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Texas Inmate Families 
Association 

announces parole 
packet workshop 

Staff Report 

T he Texas Inmate Families Association (TIFA) is pleased 
to announce a third Parole Packet Workshop to be held 
April 27 at the Eagles Nest Ministries of Conroe, 1450 
Blake Road in Conroe, Texas.  

"This workshop is for family members and friends who have loved 
ones in a Texas Department of Criminal Justice (TDCJ) unit and 
would like to learn more about the parole process and how to compile 
a parole packet," said Jennifer Erschabek, executive director of 
TIFA. Speakers will be from the Texas Board of Pardons and Paroles, 
including a member of the parole board, an institutional parole 
officer, a parole officer and also an ex-offender. These speakers will 
provide information and answer questions about the parole process.  

Comments about earlier workshops have been positive.  
"The past two workshops have been a wonderful success for 

everyone attending," Erschabek said.  
"I benefited much from the panel. This was such an awesome 

workshop and experience. The willingness [of the speakers] to be 
available for questions after the workshop was so appreciated. Thank 
you very much," said another TIFA mother.  

"It is organizations like yours [TIFA] that assist all of us in reaching 
our goal of assisting individuals in coming home and achieving 
success," said a parole board commissioner.  

TIFA will provide a packet that includes information about: 
- Good time, work time and flat time 
" Parole and mandatory supervision eligibility time frames 
- The parole timeline 
" The risk assessment instrument and the offender severity 

class 
- Voting options 
- Parole board, prison units and contact information 
" Helpful phone numbers and web sites 
- A sample parole packet.  
The workshop will be limited to the first 50 registrants, and 

participants do not have to be a TIFA member to attend.  
For more information and a registration form, family and friends 

can visit the TIFA web site at www.TIFA.org, call the Conroe TIFA 
chapter at 281-541-7192, or leave a message with TIFA at 512-371
0900.  

Another parole packet workshop is being planned for Ft. Worth in 
June.  

TIFA is a non-profit organization that works to break the cycle 
of crime by strengthening families through support, education and 
advocacy. 4

Crain Unit Riverside Campus Cognitive Intervention Program (CIP) 
graduates are W. Nolan, J. Moss, J. Tellez, H. Romo, S. Watkins, S. Crump, 
K. Bell, S. White, T. Willis, P. Stewart, J. Smalls, T. Nichols, S. McLaughlin, 
A. Cuellar, M. Honeycutt, D. Gaona, K. Christian and J. Carson.  
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The ECHO attempts to reflect 
positive offender values through 
the p)ublishing of material written 
by offenders. It's the desire of The 
ECHO that all offenders understand 
that they may submit articles, 
commentaries, letters to the editor, 
letters to Darby, short stories and 
recipes to The ECHO at any time.  
We need your submissions to 
produce The ECHO.  

An offender does not have to be 
a professional writer to submit as 
The ECHO will edit for clarity and 
effectiveness.

quests articles

It's important that offenders share 
their ideas with other offenders 
and The ECHO is a good way to 
accomplish this.  
Mail your submissions to: 

The ECHO 
P.O. Box 40 
Huntsville, TX 77342-0040 

Or, send by truck mail to: 
The ECHO 
WSD Admin Bldg.  
Wynne Unit 
Htuntsville, Texas
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Letter from
the editor: 

Reflections 

on change 
C hange... change is good! As I 

get older and older, change 
becomes more difficult 
for me. I like things to be 

organized, familiar - the same from 
day to day. I feel more secure when 
things remain the same and I can get 
into a nice "rut." I enjoy doing the 
same things, eating the same foods and 
going to the same places with the same 
people! What a great organized life I 
usually live.  

However, I had a very good friend, 
many years ago, tell me to remember 
that "nothing ever remains the same." 

Guess what? I cannot control as 
much of my life as I once thought I 
could. Things in my life started to 
change. Over the ears, my work 
environment has changed several 
times. My peer group has changed. I 
have lived in several different houses 
in several different locations. Friends 
have come and gone. Family members 
have passed away. Granted, some of 
the changes were my choice, but those 
choices had to be made.  

I have finally come to realize that 
change is good. Time marches on, 
things change, and we must be able 
to adapt along the way. I have come 
to understand I will enjoy life more 
if I am flexible and adaptable to the 
changes that come my way. Instead of 
staying in my same rut, change can be 
interesting and fun.  

Living within a penal institution 
definitely has challenges of its own 
for TDCJ offenders. Prison culture, 
the games people play, rules, policies 
and procedures all affect those who 
live in a prison. Along the way, we see 
things that won't change and maybe 
will never change, and that is okay.  
However, along the way we become 
part of some changes and that is good 
for us.  

More importantly for offenders 
released from TDCJ, the ability to 
change and adapt will be radically 
important to experiencing success 
in the free world. The amount of 
change required to reacclimate to 
the current society is relative to 
the amount of time served. For the 
released offender, many areas of 
change may be encountered, including 
living arrangements, location, friends, 
family, working environment, technical 
gadgets, automated improvements of 
the day, the internet, social media and 
more.  

Change is a part of normal life, so we 
need not fight it, but enjoy it for what 
it is. i.

To the editor, 

If you spend your life trying to 

please everyone else, you're never go

ing to be happy. My parents taught me 

a long time ago that you should only 

tell people what you can do and noth

ing beyond that and let your word be 

your bond. I don't sit there and lie to 

anybody telling them I'm going to do 

something when I know I'm not going 

to do it. I'm not going to sit there and 
tell you "yes" when I mean "no." I'm 

going to tell you "no." On the other 

side of that, sometimes people don't 

know how to take no for an answer.  

But you've got to stay firm. Don't be 

one of those people who try to please 

everybody else and are miserable be

cause of it. Your thoughts? 
Erika Dickerson 
Mountain View Unit 

To the reader, 

It sounds like you have gone through 

some difficult times, but I agree with you 
in theory. Your "yes " should be "yes, " 
andyour "no " should be "no. " The real 
idea is to think through what is right and 
wrong and the ramifications ofeach, 
before giving the answer Good luck.  

To the editor, 

When I first came across the phrase 
"emotional sobriety," I was confused 
because of everything this could mean 
- everyone has their opinion when it 
comes to the ability for one to change.  
How does a mechanic fix a car? How 
does a plumber fix a leak? They both 
must use tools, and offenders must also 
use tools in order to change, to find 
some peace of mind.  

Emotional sobriety is described 
as the ability to balance out your 
emotions. There has been a lot of 
research done on alcoholics and drug 
users, a category which includes 
many of us that are incarcerated. The 
idea is that when drug use started 
early in life, an individual's emotions 
stopped growing. This can cause many 
problems throughout life, because the 

only way you know how to handle 
emotions is to cover it up with drug/ 
alcohol use.  

Imagine that you are 14 years old 
when you take your first drink, and 
you finally let the bottle go for good 
when you are 35 years old and in

March 2013 

prison. You soon realize that life has 
passed you by - you have not grown 

emotionally and are unable to handle 
the everyday struggles of life. You 

no longer have the ability to cover up 

emotions with drug/alcohol abuse, 

and instead must develop new coping 

techniques and make sober decisions.  

People have trouble believing that 

one can change. It's up to us, the 
recovering addicts, to make a stand 

and break the cycle. If you are not 

willing to work on your emotional 

sobriety consider yourself stuck in the 

cycle of addictive abuse.  

Jody Smith 
Boyd Unit 

To the reader, 

I greatly appreciate your thoughts and 
ideas towards addiction. The longer a 
person relies on addictions, the longer 
they will be unable to handle the real 
issues of life, including wise decision
making. Thanks for your input and letter 
to The ECHO.  

To the editor, 

Just a couple of thoughts...  
I'm a man of many words who has led 
a novel life.  

Several years ago, after standing 
before a jury of my peers and hearing 

a single word, my jaw dropped and I 
got weak in the knees. But it took the 
utterance of a single sentence to really 

floor me. I was sent to a place teem
ing with parallel bars to "rehabilitate 
my walk." I did a long stretch hoping 

that someone would come forward and 

support me for the rest of "their" life.  
No one stepped up to lift a finger, so I 
decided to pull myself up, stand on my 

own two feet and put my best foot for
ward. My question to all those here in 
the same state, "Are you going to take 
the next step and shoulder your own 

responsibilities so that you can walk 

out of here upright or are you going to 
continue dragging your feet and be a 

burden to someone else?" 

Signed, 
A Whisper in the Wynne 

To the reader, 

We are all responsible .for our actions, 
who we are and what we do. Our way of 
life, our country, our judicial system all 
require that each person is responsible 
for himself/herself In some parts of lif, 
we are even responsible for others, such 
as our children or perhaps aging parents.  
That just the way life is meant to be.
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Dear Darby, 

Is it true that if you turn 70 years 
old in prison, you get an automatic 
time cut? I am 
69 years old and 
need to find a safe 
place to live. Please 
reply.  

Thank you kindly, 
Lourdes Fuerte 
Crain Unit

Dear Lourdes, 

I'm glad-you 

asked about this 

little known policy.  

I've been told that 

they process the

.t
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"Old School time cuts " right after 

they do the Christmas kick-outs and 

the two-week holiday furloughs. Of 

course, none of those things really 

happen. There are no senior citizen 

discounts in TDCJ, soy 'all have to do 

your time just like everyone else.  

Dear Darby, 

How ya doing Ol' Thang? I would 

like to say a few words to the ones that 

are coming into the system. The words 

would be "knowledge" and "wisdom".  

Whether you have a two year or a 

1,000 year sentence, take advantage 

of the education that Windham School 

District (WSD) offers. Your actions 

speak louder than words. Your actions 

are what you are! Respect for the 

ones in gray is a must. Smile; keep 

on going. There will be times that it 

may feel like things aren't working 

out for you. Don't give up. We are 

better than that. Shake off the parole 

set-offs. Keep striving in what you are 

going for. Be proud of what you are.  

If you're someone that won't ever get 

out, have faith. Become a teacher. Help 

that brother that needs help! There is 
a spot for you! It's better than doing 

nothing but feeling sorry for yourself.  

