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The degree of civilization in a society can be judged by entering its prisons.

                                                                                                 Fyodor Dostoevsky

EDITOR’S NOTE

In 2007 I was introduced to Jack Morris by 
Margie Ghiz. Margie was the owner/manager of 
the Midnight Special Bookstore in Santa Monica 
who had exhibited Jack Morris’ artworks as well 
as the works of other incarcerated people. She 
had sent him a Xerox copy of one of my artworks 
and he had responded with a letter that has be-
come one of my favorite possessions. As a result, 
in 2011, we began to correspond.

In 2014, I published a book of Jack’s works en-
titled The World of Jack L. Morris: SHU (Secure 
Housing Unit), Pelican Bay State Prison that 
included his poetry, artworks and letters. Jack 
was able to use these three expressive forms 
to communicate the realities and dilemmas he 
confronted while living in solitary confinement 
at Pelican Bay State Prison for over twenty five 
years. I was very impressed by his ability to teach 
himself to write poetry and make marvelous 
art works with no formal training. In fact, in el-
ementary school he had lost belief that he could 
make something of himself because he could 
not read and there was no one to help or mentor 
him. Thus, he thought that the only way he could 
get what he wanted in life was through illegal 
means, which ultimately resulted in his initial 
and subsequent arrests.

In many of Jack’s artworks he references Aztec 
and Mayan imagery. His first book was placed on 
the censored book list of the California Depart-
ment of Corrections and Rehabilitation because 
they claim that his drawings contain gang 
symbology or hidden gang messages. However, 
from my understanding of Jack’s intentions, he 
drew great inspiration from his heritage and this 
helped him maintain a sense of self while living 
in solitary confinement. The image on the cover 
of this book is an example of his work. He was 
never allowed to have his first published book 
and to this day he has never seen it.

This current book contains two parts: Jack’s 
writings about his experiences while incarcer-
ated in California from the age of 13 until he 
left the SHU at Pelican Bay at the age of 55, and 
letters that he wrote me during the four + years 
we corresponded while he was at Pelican Bay. 
Jack started his autobiography in the early 1990s 
and periodically continued adding to it while he 
was in the SHU. His book plus his letters provide 
a dimensional picture of his experiences and 
reflections on his own psychological and philo-
sophical evolution as he struggled to endure 
solitary confinement, events that he experienced 
and observed and his perspective on the hu-
man and monetary cost that the carceral system 
inflicts on people, including the incarcerated and 
their families, the guards and their families and 
society in general. 

The picture that is painted in these combined 
works is an honest, intelligent, sensitive and at 
times humorous reflections on the effect of our 
current prison system on people unfortunate 
enough to be caught in it. Ultimately, it is my 
hope that Jack’s writing will help to undo the 
concept of ‘criminal’ and replace it with the 
understanding that incarcerated people are hu-
man beings who are dehumanized by the prison 
system, the media and society in general.

With Jack’s permission I took the liberty to ar-
range his recollections chronologically in order 
to generate a clearer representation of his life 
process. I tried to keep true the character of his 
language while correcting spelling and making 
small syntax changes.  I am very appreciative 
to Zayn Kassam, Deborah Krall and Michael 
Moeller for their assistance in editing this book.               
                   
     Sheila Pinkel
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INTRODUCTION
March, 2017 

I’ve come to believe the destruction of human life 
is life not being lived as a human being. I believed 
this in the past as I believe it now. 

At this particular time, I’m undertaking one of 
the most enormous projects I’ve ever encoun-
tered, the writing of a book. This book is not a 
work of fiction. Instead, this book will address 
events in my life and the true actual effect of the 
justice system in place of justice. There will be 
subjects stated as information. Whether these 
subjects are factual I leave up to you to decide on 
your own. I wrote because it allowed me to use 
my mind while confined in a concrete box for 
what I was told would be forever. 

