a new one anyways. 

Back at home we all gather around the fireplace and eat a 
family dinner. It's a good thing I chopped enough wood. Maybe 
things will get better for my family now. 

 
By: William Earl Nill  

Living in Texas for most of my life I have come to love the 
heat. Summer is my favorite season. I love the feeling of the 
hot sun bearing down on me as I go about my work. I enjoy the 
feeling of the sweat pouring out of my pores. I can just imagine 
all the toxins that are being released out of my body as I work 
out. I can relate to the ancient cultures (from the Egyptians to 
Native Americans) who worshipped the sun with all the 
benefits it provides the physical body. 

Fire and heat have long been used to purify metals from 
iron and lead to silver and gold. These metals must undergo 
the smelting process to harden them and make them usable. 

I have come to understand that the circumstances of my 
life are doing the same thing for my character. It's not always 
easy. It's not always comfortable, but it is working to make me 
a better person and that is always a good thing. 

Mario 
 Barraillier 



I have learned and grown so much as a man over these 
last 18 years in prison that it is hard to believe that the 27 year 
old who came to prison all those years ago was actually me. I 
had to undergo a long and difficult refining process that 
resulted in a total and complete reversal of my beliefs and 
thought process. 

I used to be filled with hate. I hated everybody and 
everything. The people who were responsible for me being 
locked up, the guards, the unit administrators, the other 
inmates, especially the other inmates. I was filled with rage. I 
got into fights, riots, and all kinds of trouble. 

Now, I have come to realize that what I really hated was 
the person I had become. My anger was being misdirected at 
everyone else, but the only one who really deserved it was me. 

Am I totally past all the anger and hate? No, but I am on 
the right path now. I work at it every day and, like everything 
else, I have good days and bad days. All I can really do is 
continue to do the things I can, control the things I can control 
and try to get better. 

 
By: George L. Wilson  

When I first saw the topic "heat," I figured that my living 
down here in South Florida would make this an easy subject to 
write about. Well, that may be true for most, but for me and my 
O.C.D. brain, the task became nothing but a hodgepodge of 
ideas and facts. With no real direction to take off in, and with 
no creativity for fiction, I instead wound up writing more of an 
informal article in (hopefully) an entertaining, news-story 
format... 

My first thought was how subjective the feeling of heat can 
be; my ex-wife and I were the perfect examples of this. I'd be 
lying in bed, on top of the covers, in my shorts, with the ceiling 
fan going, when my wife, wearing a sweatshirt, sweatpants, 
and two pairs of socks, would run in and dive beneath the 
covers complaining about how cold she was. Then she'd want 
to snuggle until I was ready to die of heat stroke. 

Another thought about heat also involved relationships. 
Regardless of your preference, meeting a hot man or woman 
is always good. If they're "in heat," and the relationship heats 
up, that's even better. The problems occur when one of you 
has a hot temper that leads to a heated argument. Next thing 
you know, the hot times are over and the warm feelings are 
gone. 

Here's an experiment for you: place one hand in a bowl 
full of ice, and hold the other hand over a hot stove, then 
plunge both hands into a sink full of water. Now tell me, is the 
water hot or cold? 

Your body operates at an average internal temperature of 
98.6˚F. If that temperature increases or decreases by as little 
as 10˚ (a 20˚ variation) there is a good chance you will die. 
Meanwhile, here on this planet of ours, the hottest climatic 
temperature ever recorded as 136˚F in El Azizia, Libya 
(Africa), and the coldest was -129˚F at Vostok Station, 
Antarctica. (a 265˚ variation). Plus, humidity can cause your 
body to feel warmer (heat index), or the air currents can make 
it feel cooler (wind chill) than the actual air temperature. So 
when they tell you it's a dangerous world, believe it! 

At sea level, the chemical compound of two parts 
hydrogen and one part oxygen, commonly called water, will 
boil at 212˚F. For every 500 feet above sea level, the boiling 
point drops one degree. That means it will require slightly less 
energy to make a box of mac and cheese in Denver than it will 
in Miami, and about 25% less on Mt. Everest, which is the 
highest point on Earth at 29,035 feet. 

Heat is critical to the function of the universe and affects 
the state of matter. At lower temperatures, you have solids. As 
heat is applied, the atoms begin to vibrate and move around, 
forming liquids. With more heat, the atoms scatter about, 
forming gases. And at extremely high temperatures, particles 
from the atom, called electrons, actually shake loose from the 
bonds of the atom, and form an electrically charged gas called 
plasma. An example of this is found encircling the sun for 
millions of miles, and is called a corona. 

The surface of the sun, at an average temperature of 
9,941˚F, is relatively cool compared to the approximate 
2,000,000˚ of the corona. And both are chilly compared to the 
estimated 28,000,000˚ that has been calculated for the sun's 
core. Even so, all this tremendous heat is not the warmth we 
feel here on earth. 

Most people think it's the sunlight we see that brings us 
the heat we feel, but it's not... it's radiation. The light we see is 
also a form of radiation, but what we feel is extremely small 
light waves (so small we can't see them) called ultraviolet 
radiation. All this radiation is from a process known as nuclear 
fusion, which is a term meaning "the joining of atoms to form 
other atoms." This explains why you can get sunburned on a 
cloudy day, but not from a light bulb. The process of "splitting 
atoms" also produces heat, as was seen when the U.S. 
dropped two atomic bombs on Japan at the end of World War 
Two, and showed the world the power of nuclear fission. 

Heat can also be created when two elements are mixed to 
form a compound. Known as an exothermic reaction, this 
process can be observed in the experiments with hydrogen 
cars, which get their energy through the creation of water. 
There's also an endothermic reaction, but this uses heat to 
create substances with more energy than that which was put 
in, as in the photosynthesis process in plants. 

So as you can see, heat can be found everywhere, from 
the grass under your feet to the stars above your head. 
 
Good Advice 
 
By: Corey Sloan  

I reflect on my life and all the advice I’ve been given and I 
struggle to find anything that could be considered ‘good 
advice’. I’ve received plenty of helpful advice and a ton of 
useful and right advice, but good? I can’t really think of any. 
I’ve read books that give good advice but that’s not a thing 
that’s given personally to you by someone, that’s something 
sold to millions. 

Hmmm… Good advice… Well, one thing does come to 
mind. Actually, two things come to mind that I’d call good 
advice. My mom used to tell me all the time as a kid,  



“Beaux (pronounced Bo), treat other people the way you 
would like to be treated.” 

“But Mami, what am I supposed to do if I’m nice and 
people are still mean?” 

“Well baby, you just smile and say something nice to them 
and sooner or later it will catch on.” 

“I don’t know, people act like buttheads, you should treat 
them like buttheads, I think.” 

“Now Corey John, if you don’t got nothing nice to say then 
don’t say nothing. You don’t know why people are being 
‘buttheads’ and rather than being mean maybe you should find 
out. How would you like it if something bad happen and you 
didn’t have anyone to talk to?” she’d say. 

I never really dwelled on the power behind some of my 
mom’s simple philosophies until recently now that I’m older, 
and she was right a lot more often than I’d admit to her. 

A lot of people in my life call me sunshine because I’ve 
always been there ready with a smile, a hug, and an ear to 
listen and it’s not that I’m super nice and overly compassionate 
or anything. I’m one of the angriest people I’ve ever met; the 
angriest most people have ever met. But my anger comes from 
injustice, from the wrongs done to people who don’t deserve it, 
and how people who deserve harsh treatment get away with a 
tap on the hand or nothing at all. 

People in there “dread” seeing me ‘cause I always smile 
and come in for a hug and there are a lot of people who swear 
they hate it, but they always smile when they see me coming 
and always give me a hug. 

“Why do you hug everyone Gob?” 
“Well shit, everyone needs a hug sometimes and I hug 

people just as much for me as I do for them,” I say. 
I like to think I make a difference one hug at a time, so if I 

had to give good advice, the best advice I can think of is: 
Always be prepared, you can only buy so much but smiles 

are free ad come in an endless supply, hugs can change the 
outcome of someone’s day from bad to bearable, and it don’t 
cost a thing to listen to someone’s troubles. Maybe it will take 
your mind off your own. 

Or like my mother always says, “Be Nice…” 
 
By: Catherine LaFleur  

The best advice I ever got was this: Do Not Feed the 
Bears. When I was young, I had a boyfriend named George. 
We met while in school on the east coast. After he graduated, 
he moved back west. As you know, long distance relationships 
are hard to maintain. George invited me to visit on my summer 
break and to consider looking for work there after I graduated. 
We talked on the phone and through email quite a bit about 
what we would see and do that summer. George promised me 
we would make some trips to places like the Grand Canyon, 
Las Vegas, and do some interesting and fun things. George 
reminded me that I’d always talked of visiting Yellowstone 
National Park. This is true, but it is more true to say that I had 
a fixation with the cartoon character Yogi Bear. I even forced 
George to go to a costume party dressed as Yogi. I went as 
Cindy, Yogi’s girlfriend. Of course, Yogi lives in Jellystone 
National Park, but it is kind of true that I wanted to see 

Yellowstone. George was really into the outdoors. He said we 
would go camping. I said, “Great! What kind of camper do you 
have?” He paused and told me in a very earnest voice that real 
camping is done in tents. You cannot enjoy the beauty of 
nature from inside a camper. I am always up for an adventure, 
so I said tent camping sounded exciting. I even managed to 
sound enthusiastic when I said it. 

Now, I am not much of an outdoors type of person. Don’t 
get me wrong, I do like the outdoors. I like wildflowers and 
scenery. I like to look at birds and wildlife. I just haven’t had 
much experience with nature in the rough. My parents did all of 
their camping in a fully loaded Winnebago, and my 
grandparents’ idea of roughing it was their luxurious vacation 
cabin in the North Carolina Mountains. We went to scenic 
places like Blowing Rock, Grandfather Mountain, Cades Cove, 
etc. but in motorized vehicles. There was not much roughing it. 
I didn’t see much wildlife either; at least that was actually ‘in 
the wild’. There was, however, a wildlife rehabilitation center 
close to my grandparents’ cabin. They had a bear exhibit 
which featured Mildred the Bear. She had been injured and 
was unable to survive in the wild so they kept her there on a 
more or less permanent basis. Mildred had a cub and had 
adopted two orphan cubs. Every day at 10:00 and 2:00 Mildred 
was let into her outside pen to visit with her adoring public. I 
was her most ardent fan that summer. Mildred had been 
training to sit on her haunches and allow the cubs to nurse 
from her. This was the bear family’s ‘big act’ every afternoon. It 
was not a quiet process either; bears like to make a happy 
motorboat noise when they are pleased. You could also feed 
Mildred and the Cubs through little trays inserted into the glass 
partition that separated the bears from the humans. I loved 
doing this and spent a large amount of my eight-year old 
allowance feeding Mildred and her kids that summer. 