Well my fellow brothers, I hope that 

my point gets to you! Make something 

out of yourself. May your higher 

power help you through. We must 

make a stand for the future. Thanks for 

the time, Ol' Thang! 

Chad Shulka 
Luther Unit

Dear Chad, 

You sound like my neighbor after 

he 's had too many shots of cofee. He 

talks! You know! With wav too many 

exclamation points! Anyway, you made 
many good observations on doing 

productive time. Making your 

time count is a positive way 
of exercising some control of 

Your destiny. It's kinda like 
planting a garden or starting 

an exercise routine. It might 
be a while before you see your 

hard work come to fruition, 
but when you start to eniov 

the results of your actions, 
you'll see that your planning 

and efforts were worthwhile.  

Taking advantage of the 

educational, chaplaincy, 

manufacturing and logistics, 
recreation and treatment programs 

behind the wire will help leave you with 

better odds of being successful when 
you are released. You 're going to do 

the time, so you might as well make it 

count.  

Dear Brother Darby, 

In life we learn from one another; 
there is nothing new. Only what has 

been passes on! We only get better 

with what we have learned or some 
of us just get stuck. I have a little 
something for you, a word to the 

square. Keep on being square, young 
man. In the end, you will find that it 

pays, for it's the "cool" and "crazy" 

cats who live in a mental daze. Think 
for yourself and don't follow the pack.  
If you're wise, you will not string 

along with a hoodlum gang that breaks 
the law and feels that it's smart to 

do wrong. Keep on being a "square" 

young girl. For a "solid chick" learns 
in time that in being "hip," she is easy 

to trip, and turn to a life of crime. The 

juvenile halls and jails overflow with 
" cool and crazy cats" everywhere.  
Very often they even wind up on death 
row, while a "square" you will seldom 

find there. So being a "square" more 

than pays these days. You can walk 

with your head high, without shame.  

Sincerely, 
R.L. Thomas 
Hughes Unit 

Dear Thomas,

thinker is a concept that's as old as I 

am and then some. But, in my opinion, 

being a free thinker is what makes 

us and others like us "hip, cool, and 

crazy" cats. I only hope some of our 

hard-earned objectivism can rub off on 

some of the new versions of the "hip, 

cool, and crazy" cats of today.  

Hey 01' Thang, 

I don't know if this should be a 
grievance or a letter to you. I'll shoot 
this idea by you and your readers 
and see what kind of feedback I get.  
I'm sure to make some enemies, but 
maybe lots of guys feel the same way,
but no one's saying 
anything. I'm fed 
up with late night 
rack-ups! I've almost 
finished 15 years in 
these prisons and 
I've got 15 more to 
do. I've put up with 
the lack of sleep 
long enough! I mean 
really guys, isn't 15 
hours (7:30 a.m.
10:30 p.m.) long 
enough to kick it 
with the homeboys 
and slam dominos? 
Do you really need 
another two and a 
half hours on Friday 
and Saturday nights?I

H

Really? What

about those who have to go to work 

early the next morning? Don't they 

deserve a good night's sleep? Let's 

give up our late night rack-ups and 
spend those two and a half hours 
sleeping, reading, or writing home.  
Who's with me? 
For the struggle, 
Wiz Kid 
Telford Unit 

Gee Wiz, 

You have got to be kidding me. Quit 
sniveling. You are more than welcome 
to be "sleeping, reading, or writing 

home, " while other folks are watching 
TV playing dominoes or kicking it with 
their homeboy (or home girl, for the 
ladyfelons). You know, they DO sell ear 
plugs on commissary.  

Your letter is an example of what's 
wrong with the world -just because 
YOU don't want to do something, you 
think that no-one else should do it

Well said, sir Well said. Being a free either .

This attitude causes much strife, both 
in the outside world and the world 

behind the wire Mv Pappy told me, 

when Iwasjust a sprout, "Not everyone 
is going to like you, or what you do. As 

long as you're doing' right, don't pay 
them no mind. " I've fund that the 

same applies in reverse - you're not 

always going to like what others are 

doing, but if what they're doing isn't 
wrong, mentally block it out, mind your 

own business andfbcus on doing your 

own time.  

Dear Darby, 

We just received our Jan/Dec 
issue of The ECHO and I wanted to 

comment on the letter you got from

Mr. Hector Nuncio regarding 
offenders who wear their 

pants below their waist level.  

We also have a problem with 

offenders and sagging pants.  

In your response to Mr.  

Nuncio you said saggers 

looked a bit on the silly side 
and that they also appeared 

ridiculous. Man, you're 

being way too nice, Darby.  
Apparently, you have never 
had a cellie who is a sagger 

bend over in front of you. If 
you had then you wouldn't 
have used those words to 

describe a sagger. Saggers 

are very disgusting and 
disrespectful. I wonder; do

they wear their pants sagging in front 
of their kids, wife and mother? Why 
didn't their parents teach them how to 
dress like men? Saggers are not being 

cool. This didn't happen back in the 
day when we had button up pants with 
pockets and black leather belts we 

had to wear. What happened to all the 

convicts who dressed like real grown 
men? 

Anonymous 

Dear Anonymous, 

Good point. O' Darbster has never 

had a New Boot sagger for a cellie, 

so I've never had an advertiser in the 

same house. Maybe you could'flip open 

your copy of The ECHO to this letter 

and leave it out on the table - he might 

get the hint, but don't hold your breath.  

You may find, howeve,; that there 

will be less in-cell sagging once your 

sagger cellie grows up and acts like a 

mature adult.
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Hepatitis C--It's a prison thing-- By William Chap/ar

A survey conducted in California 
showed that up to 34 percent 
of the state's prison 

population was infected with the 
hepatitis C virus. Nationwide, 82 
percent of those diagnosed with 
hepatitis C have previously been in 
jail! -- Trends in Hep C and HIV 
infection among inmates entering 
prisons in California, 1994 versus 
1999 by JD Ruiz (2002) 

Now that I have your attention, let's 
talk about this disease that seems to be 
such a scourge among jail and prison 
inmates. Hepatitis C is an infectious 
disease that affects the liver. This 
infection may often come with no 
symptoms. Once, it has reached the 
chronic phase-defined as persisting for 
more than six months-it can produce 
scarring of the liver and, after many 
years, will often progress to cirrhosis.  
In some cases, those with cirrhosis 
will go on to develop liver failure and 
even liver cancer. Many will require 
a liver transplant. Since it often has 
no symptoms, hepatitis C is typically 
discovered accidentally during a 
routine checkup. In the chronic stage, 
however, some may experience flu-like 
symptoms, fatigue, joint pains, itching, 
sleep disturbances, appetite changes, 
nausea and depression.  

The hepatitis C virus is transmitted 
by blood-to-blood contact. The most 
typical method of transmission in 
the United States is injection drug 
use. An estimated 60 to 80 percent of 
intravenous recreational drug users 
in this country have been infected 
with hepatitis C. While sexual activity 
was once considered a major source 
of exposure to the virus, the risk of 
transmission by sexual contact is 
currently believed to be low.  

Why is this dreaded disease so 
prevalent in jail and prison? Does 
anyone believe that the nation's jails 
and prisons are a breeding ground for 
the virus? A 1999 study conducted by 
the Veterans Health Administration 
involving 26,000 veterans showed that 
up to 10 percent of participants tested 
positive for hepatitis C. This rate is 
five times greater than the 1.8 percent 
infection rate of the general population.

This data indicates that, like jail and 
prison inmates, veterans also suffer 
from hepatitis Cat a disproportionate 
rate. This should prompt the enquirjpg 
mind to wonder what, if anything, 
veterans and prison inmates have in 
common. The answer shouldn't be all 
that surprising: tattoos.  

In her book The Five Second Rule, 
Anne Maczulak cites a study conducted 
by University of Texas Southwestern 
Medical Center study showing that 
people with tattoos are six times more 
likely to have hepatitis C than those 
who have never engaged in the painting 
of their body. In fact, the American 
Association of Blood Banks prohibits 
blood donations until at least one year 

after any tattoo procedurer.  
Tattoo aficionados should know that 

dyes, ink pots and piercing implements 
can transmit the hepatitis C vrus if 
proper sterilization techniq u es are not 
followed. While it is highly unlikely, 
though, that any prison tattoos are 
done under sterile conditions, there is 
actually only-one thing that is absolutely 
necessary for the transmission of 
hepatitis C-the virus itself. So the high 
numbers in prison actually become a 
chicken-or-egg question. Does hepatitis 
C come from prison or does it come 
to prison? If we keep in mind that the 
biggest risk factor is the use of injected 
drugs, the question becomes easier to 
answer. While not'everyone who uses IV 
drugs will come to prison, many of those 
who do join the ranks of the nation's 
incarcerated population have been 
infected with hepatitis C.  

Now, this certainly doesn't mean that 
hepatitis C is not transmitted among 
prison inmates. In fact, with so many 
people coming into prison with the 

disease, it seems to be the very height 
of stupidity to engage in any unsanitary 
procedure while doing time. Even 
though the threat of punishment doesn't 
seem to be a big enough deterrent, 
one would think that the possibility of 
developing cirrhosis or cancer might 
prompt inmates to put a hold on any 
form of body art at least until they 
get out. In the event that those long
term effects don't seem real enough, 
one might think that the gruesome

descriptions of interferon treatment so 
many of us in here have heard would 
keep people from ever wanting to go 
under the needle. Since none of these 
deterrents seems to keep people from 
getting out of prison and getting back 
into IV drug use, I suppose it's only 
logical that there would also be no fear 
of becoming infected by in unsterile 
tattoo proccdUre.  

Perh aps that's the real answer to 
the question of why hepatitis C is so 
prevalent in prison. Since the ability 
to learn from mistakes does not seem 
to be a common trait among prison 
inmates, engaging in life-threatening 
activity doesn't seem as irrational to 
people in here as it might seem to a 
rational-thinking adult in the freeworld.