To comprehend the myriad changes I’ve gone 
through to reach this point in my life one has to 
view this undertaking from the beginning, my 
change from a baby through the stages of my life 
up to my present age. 

I am not a psychologist or psychiatrist, nor have 
psychoanalytical studies dominated my time. 
I have done my reading on these subjects, but 
only to further manipulate my environment for 
self-preservation and existence, properly termed 
survival.

I’m not gifted in any particular discipline, such as 
Buddhism or transcendental meditation. I gradu-
ated from high school in the California Youth 
Authority (CYA). I took some college courses in 
prison and received certification in Office Ma-
chine Technology. Other than that all my learning 
is of an autodidactic nature (self-imposed).

I’m a man with a truth to tell about a system that 
has been studied, evaluated, written about, placed 
into cinema and touted as the best justice system 
in the world. But, it has not been told by a present 
day by-product of this “get tough on crime at-
titude” and to hell with what really matters today, 
People.

I write from approximately 40 years of experience 
within institutions throughout California, from 
juvenile to adult. I guess you can say I’m a present 
day Jane Goodall, for my studies, evaluations and 
observations are all based on visual comprehen-
sion and knowledge through the oldest teacher in 
history – trial and error, success and failure. This 
is the first page of my book. 

         Jack L. Morris
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‘bus therapy’ before I ever knew what it was.
Bus therapy is a form of psychological assault 
perpetrated against a prisoner who upsets the 
prison administrators. It consists of being placed 
on a bus at the institution housing you and 
transferred to another. This process is repeated 
over and over many times. Each receiving 
institution holds you in their prison for approxi-
mately two weeks to two months before you’re 
placed on another bus and transferred to another 
institution. 

The result of this repeated transferring is that 
one’s personal property is lost. This happens 
because your property, which is supposed to be 
packed and set on the bus from the prison you’re 
leaving, gets lost in transit. It normally takes a 
month to several months before one receives his 
property. Since your transfers are taking place 
sooner than your property can be issued, it’s 
misplaced. This also happens with one’s personal 
mail. If your letter is sent to you at the address 
of one prison and you’re not at that prison, it 
is forwarded to the institution where you are 
located. This process takes weeks if not longer to 
accomplish. The problem is your mail is sent to 
the institution where you are located, but before 
your mail arrives you’ve already been transferred 
again. Thus, your mail never reaches your hands 
until the guards decide to stop transferring you, 
whenever that may be. That is what happened 
to me in 1973 as a young kid experiencing the 
justice system for the first time.

If you’re one of the lucky ones to receive visits 
from loved ones, your visitors are turned away 
at the gates because you’re not at the prison they 
are visiting, or the request they made to visit you 
has not been processed, and they’re not approved 
to get in. Being cut off at the age of thirteen, 
denied access to family, friends, and support 
because of the transfers affected me. I was being 
sent from Los Padrinos Juvenile Hall to Central 
Juvenile Hall only to be transferred again to the 
Youth Training School and Wayside County 
Facility. These transfers were repeated over and 
over again during this period of investigation.

The void of family at this young age was trau-
matic to my psyche and that’s putting it mildly. 
At 13 years of age I was in a world I had never 
experienced before in my life, and the only 
people around were those that had experienced 
this life for years.

I never confessed my fears to anyone but I did 
experience them. To express vulnerability at that 
age and in that hostile environment would have 
resulted in irreparable harm, harm more severe 
than the denial of a young boy’s access to his 
family. I’ve seen extortion, robbery and as-
sault, both physical and sexual, upon those that 
showed fear and vulnerability and not necessar-
ily in verbal form, speech or emotional displays. 
Vulnerability was detectable in all forms.

I felt sympathy for some of these young boys 
because they were victimized for no reason at 
all, except because they were vulnerable. I was 
lucky enough to understand that. I knew that in 
a violent world the only comprehensible reaction 
was a force greater than that being forced upon 
me. I realized this at 13 years of age, a lesson 
I’ve taken to the limits many times in my life. I 
came to understand that ultimately force was the 
elimination of an opposing force with equal to or 
greater than the force upon you.