After school was out, I bought a ticket to Arizona and left 
for my big western adventure. After meeting George’s 
extended family and enjoying two weeks with them, it was time 
for our trip to Yellowstone. George had a really great vehicle 
for camping. It was a classic International Travel-All. This was 
a sort of forerunner to the Bronco and Dodge Ram Charger 
truck. International also makes semi-trucks. So you can 
imagine what this thing looked like. It was a monster! George 
packed a lot of stuff in it. He drove all night and by the time I 
woke up the next morning we were in the Rocky Mountains. 
When you are from a low elevation area like Florida, and you 
go to an elevation that is high, you can sometimes feel light-
headed and act a little spacey for a few days. I’m not claiming 
that as a defense, mind you, I’m just mentioning it. We 
checked into one of the campgrounds marked primitive 
camping. Of course, that gave me pause, but I was still up for 
any adventure. In Yellowstone, there are many signs warning 
you not to feel the wildlife and specifically signs that say, “Do 
Not Feed the Bears.” I promise you, I did read those signs. 
George even gave me a lecture about not feeding any wildlife. 

After the tent was set up, George said it was time for my 
first surprise. He had planned for us to take an afternoon hike 
in a wildflower meadow. As previously mentioned, I love 
wildflowers. In particular, I love bluebells. George promised 
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that we would see a lot of wildflowers on our hike, plus birds, 
deer, and some interesting scenery. We drove to the hiking 
trail shortly after a lunch of sandwiches and fruit. He was right; 
the beauty that surrounded us stunned me. We climbed into 
the old International and George opened the ice chest and got 
out some cold juices and passed me a loaf of banana bread 
his mom had baked for us. We sat there for a few minutes with 
the radio playing ‘Wild Horses,’ holding hands and watching 
the late afternoon sky. After a minute, I realized that George 
had drifted off. I glanced over at him and he looked so very 
peaceful and relaxed. That is when I spied them. 

 
 
 
There were two bears entering the parking lot. They didn’t 

look very large. In fact, they looked like thin small bears. I don’t 
know, maybe I was sending out some sort of weird bear 
welcome vibe, but the bears immediately headed over to the 
truck. They nosed around for a bit. Don’t ask me why I did this 
next thing. I was thinking about Mildred and how much fun I 
had feeding her and the cubs with bear chow. I was thinking, 
“How great is this?” I am sitting with my boyfriend George and 
now two nice bears are right outside the truck! I opened the 
tiny triangular window on my side and threw out some banana 
bread. Apparently bears can’t see really well, but they have 
terrific noses. Those cute bears rushed over to the car and 
gobbled all the pieces of bread I’d thrown out. I started to throw 
out some more and one of those bears rose up on his hind 
legs and nibbled it right off my fingertips! Bears have a rough 
tongue that tickles you and he was making the happy 
motorboat noise. Of course that absolutely thrilled me. George 
was still asleep, so I spent a few minutes feeding the bears, 
who were sort of shoving each other aside to get at the sweet 
treat. Then I ran out of bread. I thought once I closed the 
window the bears would snuffle around a bit and figure out 
there wasn’t any more and then they would leave. The bears 
did not believe there were no more treats. 

Do you know what those bears did next? One stayed by 
the window with his paws pressed against it and started to 
make little noises. And they weren’t happy motorboat noises. 
The other bear tried to climb on the front of the truck.  These 
were hooligan bears! I opened the map compartment in front of 

me and saw an air horn, the kind that comes in a can. I figured 
I’d give a little toot out the window and scare the bears off. I 
opened the window and depressed the top. Do you know that 
when you set one of those off in a car it is much louder than it 
would be if you set one off on say a boat on open water? What 
I mean is that it was really loud. George yelled and woke up 
only to be met by the staring eyes of a bear that had managed 
to get up on the hood of his truck. He looked at me and 
through the passenger window at the retreating end of one of 
the bears I’d managed to frighten. Of course, I had the guiltiest 
expression on my face when George looked at my lap and the 
empty aluminum foil that had once held banana bread. He 
looked at me incredulously and said, “Catherine, were you 
feeding the bears?” 

In prison there are also many bears. People will come to 
your cell looking for a cup of coffee, a spoon of sugar, a ramen 
soup. At first giving them what they ‘need’ may seem 
harmless. However, if you give a bear something they will 
come back for more. Pretty soon they will be showing up at 
your door every day and many times a day. Do you have an 
envelope? A stamp? A candy bar? Shampoo? Soap? A chili? 
Some Vienna Sausages? A few pieces of candy? It is always 
just one item or a few small items. You know, nothing seems 
like too much. Before you know it, other bears are attracted 
and pretty soon you have a never-ending parade. A bear will 
never leave you alone. Of course bears never give anything 
back, they only forage each day and get as full as possible. 
Then they retreat to their den for a long nap on a full stomach. 
The best advice I ever got and the best advice I can ever give 
to anyone is do not feed the bears! 
  
Friendly Advice  
By: Wen-Dell Quenzell Caldwell  

Always base your knowledge on facts. Always verify the 
information you receive. Questions lead to answers. Research 
leads to facts. Think once before you speak and twice before 
you act. Honor the “Golden Rule,” and the good you do will 
bounce back. 

The title of a great song is, “don’t worry, be happy!” We 
have to choose to be happy. Exercise and free your body of 
stress. Read a good book and free your mind of worries. Make 
time for the ones you love and free your heart of loneliness. Do 
not take anyone for granted. Love is not measured by time, 
time is measured by love. Laugh a little, love a lot.  

Manage your time wisely. You manage time by planning 
events. Beware of anger. The word anger is just one letter 
short of danger. Do not receive nor repeat gossip. Do not 
speak without knowledge. The careless words of one minute 
can cost one to lose a lifetime friend. 

Be optimistic and be free of anxieties. Be enthusiastic and 
be free from perplexities. Be virtuous and be free from fear. All 
words should be based upon virtue. All deeds should be based 
upon noble intensions. Practice observation before 
association. Choose wise friends and don’t allow fools to 
choose you. A wise individual can change. A fool will remain 
the same. Emulate wise people. When you see those who are 

John Julian Galvez 



wise, learn from them. When you see people acting like fools, 
examine your own character. 

Integrity is your best offence. Honesty is your best 
defense. Dignity is your best asset. Honesty is the best of 
virtues. Be proactive, not reactive. Be objective, not subjective. 
Be positive, not negative. Never waste valuable time or mental 
energy on negativity. Our greatest enemies are, ignorance, 
arrogance, anger, aggression, immorality, vanity, envy, 
jealousy, enmity, lying, greed and indifference. 

Practice humility. Do not let wealth, power, or material 
things corrupt you. “Practice what you preach.” The more you 
learn, the more you are obligated to teach. Guard your mind 
from evil. Keep your eyes from evil entertainment. Keep your 
ears free from slander and gossip. More importantly, do not 
commit any evil deeds. The decisions you make and the 
actions you take, will dictate the lifestyle you are going to lead. 
Think constructive, not destructive. The best way to abolish a 
negative thought is to replace it with a positive thought. Keep a 
positive attitude.  

Don’t make excuses, make improvements. Don’t point a 
finger, lend a hand.  

      It’s easier to spread love than hatred 
      It’s easier to forgive than to hold a grudge 
      It’s easier to smile than to frown 
      It’s easier to look up than to look down 
      It’s easier to compliment than to criticize 
      It’s easier to be content than to covet 
      It’s easier not to gamble than to lose a bet 
      It’s easier not to commit crimes than to pay for them 
Anger causes people to become ill. Hatred causes people 

to kill. Love alone has the power to heal. Change your 
thoughts and you change your mind. Change your mind and 
you change your heart. Change your heart and you change 
your life. Remember, “You are what you think!” Think like a 
wise person and you will be treated as a wise person. Think 
like a food and you will be treated like a fool. This lesson is 
complete. Now it’s time for school. 

Running Away 
 
By: John Wilson  

A very good friend of mine once told me something I’ll 
never forget: “You can run from yourself in the dayroom, but 
there’s no room to run in the cell.” He was right.  Alone in the 
cell, your true self begins to surface.  It’s a self that we don’t 
care to reveal to the people out in the dayroom; for fear that 
they’ll try to take advantage of you. In the cell, we can face our 
inmost secrets.  We can wrestle with our demons.  We can 
acknowledge our fears, or we can feed our addictions.   We 
can give voice to our joys and our sorrows.  We can pray.  We 
can go mad; we can become sane. It’s often very easy to see 
the character traits that mark someone who is running away 
from himself, and someone who isn’t.  Some people have the 
courage to face themselves and some people don’t.  Some 
people don’t find the courage to do so until they run out of 
room to run.  

At times I feel as if I were two men: the man I am and the 
man I ought to be.  The split started the day I committed a 
crime and was locked up for it.  With each day that passes, I 
can make one of two choices.  I can take a step toward the 
man I ought to be, or I can continue running away.  Each day 
that I fail to live in accordance with the moral and ethical 
teachings I have chosen, with my highest ideal, that day I ran 
away. The man I ought to be can put aside all the masks worn 
by the man I am, and can be totally honest with himself and 
others.  He doesn’t have to play roles.  He doesn’t have to be 
anything but himself. Before I can become the man I ought to 
be, I have to know that the man thoroughly.  Then I must take 
every action as a chance to walk from the man I am to the man 
I ought to be. The ability, the right, to become who we ought to 
be is mankind’s greatest treasure, and like all treasures it has 
been carefully guarded.  This treasure is so rich and awe-
inspiring that many fear to approach it; they end up running 
away.  There is a harmony that naturally exists within us that 
can be discovered at any time by anyone.  The more we 
interfere with this natural balance, the further away the person 
we ought to be retreats into the distance.  

All I can do as I live my life is to try to walk in the footsteps 
of the man I ought to be and hope that, one day, I will look 
around and discover that I am in harmony with myself and in 
balance with my world.  I hope to find that the man I am has 
quit running away and has become the man I ought to be.  

 
By: Matthew Fox 
In my words I write with my blood the desire to 

communicate while inside is more than just simple loneliness: 
it is the scream from a man buried alive.  

Many prisoners sever themselves from the world outside 
this coffin, and I feel sympathy for these men and women.  
Because as the lid creeps shut, it’s not the judges, lawyers, or 
citizens pushing it, but the prisoner pulling from within.  

Trapped inside this tomb, I too, almost closed shut the 
door.  What’s tempting about this abandoning is the disposal of 
all responsibilities.  There is no one to have a guilty conscience 
about.  And everyone that wasn’t there when you needed them 

“Missouri” 
Rusty Mann 



the most, when they come crawling back, you don’t have to 
worry or dread them any longer.  