As people get older, the risk for 
type 2 diabetes increases. In fact, 

in the United States about one in four 
people over the age of 60 have diabetes, 
which is 50 percent higher than any 
other age group. If a person already has 
diabetes, it must be managed as the 
years go by.  

Food is broken down into sugar 
called glucose. Glucose gives the body 
the energy it needs. To use glucose as 
energy, the body makes insulin, which 
unlocks the body's cells so they can 
receive the glucose they need.  

When a person has type 2 diabetes, 
the body does not make enough insulin 
or use it well. This means cells can't use 
the glucose as energy, so the glucose 
stays in the blood. Having high blood 

glucose can cause problems like eye, 
kidney and nerve disorders.  

People with diabetes also have an 
increased risk for high blood pressure, 
heart disease and stroke, as well as 
other serious conditions. There is 
no cure for diabetes, but it can be 
managed. Balancing what you eat and 
medicine, if prescribed, will help control 
weight and can keep blood glucose in 
the healthy range. This can help prevent 
or delay diabetes complications.  

It is vital for seniors to take an 
active role in managing their diabetes.  
A diabetes care team can help, but

Released 

Here's something to think about: Years 
from now, if you lie in a hospital bed 
deteriorating from liver cancer and 
wondering whether you'll be around 
to see your children graduate from 
high school, you may take a look at the 
tattoo that caused the infection and led 
to the disease that's killing you. Is any 
tattoo worth dying for at such a young 
age; worth depriving a son or daughter 
of a parent, worth excruciating pain 
typically associated with cancer? 

What do you think your answer will
be? 
Sources: 
Centers for Disease Control 

website 
Wikipedia 
Mayo clinic website 
WebMD website 4P

Danny Lee Duffti Sr 

VSiles Unit

day to day, diabetes care is up to the 
individual. Day to day care includes: 
1. Choosing what, how much, and 

when to eat.  
2. Maintaining a healthy level of 

activity.  
3. Checking your blood glucose (if 

doctor ordered) 
4. Taking medicine (if doctor 

prescribed) 
5. Quitting smoking (if not in TDCJ) 
6. Going to your medical 

appointments 
7. Learning all you can about diabetes 

If the doctor prescribes medication, 
there are many different types of 
diabetes pills. Each type works 
differently to help lower blood glucose.  
More than one may be prescribed 
because sometimes drugs work better 
when taken together.  

Just as type 2 diabetes affects age 
groups in different ways, seniors 
respond to medications differently.  
The patient needs to work with the 
doctor closely to make sure their body is 
responding properly.  
Sources: 
Anierican Diabetes Association 

website 
Wikipedia 
Mayo clinic website 
Pub Med Health website

Type 2 diabetes rate 
increases for seniors
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NOTICE to all class members of 

the Brown v. Beto consent decree 
Because of the findings in U.S. District Judge Hoyt's May 7, 2012, 

Memorandum Opinion and Order in William Scott v. Bill Pierce, et al, Cause 
No. 4:o9-cv-03991, in the Southern District of Texas - Houston Division, the 
Texas Department of Criminal Justice has moved to terminate the Broum v.  
Beto consent decree.  

Please direct any questions to Counsel for the Class listed below: 
Mr. Gerald N. Birnberg, Esq.  
Williams, Birnberg & Anderson, LLP 
2000 Bering Dr., Ste. 909 
Houston, TX 77057-3732 

Mr. Edward A. Mallet, Esq.  
Mallett Saper Berg, LLP 
600 Travis St., Ste. 1900 
Houston, TX 77002-2911 

AVISO: A todos los miembros del 
grupo edicto de consentimiento 

Brown v. Beto 
Debido a los fallos en el Memorandum de Dictamen y Sentencia del Juez de 

Distrito USA Hoyt Mayo 7, 2012 del Caso William Scott v. Bill Pierce, et al, 
CausaNo. 4:09-cv-03991, en el Distrito del Sur de Texas - Division Houston, 
el Departamento de Justicia Criminal de Texas ha presentado una moci6n 
para concluir el edicto de consentimiento Brown v. Beto.  

Por favor dirija cualquier pregunta al Asesor Juridico del Grupo 
anotado a continuaci6n: 
Mr. Gerald N. Birnberg, Esq.  
Williams, Birnberg & Anderson, LLP 
2000 Bering Dr., Ste. 909 
Houston, TX 77057-3732 

Mr. Edward A. Mallet, Esq.  
Mallett Saper Berg, LLP 
600 Travis St., Ste. 1900 
Houston, TX 77002-2Q11 

Prison Rape Elimination Act 
(PREA) Ombudsman 

In 2007, the Prison Rape Elimination Act (PREA) Ombudsman was established by 
the 80th Legislature (Texas Government Code 501.l71- .178) and was appointed 
by the Texas Board of Criminal Justice (TBCJ). The PREA Ombudsman provides of
fenders, family and friends of offenders and the general public an independent office 
to report sexual assaults occurring in Texas Department of Criminal Justice (TDCJ) 
correctional facilities, and to ensure the impartial resolution of complaints of allega
tions of sexual assault. The PREA Ombudsman reports directly to the TBCJ chairman 
and may be contacted at the following address: 

PREA Ombudsman 
P.O. Box 99 
Huntsville, Texas 77342 

Due to the serious nature of sexual assaults, and in accordance with TDCJ policy 
on "Zero-Tolerance" against sexual assaults, offenders knowledgeable of an offender
on-offender or staff-on-offender sexual assault that occurs within a TDCJ correctional 
facility are encouraged to immediately report the allegation to the facility administra
tion or the Office of the Inspector General (OIG)

Prison: the great preserver 

Ruben D. Conslante 
Torres Unit Reporter 

ver notice how being locked up kind of keeps you looking better 
than most people out in the free world? It has a way of guarding 
you against the toxic effects of good food and the women who 
cook it. In short, it preserves.  

A quick look at some people in the visitation room on weekends will show 

you that many citizens of the free world look worn out. Their skin appears 
weathered and their eyes burdened. Sure, many of them apply their fixes here 
and there, but even then you'll see nothing more than a cosmetic product, re
minding you that something about life outside these walls tends to eat away 
at peoples' lives.  

This past weekend my mother came to visit me and, as usual, I saw the 

weight of the world on her face. Her natural hair color seems to be fighting 

hard against the blond dye she stubbornly applies every month or so. Her 
hands were as tough as leather. Her eyes were heavy in her face. Mom's get
ting old, I thought to myself.  

"Why does your hair look so 

dark?" she asked me. (Mind you, I 
have a way-too-obvious receding 
hairline and very thin hair.') 

"I don't know," I replied. "Maybe 
'cause I haven't cut it lately".  

"And your skin," she continued.  
"It looks darker." (I'm a naturally 
light-skinned Hispanic.) 

As she continued to make her 
observations about my youthful 
appearance, I laughed to myself, 
because I've already been chris
tened with the popular prison name 

"School." (Either 36 years old is the 
new age for grandparenthood, or these cats are just really young.) Anyway, 
my mom began to tell me about the family, and all the major changes in rela
tionships that have occurred lately.  

As my mom told me all these things, I zoned out for a moment, thinking: 
What world am I in? And who is this woman sitting in front of me? I don't 
recognize her or the family she's describing; they're total strangers, because 
the family I knew 14 years ago doesn't exist anymore.  

I'm telling you I felt like I'd entered a different universe. The people I'd 
grown up with suddenly became foreigners, their lives were completely dif

ferent.  
Later that night I realized that prison not only preserves external appear

ances, but it also has a mythical way of locking into your memory a certain 
way of looking at things - and at the people you love most.  

Life obviously moves on when you get locked up. We all talk about it in 
very cliched ways. But when that cliche hits home, when you realize that 
the people you left have done things you'd never think they'd do, you're left 

stunned. I mean, here I am thinking that I'm going to be going home to the 
family I left 14 years ago, but 45 minutes of an update during a visit really 
threw that idea out the window.  

I don't even know who they are anymore, and that sure does hurt! Whether 
or not prison preserved my physical appearance is up for debate, but it cer
tainly sealed shut my perception of who my loved ones were. Then I thought 

-wow, they probably have their own locked-in perception of who I am, too.  
Who I was 14 years ago is still fresh in their minds.  

That visit with my mom wasn't as pleasant as I wanted it to be, but I'm a 
little more understanding of how they see me now. I can talk all I want of 

being a new man, but the Ruben they know is probably the one I left them 14 
years ago.  

Sobering thought.4
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Former Windham student becomes successful electrician
The ECHO had the opportunity to interview ex- GS: They were all great. They showed patience and kindness.  

offender Garrett Stanley, who tells a wonderful story of They were very helpful. They taught us even when some of us were 
success in life after incarceration. His story documents unteachable.  
hard work, motivation and a desire to do well in life. ECHO: Describe your life after release in 2006.  

ECHO: Describe your life before prison. GS: At that time, I was assisted by Project RIO. I bought tools. I 
GS: I did time in the Texas Youth Commission (TYC) saw an advertisement in the newspaper, placed by an electrical 

from the ages of 14 to 16.1 received my GED there .. union. I answered the ad. They gave me a skills evaluation 
atrTC.m theaesof14 tie6Iwase17iyea d Imwasiteretest and I scored very well due to the WSD classes and my at TYC. By the time I was 17 years old I was into eprec tteLte nt aenwbe okn drinking and drugs and in TDCJ on a 17-year experience at the Luther Unit. I have now been working 
sentence. (7 for the same contractor for seven years.  

ECHO: Describe your prison educational ECHO: Describe your current position.  
experience. GS: I am a journeyman electrician working at 

GS: I did 12 years on a 17 year sentence from commercial and industrial sites, including power 
1994-2006. I was on the Luther, Torres and plants and water treatment plants.  
Hughes units during that time. M en at While on the Luther Unit I received my ECHO: Explain how you think WSD made an 
Associate of Arts degree from Blinn College in RMENSMEN impact on your life after TDCJ.
1998. I also attended and completed the electrical 
trades classes offered by the Windham School District 
(WSD). I was able to work for the unit maintenance 
department as an electrician for four years where I 
obtained invaluable experience on a day-to-day basis a 
I also volunteered and worked as a teacher's aide in th 
trades classes for one and one-half years.  