I didn’t realize at the age of 13 in a juvenile facil-
ity that I was being taught violence, the answer 
to many of my problems. I was being told, not in 
words but in what the environment dictated that 
at the age of 13, trust, concern and other noble 
attributes and traits were liabilities and would 
only end up hurting me in the future. 

Because of the bus therapy I didn’t have any 
family around me to show me or tell me that 
compassion was not a fatal mistake or surrender. 
I was released from the courthouse after what 
seemed like a lifetime, and when I left I did so 
as a different person than when I went in. I lost 
my youthful innocence and naiveté, a simplicity 
uncherished until it is a thing of the past.

In one particular incident I remember being told 
to disrobe when I entered Los Padrinos. I did 
as told and stood in a long hallway lined with 
benches. I and approximately six other boys were 
awaiting processing. Processing is the entry pro-
cedure utilized when receiving a child from the 
city jail. I was stripped down to my boxers and 
led to a shower stall. I remember stepping into 
the shower and feeling the mildew under my 
feet. I wished for some light but there was none. 
The guard processing me and the others with 
me handed us all a small cup containing a pink 
lotion. We were told to wash our pubic areas to 
kill any lice and disease we were carrying. I was 

CHILDHOOD

From what I can remember, my childhood 
started out just like any other kid’s, whatever that 
is, with the warmth of my mother and security 
of my father. It was something I did not quite 
understand at that time in my life. On numerous 
occasions I have tried to think back to my very 
first thoughts. I’ve told myself it was to test my 
memory, to develop my ability to increase my 
mental capacity, but I truly believe the real pur-
pose was, in my later years of incarceration, to 
reassure myself that I was not going insane nor 
losing my mind in any other form. It should not 
sound too surprising to hear me say that because 
I still practice the act today as re-reassurance.

As many times as I tried, I can remember back 
only as far as a train ride I took. To this day I 
can’t tell you where I was going or coming from, 
only that I was in my mother’s lap with a stuffed 
animal in my hands, sitting next to the window. 
My very first memory is limited to that experi-
ence. There are a few others in my infancy but 
I don’t believe them to be of any interest to this 
book.

There is one very distinct incident that might 
have played a role in my ability to deal with my 
present situation. I was very young at the time. 
In fact, I cannot remember my exact age except 
to say I was around four. I was in kindergarten. 
A recess was taking place. All the kids includ-
ing myself were playing and laughing on the 
swings and slides, nothing unusual from any 
other day. But for me a new understanding was 
about to take place. I recall sitting in a large 
sewer pipe provided to the school for playing 
on and around. It was the large clay type a small 
child could run or walk through and climb upon. 
I remember sitting inside this pipe and feel-
ing completely isolated and alone, although the 
playground was full of kids at play. I discovered, 
for the first time in my life solitude, a feeling 
never known to me before. Although I felt alone, 
I experienced no discomfort, only the feeling 
and understanding of isolation. It was a feeling 
I would have to learn to live with a great deal in 
my future, regrettably. Years would pass before 
my first run-in with the law. Isn’t it crazy how 
much isolation and incarceration go hand in 
hand?

JUVENILE INCARCERATION

I’ve been in five juvenile hall facilities: Los Pa-
drinos; Central Juvenile Hall; Wayside County 
facility; Camp Scutter; and the Youth Train-
ing School. I did time in two California Youth 
Authorities, The Southern Reception Center and 
Clinic and the Youth Training School (YTS). 
And, I’ve been in ten prisons in California: 
Chino Reception Center, Folsom Prison, San 
Quentin Prison, Soledad Correctional Training 
Facility, Vacaville Medical Facility, California 
Correctional Institution at Tehachapi, Solano 
State Prison, Delano Prison, Duval Vocational 
Institute and Pelican Bay State Prison, my pres-
ent place of confinement. 