But as a sliver of light escaped my lair, I pulled back the 
lid.  Instead of wallowing in a pit of despair, I pulled up pen and 
paper.  

Daily journaling became my source of oxygen, of relief 
from frustration and loneliness.  

No prison guard can take away your thoughts.  They are 
immortal.  We can live and we can survive with this.  

And although the world I’ve forgotten may not want to hear 
me; that means very little.  

I don’t expect them to.  I have my own expectations now.  
 
By: William Thomas  
In my life, growing up as a young child I learned that it was 
easier to run away from your problems than to deal with them 
as they arose. One of the easiest ways to do this was to leave 
behind a false image of a façade. This was learned from my 
parents when they lived one way, and acted another way 
around others. When using the false image/façade I could hide 
and suppress my problems from others and even my past 
deviant behaviors from others to allow myself to continue in 
them. I even learned later on that if I played the victim role, 
things I did wrong or problems I created were forgotten and 
people looked the other way. This made it possible to continue 
to create more victims of sexual abuse.  

As a young child of 8 years old, I was sexually abused by 
my neighbor. That took place in the summer. To hide and run 
away from this I stuffed it, hid it, and pretended it really wasn’t 
happening. I also started abusing girls my age, and even 
young female children later on. And also started becoming a 
peeping tom on a 17 year old neighbor girl that I had a crush 
on. Even at home, my parents were physically, mentally and 
emotionally abusive to each other on a daily basis. To run 
away from this I would make myself believe it wasn’t that 
serious, or deny there were problems at home.  

It wasn’t until I was a teenager at 13-14 years old, after 
being in state’s custody that I would run away from foster 
homes and other programs if I didn’t like it or felt trapped or 
confined. I would run away. This behavior even continued 
when I returned to live with my mom for a short time, and felt 
trapped, controlled, and confined, so running away relieved 
these feelings while gone. Running away made feel free, I 
could make my own choices, and now I can’t live my life freely. 
This behavior has been part of my life for 30 years, and still in 
one way or another I’m still running away today.  
 

 
I Was Running 
By: Corey Sloan  

You know that line from Forrest Gump where he was 
sitting on the bench with the old woman and says… 

“I was running.” 
Remember how it cuts to the montage of running across 

the country Gump’s teen times then is somewhere in the south 
east he just stops and says:  

“I’m pretty tired…I think I will go home now” 

How appropriate is that for life? 
Look how many people ran behind him without knowing 

whom they were following. Fools following a fool and not 
knowing why.  

So I got to thinking: I’ve always prided myself on the fact 
that I’ve never ran away or backed down from a fight in my life. 
Yeah I have said that countless times and people, in my loud 
voice, how foolish was it? How stupid is that? And I was proud 
of that! Woe is the mind of a fool in his pride and with age 
comes wisdom and though I am 26 I spent 10 years in prison.  

I’ve never ran from a fight but then I was without a 
question running from what? Glad you asked… 

I ran from commitment, from responsibility, from reality. I 
ran from all things reasonable and logic. I ran from truth from 
my own potential, from productivity and positivity. I ran from 
normal healthy people. I ran from all things called life…  

I’ve yet to stand up to life because it is in my belief that life 
and I just don’t get along and I don’t know why because I’ve 
always ran from it. I’ve run because I am a fool. Rather than 
chasing freedom I have fought over principles for pride, which 
is all a man has here.  It is foolish. However, “I am pretty tired I 
think I will go home now…” I get out of the box in 26 days if I 
start running from fights and start backing down, if I start 
running to freedom I could be at home this time next year. 
That’s what I plan to do, run from conflict and fights but one 
thing I won’t be called again is stupid and cave this time I’m 
going home. I’ve run 26 years and I’m pretty tired. The only 
place I’m running to is home… 
 

 

 
“Running Away – from self.” 
By: Bryan J. Bell  

My attempts to escape persecution came to an abrupt 
halt. Not persecution in the sense of a presiding judge 
sentencing me to confinement in the Texas Department of 
Corrections, but the annoyance of the inner self constantly 
reminding me of my faults. No longer would I with ease be able 
to evade my guilt, my conscience and the acknowledging that 
it was all due to my decisions and actions that I was at this 
place. Prison would serve as a “time out.” Being placed in ad 
seg would enhance this “time out” because of the even smaller 
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amount of distractions (e.g. TV, dominos, rec yard) than what 
are privileged in general population. Elusive no more, there 
would be no more running away. 

I was placed on time out (prison) – taken out of the game 
because of the mass amount of technicalities (felonies) that I 
had accumulated. Angered, was forced to watch the game of 
life from the bench (cell) and not participate. A bundle of 
emotions, I was frustrated, nauseated, sad, and confused all at 
the same time. My first thoughts were “this is not fair!” “I need 
to get back in the game ASAP. To hell with everyone, I’ll play 
this game and live my life as I see fit!” In the beginning I never 
considered, in its essence, what led to my being benched. Yes, 
I was aware of the crimes I had committed, but I had always 
felt that my commencement of these crimes was based on my 
being a product of my environment, acting out according to 
what is expected of one’s surroundings. 

I would point a finger in every direction, at everyone and 
every situation that had arisen to place the culpability 
elsewhere than where it belonged – with self. “My parents 
couldn’t afford name-brand clothes so I sold dope because I 
wanted to have the same attire as the kids at school” was just 
one of my excuses. “I beat that guy up real bad for calling me 
out because that’s just how it goes in my hood. And I robbed 
that young lady at the ATM because I couldn’t find a job. Only 
on the surface, but not at the core had I ever been curious of 
my past behavior or of knowing “why” I had acted the way I 
had. Though now, sitting on the bench, in a cell surrounded by 
concrete walls, steel bars, barbwire fence, and having only my 
thoughts to entertain myself I am compelled to reflect on and 
analyze myself. 

Turning toward self, no longer able to run away from my 
conscience, I began to examine my future, present, but mainly 
my past. Through my assessment I began to realize the 
patterns of rebellion set on from an early age. I became aware 
that my actions were derived from the immaturity that 
adolescents strive with on their journey in life from childhood to 
adulthood. My selling dope was not a necessity. My parents 
were not rich but with the philanthropic aid of my family 
members, sufficient clothing was obtained. It was my wanting 
to “fit in” with the other kids at school and with the guys on the 
block, and be a part of the scene by wearing all the name 
brand clothing that motivated me to sell my first crack rock. It 
was my “insecurity,” not knowing and being unsure how I felt 
and seeing myself that angered me so, to strike at anyone that 
would make any small jest towards my character or 
appearance. It was my lack of “self-discipline” that kept me 
from doing my homework and getting the good grades that I 
surely would have had I not been so concerned with the 
streets and fast girls. And it was my being extremely “selfish” 
that drove me to rob that young lady and not take into 
consideration that she worked for her money and has a family 
and bills to tend to, as to my only looking for a quick come up. 
It wasn’t that I could find a job – I didn’t want to work! My, my, 
my, how selfish and ignorant I was! 

These revelations continued to invade my thoughts, 
gaining strength in their conviction as my comprehension that, 
my being placed on the time out was all due to my erred logic. 

Faced with these facts, not able to deflect the truth any longer, 
not able to run away from my conscience and refusing to 
sedate myself with the many psychotic drugs that so many 
inmates succumb to in order to escape guilt, I had to finally 
accept fault. The blame lies with me. It was I. It was I that 
made these decisions and it was I that took those actions. It 
was I that put myself here. 

I suppose that we have all ran from ourselves, all the while 
our inner voice pleading that we come to terms that, if we want 
to get back in the game and remain in the game, we must stop 
running away.  Instead, turn toward self, seeking out our flaws 
and make changes that are needed. Adhering to Socrates’ 
advice to “know thyself” you’ll know in advance “why” you do 
as you do. And in knowing “why” you’ll save yourself much 
time, heartache, anger, shame, and trouble. Solomon wrote in 
Ecclesiastics 1:16 “I communed with my own heart,” I 
encourage you to do so. Consult with self and heed to diligent 
self-examination. Look at yourself as objectively and honestly 
as possible. The game must first be won within. 

  
Temptation 
 
“Temptation or The Ramblings of an Inspired Idiot (You 
Decide)”   
By: Stacey E. Townsend  

So, here I sit in Iowa Park, TX at 12:45 PM on a Saturday; 
drinking my first cup of coffee of the day and reading my 
Prisoner Express Newsletter for the fall of 2012, which I just 
received yesterday, 12-28-12. I have been involved in this 
program for quite some time and have often been TEMPTED 
to write on a theme; but never have. Why today? It may be the 
fact that I love a challenge and getting this little snippet of 
prose from here to there by 1-1-13 will definitely be a 
challenge. It also may be that I just want to write. The truth of 
the matter is I really don’t know: as I was reading my 
newsletter (I always read every single word – is that being 
thorough or do I have OCD?), I came upon the “Upcoming 
Theme Topics” for the first eight months of 2013. I saw that 
“TEMPTATION” was at the top of the list and a whole slew 
(can there be a partial slew?) of TEMPTATIONS came to 
mind. If I wrote them all down I would be writing for a very long 
time (maybe forever); so I’ll just share a few. I read the word, 
TEMPTATION, and I was TEMPTED to write. Mr. Gary 
received a letter from an inmate years ago and was TEMPTED 
to engage that individual in the printed word, which is how and 
why, I am able to indulge my TEMPTATION to write today. As I 
write, I have been TEMPTED to veer off point and into other 
topics of prose and have resisted (for the most part). I just 
finished my coffee and am now being TEMPTED to build 
another one… and now I’m back with a brand new cup of 

cell and TEMPTED me to make a bet on a football game – I 
resisted. Now, I am TEMPTED to start listing all the avenues of 
TEMPTATION available to me in this “controlled” environment 
but I won’t because the list would be too long. Let’s see what 
the Third Edition of The American Heritage Dictionary has to 
say about TEMPTATION: 
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Michael David Russell 

Tempt (tempt) v. 1) To try to get (someone) to do wrong, 
esp. by a promise of a reward. 2) To be attractive to. 3) To risk 
provoking. 4) To incline or dispose. –temptation n. –tempter n. 

I see that TEMPTATION can be bad (see 1 above) or 
good (see 2 or 4 above). To me, TEMPTATION is really just 
the opportunity to make a choice. We can make a good choice 
or a bad choice. Sometimes the only choices we have are bad; 
other times only good. Most of the time our options are not just 
good or bad, black or white; but gray – good and bad. I feel like 
I’m rambling so let me close with this: 

With TEMPTATION come choices, decisions, and – 
ultimately – responsibility. Sometimes we must choose to 
ignore the TEMPTATION because all the options are bad. 
When we choose to indulge in our TEMPTATIONS then we 
must be careful to make the right choices. There is one thing 
for certain and this certainty is what I’ll end with: 

      TEMPTATION IS EVERYWHERE ALL THE TIME. 
  