ECHO: Do you have any special comments ab 
instructors you had for the courses?

GS: I now have a good job and a good career due to 
the classes and skills learned through the WSD electrical 

trades program. I give all the credit to WSD such that I now 
can make an honest living. I am a citizen of society, pay taxes 

at work. and no one can take these things from me.  
e electrical 

ECHO: What would be your advice to current offenders? 
GS: Educate yourself for your future. Take advantage of every avenue of 

out the WSD education available to you. Be hungry for knowledge. Dedicate your time 
towards an education and skills that can provide a career once released. 4
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Santos Raymond rinidad 
Connallv Unit

It was raining the day two burly goons and the psychiatrist came for my big brother 
Santos. The shrink was the same one from 
the court hearing earlier that morning.  

During the hearing he used a big word to describe 
what was wrong with Santos - some big word de
void of life, some robotic word. I wanted to stand 
up and tell all of them that my brother's name 
meant saints in Spanish, - there were "saints" 
with him all the time. But I knew even then, at 
that young age, that they wouldn't understand.  
They never do.  

When I walked into our room I heard Santos 
crying under his bed, his favorite hiding place. He 
was crying because he knew he was going away; 
for how long nobody knew for sure. Santos was 
18 years old and had never been away from home 
before. When I looked under his bed a wisp of a 
smile appeared on his face. He extended his hand 
out to me and said, "Let's pray, Rudy. Let's pray." 

There was a knock on the door as I crawled 
under the bed and held my big brother's hand in 
mine. We were on our backs praying when I heard 
them walk into our room. As I'm praying a mem
ory splayed across my mind like a rainbow, and I 
couldn't help but smile. I saw it so vividly, as if I 
were really there...  

We were kids running up and down the aisles 
of our parents' fruit stand and, the smell of fresh 
oranges, bananas, and apples wafted in the air.  
Santos was chasing me, but I lost him long enough 
to hide behind crates of mangos. When he finally 
found me, he tickled me until I was on the ground 
wiggling around like a worm. "Okay, Santos, you 
got me!" I shrieked.  

"My turn, my turn! Now I'm King David!" he

said, already running off to find a good hiding 
place. It was my brother's spin on the game of 
hide-and-seek, where we took turns playing King 
Saul and King David. And now that I was King 
Saul, I went looking for Santos, who now saw 
himself as King David hiding in the wilderness of 
Ziph. And like the ancient king of Israel, Santos 
was very good at hiding.  

I looked for Santos everywhere, but I couldn't 
find him. Whenever I looked for him, I also had 
to listen for him because he liked to pray when he 
was hiding. He wasn't praying so he wouldn't be 
found; he was always praying for people - teach
ers, mailmen, TV reporters, anybody and every
body. Santos loved to pray. But I didn't find him 
on that day by listening for prayers.  

"Angels! Angels everywhere!" There was a park 
across the street from the fruit stand, and that's 
where I saw Santos. By the time I got there, there 
was already a crowd gathering around him.  

"Come on, Santos, let's go," I said.  
"But look, Rudy! There are angels everywhere!" 

he said ecstatically as his hands flailed about, 
pointing all over the place. There was a radiant 
smile on his face, and he was laughing joyfully.  
"Angels everywhere, Rudy!" 

I looked around the small park, but all I saw was 
people staring at Santos, staring at both of us. It 
was a stare I would become familiar with in the 
years ahead. So many times I wanted to explain, 
but how do you tell people your brother really sees 
angels? 

"We have to go, Santos," I said as I took him 
by the arm and led him away from the growing 
crowd. I was lucky on that day because he came 
with me.

"They were awesome, Rudy! Maybe a hundred 
of them flying around everywhere!" he said as we 
crossed the street back to the fruit stand. And of 
course I believed him. There was no doubt in my 
mind that he saw them. The eyes of the prophet 
Elisha's servant were opened by God to see the 
horses and chariots of fire in the spiritual realm, 
and I knew God had opened my brother's eyes in 
the same way. It was Santos' gift.  

Ten years have passed since they took Santos 
away, and now I'm back from the war in Afghani
stan, back to a society in disarray. I go to see my 
brother within the grim walls of the institution 
he's confined to until doctors deem him sane 
enough to reenter society. One of the shrinks es
corts me to his room, only to discover that he isn't 
there.  

"I'm sorry, but your brother has a propensity for 
hiding," he informs me. "Please wait here while I 
go find him." 

When he's gone I look under the only bed in the 
room and see my big brother Santos. My hero. His 
eyes are closed, and I can hear him praying ever 
so quietly. In a world of chaos, he is at peace right 
there under his bed.  

"Santos, it's your little brother Rudy," I say.  
He opens his eyes and smiles happily. "Rudy, 

you always find me!" he said. "Let's pray, Rudy! 
Let's pray!" 

And even though I'm in my crisp Marine Corps 
uniform, replete with medals for a heroism I don't 
feel, I crawl under the bed and hold my brother's 
hand in mine. We are on our backs and Santos 
begins one of his beautiful prayers. It's while he's 
praying that I begin to wonder if there will ever be 
a place for the saints of this world. 4

Don't silence the art By]WPhillips 

Hughes Unit

hether it is a baby picking up a crayon for the 
first time or the 80 Year Old grandmother learn
ing pastels to fill hours of loneliness, art is a voice 

through which we speak. It could be a young Picasso at his first 
art camp or Thomas Kinkade, Painter of Light; they all have a 
voice and want to be heard.  

Yet, I speak now for another voice crying out from behind 
the bars of prison. Everyone is familiar with prison tattoos, 
and if listened to carefully, they will tell you stories; stories of 
abuse, violence, anger, drugs and despair.  

Tattoos are only one facet of the "voice of art" crying out 
from behind these walls. Prisoners have learned to express 
themselves on a variety of media. They use map colors on 
handkerchiefs, graphite on illustration boards, and those lucky 
enough, paint on canvas in prison craft shops. Although these 
are more traditional forms of art, others find their voices using 
toothpaste glue and colored bits of paper to form collages of 
beauty. Mustard, ketchup and coffee become paints as these 
men create instead of destroy.

C 

n

That is my point: creating instead of destroying. This is 

why we should not silence the art. We should encourage it 
instead. You see, while he is at his easel he is not destroying 
his life, his children's lives, nor his victim's. Instead, he is 
learning to express his feelings and emotions safely. He is 
able to vent his anger, his hurt and his confusion. But art 
isn't just a catharsis of the bad. Art transforms one's soul 
into creating tranquil landscapes, vibrant portraits and 
splashes of color representing life itself! 

Art teaches the artist to be responsible. He learns to meet 
deadlines. He learns customer relations, job bidding and 
money management. In short, he learns better life skills.  

A wise man once asked the question after viewing the 
Holocaust, "Where were the poets and artists?" Art has al
ways been the voice that spoke against the atrocities of life.  
Let that voice speak out. Don't silence the art. Embrace it 
instead. Encourage it, and allow it to blossom. Every voice 
deserves to be heard. Listen closely. 4
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Zen and the art of lawn care 
Cory Wisnoski 

Staff Writer

Pops was always such a 
workaholic that he'd go to 
work, come home, and mow 

the grass without taking any kind of 
break. Work was a means to an end, but 
the grass was something he took pride in.  
His yard has always been his kingdom, 
and though he and my mom struggled 
with money when I was younger, you 
wouldn't have known it just looking at 
the yard. It always looked so perfect, lush 
and green, like someone had trimmed it 
a blade at a time. Once the edging was 
done, the driveway cleaned and all the 
excess grass bagged up, he'd pop the tab 
on a can of his favorite beverage, gulp 
half of it down thirstily, and stand back 
so he could admire his work. A painter 
and his canvas.  

When I was about six years old, I asked 
to cut our yard for the first time. Imagine 
the hurt I felt when my Pops said he 
didn't trust me enough to mow the front 
yard, and I had to try the back first. I 
was hurt but determined to show him 
not only that I knew what I was doing 
but that I could do it better than him. I 
had watched him do it a million times.  
I mean, how hard could it be? I'd ask, 
"Can I try today?" "No," he'd say. "You 
need to watch me a couple more times." 

So, for weeks after (years in kid's time) 
my attention deficit disorder (ADD)
ridden mind would go crazy watching 
him creep by at such a slow pace that he 
and that mower seemed to leave behind 
a slime trail.  

The day finally came when my dad 
said, "I'm gonna give you one shot, boy.  
Ya' hear me? If you mess up my yard, 
you won't never touch this lawnmower 
again." I went inside and got prepared.  
Customary of any typical six year old's 
logic, I went and put my school clothes 
back on because I didn't want to get my 
play clothes dirty. I tied my LA Gears up 
as tight as I could get them and walked 
over to the mower which sat idling, 
almost growling at me. It made me 
nervous, but I was determined to show 
my dad I could do it.  

At six years old, I had to reach up to 
grab the handle. I knew from watching 
how to make it go, but before I could 
move an inch I saw Pops' big, rough 
hands grab hold of the mower. He tried 
to give me a few pointers, but my ADD 
kicked in. The only thing I heard him say 
was, "Always stay one inch inside the last 
cut line." At that age kids take everything 
literally so I thought, One inch? What 
am I supposed to do, use a ruler? To 
most people this would sound like

perfectionism. To me it was something 
my dad would normally say. All I knew 
was that I was ready to go. He inched his 
face closer to mine and asked, "You know 
what you're doing?" I nodded eagerly 
and he motioned for me to go, and off I 
went.  

Of course I didn't have any familiarity 
with how to maneuver the big growling 
beast, so halfway through my second 
pass around the perimeter my Pops 
comes running, red faced with veins 
threatening to burst from his neck, 
screaming at me over the mower, "SHUT 
IT OFF! SHUT. IT. OFF!" Shaken, I 
stepped back. He grabbed my shoulders 
and spun me around yelling, "Look 
what you're doing!" 