In my very early teens I made my first trip to Los 
Padrinos Juvenile Hall. We called it L.P. It was 
a fairly new facility that held children awaiting 
court hearings for a number of issues ranging 
from unwanted children to kids who killed. It 
was a training school for criminality. It was with-
in this training school of criminality that I would 
be provided with the basic tools for surviving 
inside a very hostile and uncaring environment. 
It was in these early stages of incarceration that 
the dehumanization process began its dominat-
ing influence in my life. 

There are three basic types of violence in prison 
and the California system. These three stepping-
stones towards violence are associated with the 
system that holds you at the time. When I was 
in the juvenile hall system, the emphasis was 
on having the courage to engage in a fistfight. 
When I went to the California Youth Authority, 
the level of violence increased. Weapons were 
sometimes involved. Death was not the desired 
outcome in most cases. In the California Youth 
Authority it was more a show of courage to gain 
recognition by means of displaying a lack of hu-
man concern. Prison was a whole new monster. 
In prison you picked up a knife to kill, with the 
emphasis on killing. Prison taught us that an act 
of violence should have the intention of death as 
its outcome.

In 1973, when I was 13 years old, I went to jail 
along with seven other boys for assault with a 
deadly weapon. I spent the next two months 
incarcerated while the case was under investiga-
tion. During this period of time I was being sent 
from one jail facility to another. I was receiving 
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course, all this takes place while he’s in hand-
cuffs and leg restraints. This does not occur all 
the time. Some men recognize it for what it is, a 
chance for the guards to assault them. Knowing 
this, some men get their licks in before beating 
takes place. The guards’ feet and punches find 
their mark but it’s part of the environment. This 
same technique is used in both prisons and juve-
nile hall. I’ve experienced it in both locations. 

One incident I saw while at Los Padrinos, and 
by pure accident I’m sure, was four counselors 
applying this technique on a young boy. What 
he had done I have no idea, but at that particular 
point I doubt it much mattered. This boy was 12 
to 14 years of age. Four counselors surrounded 
him. What he was about to experience was 
something he would never forget. The technique 
was applied and I saw this boy tossed into the 
air making the distance to the ground that much 
longer. He was kicked and punched only a mo-
ment but it was enough. This battered boy was 
taken to the isolation unit carried by the hand-
cuffs and ankle chains binding both his feet and 
hands. He was carried like an animal hogtied. 
I wondered at that moment the hatred he must 
have felt towards those men. 

I knew my outrage at witnessing this brutal 
attack was almost uncontrollable. Being young 
doesn’t mean being dumb, especially about 
getting an ass kicking. I had learned another 
important lesson seeing this barbaric act. I knew 
from that moment that if I was ever going to be 
put into such a helpless position, degrading and 
humiliating me such as they did to that little boy, 
I would try with all my 120 lbs. to hurt one or 
as many other counselors or guards as I could 
before my hands were cuffed. 

Intimidation by the system of corrections, both 
juvenile and adult, is the most damaging effect 
inflicted upon its occupants. One’s personality 
and social skills suffer tremendously. I always 
wondered whether my social abilities and my 
communication skills if released from prison 
or within jail where communication skills are a 
must, would be irreparably damaged. Would the 
doctors employed by the Department of Cor-
rections have any responsibility to rehabilitate 
me from the prolonged isolation of confinement 
before release, or does society have to take the 
chance that I’m not released insane to the free 
world? If I am anti-social while in prison, what 

makes me not anti-social before let out?
Were the psychological effects upon my brain 
while in juvenile hall considered in long range 
terms or were they purposely developed as job 
security? I now think about those effects upon 
my brain while I sit in a prison cell 40 years later. 
Do the doctors’ evaluations actually hold any 
validity? Or, an even larger question, does the 
School of Hatred actually begin its development 
process from the start of incarceration so that 
you become dependent on the justice system’s 
robotic conformity, making one incapable of ra-
tional thought so as to be deprived of the ability 
to function in a free society?