“Dead Boy Dream”  
By: Jeff West  

I woke from a dream of dead boys calling to me, calling 
out of the darkness, and as I struggled to clear the cobwebs of 
sleep their rage and hunger echoed in my head. I wanted to 
roll over and doze the morning away, roll over and ignore the 
call, and I could have, seeing as Pa hadn’t come back yet, but 
I couldn’t ignore the dream. I got up and walked out to the elm 
tree. I come out here every morning, dream or not, ever since 
that one morning a while back. How far back I’m not sure. 
Things have changed and I’m not too good with time these 
days. But I am sure I got up early and wandered out to the tree 
before Pa got to it. Ever since then I’ve made damn good and 
sure to look around before Pa got up in the morning, though 
that’s not as hard as it sounds, on account of Pa being so fond 
of his bottle and all. It’s kind of funny because Pa 
would usually start drinking during supper and like 
as not he’d grab his Bible and start hurling hellfire 
and damnation around, the kerosene lamp glinting 
off the gilt Bible pages, the bottle, his eyes, 
preaching against the evils of drink or every 
other sin and temptation found in the bible 
and some I was sure he’d make up. It’s 
also funny how folks always seem to 
preach loudest against whatever 
temptation they themselves have fallen 
to. But it don’t bother me much when 
Pa does it though because his drinking 
keeps him from noticing much, like he’s 
walking around half asleep all the time, 
and that suits me just fine. That’s why I 
get out to the elm tree every morning, 
because sometimes coyotes or dogs will dig 
the ground and if Pa ever saw, why, it might 
just wake him up. I surely didn’t want that. No 
telling what might happen then. 

The morning of the dead boy dream something had been 
digging holes, scattering dirt and stuff all over. I put everything 
back, filled in the holes, and tidied things up so it looked 

undisturbed. I got some meat scraps, laced some poison on 
them, scattered them around the tree, though I was pretty sure 
it was a waste of time. It looked like coyote work to me, and 
coyotes are pretty smart. A dog will gobble up darn near 
anything, but there ain’t no coyote stupid enough to eat poison. 

Pa had been gone for a few days but I never thought he’d 
not come back. If he found I’d been shirking my chores when 
he did get back I’d be feeling the hard side of his hand. Later 
that day I was in the garden chopping weeds. I was in the 
greens and doing a particular job because they were Pa’s 
favorite, though I never touched them myself. Too bitter for my 
tastes. Something caught my eye. A cloud of dusts a ways 
away on the main road, making its way toward the farm. It was 
coming from town, or at least from where Pa said town was. I 
don’t know for sure because I’ve never been. Our driveway ran 
a half-mile or so to the main road and then you went left to 
town or you went right to go I don’t know where. I never been 
down that way, either, though I reckon there’s not much down 
that way on account of we hardly see any cars go by, either 
way. That dust cloud most likely was Pa. Pretty soon I saw a 
pickup with a camper, homemade from scrap lumber and ugly 
as sin. That was Pa. He called into the farmyard and gave me 
a big smile and a hug. Got a big surprise for you, he said, 
walking to the back of the camper. He unlocked the door and 
an eight/nine year-old climbed out. This here is your little 
brother, said Pa. 

Well, he made it like it was a big surprise, but it wasn’t. I 
grew up in an orphanage, until I was nine, when Pa came for 
me. I know firsthand how folks are when they’re big and you’re 
little, and forgotten. And Pa’s done a lot of preaching and 
reading from the Bible. Maybe it is the only book worth 
reading, but what I mostly learned from it is folks have been 
giving in to temptation and doing each other dirt from the very 

beginning and there wasn’t any reason to 
believe folks are any better behaved these days 
than they were back then, and that includes Pa. 

It ticked me off how he thought I was dumb as 
him, how he thought I couldn’t even see 

the pieces much less put them 
together, how he thought he was slick 

with all his talk of a little brother. 
Hadn’t I come home the same 
way, rising locked up in the back 
of that crappy camper? Like I 
couldn’t see it coming. Big 
surprise. Right. 

Pa took the big surprise to his 
room and told me to get some 

supper ready and to put something 
nice on so we could have a special 

night together. I got a chicken roasting 
with some potatoes and carrots, and I 

gathered some fresh greens. After I got 
everything going I took a bath and then looked at 

my dresses, trying to decide.  I like to wear panties but I like 
going bare, too. Either way is okay with me. I didn’t wear any 
shoes, either, because Pa says I have pretty feet, and no 



make-up because Pa says I’m plenty pretty without it. I like 
going barefoot anyways. The only other things I did were to 
brush my hair and put it into a ponytail with a green ribbon that 
matched my dress. Later I thought it strange I went through the 
trouble and that I enjoyed it, considering what I knew to be on 
Pa’s mind and what was on mine, but I don’t often get to dress 
up and feel pretty, and like Pa said, it would be a special night. 

When Pa picked me up from the orphanage and brought 
me to the farm I was happy to have a home and running away 
never crossed my mind. Pa locked me in my room anyway, 
just to be sure, and I knew the big surprise would go through 
the same thing so I fixed him a plate and put it in the oven to 
keep warm. I called Pa to supper, dished up the food, and we 
ate. We talked about this and that. Pa started drinking. We 
finished and starting clearing the table, scraping dishes, 
running dishwater. Pa was watching me move around, 
watching my body move around under my dress, and I was 
enjoying the attention. He shifted around in his seat, plucking 
at the front of his britches, finally calling me over. I stood in 
front of him and he lifted my dress up, staring for a while 
before letting it fall. You’re getting some hair down there, he 
said. You ain’t a boy no more, he said, picking up his bottle. He 
drank and slammed the bottle. You ain’t no boy, you’re a man, 
he screamed, and the Bible says lying with a man is an 
abomination and here you are twitching your ass around my 
kitchen trying to lead me into temptation. He drank again but 
instead of slamming the bottle on the table he slammed it 
upside my head. I was on the floor trying to watch him but my 
eyes were all wonky and whatever he was yelling at me 
boomed and echoed in my head so I didn’t follow it too well, 
something about the Bible not saying anything about boys but 
men were a sin and how something was always leading a man 
into temptation, how I was just like Eve leading Adam into sin 
but not this time because he was going to do unto me what 
Adam should have done to Eve, and he stood up and pulled a 
knife. I didn’t follow his words too good but I understood that 
blade plenty good and I pissed myself. But then he dropped it 
and sat down, a funny look on his face. He put a hand to his 
stomach and his middle hitched, like he was trying to throw up, 
and he twitched again, and something nasty trickled down his 
chin. He wiped it, looked at his hand, looked at me, and then 
he keeled over and crashed to the floor. He lay there, looking 
at me, making noises. Maybe he was trying to tell me 
something, or maybe he was begging for help, or maybe he 
was just trying to scream. I don’t know. I do know he sounded 
like a gore-crow getting the life choked out of it. I wanted to tell 
him he was the stupid one, not me, how he wasn’t no smarter 
than a coy-dog, and I wanted to tell him where his Bible got it 
wrong, that the dead do know something, that they know 
they’re dead and they know how to dream, and I wanted him to 
know he’d be joining his dead boys, keeping them company 
and sharing their dreams under the elm tree. I wanted to tell 
him all that and more but in the end I just kept quiet. He was 
busy dying and I let him do it. He took his time and he did it 
hard. I guess those greens disagreed with him something 
powerful. Me, I never did like greens. I never touched them. 
Too bitter. 

While I dug a grave for the man I thought about me, the 
big surprise, the farm, what to do next. Well, this was my 
home. I didn’t want to leave and I was pretty sure the big 
surprise didn’t want to go back to whatever orphanage he had 
come from, so it was obvious. When I finished the grave I got 
the plate from the oven and gave the big surprise his supper. 
We got to talking and he told me his name was Sammy. I told 
him to call me Pa. 
 
By: Walter Hart 
This was the fourth weekend in a row I was allowed by my 
parents to go and stay with my Grandfather.  I was ten years 
old and loved sports, so my mother wondered openly why I 
would forfeit my weekends of backyard pick- up basketball 
games with my friends, to go and spend time with her father.  
Yes, he lived alone and his home was located far away from 
my neighborhood, but little did my mother know, I had a job.  
Not a job where I would clock in and get a check every two 
weeks, but instead I worked for my grandfather, it was our 
secret.  He ran a gambling house, fondly called a “Bookiejoint” 
and he would take bets on sporting events and also bets on 
horse racing.  He also had a blackjack table and a crap table in 
the backroom of a storefront office that was disguised as a 
janitorial service.  

In the small front office was a couple of buffers, brooms, 
mops, and buckets.  Also, different cleaning products and lively 
posters of wild animals and nature scenes on the walls.  But 
once you walked through thin doors, you stepped into a mini- 
casino, with gambling tables in full bloom, drinks being served 
and sporting events on different T.V’s being viewed by 
patrons.  Every hour or so, a slim toothless man who sported a 
bald head and always wore a hat would holler, “Food Run”, 
and would walk around writing down orders for one of the 4 
fast food restaurants in the immediate vicinity.  There was a 
fried chicken restaurant, a hamburger stand, a Mexican 
restaurant, and a barbecue place.  His name was “spider” and 
if you looked at his skeletal- like frame and bug- eyes, it was 
easy to see why.  He would always “keep the change” and get 
$1 and $2 tips, but he was very dependable and a mainstay of 
the illegal gambling establishment.  So, what was my job you 
ask?  Well, I kept four decks of playing cards, and four pair of 
dice in my pockets.  I also carried a large family pack of juicy 
fruit chewing gum in my pocket; the pack of gum would be 
stuck in the freezer over night to get it nice and frozen.  Then 
my grandfather would take his blue ink pen and write every 
single bet on the hardened gum.  Then he would re-foil the 
sticks of gum, put them back in the jumbo family pack and stick 
it in my pocket.  Pairs of dice would also be traded on 
occasions and I had strict orders that if the police came 
knocking on the door, I was to chew the gum with the bets on 
them.  My pay was $20 every Sunday from my grandfather 
when he dropped me off at home.  But I also received $1 tips 
when someone would win, I would find change in the couches, 
I could get whatever I wanted to eat, I was able to spend 
valuable time with my granddad who is now deceased, and 
learn the ins and outs of a bookie joint.  Plus, all of the old 
timers loved me; they said I was a good luck charm.  So, a 
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couple of times a day my grandfather would give me a bag of 
money, usually in a “Golden Bird Chicken” bag, a “McDonald’s” 
bag or, you get the picture…  I would leave with the bag and 
run full speed two blocks to my grandfathers house, let myself 
in, put the bag in his room, then go back to the bookie joint. 