That poor grass. Spots went 
uncut from me pulling down on 
the mower because I was too short, 
causing the front end to come up 
every time I took a step. At 
one point I must have let the 
front wheel drop into the 
rut between the grass and 
the flower bed because 
there was a patch of 
exposed soil by the 
roses. He stood 
seething for a 
moment before 
banishing 
me to the 
house so he 
could salvage 
his yard in 
peace. I ran to my mom 
and begged her to save me from the 
whooping I was sure to ensue. She 
told me to go sit in my room. Scared, 
I sat on my bed for what seemed like 
hours waiting for him but the whooping 
didn't come. Instead I heard my father's 
booming voice summon me. I walked as 
slowly as I could to the kitchen where 
both my parents sat at the table. Mom 
spoke first: "Your father has something 
he'd like to say to you." She gave him 
one of her looks. "Tell him," she urged.  
He sighed and said, "I'm sorry I yelled 
at you. I just wish you'd pay attention to 
what you're doing and quit trying to do 
everything so fast." Though I appreciated 
him apologizing, which was a rare thing 
for him back then, I was too spooked to 
cut the grass for a while.  

One morning that summer, he woke 
me up bright and early, told me to put 
on some raggedy clothes and meet him 
outside. I went to the backyard and 
there stood my dad by the mower: my 
old nemesis. IIe cranked the engine

and looked at me expectantly but I just 
stood by the back door, shaking my head.  
Calmly he called me over and after some 
coaxing, we began. That day, my Pops 
taught me the art of lawn care. Step by 
step, he walked along side me in the way 
another father might teach his son to 
ride a bike. After some months, my old 
man figured I had gotten good enough 
to come with him to mow other people's 
grass. Five dollars a yard was all he'd pay 
me and I had to do all the mowing. All he 
had to do was everything else.  

The first yard was huge. As we were 
getting out of the truck, my dad made the 
mistake of telling me that if we finished 

all the yards that day, he'd pay 
me 40 dollars: a fortune to a six 
year old. Just like in our yard, 
I started out slow, but thinking 
about the money, I got the 

urge to speed things along.  
Surely I was good enough 

to handle it. I was on my 
third pass when I heard 

him yelling over the 
engine again and saw 
him approaching.  
The first thing he 
noticed was that 

I had snuck the 
accelerator up by 
the silhouette 
of the rabbit; 
something he 
forbade me to do 
again.  

"Why'd you mess 
with the settings?bhe asked in that way 
of his that meant trouble.  

"You said if we got done with all the 
yards-" 

"That doesn't mean to do a shoddy 
job," was all he said before taking over 
for the rest of the day. At each house I 
had to sit on the porch with my head 
hung in shame, unpaid.  

On the way home, he didn't yell like 
I expected. He just explained that it's 
always better to go slow. People called 
him instead of major lawn services 
because they trusted him to do a good 
job for a good price. He paid attention to 
detail.  

As I grew into my teens, mowing grass 
became second nature, but the more 
I mowed, the more I grew to resent 
the monotonous, slow pace of it all.  
Consequently I quit helping my Pops 
for a while. One day I got in trouble for 
breaking the garage door. Part of my 
punishment was to mow for free. The 
first couple times I purposely jerked

the mower around like it was my first 
time again, but Pops caught me and got 
onto me about it. I needed something 
to occupy my mind so the next time I 
brought my CD player. Nas' hypnotic 
voice flowed over smooth, familiar beats 
through my headphones as I mowed 
until the batteries ran out. I tried to go 
inside and get some more batteries but 
Pops saw the yard wasn't done and sent 
me back out battery-less.  

After a few minutes of complaining to 
myself I got back to the job. I focused on 
something abstract, trying not to think 
about how mad I was that I had to mow 
for free. It wasn't until I finished that I 
discovered something: I could actually 
focus on a thought for longer than two 
seconds. See, having ADD is like having 
a brain troll constantly changing the 
channel in your mind's eye and being 
powerless to stop it. When I mowed I 
could think. I could work my problems 
out. I could attack a problem from all the 
angles and contemplate my next move.  
I'd never had that luxury before without 
the aid of medicine.  

As a kid I couldn't understand why, 
after a 12-hour shift, Pops would come 
home from work and want to cut 10 

yards, but that day I found there was 
something calming, even cathartic about 
the repetition of pushing the mower, 
watching the cutline pass beneath my 
feet, taking care to stay one inch inside 
the cut line like he taught me; making 
sure it was perfect. I finished up and 
came in the house with the stench of 
fresh cut grass and gasoline emanating 
from my body. I was tired and hungry 
but at the same time I felt replenished.  
I felt like I could take on the world by 
myself.  

After that day I mowed with a new
found appreciation for the whole process.  
Instead of rushing though the job just to 
return to the hustle and bustle, I would 
use the time to meditate in my own way.  
On a philosophical level I tend to fancy 
myself a Christian and a Buddhist. As 
far as my dad is from a Buddhist, he 
taught me more about Buddhism than 
I could have learned from any book, 
monk, monastery or priest. He taught 
me how to take my time, that anything 
worth doing was worth doing right and, 
unbeknownst to him, he helped me grasp 
something that takes most practicing 
Buddhists years to grasp: enlightenment 
through meditation. In short, he taught 
me Zen. i
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Eastham hosts volunteer appreciation dinner
_____________ Lance Brown 

______Eastini Unit 

astham celebrated its 
fifteenth annual volunteer 
appreciation dinner in 

December with volunteers and 
dignitaries from across the state.  
The guest list included Director 
of Chaplaincy Programs B. Pierce, 
former Eastham chaplain and Region 
1 Director of Chaplains V. Drum,

Eastham Unit Assistant Warden D.  
Erwin, the new chaplain at Eastham 
L. Hart and approximately 100 free 
world volunteers. The new chapel 
was filled to its maximum.  

Director Pierce spoke of the effect 
volunteers have in this environment 
and how necessary volunteers 
are. "What you are doing not only 
affects these men; it affects their 
families, also. You not only affect 
the inmates, but the officers are

affected by your efforts, also. And it 
doesn't stop there. There are people 
walking the streets who would be 
potential victims of crime, but they 
will not be because you helped these 
men change their lives." There are 
approximately 20,000 approved 
chaplain volunteers.  

Warden Erwin told the volunteers, 
"You are critical to our programs 
and Warden Bell and I send you 
a heartfelt 'Thank you'. You are

making a difference in someone's life 
and we appreciate that." 

The audience included volunteers 
from Kairos, Therapon, Bridges to 
Life and The Reconcilers.  

Two volunteers and sponsors were 

recognized as Volunteers of the Year: 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Cox and Mr. and 
Mrs. K. Norman. These volunteers 
were instrumental in the Eastham 

chapel reconstruction project. 4

Ten prison 

commandments 
- _ _William McBride 

Polunsky Unit 

1. SHOW RESPECT - It's not all about you, so to get respect, you must 
give respect.  

2. STAY POSITIVE - There's more than enough negativity in prison, so 
don't start or spread any more.  

3. BE PATIENT - Things will or won't happen according to TDCJ's 
needs, not yours. (Only a drive-up doesn't already know this.) 

4. IMPROVE YOURSELF - Get out and exercise, frequent the libraries, 
take classes, learn one or more trades, earn OJT's.  

5. KEEP IT REAL - You're only as good as your word. Say what you 
mean, mean what you say, and let your actions match your words.  

6. GET RIGHT - God didn't put you in here, YOU did, but He's closer 
than you think. Many religious services are available.  

7. ZIP YOUR LIP - Telling it can jeopardize your health and reputation.  
(Besides, someone else will probably say it anyway.) 

8. LIGHTEN UP - You can't control the actions of other people, only 
your own reactions. Chill out when things get heated.  

9. KEEP IN TOUCH - With family and friends by mail and by phone 
calls. Don't cry, whine, complain or moan, either - who needs it?! 

10. SMILE - It'll brighten the day for you and others. A good attitude and 
sense of humor can help you overcome many obstacles.  
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Easy Difficult

Ihe ECHO attempts to reflect positive values to fulfill the expectations 
you have placed on our prison newspaper. We request that YOU consider 
writing quality articles, commentaries, etc., to be published. All submitted 
articles will be appreciated and considered.  

Please do not send anything more than i,ooo words (five pages handwritten, 
or three pages typed double-spaced). Publication is not guaranteed, and it 
may take a few issues for an article to appear.  

Suggestions: 

Submissions Description 
Article An article is an objective discussion in an informa

tive manner on any number of topics, such as health, 
history or legal issues. New and detailed facts need to 
have cited sources.  

Commentary A commentary is a discussion of any number of top
ics, but it is based upon the opinions or experiences 
of the writer.  

Book Review A book review details the subject, style and key plot 
elements of the book and generally concerns relevant 
topics of the day. Opinions about the book are wel
coined.  

Extras Extras refer to letters to the editor, letters to Darby, 
puzzles, recipes and short stories, to name a few.  

Poetry Poetry is a piece of writing chosen and arranged to 
create a specific emotional response through mean
ing, sound and/or rhythm. (The ECHO already has 
more than 100 poems approved for publication and 
always has an abundance of poetry submitted, but if 
you have a really great poem, go ahead and send it.) 

Unit Report A unit report discusses activities performed on a 
particular unit and is submitted by unit reporters 
oniy. The report must be submitted on the "Article 
for The ECHO form" with the proper signatures.  

When submitting any of the above, write a heading at the top of the 
first page with your name, number, unit of assignment and the type of 
submission you are sending. For example: 

John Doe, #1234567 
Huntsville Unit 
Letter to the Editor (or article, poem, etc.) 
Don't hesitate to send us your work - even if you are not a professional 
writer. We will edit your submissions for clarity and effectiveness.  
Thank you for your continued support of The ECHO. 4
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Up '0n G'arza W's!to' o;'n on mey v/s/on; 

M i dr(emniAImmd s or wh4 5'm re /ased ii ' /rin 

[o'hinr att'/4 the miAkes I rde in 7hw pa1:1 

I w15as o si 1t and'! itasin 

i i in'Y m Ii l t q, 

ImWas too Wsyasrn all ithe vrorldly ,!tings.  