What began to take place was the transformation 
from being an individual into something that 
didn’t possess any identity. I began to take on the 
appearance of anyone else. I was no longer iden-
tifiable from the other boys who were processed 
alongside of me. 

In appearance I could have been an unwanted 
child or a killer. We were all the same to the jail-
ers who considered us nothing more than a job. 
I began to realize something as we were escorted 
to the housing units. I understood at that point 
that a killer would receive the same cruelties 
inflicted upon him as an unwanted child, cruel-
ties that haunt a first termer’s mind. Of course, 
I understood to lie and get caught would not be 
any better, so I didn’t lie. Besides, I was there for 
assault with a deadly weapon. 

I decided to project violence in everything I did. 
To my surprise it worked. I learned many impor-
tant lessons with my first stay in the School of 
Criminality, ones that would serve me over and 
over again. In fact, it wasn’t so tough for some-
one who looked like he didn’t care about others, 
as long as others didn’t get too close as to know I 
was, in fact, human. I couldn’t understand then, 
and I still find it hard to understand today, why 
these Houses of Hatred taught all entering them 
not to care about anyone else or anything except 
one’s own selfish satisfactions.

Throughout my life in the School of Hatred I’ve 
come to realize you stay out of trouble in terms 
of conflict with counselors and guards by follow-
ing the rules set down. Sounds easy enough, but 
it’s quite impossible. You have so many different 
people interpreting what those rules are. You 
have the general rules, the supervisors’ under-

thirteen at the time and the impact this turn of 
events had on me was a lasting memory burnt 
forever more into my mind. Alas, the process 
had not ended. I still had to pee into a cup and 
blood was taken for a future test, I was told. 
My personal clothing was taken and I was 
dressed in beige khakis and a grey sweatshirt. 
I was given a pair of black and white old style 
Chuck Taylor tennis shoes two sizes too big. 

What I recall of my initial visual contact and 
impression was the total disregard for individual 
concern. I would later find this same dehuman-
ization throughout my life experiences inside the 
California justice system. The intimidation factor 
was one of the most influential methods used by 
the staff at Los Padrinos to control, dictate and/
or impose their authority on a fish entering into 
this new environment. A ‘fish’ is the term used 
for the first termer. The word implies a fish out of 
water. The School of Hatred routinely used such 
methods to enforce conformity. A small non-
violent or unwanted child looking for acknowl-
edgment through behavior, whether negative or 
positive, is always told behavior conformity is a 
must, laced with intimidation.

 I myself experienced this behavior many times 
by guards. Such behavior conformity depends on 
the particular staff member you’re dealing with. 
This is done without any concern, nor compas-
sion for the youthful offender, and, of course, 
non-conformity results in verbal threats, physi-
cal threats and/or, in most cases, isolation.

These forms of forced conformity usually work 
until the time the individual being threatened 
verbally, physically or with isolation experiences 
first hand the actual threat. Then the intimida-
tion of its repeated exposure is no longer threat-
ening. Most methods are used frequently and 
repeatedly, instilling into the recipient an immu-
nity to the threat and an attitude of “I don’t care 
what you do or say.” This attitude is the accepted 
and prevailing attitude by most young offenders 
in the juvenile system. 

One particular case I experienced in Los Padri-
nos was when I was first sent to the box (solitary 
confinement) based on my involvement in a fist-
fight, which were common in juvenile hall. The 
cell I was isolated in had no windows. They were 
blackened out with paint. My bunk was a slab of 
concrete. Boys over the years had scratched into 

the walls their thoughts and experiences while 
held in this above the ground mausoleum. One 
particular declaration was quite revealing. It 
appeared to have been scratched into the flak-
ing paint by a fingernail and read, “Take my life, 
not my soul.” I sat in that cell over three months 
surrounded by concrete walls and never under-
stood the saying until years later. I remember 
lying in that crypt where even the toilet flushed 
only from outside of the cell, and only when 
the staff running the unit decided to venture 
down the long corridor lined with cells to do the 
flushing. At times I sat in that concrete cubicle 
hours awaiting this simple and sanitary need. To 
elaborate on the air quality during those hours 
isn’t necessary except to say it wasn’t healthy or 
humane.