I never knew or asked how much money was in those 
bags and never did I open or go in the bags.  I was a 
trustworthy boy who loved my 
grandfather...But…on this fourth 
weekend, the stacks had changed, we 
were going to Disneyland the following 
weekend, so that meant a new pair of 
sneakers, a new outfit, and spending 
money.  I had already saved about 80 
bucks, plus I would get this week’s pay, 
plus tips, then I could get $20 from my 
mom, so I wasn’t on easy street, but still 
had more than enough to have a nice 
time.  But, that age old villain “temptation” 
eased into my thoughts…  And as I 
hurried to my grandfather’s house with the 
McDonald’s bag of money, I stepped into 
the front door, closed it, locked it, and as 
my heart thumped like a 15’’ woofer, I dug into the bag, pulled 
out a $50 bill, the first one I ever owned, stuffed it into my front 
pocket, closed the bag, put it in the bottom drawer in the 
nightstand next to my grandfathers bed, then hurried back to 
my job.  Of course I felt guilty, of course I felt bad, but I 
rationalized it by saying my grandfather would never miss it 
and I would never do it again…  

Well, that night after we came home for the evening, I was 
in the kitchen frying scrambled eggs and bacon around 10 pm, 
something I had never done or ever could do at home, like I 
said I was only 10 years old.  Then I heard my grandfather’s 
voice, “Hey Buck, come talk to me when you finish with those 
eggs, I need to talk to you.”  I thought nothing of it.  The $50 
bill was now secreted in the bottom of my shoe, I had about $7 
in my front pocket, we were in for the night, and it couldn’t 
have been too serious.  So, I finished my food, put it on a 
plate, then hurried in to his bedroom to find out what he 
wanted or needed before I ate my meal...As soon as I stepped 
into his room and saw a white sheet laid over his comforter, 
and a bunch of money spread out over the sheet, and the 
empty McDonald’s bag folded up and sitting on the nightstand, 
my heart began to pound.  He looked me square in the eyes 
and kindly asked, “You didn’t open this bag did you?”  He 
looked over the money, rechecking once again.  He held 
approximately 7 or 8 fifty-dollar bills in his hand.  I gave him my 
most sincere face and shook my head “no”.  Inside, I wondered 
how in the hell did he know that sum of money was missing.  
And why was he holding the fifties?  I had never seen him 
count the money before at the bookie joint.  He usually waited 
until he got home at night.  So how did he know?  He said 
“Fifty dollars is missing, maybe you should recheck your 
pockets and look in the living room and see if you see it,” he 
was giving me a way out and I felt terrible.  I was 
embarrassed.  I had stolen from my best friend, my 

grandfather, and he had caught me.  I would not be able to 
come back; I would be fired, and would never be trusted 
again.  Tears welled up in my eyes as I agreed to go and 
check.  I walked into the living room, sat down on the couch, 
kicked off my shoe, and removed the 50-dollar bill.  My food 
sat there getting cold, but I was no longer hungry.  I slowly 
walked back into his bedroom with tears streaming down my 

face, I handed him the money, “I’m 
sorry granddaddy, I needed it for 
Disneyland, I never took none before, 
I’m sorry granddaddy, I’ll get my stuff 
so you can take me home.”  He 
started laughing, “Take you home, 
what I’m gonna take you home for?  
We got work in the morning boy, you 
are still my main man, you can have 
the money, what you need $50 for 
Disneyland?”  He handed me one of 
the 50’s out of his hand, which I 
reluctantly took.  He continued, “Fifty 
dollars don’t mean nothing to me.  It 
isn’t about the money; I just needed 
this fifty-dollar bill because a young girl 

had written   So out of all the money 
of my Grandfather’s that I had handled honorably, the one time 
that temptation invaded my thought process.  I took the one bill 
that he knew was there… It has a phone number on it that was 
a big lesson for me, and I never stole another quarter from my 
grandfather as long as he lived… He was truly my best friend.   
 
By: Henry Haro  

From the time that we emerge from our mother’s womb, 
we are greeted by a world that ignited our sense, welcoming 
us to indulge in the fruits of our imagination, which bombards 
our innate impulses- thus we come face- to face with the fires 
of temptation.   

The nature of the earth is neutral.  It has no underlying 
scheme or intention other than to offer up its resource that in 
turn feed our creative tendencies.  And it’s these tendencies 
that urge us to create what we experience and the actions that 
manifest which influence further impulse to create subsequent 
experiences, including all the accompanying actions.   

We are taught from a young age that temptation is the 
devil’s tool.  And that giving into temptation will lead to hell.  
Whether you believe in this type of stuff is a matter of personal 
preference, but as a metaphor it serves as a cautionary tool 
that informs us of the negative impact of action on impulsive 
tendencies without the benefit of reflection and weighing in the 
consequences. 

Temptation is an innate psychological tendency that is 
inclusive to all human beings, yet, in and of itself, isn’t 
necessarily destructive.  Temptations are problems when they 
become obsessions and if or when acted upon the action 
negatively impact oneself, someone else or something else.  

No doubt we’ve all given into temptation time and again.  
When we are young our temptations are simple, such as 
goodies, delicious drinks, or toys.  Temptations produce 

R. Whitaker 



negative tendencies when we give in to our impulses and go 
against what we’ve been told are bad actions.  Then you add 
“peers” and “dares” in the equation… and this could explain 
where behavior issues and getting into mischief begin.  
However, just because we raise hell when we’re young doesn’t 
automatically mean that this behavior will continue to plague 
us into adulthood and beyond; most people do grow out of 
particular behaviors. The thing is that those once so simple 
and innocuous temptations set us up for patterns of 
succumbing to future temptations that are much more 
sophisticated and have greater implications.  

Say we start running with peers that embrace the so-
called barrio/gang lifestyle.  Our temptation to be part of the 
crew instigates behaviors that tend more toward this lifestyle.  
And as the tendencies become more habituated, our impulses 
to act gather strength and become impulsive tendencies that 
no longer entertain the option of no.  The mind says: “Do what 
has to be done.”  That’s one type of destructive outcome of 
temptation.   

Then there are other types of temptations:  Sensual 
temptations; temptation to become top dog in business, e.g. 
bankers ambitions to rake in the big bucks without 
consideration or caring for the impact it has on those who 
brought into their schemes- like wall street fiasco; temptation to 
give into hardship and adversity that causes one to close 
themselves off from the world which could produce a slew of 
psychological hang ups: etc.  Moreover, there is the temptation 
towards benefitting others and conditions that strengthen 
tendencies to do good by one’s life.   

Temptations are basically neutral until one chooses to act 
on them… then it comes down to one’s intention and 
motivation for taking action, which at the end of the day, 
determines whether the action is good or bad.  Reflection 
allows us the opportunity to evaluate out life based on the 
behaviors of the past in order to understand the root causes of 
actions that produced negative outcomes- and if we are smart, 
make some serious changes. 

In a society where consumerism, materialism, celebrity 
worship, greed and inflated self-image have high jacked 
parental discretion and direction (thus culture and family 
values), political leadership, sense of posterity, practicality and 
all around good sense…it’s time that parents reassess their 
example and direction and get back to calling the shots and 
implementing those good old fashion family values and set the 
direction that will inform that children and instill in them a 
strong sense of self- worth and purpose.  And included in this 
discipline should be a discussion of the nature of temptation 
and how strong an influence it could be if gone unchecked.  A 
thorough explanation can make a big difference in the life of a 
child, especially when armed with the savvy on how to deal 
with the juggernaut of temptation. 

Temptation is what it is, it has no agenda.  It’s our human 
impulse for satisfaction that influences our choices and 
actions.  Self- discipline through self- knowledge is the means 
to assuage temptation.  Even then the struggle is difficult. 

The ancient sages really did know what they were talking 
about when they proclaimed that “A true warrior’s battle is not 

with the enemy without… the battle is with the enemy within—
the inner demons of the mind that plague the soul. 
 
Picture Themes 

For some of you, a word cue can inspire writing. Others of 
us are more visual, so harking back to the quote, “a picture is 
worth a thousand words”, we also offer picture cues to help 
open your creative door. So much about the prison experience 
is about taking away one’s power and control. These projects 
are meant to reassert your control over something you still 
own. Your mind and your words are yours to do with as you 
will.  You have the ability to touch, inspire, educate and 
comfort others through the stories and thoughts you share. 
Again we will post your submissions on the website so others 
not in prison can read your writing as well. Think also of the 
enjoyment you will get when a complete packet of all the 
writing on a particular theme is sent to you. Let your 
imagination or your experiences guide you and have fun! 

So with that said, I will unveil the pictures for this cycle, 
following them with samples of writing we received based on 
last cycle’s pictures. 
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By: Robert Auker 

Some people at twilight go to the cemetery and take a 
picture. Photographic evidence appears as orbs above graves 
or tombstones. Apparitions also have appeared in 
photographs. 

Uncle Albert seated on a park bench, had just barely 
passed the physical, to fight in WW1. I, physically fit at twenty, 
passed alongside my mates. Father was rejected, due to age. 

“Bloody nonsense,” he said upon entering the flat. 
Announced he purchased two bicycles, one for himself, one for 
me. “We’ll ride in the park, when you return,” he said as Uncle 
Albert and I walked down the sidewalk to report for war.  

Cold rainy dampness of trenches, more of seeing 
wounded and dead soldiers affected me.  

Uncle Albert was sent to the hospital. Seven weeks later 
he was discharged and sent home. I was not so lucky. I had 
also contracted influenza, but never made it to the hospital. 
Father was notified of the death of his only son, me. Uncle 
Albert with his brush with death is one of the few amongst the 
living whom can see us. 

Now, captured in this photograph, father wearing an 
English cap, on the right riding his bike. I, tilting my top hat to 
the photographer, as I rode my bicycle alongside my Father, 
while Uncle Albert looks at me, not surprised of my presence. 

Sadly, more people died during WWI from influenza, than 
from being shot.  
 
“True Me” 
By: Curtis Colvin 

We were the three stooges and the three amigos rolled up 
into one.  Friends for life, well I thought.  I met Johnny and 
Benny working at the mill.  We were all on the same production 
line.  We made sure the logs fed into the planer just right.  It 
was a dangerous job, one that I lost my left leg to when a log 
was thrown back out after it jammed.  I used part of that same 
log to make myself a peg leg. 

But something must have happened while I lay there and 
bled out.  I remember Benny and Johnny kneeling over me 
with sad faces and tears coming out, then nothing.  I don’t 

remember 
waking up.  The 
next thing I 
knew I was 
back with my 
buddies 
working hard 
shoving logs 
into the planer’s 
mouth. 