71 it elize thel ' e, jy God n 'in' br ad 

'here ire S immn1 thing's! I' 51 wn ' havenem I.ve .  

"'nd 1,1f,'niephay constantIly in n" howl.  

WIIth the ncgadiv i haufows ,so pr-eva etyin fhis pha c, 

I keep used (on mipi fnaKi ndk k'ep ihe devil out am nf7cc 

Sdo my /,; 'a Ito kep t(mp'sureinC tirt to mainj'i 

hiy kewtep positivee thoughts L acdios constant on t inirim 

I 'i 2(, yvt feel like /i' pushin'14 14 

And the ioneY and the po.twtc ep 

are no longer wat I ador 

11 s the lit/fle/ Iini /Up f we so o/en lake n i' oed 

Th/a we don't seenm ctO re11co 1ize the /essin!'igs and gifs we are hniided 

i fohere s 0/,i i have learned ponm being behind all these walls 

Its to earn and akei essois each tiue that we fI/.  

I'm becoming more qf a man and letting my~ resenimenws go 

So I calln shoiwv m1 (1finly' continuing to 

lach day 1 peIn/ /myl eyes, I'm nt e step closer 1( home.  

I'm trulv ie insidno 1m'a1ter 'where I10o112 

I thank I/im; once m1e for ithe loving and wonder fit! /ffi 

O/closing between 1/im and inyamil that long-standing ri.  

So listen up in ilbrotheis to these wounds that I s.  

Ile can and will always help us find our wcv.

Let /ei ike a second 10 /cog)nize /e 'h/n g Idid 

The awesome i'oin lth ' lirizes ilre <en ? nice 

Lielong burns Andie here I sit paying !hal price 

Won'ts 'a i vaur'advice 
yo, ou' tebesl'

I remember daVs shen I-as low 
You brought me up 
bu don / You ktnow 

Drink and drugs, 

they vwre my v/ce

ucl lisin to the w/isdom /I/eyed vwas 

'i/ , shoit/ c hliceA knfvvn ou c/in ou ri/ s 

On a aeestat O stand 

above all otters 

I 'in so glad .1 /ave i /s m mother

42s nCh)oselv . he a to 1 eli.  
LU r i ang 1 ii atrd" to he 

I 0 c" It 1 , s4 , ' m iiunvd.  

Nmw I'vegot the righ frme of mid, 

a;Vcd Im I/i my litoe aund, 

There once s t tilime 

I ias losi in '.egamw.  

I was wa sting m c lie: it'as such c s/nie 

Ikept niYs ciffIleed 

01 a1 &111 that n/ca me way 

I na''1 14/)ni/ti/ii 

to make the 't/i'in toiawny 

Srus of/urt iandtsor 'o "bui llp inside oifite 

battling demons jusl wishing t ei wioid set my mind 

I vas a flle angel and thev would no. leit me be.  

/,f1 Vet/rs. I vias tormented day and nit.  

I s/rugietd dad'' 

in 1/is jight.  
One cold winter s dav mv demons got ihe best of ile.  

Idid Ie unthinkable and coni ii ed bank rohneiry 

In despair; I did c/c /at 1 never should have dote 

I hit the streets and was o/i /ie r/ 

Some fm/y find 1/is strange, 

and maVbe insane.  

I was running around 

like I didn have a brain.  

I coulin take tnt' more and] inall gave upi.  

I realized that I had run out of/ic 

I got dov'n on m knees 

and beged God, 

<'leasetake away he guilt 

and shine inside me.  

And i'm here to i/I ou f/at 

He did itust that! 

I m'liay be si'in/ in priso, nnt 

lIes "got ' nback.  

I've recovered tI o /awh I did 
it 

b/It themeiory of '/ I isc"r to sta 

It s ky if you ask tme, 

Because't'c lHe indd m!" ni/ng-s 

and set mc fee
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Ihis poem is as real as it gets, 
I live my life full of mistakes and regrets.  

I once was a child pure in heart, 

just like everyone else born with a fresh start.  

Without hesitation I quickly surrendered lo empta
tiotIs 

the fast life, the wrong road which I have taken.  

At fifteen I was a kid kicked out of school 
far carry 'ing a loaderId gun on campus, I never 

abide I by rules.  

That was the beginning of my life of crime 

from bootcamp to TDCJ time.  

I once had a family wit h I wo bea utiful kids 

what a life I do miss, 
from making easy money and partying everyday 

o locked behind bars, only darkness, no more 
sunny days.  

Why do I do wrong if I don't want to 
it's the sin in me 'hich I cannot fbol.  

I close i'm .elyes to see my family's grins, 
I cannot be with them because of my life of sins 

flow quickly tfhey have t urned into frowns 
because of where I am, because I'm locked down.  

I didn't have a father, that's what people cryt and 
coinplain 

they say that's why we're like this, but I say we're 
the only ones to blame.  

I have only time to better my body and mind 
I will succeed, I will make it this time.  

For how quickly I have done bad I can do better, 
I want mY fainly to know I will love them tbrever.  

The clearer I see as I get older 
I cannot live with these regrets, I must move fr

ward.

Being locked up involves long lonely nights, 
It's waiting on letters thai nobody writes.  
It's wailing on visits that never take place, 

! rum so- called friends who forgot your face.  
It 5 wondering how tIme could move so slow, 
ihen prayers are answered, and the answers 

are, No.  

It's silliny around with nothing to do, 
Tning to figure out who's really who.  

It's depending on people you I hought were 
()ur friends, 

waiting on pict ures that nobody sends.

Its learning that brotherhood is something 
that's dying, 

When they say you're one of I heir own you 
know they're I.ing.  

It's finding out that some have hearts made of 
stone, 

And coming to realize tha you're all alone 
but Im doing this lime with my head held 

high.  
I'm keeping my pride until the day that I die, 
Because one of these days, I, too, will be free, 
Ind think lwice my "friends" when you need 

me.

A dope fiend is a person 

addicted to dope.  
They gol hooked on drugs 
because they couldn't cope, 

With all of life's pressures and its ups and downs, 
They t- to be like the people they hang around.  

Most fiends start out small be fare they hit the big league.  
They smoke weed, drink alcohol, and take a little speed.  

But with time, that high is just not good enough, 
So they turn to heroin, cocaine, and other heavy stuff 

1 hese fiends are our relatives and our friends.  
They can oien be spotted with a pipe or syringe.  

'Yomen .,rv to hide while others brag about it.  
Soine try Io quit while others can't do without it.  

Vou brina pain to 'oursel(; 
)ou bring pain to everyone else.  

So listen lip all you junkies and fiends; 
Straighten i.1. your act and get yourself clean.  

Whether you are speediny real high 
Or depressed way down low; 
Crack, heroin, and cocaine 

Have put your life on hold.  

But it's time to take charge and bring them to a halt.  
If 'ou don't al least try, then it's all your own fault.

F 

t, 

P 

t 

6

U

g-ame I started play ignot too long ago 

has gol ten out of hand, yet it stayed in count rol, 
11 start ed out so easy and is really quite fan.  
It turned into a habit I can't seem to outrun.  

Each day and everY nihl, slaying wired to the max.  
Broke and all alone, with my arm fall of tracks.  

T his game is called meth. There are no rules to play by.  
But it 'ou buy into the game, the price is extreme' high.
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TDCJ/Windham bulletin board

Mountain View Unit GED graduates are J. Griggs, E. Matlock 
J. Martinez, M. Wiggins, C. Williams, C. Bennett, E. Medrano, T.  
Whitehead, S. Allen, B. Smith, C. Tijerina and D. Turner.  

r7. 4k~2~Aft

2 22

Dominguez State Jail GED graduates are F. Alvarado, V. Counga, R. Contreras, 
C. Cooper, J. Cox, D. Cruz, J. Davis, J. Dimas, E. Dominguez, J. Esalante, 
R. Garza, M. Gonzalez, S. Grimes, J. Hammock, C. Herrera, R. Martinez, M.  
McDonald, D. Mendez, J. Mesa, A. Mooney, R. Olivarez, A. Perez, A. Smith, 
J. Tijerina, L. Trevino, W. Velasquez-Mendez, salutatorian D. Hartwell and 
valedictorian J. Gonzales.

Wallace Unit CIP graduates are J. Ragan, C. Reyna, 
A. Acosta, J. Romero IIl and C. Paul.

GED - The General 
Equivalency Diploma (GED) 
test is administered by WSD 
and evaluates five subject 
areas. Windham School 
District awarded more than 
4,600 GED certificates during 
the 2011 -2012 school year.  

Cognitive Intervention 
Program - The Cognitive 
Intervention Program (CIP) is 
a 60-day program that assists 
offenders in interpersonal 
problem solving. This 
program teaches 
personal accountability 
and responsibility, anger 
management, impulse 
control, overcoming criminal 
thinking, setting goals, 
and other important topics 
related to release.

Ware Unit GED graduates are D. Melton, J. Garcia, G. Casias, C.  
Lazo, J. Rosado, T. Lyons, C. Stewart, T. Price, J. Minor, D. Clark and M.  
Hunter.

Dalhart Unit CIP graduates are A. Longoria, J. Franco, L.  
Johnston, M. Herwick, C. Caldwell, E. Madrid, F. Harris and E.  
Jennings.

N. Gonzalez,

Wallace Unit 
Automotive Brakes 
graduate is C. Lisbon.

-+ --
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TDCJ/Windham bulletin board
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Moore Unit GED graduates are S. Jaqurz, E. Garcia, D. Odega, M. Carraza, J. Garay, T. Byers, 
M. Fuller, A. Delosantos, H. Contreras, S. Quezada, C. Gomez, K. Strong, C. Smith, R. Blakes, J.  
Benavides, B. Johnson, C. Price, J. Ortiz, R. Johnson, B. Gentry, T. Ball, C. Cassell, K. Washington, 
M. Carroll, W. Lightfoot, C. Jordan, J. Rodriquez, salutatorian J. Williams and valedictorian D.  
Garcia.