Once a day I was let out of my cell for an hour. 
I was stripped naked while staff searched my 
clothing and my body for contraband. I was 120 
lbs, 5’ 6”, thirteen years old and being treated and 
subjected to the same processes used in adult 
prisons including in one of the most psychologi-
cally damaging joints ever built in California. I 
was developed for my present environment at 
a very young age so it should be of no surprise 
that I have acclimated in my progression. It goes 
without saying that the threat of the hole no lon-
ger had its threatening influence, except to anger 
me. My hatred had elevated to another notch.

In juvenile hall, physical threats were not so 
much beatings as isolation from people and the 
deprivation of sensory perceptions as well as 
what little personal items one might have, such 
as candy, comic books or cosmetics that family 
might have brought to you or some other kid 
more fortunate than most. Of course, this does 
not mean physical beatings did not happen and, 
at times, it seemed as though it was happening 
more often every day.

The beatings were commonly referred to as 
“restraining.” These restraining techniques were 
quite rehearsed and frequently administered. A 
team of guards got a prisoner alone out of sight 
of other prisoners and commenced to verbally 
abuse him. If words failed to provide movement 
by the prisoner, any type of body movement 
would justify, then the prisoner is pushed up 
against the wall. When he bounces back, this 
justifies an aggressive movement that results in 
the guard jumping on him and beating him. Of 
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I once saw a movie on television depicting 
captured American soldiers in Vietnam. The sol-
diers were held in individual cubicles within the 
prisoners of war camp. Within each cubicle there 
was a soldier isolated from his fellow Americans. 
This type of solitary confinement played a major 
role in breaking the prisoners. What was so real 
about this movie was how the prisoners devel-
oped distrust for any other soldier held within 
the camp.

What happens most of the time in this type of 
situation is, since this dissociative function is 
necessary for survival in a very harsh environ-
ment, it becomes extremely important to de-
velop an attitude and behavior that assures a 
strict adherence. I began to look within myself 
for conversation and consolation. Of course, in 
the beginning there is family support for most 
youthful offenders, but this support diminishes 
with time.  Some younger people are left to deal 
with their situation on their own with no one to 
provide mental or spiritual support or very much 
needed loving support.

At the beginning, although extremely harsh on 
me, it was eased due to family support physi-
cally, mentally, spiritually and I was given a lot of 
love. My mother would come to visit me every 
weekend. She would pack a large bag with candy 
and cosmetics, comic books and anything else 
that would help reduce the turbulence in my life. 
Mom would also bring in homemade food for 
me to eat while she and I sat in front of the unit 
where I was housed. We would talk about any-
thing we could think about, just so neither of us 
would think about where we sat at that moment.

I used to smoke cigarettes in those days. It was 
early in my incarceration. Being that I was a 
juvenile at the time, I was not allowed to smoke. 
My mom helped me out by bringing  me Lucky 
Strikes concealed inside the bottom of a cracker 
box along with three books of matches.  When I 
remember back to those days, although I was in 
jail, I was the luckiest boy in the world because 
I had a family who loved me, and a mother who 
showed me love and concern in every way she 
could.  Other boys in the same situation expe-
rienced their incarceration in a much different 
form. I thought of them back then and wondered 
how could they live without the love of a mother 
or family? I knew for me this would result in a 
total disregard for life or personal worth.