They told 
me old lady Mitchem came from the second floor, where she 
worked on the glue vats, and stopped my bleeding, all the 
while mumbling strange words.  She pressed a jewel on my 
forehead, which disappeared.  Told Johnny and Benny to 
make me a log.  Then she herself disappeared.  Didn’t even 
bother to pick up her last paycheck. 

About 3 mo. later me, Benny and Johnny went to a fair 
and had a great time - even took a picture of us 3 together.  I 
came back the next day to pick up the photo and was I 
surprised to find that the picture really showed the “true me.” 
 

 
 
To Jump or Not to Jump 
By: Curtis Colvin 

That’s really the question. Should I end it all, or stand firm 
and bite the bullet? I’m not suicidal or crazy. I’m not depressed 
or high. I’m just firm in my belief that it might be my time to go. 

You see I have cancer. I knew it was going to happen. 
Both of my parents died from it. I’m just surprised it took so 
long to catch up with me. I’ve seen the pain, humiliation, and 
distress my folks went through. The operations, therapy, and 
chemicals pumped throughout their bodies. The medical bills 
they left behind ate everything they ever cared for. So why 
should I follow their path?  

I’m married with a boy and two girls. Why should I have 
them go through what I was tortured with when I was young? 
Yes I have great insurance at this time. It might even cover 
everything. But do I want to go through all this? That’s the 
question. Nobody knows about my condition as of yet. So the 
life insurance I have had for the past 10 years will off my loved 
ones pretty good. With $500,000, they should be taken care of. 

So the question remains…”To Jump or Not to Jump.” It 
would be nice if someone gave me a push. 

Shawn 
 O’Connor 



The Missing Twin Towers 
By: J. Logan Diez a.k.a. the “Pen Dragon” 

I used to stand on the Brooklyn Bridge and gaze across at 
the contrast between the Empire State Building and the Twin 
Towers of the World Trade Center. The elaborately styled 
architecture of the Empire State and antiquated punctuation 
mark to the astute aestheticism of the Twin Towers. The 
terrorists made their ideological statement on 9/11 and the 
Twin Towers ceased to exist; so when I stood on that bridge in 
October 2001, and gazed across at the absence of the missing 
towers, a million things went through my mind in a matter of 
seconds. 

Strangely, anger was not prominent amongst my feelings 
and thoughts. I find it hard to feel anger at ideological zealots 
whose minds have been programmed to suicidal insanity by 
other ideological zealots whose minds have been twisted from 
birth by corrupted teachings of some ancient prophet. I am a 
realist with enough intelligence to recognize present-day 
Islamic terrorists are no different from past-day Christians who 
used genocide and murder and war to force their religion upon 
others. So it is difficult to feel anger. 

Probably the first thing I felt and though that day was utter 
disgust, disgust at a species that, while proclaiming how 
civilized they are, and how righteous and holy their personal 
religion is, are behaving like heathens and animals in their use 
of violence and bloodshed to achieve their goals! One would 
think a civilized and righteous/holy people would have the 
intelligence and spiritual maturity to find other ways to advance 
their causes and achieve their goals? 

Then the missing Twin Towers reminded me of other 
unseen hinges in America. Children missing from families; 
Honor and integrity missing from government; justice and 
equality missing from the courts; truth missing from the 
religious teachings in today’s churches; but probably 
compassion missing from today’s apathetic, self-centered, 
materialistic societies is the central thing, because, from this all 
the rest has risen. It’s like a huge gap in the skyline of the soul 
of the nation, in chasing after the all-mighty dollar, we allowed 
the rock of what we really were to crumble and leave a pile of 
shifting sand that gives us no moral foundation. 

Then the view reminded me of the lies our government 
feeds us to steal away more and more of our liberty and 
freedom. It’s hard to put any faith in what the government says 
anymore once former President George W. Bush and Bill 
Clinton and Richard Nixon were exposed blatantly lying to the 
Congress and the people about Iraq’s (non-existent) weapons 
of mass destruction, sec with interns, and Watergate! But there 
are other lies we’re being fed that most people do not seem to 
see-like those missing towers, there are vacuums that just 
strike me as not right. 

For example, Homeland Security and the Patriot Act, we 
are told by stripping Americans of a lot of our liberties, and 
passing more oppressive laws, and increasing Police State 
powers, our government has and is keeping us safe from 
outside/foreign terrorists. There’s a huge hole in that though, 
because at the same time, government tells us there are 12-
20million illegal aliens living in the USA that no one in 

government or law enforcement even knows where they are, 
who they are, or where they actually came from. How then, 
can Homeland Security and giving up all our liberties be 
keeping us safe, when there are 12-20 million total strangers 
living in America that no one in government can account for? 
So, either they are lying about the whole illegal alien issue? 
(And I haven’t even touched on the illegal drug trade- if 
someone can smuggle several hundred tons of cocaine and 
heroin into the country every year, how hard could it be to 
smuggle in explosives, terrorists, and weapons) So, we have 
to ask ourselves, “what’s missing here- what have we not been 
told?” 

The missing Twin Towers aren’t so much about terrorism 
and national security as they are about how the US has been 
dealing with others—about how America has been so foolishly 
vain as to believe our way of life, government, religion, and 
perspective is better than anyone else’s (when, in truth, it is 
really not that perfect and has plenty of room for improvement). 

Homeland security and the Patriot Act hasn’t kept 
Americans any safer than we were the morning of 9/11, 
because the simple truth is that if foreign terrorists really 
wanted to hit us again, there is not one thing Homeland 
Security could do to stop them when our borders are as open 
as the Great Plains! What has kept us safe is the fact the 
terrorists don’t really want to hit us again. Osama Bin Laden 
(hence Al Qaeda) had a personal beef with the US government 
because our military bombed his little mercenary training 
camps, so he used his personal riches to finance the 9/11 
attack (just as he warned he would if the US didn’t stop 
bombing his camps). There is no other terrorist group or leader 
with a personal grudge against the US, so they don’t want to 
attack us. That is the only reason there has not been another 
9/11! The so-called terrorists that have been caught since 9/11 
are only lowers and want-to-be’s who acted on their own, they 
failed and got caught because they were missing the strength 
and planning and financing of/from any organized terrorist 
group. They were common criminals. 

The missing Twin Towers of Honor and Integrity- that’s 
what I really see as I gaze across the river of life from the 
bridge between Heaven and Earth. 

How we perceive our nation depends on how clear our 
view is. Are our eyes clouded by the societal fog of self-
importance and the political pollution of propaganda and 
national self-righteousness? If so, then we are not seeing 
clearly. We aren’t seeing all the dirt, garbage, and smelling the 
stench—we just see the skyline looking so grand in the 
sunlight from a distance. Nonetheless, there’s that big, glaring 
gap where those Twin Towers once stood—not so much what 
we see, but what we don’t see any more. 
 
The Old Man and the City  
By: Phillip J. Marberry 

A man stands on an observation platform on a bridge 
overlooking the city. As he stands there, he thinks about his 
life. The jobs that he has performed, his service in the Army, 
his dead wife, their family and the city he lived in his whole life. 
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He has seen the city grow, expand out and upwards and grow 
worse. Still he loves the city and loves living here. 

“I’ve lived a good life” the man thinks “served my country 
well, worked hard all my life, loved only one woman, and 
raised a good family. My work as a steel worker helped to grow 
this city. When I was young, the tallest building was only fifteen 
stories. Now they are sixty to a hundred. Once there were 
barely a million people here, now it’s pushing 8 and a quarter 
million.” 

As a cold north wind blows past, the man draws his long 
coat tighter around himself. “My, these old bones sure get 
colder, easier” he says to himself. “As a boy, I’d run down the 
street, through the snow and not even need my coat. Now I 
won’t step outside without my coat and hat.” 

On the river, a ship passes by, blowing its air horn. “Yes, 
that too, has grown. The harbor has grown to accommodate 
more and bigger ships. Trade grew with it, and the city in turn. 
That meant that I always had lots of work to do. My family was 
never hungry, thank the Lord. Three sons, two daughters, 
twelve grandchildren, with two more on the way, and three 
great-grand-children now. Lord, you have surely blessed me”, 
he prays. “But oh, how I miss my Beatty.” 

“Dad showed me how to be a man and how to care for a 
family, but not how to get old” he laughs, “But I can forgive him 
for that. It’s a lesson I’ve enjoyed learning. Forty-five years of 
marriage, a large family, two kids serving their country, and 
one grandchild, more friends than I can count, and I think that 
ill live to see a hundred. Well, at least ninety-five. I still feel 
good, hearts still stressing. At least I can still chase the 
grandkids.” 

He turns to look behind him at the sound of “Grandpa.” He 
knows the voice well, he’s been waiting for her. He bends 
down and scoops up his granddaughter, “Sasha, I’m glad that 
you made it.” His daughter walks up, pregnant with her next 
child and pushing a stroller says, “Dad, its good to see you. 
How have you been?” 

Before he can answer, little Sasha asks, “Grandpa, did 
you really build all of that?” She points toward the city. “No,” he 
says, “I only built half of it. I had some help on the rest of it.” 

Sasha then 
asks, as her 
grandfather’s face 
takes a thoughtful 
expression, 
“Grampa, what were 
you doing just now?” 
Waving away his 
daughter’s 
questioning look, he 
answers, “I was 
thinking, thinking 
back over a long, 
happy, and good 
life” as he smiles 
down at her. 

 
 
By: Tony Lee Bumgardner  

The picture triggers a sense of “lost for words to say to a 
woman”. I reckon we all have stumbled when it comes to 
coming up with what we want to say to a woman. I know in my 
life I have regretted not saying what I should have said to a few 
women, and in other cases I have said way too much. I have 
been training myself to speak more openly, but I still have that 
shyness that has been with me for so long. I hope to find that 
special woman in the future and when I do, I can pray that I 
have the gift of the gab, so to speak, in order to win her over. 
So first of all, pull your hat off and then speak your mind about 
how you feel about the gal you are wanting to express your 
feelings to. Don’t hold back, cause you just might be able to 
get a lil’ closer with a lil’ more talking.  
 
By: Walter Rice  

The theme that was provided for September is titled: “Acts 
of Kindness” I’m going to start by explaining my beliefs on how 
all things come together. The primary idea is the essential 
oneness of all beings. Life is everywhere throughout the 
cosmos because it all originates from the same unknowable 
divine source. 

Everything is alive and evolving exhibiting this 
fundamental oneness of cosmic and planetary realities. Karma, 
the universal law of cause and effect, which acts everywhere 
to restore harmony that allows us to learn from always meeting 
the results of our choices.  