R. Hirner of the Clements Unit earned 
his Doctorate of Philosophy in 
Theology.

Swo4

TS:

Ney State Jail GED graduates are M. Amason, D.  
Baird, T. Carrion, P. Dickison, C. Eaton, P. Garza, I.  
Pacheco and S. Allen.

Mata, J. Montes,
Boyd Unit GED graduates are B. Gi 

J. S. Barron, D. Hall, J. Jackson, G. CI 
Gonzalez, N. Valadez and B. How

illiam, K. Vess, E. Urias, B. Cook, 
handler, B. Wilson, L. Burleson, R.  
ell.

C 
$4

44 

44 N<

Beto Unit CIP graduates are K. Adams, R. Almager, J. Babers, 
R. Calahan, H. Espinosa, R. Gonzalez, S. Jenkins, D. Lockhart, L.  
McCoy, C. Moore and E. Smith.

Cole State Jail GED graduates are I. Martinez, H. Chavez, A.  
Noriega, 0. Rodriguez, C. King, J. Harwell, A. Savage, C. Martin, 
J. Trammell, E. Jackson, D. Robertson, L. Walker, E. Richardson, 
salutatorian J. Miller and valedictorian C. Welborn.
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An uncertain reception
Ronald Clark 
Telford UnitCan't believe I'm going to see her after all this time. I've had so many thoughts about seeing 

her over the last few years I've lost count. But 
it's finally happening.  

Of course it isn't her fault we haven't talked in six 
years. I'm to blame for that. I've spent that time in 
prison. And while six years isn't a lot compared to 
some of the time that people have been known to get, 
it's still long enough for a girl like her to change her 
mind about how she feels about someone. My life 
has been at a stand still, while hers has kept going, 
probably at full speed.  

What do I think is going to happen when she sees 
me? Honestly, I have no idea.  

My hands shake as I turn the corner onto her 
street. The last time I made this drive was only a few 
years ago, but it feels like it was a lifetime. I know 
I've changed so much in those years, so I'm almost 
positive she has too. We used to love each other.  
But those were the old versions of us. Will the new 
versions feel the same? I know that I still love who 
she was.  

She was something special - tall, almost as tall as 
my six foot one inch frame, with long black hair and 
a witty personality. Not to mention a figure to die 
for. She caught my eye the first time I saw her at the 
coffee house.  

I went in for a little caffeine boost during a long 
day at work. I was almost dead on my feet, and she 
caught my attention. She was sitting by herself, 
looking around like she was waiting for someone. I 
could barely take my eyes off of her as I placed my 
order with the guy at the counter.  

When I asked about her, he said that he didn't 
know her, but asked if I could do him a favor and 
run her drink out to her on my way out the door.  
Not wanting to pass up an opportunity to talk to 
this beautiful stranger, I agreed. She looked up at 
me when I set her drink down, and I found myself 
drowning in the brightest blue eyes I'd ever seen.  

I introduced myself, got her name, and talked for 
a moment. She was brilliant. I almost forgot that I 
had to get back to work, only remembering when she 
asked what I did for a living. I asked if she wanted to 
continue our conversation some other time, and she 
agreed to meet me the next day at the same coffee 
shop at noon. I was so glad that I had the next three 
days off of work.  

We spent a lot of time together over the next few 
months, eventually almost becoming inseparable.  
She met several of my friends. I didn't want to be 
separated from her.  

I was hooked, and she was my drug. She was "my 
brand of heroin," as a book put it.  

Then came my arrest. I got caught up doing 
something that I knew was stupid when I did it. I just 
never realized just how stupid until the cops were 
at my house the next morning. And that was it. I 
thought about her a lot during my time down. There 
were days were playing out seeing her in my head 
would be the only thing keeping me going. I'd dream 
about her often, and I worked hard to make myself 
a new person - someone she'd be happy to be with 
again.

Which brings me back to today. I looked up her 
address online, found that she still lived in the same 
place she did back then, which was a nice surprise 
for me. She talked about moving out of state often, 
and it was nice she was still here. I took it as a good 
sign.  

I got out of my car and looked at myself. Six 
years of workouts and a lot of time 
spent studying made me different, both 
physically and mentally. I'd gone on a self
help book kick at one point, and another 
time I'd tried learning new languages, just 
to keep myself busy. But I was still nervous 
about the conversation I might soon have.  
I wore a pair of black jeans and a collared 
shirt, just like I would've back then. Truth 
be told, it's still what I'm most comfortable 
in.  

I walked up the front steps and onto her 
porch. She still had the little swing we used 
to sit on and watch sunsets when we were 
bored. As the memories came back, I smiled. Taking 
a deep breath to calm myself, I knocked on the door.  

As the door opened, I tried to smile. My smile 
quickly fell as I saw who had answered the door.  
Instead of my beautiful girl, it was a very large and 
muscular man. This, most certainly, was not what I 
was expecting.  

I quickly regained my composure and asked if 
Krystal was here. The man nodded, and walked off.  
I stood there for a moment, not sure what to do at 
this point. This man could be Krystal's husband for 
all I knew. But I'd come this far, I should at least say 
what I came here to say before I left. Although now I 
wished I had just written it down like I planned to do 
at one point. Then I could at least deliver it and leave 
before I made a fool of myself.  

Krystal came to the door then, though she wasn't 
the same. She was still beautiful, but now her long 
hair was almost all gone, cut short in a pixie cut.  
Somehow, the look worked for her. She answered 
the door with a questioning look, possibly wondering 
who would be asking for her. It was only then that I 
looked around at the living room behind her. There 
were toys for a small child all over the floor, and 
some boxes were stacked up against one wall.  

"Umm," I started. "You may not remember me. I 
had longer hair when you saw me last, and it's been a 
while, but..." 

"Of course I remember you!" she cut me off. Her 
excitement was a welcome surprise.  

"Great. Well, I can see I'm interrupting something.  
And, by the look of it I'm intruding on a decent life, 
so I'll just say what I came here to say." 

She started to open her mouth to say something, 
but I cut her off quickly. "Please don't interrupt, I 
want to get this out, then I'll leave. The last six years 
have been the worst of my life. But at the same time 
they've also been something of a blessing. You see, 
without those years, I never would have come to 
appreciate the good things that I have in my life right 
now. And, actually, I've gotten a few nice things in 
return. I'm closer to my family now. But I also had 
lots of time to take stock of all the good things that I

I was inside, and I think that you are the thing that 
kept me going sometimes. And I thank you for that.  
Now I don't expect that you've felt the same, and I 
understand that you've more than likely gone and 
moved on with your life while I was away. I just 
wanted to say all of that, and then say this: 

"Thank you for being there for me, even when you 
weren't aware of it. You saved my life in that place." 

I turned to leave and she grabbed my wrist. "What 
do you think that you're interrupting and intruding 
on?" she asked.  

"Um....I'm not sure what I'm interrupting, but 
clearly your husband is mad that I'm here. The 
phrase 'if looks could kill' ran through my head as he 
had walked away." 

She let go of my wrist and mumbled something as 
I walked back to my car. I stopped before I got in to 
look back. I didn't see her at the door, and I wasn't 
sure why she left it open. I got into my car and was 
about to start it when the tears started. I knew I 
shouldn't have expected any different, but it stung all 
the same that I wouldn't get the girl after all. Then 
there was a knock on my window.  

Krystal was outside it, holding something in her 
hands. I rolled down the window to see what she 
wanted. She had a simple piece of paper folded like a 
letter. She handed it to me and I opened it to read it.  
It simply said "I'll wait." 

"I thought about sending it so many times, but I 
couldn't. I didn't know if you would feel the same 
way," she explained with a tear rolling down her 
cheek.  

I got out and hugged her, and she explained that 
the guy inside was a friend, and she was babysitting 
his son, which explained the toys. The boxes were 
because she was storing stuff for some one else. It 
was a misunderstanding.  

And as she and I kissed, it was like the years of 
separation had never happened. I got the girl, she got 
the guy, and everyone was happy. Sometimes, even 
the person who thinks that they don't deserve it gets 
the happy ending. It's just up to them to do the hard 
part and keep looking for it. 4
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A bushel and a peck
Cot y Wisnoski 

Staff Writer

A s a kid I used to loathe when my mother 

would say these stupid catch phrases she 
had picked up from my Granny. She would 
spout them off at every opportunity, or so it 

seemed then. At the sight of my obvious disgust, she'd 
always say, "I know you hate them, because I used to 
hate them too when my mama would say stuff like that." 

"Then why," I would ask, "would you put me through 
the same torture?" I have to admit now that I'm older, 
most of the sayings hold quite a bit of validity, but there 
was one I never quite understood: "With a bushel and a 
peck and a hug around the neck." For years I racked my 
brain trying to figure out where she got this crazy phrase.  
I remember Granny saying it and though that didn't help 
me understand it any better, it was different when she 
said it. Mom would say it and it sounded weird, at least 
at the time.  

I didn't know why I would get so annoyed when 
she would say these things. We'd be having a debate/ 
discussion and sometimes she would draw from the
phrase bank to drive her point home 
and all it would do was drive me insane, 
though I wouldn't show it, of course. If 
there was one thing she'd say that wasn't 
so much a phrase she'd picked up from 
Granny as it was a statement of fact. "One 
day you'll be old, I'll be gone and you'll 
realize. 'All that stupid stuff my mama 
used to say... she was right'." At that time 
you couldn't have made me believe it even 
if God himself had said it, because I knew 
everything.

ay you never lose hope in the future and keep 
striving to be the best 

you can be. May you realize that you 
will miss ioo percent of the shots 
you don't take. May you have the 
wisdom to take this time to look 
back at your past and the courage to

are dead heroes"; "A little powder and paint will make 
you something you ain't"; "Be wary of the company 
you keep. You are who you hang with." Granny only 
had a fourth grade education, but she was probably the 
smartest woman I've ever known. She raised her kids 
right, who in turn, tried to raise their kids the same way.  
I thought sadly about how my mother never got the 
opportunity to admit to Granny that the things she used 
to say were right and that she wished she would have 
listened more. I decided to make a phone call.  