Over the years dissociative factors have brought 
me real concern. A perfect example of this disso-
ciative factor brought on by prolonged isolation 
and incarceration was revealed to me in a dream.
It began with me standing in a large hall illu-
minated by a light, very bright but nonetheless 
off-white, almost yellowish in color. There were 
pillars inside the hall that I could see. I could 
not see a roof, nor did I see the sky, so whatever 
the pillars supported I do not know. I could see 
people inside the hall, but I could not make out 
their faces. Then, as if out of nowhere there ap-
peared a table approximately five feet in front of 
me. I walked up to the table and the closer I got 
the better I could see the faces. It was my mother, 
my aunt, and a girl I have cared for all my life, so 
it seemed.  They sat unmoving as I approached. I 
could feel their love for me without a single word 
being spoken. What happened next has occupied 
my mind ever since.

As I stood at the table looking down into the 
eyes of those I loved Jesus approached the table. 
Although no words were spoken I knew that 
Jesus was telling me to take my mother’s hand, 
which was now outstretched towards me. The 
unspoken voice of Jesus told me to take the 
hand.  I could not. My mistrust of people had 
me questioning at that moment whether it was 
a trick. I refused to take my own mother’s hand 
because I thought it could be a trick, to what I 
could not tell you except to say I hesitated.

The next thing I remember I was outside of the 
hall, where I did not know, but I was standing 
there watching the people from the hall walk 
away towards an enormous forest. I tried to walk 
after them but the voice told me it was too late. 
There’s more to the dream but it concerned the 
beginning of misery.  The dream and its very 
clear message, to me at least, applied directly to 
my dissociative personality, a personality ex-
tremely necessary, I’ve come to understand, to be 
able to survive in prison.

My dissociative personality had me denying the 
hand of my mother through the voice of God. 
Question: what has the Department of Correc-
tions corrected in me through their system of 
Justice in place of compassion? What, if any, acts 
or effects will my highly tuned and well-honed 
personality, which I began working on in my 
first days of juvenile hall, have in society?

standing of the rules and the floor guards’ belief. 
To compound this problem, you have three 
different shifts of guards and each runs the block 
as they see fit. All these different perspectives on 
just what the rules are, translates into the pris-
oner disregarding all rules. Men are supposed to 
follow rules; failure to do so results in placement 
into the isolation unit. The isolation unit breeds 
anger that turns into violence, and as a young 
man exposed to repetitive violence, the mental 
effects can be lasting. 

In 1988 a study was done in the Washington 
State area on violence in the prison system. It 
found that excessive isolation of prisoners re-
sulted in higher rates of adverse behavior among 
its residents.

How does isolation affect a younger child when 
in juvenile hall, such as Los Padrinos, where 
he is constantly threatened with physical vio-
lence by staff and other boys in the facility or 
the threat of isolation by being locked away in 
solitary confinement? Do verbal threats, which 
are repeated over and over again, have the same 
effect on children in juvenile hall as experienc-
ing isolation? What, if any, are the patterns that 
develop as a result of these constant threats or 
intimidations?

When I was first sent to Los Padrinos I was so 
scared of being there because of all the stories I 
had heard about incarceration. While there I was 
often threatened with isolation, the result of not 
following orders when given. This was repeated 
so many times a day I actually experienced the 
isolation before being sent there. I played it 
over and over in my mind, how it would be. My 
information to formulate my scenario was gath-
ered on the yard and through the threats of the 
guards in the housing units. Yes, it had an effect 
on me and it eventually happened. 

I became bolder and bolder, disregarding the 
rules. After all, I had experienced isolation men-
tally a myriad of times, so the rules no longer 
concerned me, nor the threat of violating them. 
My pattern was in an escalation mode coupled 
with a disregard for staff. After all, they were 
the enforcers of the rules and the treatment that 
accompanied them.  I learned that I must adapt 
my nature to my environment. Many years later, 
I still live by this enlightenment that I was forced 
to accept as a child.

If you are a free person reading about these 
events from your living room, then the violence 
sounds irrational. But, if you are sitting in a cell 
observing and living the prison life, most are to-
tally logical reactions. In the free world one does 
not live with violence every day, day in and day 
out. To be subjected to this type of environment 
could destroy your mind, and it has, in fact, 
destroyed many men’s minds in prison. Or, at the 
very least, it has had a profound negative effect 
on one’s ability to function as a human being. 