Because of my beliefs in universal oneness this picture of 
a man and a woman standing in the middle of the elements, 
with clouds appearing to be thick and low making the day dark 
and gloomy with high winds that felt as if they went through the 
bones to the core of their soul. That’s when the man looks over 
to the woman shaking from being on the open plain and offers 
his overcoat… 

Or was it while in a rush to search for a lost animal the 
woman forgot to bring a coat and the man took off his overcoat 
and gave it to the woman. By the man giving his coat to the 
lady, he exhibited the fundamental oneness, altruism (unselfish 
regard for the welfare of others) and compassion (concern for 
the troubles of another). 

Mark Pellicone 



Leroy Sodorff 

 
 Because all are essentially one, for this is the 
fundamental law of the cosmos, and our aspiration should be 
selflessness and the Idea to put the welfare of humanity and all 
that lives, thus showing Act of Kindness. 
 

 
 
You are beautiful no matter what they say! 
By: Latrellaney Francis  

How do we define the word beautiful? Is it something that 
is pleasing to the eyes? I mean, when you think about it, is it 
really her hips, butt and thighs… 

When you look in the mirror, tell me, what do you see? 
Because it’s not the outer skin that defines your beauty…in all 
A-C-T-U-A-L-I-T-Y…your beauty is how your heart looks. Even 
though a heart does not have a face. It’s how you treat others 
with love, kindness, and grace… 

We all have made mistakes, so this prison uniform does 
not define who you are. Some of the most beautiful people are 
in prison, while the real monsters lurk afar. Why are we so 
quick to point the finger when two fingers are pointed back our 
way…think about that for a second. I’m pretty sure you don’t 
have anything to say. You are beautiful no matter what they 
say. It doesn’t matter if you’re a newborn baby or 65 with hair 
turning gray… 

You’re always going to be judged, but stay positive, with a 
beautiful spirit in determination you’re destined to win…At first 
if you don’t succeed, you could always pick yourself up and try 
again…ugly are the ones that act like their shit don’t stink. 

They turn their nose up on people, but soon enough their ship 
is going to sink…God is too wise to ever make a mistake. 
We all are beautiful in our own very special way.  Believe in 
God with all your heart. We are beyond beautiful not matter 
what they say. Words can tare you down, but God will build 
you back up each and every way…so next time you her people 
talking about you, remember: you are beautiful no matter what 
they say… 
 
By: Tony Lee Bumgardner 

In my book, “beauty” is in the eyes of the beholder.  What I 
may see as beautiful may not seem at all that way to someone 
else.  The statement is “you are beautiful no matter what 'they' 
say.”  I have learned in my life if someone is downing another 
person, it’s usually because they see something in the other 
person that they see in their self.  I myself don't have any use 
for people who speak badly towards others. I myself am into 
what a person is on the inside.  I feel our outer looks are meant 
to be the way they are, but you can be whatever kind of person 
you want.  Ugliness comes more out of people’s mouths than it 
is by appearances.  One thing you will never hear someone 
say is, that’s an ugly sunrise, or that’s an ugly sunset.  But if 
you listen to the negative things in life you are not going to be 
a very happy person.  The best thing to do about what “they” 
say if it is ugly, just know that they are ugly on the inside and 
what you are on the inside is what truly counts.  To me all 
people are beautiful until something they do or say is what 
makes them ugly.  Me, I am beautiful and proud to be a person 
who claims to be. 

 

 
The Girl Who Mr. Patel Met 
By: Carlos Trinidad 

Mr. Indra Patel, a prosperous man, from a prosperous city, 
awoke that morning all in a sweat, gasping for breath, chest 
tight. After several agonizing minutes, the pain passed and Mr. 
Patel lay in bed with his wife quietly snoring beside him, 
panting and catching his breath. 



Shaken by the incident, but not wanting to alarm his 
family, Mr. Patel went about his morning as if nothing was 
amiss. He had his usual breakfast: four cups of strong Indian 
tea, one fried egg on a toasted crumpet, and a small slice of 
sweet green melon. After seeing his three children off to 
school, reading his morning paper, and kissing his wife, he left 
for work. 

Now, Mr. Patel was an important man in an important 
legal firm in the city. Although he made a great deal of money, 
he was well known for being miserly (as well as short 
tempered). So Mr. Patel took the train into the city and walked 
to his office each day. Today was only slightly different in that 
his breathing was labored and his chest ached terribly, placing 
him in more sour sorts than usual. 

While waiting for the train, a man approached Mr. Patel 
seeking spare change, as he was slightly short of fare. Mr. 
Patel wasted no time in dressing the man down thoroughly, 
using very strong language, on the need to be prepared in life 
and on not being a burden to others, and he steadfastly 
refused to give the man even a single shilling. 

After boarding, a rather rotund, elderly woman in clogs 
managed to step on Mr. Patel’s handmade, soft leather shoes, 
without so much as a pardon, sir; leaving a dark scowl on Mr. 
Patel’s face. At the very next opportunity, Mr. Patel, a might 
vindictive, under the pretext of the train’s rather shaky 
maneuvering, jostled the woman so roughly as to knock her 
down! At which point Mr. Patel ignored the scene as others 
helped the woman to her feet, and offered not so much as a 
pardon, madam. 

The rest of the morning proceeded thus, with Mr. Patel 
being exceedingly more snappish than the norm, so that the 
other solicitors of the firm made haste to avoid him. Coming on 
midday, Mr. Patel finally could not ignore the pain in his chest 
any longer and, face red with exertion, he huffed and puffed 
his way to see his physician; however, several blocks 
remaining to walk (for he was far too niggardly to spend a few 
quid on a cab), Mr. Patel found he had to stop to catch his 
breath next to a busy square. 

Sitting on the steps of an office building, not ten paces 
away, was a young girl of working age wearing a shabby 
flannel workman’s shirt, sleeves rolled up, faded blue jeans, 
grimy sneakers, and what appeared to be a large, baggy, 
stocking cap on her head, beige in color. In her left hand she 
held a cylinder container of soapy substance, and in her right 
hand a small looped wand that she dipped in the container. As 
Mr. Patel watched, the girl took a deep breath and blew 
through the loop of the wand, unleashing a long showering of 
bubbles. 

And smiled. 
Seething with disgust, Mr. Patel stalked past the girl 

without acknowledging her antics. 
Mr. Patel was a busy man in a busy world, and there was 

little that angered him more than to see idle people wasting 
time, for Mr. Patel had worked hard his whole life in order to 
amass a certain amount of wealth; he never took vacations, 
and often worked late. Seldom did Mr. Patel sleep more than 
four hours per night, so as not to waste a single minute 

unproductively. To Mr. Patel, idle, unproductive people were a 
loathsome bunch indeed; a drain on society, wasting their lives 
away on frivolous things, they should be in jail, the lot of them. 

Having reached his destination and been examined, Mr. 
Patel was dismayed to be told that he needed to slow down 
and take some time off. He was told he needed more exercise 
to ease his stress, or surely he would have a heart attack, and 
possibly die. He was advised to work less, exercise more, 
have fun, laugh, and maybe take a vacation. 

Nonsense, thought Mr. Patel, determining to seek out a 
second opinion forthwith, as his current physician was 
obviously spouting quackery. And so, Mr. Patel carried on as 
usual. 

After several days, with no easing of the chest pain, Mr. 
Patel decided that it might not be so bad to get a little exercise, 
and since he usually worked through his lunch hour, he would 
use it for a bit of walking instead. And he did. Indeed, after 
several days of steady walking, the pain in his chest began to 
ease. He needed fewer rests, was breathing deeper… And 
there she was again! 

The damnable girl was sitting in the same place as last he 
saw her, wearing the same clothes, and blowing the same 
bloody bubbles! This was far too much for Mr. Patel’s 
sensibilities to take, so, indignantly, he stormed up to the girl, 
none too kindly. 

“Here now! What is the meaning of this?” he demanded. 
“Sir?” she replied. 
“What are you doing?” 
“Blowing bubbles, sir,” she smiled. 
“I can bloody well see you’re blowing bubbles,” said Mr. 

Patel, near apoplexy now, “what I want to know is, why?” 
“Oh, I like it, sir.” 
To this Mr. Patel couldn’t respond. Instead he spent 

several minutes haranguing the girl on why she should find 
employ and stop being a drain on society, all while she listened 
patiently. When he was quite finished, and near out of breath, 
she said, 

“Oh, I have a fine employment, sir.” 
“If you are employed,” said Mr. Patel, “why are you here 

blowing these damnable bubbles?” 
“Oh, I labor part-time only, sir.” 
“Then what do you do the rest of the time?” inquired Mr. 

Patel, curious despite himself. 
Here she smiled. “I blow bubbles, sir.” 
Red-faced, Mr. Patel spun on his heel and stormed away. 
The next day, on his noon walk, Mr. Patel couldn’t resist 

the urge to sidle by the spot where he saw the girl before. And 
there she was again, almost exactly as he’d left her. 

“Tell me,” he started in, without so much as a how-do, 
“why don’t you seek out a full-time position somewhere so that 
at least you can buy some decent garments?” He couldn’t help 
but look upon her attire with disdain. 

“Oh, no, sir,” she replied between blowing clouds of 
bubbles, “I’ve no desire to labor more. My employ keeps me 
fed, housed, and clothed; and that’s enough for me.” 

Mr. Patel was taken aback. 



“Bu-but,” he stammered, “don’t you want more for 
yourself?” 

“More, sir?” 
“More money! More… things!” he exclaimed. 
“And do you have much money and things, sir?” 
“Of course,” he said, swelling with pride, “I work hard!” 

And Mr. Patel went on to tell her what manner of fancy things 
he’s able to provide his family, etcetera, etcetera. 

“You seem to work a great deal, sir.” 
“That’s how you attain wealth!” he snapped. 
“And happiness, sir?” 
“What?” 
“Is your family happy, do you think, with you working all 

the time?” the girl asked. 
“Well…” 
“Do you spend much time with them?” 
“I don’t really have time…” he fell silent and disconcerted. 
“Perhaps you should try working to live, sir, instead of 

living to work.” 
Mr. Patel walked away, deep in thought, leaving the girl to 

blow her bubbles. 
Mr. Patel spent a restless night that evening, thinking on 

how he had led his life heretofore; the things his physician and 
said and what that damned shabby girl had said. By the 
morning, he’d made up his mind. 

Upon entering the office, he went straightaway to request 
a long, much needed, and well-earned vacation. His request 
was immediately granted. 

At noon he took his usual walk, but this time he purposely 
sought out the girl at her usual post. And there she was, 
releasing a torrent of bubbles. 

Mr. Patel marched to the girl and said, “I’ve decided!” 
“Decided, sir? 

 “I’ve decided to take my family on a nice long 
vacation, and in the future, not to work so hard, so that I can 
spend some time enjoying life with those I live.” 