"Mama..."
"Yes, baby?" 
"You know all that stupid stuff you used to say that 

Granny used to tell you when you were a little girl? You 
know how it used to drive me crazy?" 

"Oh my goodness, yes. Why?" 
"I just wanted to call and tell you that you were right, 

and that I'm sorry I was such a stubborn [donkey] 
growing up." 

"Say that again?" I know she heard me but I had to

'Be wary of 
the company 
you keep. You 
are who you 
hang with.'

My family is pretty close-knit so there were quite a few 
get-togethers growing up. Some of them were planned, 
but more often than not it was a spontaneous affair 
that started with someone bringing over a few ice cold 
beverages, for lack of a better euphemism. Then by way 
of some sort of psychic radar, everyone else just seemed 
to show up. Granny always told it like it was. Anyone who 
walked through the house during one of these gatherings 
was guaranteed to hear a few conversations peppered 
with some of Granny's infamous witticisms, most of 
which I can't list here (Granny had the mouth of a sailor).  

One day I was doing some reminiscing and I got to 
thinking about some of the other kooky things she used 
to say; "Baby, there's a lot more live chickens than there

chuckle to myself. I am very much my 
mother's son in the sense that I like to 

hear I'm right from time to time. She and 
I have come a long way and have suffered 
this journey together. I owed it to her to let 
her know and to help her feel like she didn't 
have anything to do with why I went down 
the path I did. I had to let her know that she 
did the best she could and that none of my 
decisions were her fault. The conversation

continued with bouts of laughter and tears.  
The dreaded one-minute warning came, so we said our 
goodbyes and she told me she would be sending me 
something in the mail.  

A week or so passed and I got a big package 
with some pictures, some chain mail comics and 
something that looked like internet research which, 
for my mother, is a feat in itself. She looked up bushel 
and peck and found that the two words had something 
in common: "bushel-a large quantity, lots"; "peck-a 
large quantity or number". They were both forms of 
measurement. In Granny's terms it was a measurement 
of love. It came to mind that Granny would always say 
this when she hugged us and kissed us goodbye. I came 
to the conclusion that it meant what I always took it to 
mean, which is, "I love you. Lots." 4

break the cycles of abuse, addiction 
and anger. Make the changes that 
have been so difficult for so many so 
that this burden stops with you. May 
you recognize that the walls of this 
prison don't change the morality of 
the world and that all that is needed 
for evil to prevail is for good men

and women to do nothing. As a man 
or woman you have a duty to stand 

up to regain your dignity as a human 
and demand the wrongs in this so

ciety be corrected. The way forward 

is up to you, and your ticket out is 
through integrity. Be the change in 
this world. A

An exhortation to those in white 
- -___Scott Zirus 

Garza East Unit

Wyqn nit 

Ingredients: 
4 hardboiled eggs 
I spoon of mustard 
2 spoons of mayo 
I spoon of chopped 
dill pickle 

part of a chili soup 
seasoning 

salt & pepper 

Directions: 
Carefully remove the 

shells of the hard-boiled 
eggs. Cut the eggs in 
half; be careful to main
tain the eggs' shope.  
Remove the yolks and 
place in a separate 
bowl. Mix the mustard, 
mayo and pickle with 
the yolks. Add salt and 

pepper to taste. Scoop 
the yolk mixture into 
the void where the yolk 
was removed. Lightly 
sprinkle the chili season
ing on top of each egg 
and enjoy.  

eJal 

Ingredients: 
10 pks. lemon-lime 
sports drink 

6-8 bottles of water 
1 strawberry soda 

Directions: 
Mix all ingredients and 

enjoy!
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By JaWeO 

Ingredients: 
I bag vanilla wafers 
1 bag powdered milk 
1 lemon cool down 
1 packet of 

Sweet 'N Low 
1 Sprite 

Directions: 
Crush half the vanilla 

wafers in a spread bowl 
and set other half aside.  
Pour the powdered 
milk, Sweet 'N Low, and 
the lemon cool down 
into the crushed vanilla 
wafers in the spread 
bowl. Pour them all in 
when dry; do not pour 
them in wet. Slowly 
pour in about % of the 
can of Sprite into the 
dry ingredients and stir 
until the mixture is thick 
like a pudding texture.  
Spread a thin layer of 
the mixture into another 
spread bowl and then 
begin stacking layers 
of vanilla wafers over 
the layers of pudding 
mixture. The completed 
bowl will consist of 
whole wafers over 
pudding mixture layers.  
Use all ingredients. Eat 
and enjoy!

Easy 
1 6 5 2 8 3 4 9 7 

2 4 7 9 5 3 8 [1 

9 3 8 4 1 7'6 2 5 

4 5 3 7 9 1 8 6 2 

7 1 2 8 4 6 5 3 9 

6 8 9 3 5 2 7 1 4 

8 2 4 6 7 9 1 5 3 

5 9 6 1 3 4 2 7]8 

3 7 1 5 2 8 9 4 

Difficult 
1 4 7 9 6 218 5 3' 

- - ----3 6 8 4 7 5 2 1 9 

9 2 5 1 3 8 7 4 6 

2 8 3 159 4 1 6 7 

4 5 9 6 1 7 3 28 

6 7 a 352 4 

8 3 4 2 5 619 7 1.  

516786 9 4 3 2 
7 912 3 4 1j6 j8.5

TI
RichirdA. Luna 

Clemens Unit 
s my childhood was giving 
way to adulthood, I battled 
a demon that brought me 

face to face with reality. Forgiveness 
was not a choice for me. It was the 
backbone of a life spent believing that 
hope would somehow lead faith to rest 
upon my soul.  

Leading supporters in my life had 
died or turned away, but Ma and Dad 
stayed true. Quality, not quantity, is 
what matters in the end. There is no 
victim here; only a survivor. It's a daily 
choice. Years later, after the dreams 
I once held tightly in my Lands were 
blown away like grains of sand in the 
wind, the moment that defined my life 
was finally before me. Dad sensed my 
hesitation. I'll never forget his advice, 
"Sometimes you have to stand up and 
show the world who you are." 

Dad's favorite song came from Mike 
and the Mechanics, "In the Living 
Years." He and Ma have been friends 
since childhood. Seeing the living year 
under their guidance makes me one of 
the luckiest people ever. I'm sad when 
I think about facing the wrld without 
them, but having them as life's first 
experience in companionship still give 
me hope. Unequivocally, I am a better 
person because of it.  

I learned what hand-me-down

Pride and Prejudice 
By Robert Burkey 

Gurney Unit 
o you like to read books and are you ready for a change of pace from 
James Patterson and Tom Clancy? There is a classic by Jane Austen 
called Pride and Prejudice.  

Published in 1813 as a contemporary novel, it provides a window into the 
life and culture of Georgian (pre-Victorian) England. The novel focuses on 
the life of Elizabeth Bennet, a young, single woman of the gentry class with 
four unmarried sisters and no brothers.  

Devoid of a male heir, their family is destined to lose their estate to a male 
cousin at the death of their father. As a result, there is enormous pressure on 
all these relatively poor sisters to marry someone wealthy.  

When an extremely wealthy man, Mr. Brinkley, moves in next door and 
takes an interest in Elizabeth's older sister, the economic future of the family 
seems assured. But wait! Mr. Brinkley's arrogant, proud and even wealthier 
friend, Mr. Darcy, doesn't seem to approve of Brinkley's union with such a 
poor and common family. Well, that is all of the plot I am going to reveal. I 
will say while it is a romance novel, it is not a sappy one. It is well written, 
witty in some places, hilarious in others. Look for it in your unit library-it 

won't cost you a thing!i 

0 0 

ie living years 
clothes were. I ate the best leftover I truly feel sorrowful that we all 
meatloaf sandwiches and homemade cannot experience parents like these.  
ice cream. I learned how to make my There just aren't that many around 

own bed, mow our yard, and wash the anymore. I get made "fun of' a lot for 
car and the dishes. And when I got an how they raised me. My dad showed 
attitude, Ma taught me what Dial soap me that a person can be i the midst 
tastes like. of the most despicable individuals and 

We were together when our dog had not become like them. It's a person's 
puppies and when some didn't make circle of influence that matters. In 
it. I learned how to be humble because other words, where does your advice 
they allowed me to be humiliated, and come from? Are the people you call 
how to be honest after learning what "friends" willing to sacrifice your 
it felt like to be cheated. I learned that feelings to tell you when you're making 
fighting will create more problems a bad choice? 
without solving a single one. Knowing Thinking of the true solid support 
how to use a computer, driving a new I've always had from people like Ma 
car or talking your way out of problems and Dad makes me care even less 
doesn't make you smart or good. about what the village voice is saying.  

When I wanted a slingshot, dad When I close my eyes I see clearly; 
sat me on the banks of the Paluxy when I stop trying to listen I hear the 
River and showed me how to make truth. When I'm silent my heart will 
one. When I didn't score the winning sing. I don't need physical contact to 
touchdown, Ma still rocked the have union. I can be still, yet move 
stadium. When I did score the winning forward. I can be gentle and not need 
touchdown, she was detained when strength. I can be humble and remain 
she jumped over the wall. When I whole. Perhaps, the most practical 
wanted a vegetable garden they found lesson I learned from them is, "Laugh 

s a tiller. We experienced joy during the when it's time to laugh and cry when 
holidays and sorrow at funerals. They it's time to cry." 
taught me that drugs, pornography For the lucky ones who know people 
and lies will destroy even the best of like this that have influenced them, 
friendships or strongest of marriages. there's not much advice to be offered.  

s They taught me that disappointment My only suggestion would be take 
is part of life. There is also no reason time to show your gratitude to them in 
to touch a hot stove or lick a frozen the living years.  
flagpole. Thank you, Ma and Dad!
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