“Oh, now that sounds a life worth living, sir!” 
“I may even take up a hobby. Any suggestions?” 
Here she smiled. The girl handed Mr. Patel her wand and 

container of soapy substance, stood and walked away. 
Rendered speechless, he watched her go. Looking at the 

instruments he held, 
Mr. Patel removed 
his jacket, loosened 
his tie, sat on the 
steps, took a deep 
breath, and blew a 
long stream of 
shimmering bubbles.  
And smiled. 
 

 
 
“Painful Reflection” 
By: Kyle Triplett 

The image of my sister looking for our mom to come home 
will forever be seared in my mind. It still haunts me to this day. 
Why my mom, of everyone that walked into that convenience 
store? 

The day began like every other Monday. My dad got up at 
four-thirty, got dressed, and then drank two cups of coffee, 
while smoking a cigarette. When he finished, it was five ‘till 
five. Before leaving the house for an hour-long drive to work, 
he gives mom a kiss and tells her that he loves her. Mom tells 
him to be careful, as he heads out the door. Rain was falling 
like cats and dogs outside. To make matters worse, the fog 
was so thick; it made the road even more treacherous. 

At around seven o’clock, mom woke my sister and me to 
get ready for school. Of course, I was the last one to roll out of 
bed, like every morning. My sister was taking her time getting 
ready in the bathroom, so I beat on the door and yelled for her 
to hurry up. I still had to take a bath, brush my teeth and get 
dressed. After I was finished, I ran into the kitchen and 
grabbed a pack of pop-tarts, to eat on the way to school. 

Mom came into the living room, purse in one hand, while 
trying to put her earrings in with the other. She tells us to go 
get into the van. My sister and I head out into the rain, while 
mom locks up the house and joins us in the van. After a short 
drive, we finally arrive at the school’s drop off. As a parting 
ritual, my sister and I get a hug and a kiss from our mom, as 
we exchange “I love you”s! 

While at school, the day goes by uneventfully. When 
school is over, my sister and I both attend an after-school 
program, when not attending our normal extracurricular 
activities. I play football and baseball, while my sister plays 
basketball and softball. 

At quarter ‘till six, my mom is uncharacteristically late, so 
the program director lets me use the phone to call her. She 
never picks us up later than five-thirty, when the program is 
over. My first call is to the house. My dad picks up on the 
second ring and is dumbfounded when he hears that my sister 
and I have yet to be picked up. I let him talk to the director, and 
he informs her that he will be there shortly to pick us up. Not 
five minutes pass, and I see Dad’s old, rugged car pull up. I tell 

Armando  
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the director thanks before sprinting out the door, with my sister 
in tow. 

Upon arriving at the house, I see that we have visitors 
parked in the driveway. We are alarmed to see that it is two 
police cruisers. We all get out of the car and head into the 
house. My dad motions for the two police officers to follow us 
into the house because of the rain. Once inside, Dad tells me 
to get my sister and go play in the room, and to shut the door. 

Of course being the snoopy boy I am, I put my ear against 
the door to pry into what is being said in the living room. It was 
then that I learned my mom had been shot, and died at the 
scene. I turn away from the door in disbelief, and then I tell my 
sister what I had just heard. She was standing by the window, 
trying to process what I had just told her. She turns and stares 
out the window on that rainy day, and it is then that I see the 
tears start rolling down her cheeks. That night, my sister and I 
both cried ourselves to sleep, while laying in the comfort of our 
father’s arms. 

It was some time later, when the accused murderer went 
to trial, that I finally learned the details of my mother’s death. 
My mom was standing in the checkout line of a convenience 
store while it was being robbed. A man came out of the 
restroom and startled the robber. He panicked, and in that 
split-second, shot and killed our mom. 

Afterwards, the murderer begged for forgiveness, but my 
tears had since dried up, inside I only wanted to seek 
vengeance, If I knew it would have erased the image of my 
sister crying and the pain I felt, maybe, just maybe, I could 
have forgiven him. 

The murderer will never know how I feel now, years later. 
After being found guilty, he took his own life that very night. 
The guards recall finding him hanging in his cell with a bible at 
his feet. Was justice served, did I get my vengeance? Oddly 
enough, it wasn’t until I heard the news of what happened to 
the murderer, that I was ready to forgive. Even though I have 
since forgiven, I have never been able to shake the image of 
my sister, staring out the window on that dreadful day. 

 
Final Notes 

There is always so much to share, and so much left 
unsaid in each newsletter. PE continues to grow and mature, 
aided by your letters and requests, informing us as to what 
types of programming best serves you. If you are a first time 

reader, than I wish to once again welcome you and ask for 
your advice and counsel on how to best create meaningful 
programming. Please remember, though it is difficult for us to 
send back individual responses, we read all your letters and 
we care about what you have to say. 

Summer in Ithaca, NY means quieter times as ½ the 
population in the city are students who leave for other locales.  
There are lots of parks, swimming, free outdoor concerts, and 
family barbeques ahead.  I hope to go camping for a week with 
my family, but we have yet to agree on a spot. As I mentioned I 
have my hands in the dirt, as often as I can get away to my 
country land. Even though I sleep in town, and am mostly 
there, I keep my balance by believing I still live in the country 
and am only traveling through town for awhile. Perhaps a 
similar metaphor can help you while locked up. It is a place 
you are visiting and not where you live. Even if your there for a 
long time, perhaps there is a place inside of you, that you can 
call home. Let me know how we can help you find your “home” 
while you are locked away.  I’m sure you remember 
that even us folks in the free world struggle and suffer, and that 
while it is more acute for those locked up, we are all trying to 
make peace with and understand the fleeting experience of 
life. As hard as it is, I always see life as a gift and an 
opportunity to learn more about myself and creation. The older 
I get the more I know, and the more I know the more I see how 
clueless I am about what life really is. Go figure! I love 
experience, yet experience teaches me I have no clue.  

I hope some of the programs offered in this cycle interest 
you. It is our pleasure to serve you in this regard. You are not 
alone, and the staff and volunteers at Prisoner Express wish 
the best for you. I hope you will use some of the outlets we 
provide to allow your creative juices to flow. You can turn your 
feelings of isolation and alienation upside down and inside out 
by writing about it. It is easy to give into the crushing weight of 
incarceration, and we hope instead you can take a more 
courageous path of exploring and sharing your thoughts about 
your life and the times we live in, and in that way be involved 
and contribute to the world and culture we all share.  

Please consider sharing your art for our annul art show. It 
is another window to your worlds that we share with the folks in 
our community. 

Blessings on us all, 
Gary
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REGISTRATION FORM 

Please Note: If you received this 
newsletter, you are on our mailing list for 
2012/13 This form or a letter  should be 
returned in a timely manner to make 
sure we receive it before this cycle’s 
packets are sent—to receive books 
you must send either 8 stamps or 
$3.50 to cover the cost of postage. If 
you don't want to cut up your newsletter, 
you may copy the sections of the 
registration form regarding the programs 
you want to join on a separate piece of 
paper. 

 I give the Alternatives Library 
permission to post my personal profile, 
writings and artwork on the web using 
the following guidelines: 

A. [  ] Use my name on my 
artwork, and my other writings. 

B. [  ] Use my name on my 
artwork, but not on my other writings. 

C. [  ] Do not use my name on my 
writings or artwork, but you may use any 
of my work and post it as anonymous. 

D. [  ] Do not use my name or any 
of my writings in your program. 

Remember-if we do not here 
from you within 6 months you 
will be dropped from the PE 
active mailing list. Please be 
sure to write at least once to let 
us know you want to stay active 
in PE. If you join any program 
your membership is 
automatically activated. 

 
 

PRISONER EXPRESS 
DURLAND ALTERNATIVES LIBRARY 
127 Anabel Taylor Hall 
Ithaca, NY 14853-1001 
alt-lib@cornell.edu 
www.prisonerexpress.org 

Programs – Please check the box of 
each program in which you wish to 
participate. Carefully read the 
requirements of each program before 
signing up. 
 
 
  [   ] Expedited Book Mailings – You 
must send a $3.50 or 8 stamps. List 
types of books you want, and we will 
make best match with our existing 
collection of books. 
 
 
   [  ] Poetry Project – Please send me 
the next Prisoner Express Poetry 
Anthology Vol. 11. I understand that to 
receive the anthology I have to 
submit a poem for consideration in 
the anthology. 
 
 
 [   ] Poetry Writing Instruction and 
Practice – I am interested in honing my 
skills as a poet. Please send this packet 
of information and writing exercises  
 
 
  [  ] Journal Project – I will keep a 
Journal for a year, and share my entries 
with PE. Please send me a Journal 
Starter packet. 
 
 
  [  ] Math Studies – Please send me a 
packet combining logic, fun and puzzles 
that teaches some basic and advanced 
math skills  
 
 
  [   ] Book Club – I would like to read 
“Universal Kabbalah” and take part in a 
study & discussion group focused on the 
teachings in the book. Limited to 200 
participants. 
 
 
   [  ] Iroquois History and Culture 
Studies – Yes, sign me up for this 
packet about the Native American tribes.  
 
 
    [   ] Chess Club – Yes, I want to 
receive mailings on how to improve my 
chess game.  
 

 [  ] Project for Military Veterans – 
Please pass on my information to Jim so 
I can be included in the Veterans 
Reconciliation program and other 
programs geared towards vets. 
        
[  ] 2013/2014 Prisoner Express 
Newsletter – I wish to enroll for another 
year as a member of the Prisoner 
Express Program. 

You do not need to sign up for the 
Theme writing program, the Circle Art 
program or the kindness & violence 
project. By submitting your writings 
and art, you are automatically 
included on all future mailings 
regarding those individual projects. 

NAME: (PLEASE PRINT) 

________________________________ 

ADDRESS and ID # 

________________________________
________________________________
________________________________
_______________________________ 

SIGNATURE: 

________________________________ 

DATE: __________________________ 
 
Donations needed to keep this 
program going.  Please list names 
and address of anyone you think we 
could approach with a fundraising 
letter.  If you have more names than 
will fit in the allotted space below, 
please send names on a separate 
sheet of paper. 
 
NAME: (PLEASE PRINT) 
________________________________ 

 
ADDRESS 
________________________________
________________________________
________________________________
_______________________________ 
  
Your relationship to this person 
________________________________ 
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Prisoner Express promotes rehabilitation by providing information, 
education, and opportunities for creative self-expression to incarcerated 
individuals throughout the United States. 
 Subscriptions are free to prisoners.  All others: please contact 
Prisoner Express for rates.  All proceeds are used to fund programming. 

The Durland Alternatives Library, which funds Prisoner Express, is a 
project partner of the Center for Transformative Action. 
Additional support comes from the Cornell Public Service Center (PSC) 

and the Office of Academic Diversity Initiatives (OADI). 
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