I often sit in my cell these years and think about 
those beginning years and thank the School of 
Criminality for preparing me for what I now live 
and have been living in for more than 40 years. 
In the very same thought and breath I curse the 
School of Criminality for actually instilling in 
my mind the idea that charity and compassion 
are wasted emotions, that any emotion at all is 
detrimental to my existence in prison, even more 
so in the Isolation Units.

Freedom did not concern me for I could not 
be free or be eligible to be free from prison for 
many years, if at all. My reality was a world of 
concrete and steel and at times, I would have to 
be colder and stronger.

With the beginning of my time in juvenile hall 
also came the beginning of my learning process, 
and very crucial information that would save my 
life more than once while I evolved inside the 
School of Hatred. 

I was always told that keeping my mouth shut 
and my eyes and ears open would prove benefi-
cial to me, not to mention save me a great deal 
of heartache. What I was not told by the wise 
philosophers was that keeping my mouth shut 
and my eyes and ears open would bring with it a 
form of dissociative factors. 

All my life I’ve enjoyed talking to other people, 
to simply communicate and express nothing in 
particular, but to talk, a socializing factor that 
humans have shared all their existence. The role 
being played in the School of Hatred is just the 
opposite. It’s an alienation implementation by 
the system of corrections to further their control 
over the masses incarcerated therein and it starts 
at the very beginning with the youngsters com-
ing into the juvenile system.
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juveniles in 1975, I became submerged into the 
overwhelming prospect that at any given time I 
would be involved in some type of physical alter-
cation due to the violent nature of the youthful 
offenders held in these facilities. I myself was 
considered one of them. 

My early involvement in street gangs contributed 
to most of my violent altercations. It was more 
my attitude towards a system that held me cap-
tive within their modern-day torture chambers 
that amplified my attitude.  I was too young to 
realize that the attitude I had developed was the 
making of my own creation and it was my reac-
tions to these creations that brought me back to 
the same place that increased my anger. When I 
refer to the institutions of modern-day torture, 
I’m referring more to mental torture, which is 
much more severe, I think, than physical torture 
and, in many cases, life lasting. 

When I was awaiting a court hearing, I believe 
on my second visit to juvenile hall for whatever 
issue involved me at that time, I was subjected to 
physical as well as verbal threats by staff. I had 
already adopted the attitude that any verbal or 
physical threats towards me by staff or anyone 
else would result in me reciprocating in kind, 
would be met with equal or enhanced violence. 
I found myself in isolation much more often as 
a result of this stance, but, of course, I did not 
equate my actions to the treatment I was receiv-
ing and the outcome, of course, was me acting 
out more. It was one hell of a circle I was liv-
ing in and when you live in a circle you cannot 
see the end of the road. I was now considered a 
management control problem. Staff considered 
this failure of conformity an anti-personality. I 
had made myself immune to the abuse. 

Of course, once you become immune to this 
abuse in a prison setting the more it becomes 
a part of who you are.  I realize now I took my 
newly acquired personality outside of the walls 
in which it thrived and manifested. When I was 
released to a free society so was my perspective 
on life. I was released into a society that had no 
room for it, except to reassure my return inside 
the walls in which my new personality found it’s 
identity, a world which initiated my personality, 
instilled it into my mindset, and was accepting 
of it within the confines of steel and concrete, a 
world held captive by a system that needed capi-
tal and its thirst for false justice. 

When I sit and think of this system in economic 
terms, it calls to mind Aldous Huxley’s words in 
the period of World War II, “Advance in civiliza-
tion has not been characterized by progress in 
justice but rather by progress in Charity.” What a 
contradiction to my reality where justice is false 
and charity absent.

This system of “get tough on crime” was created 
to generate job security. This lock ’em up mental-
ity has cut the cold blade of steel into the flesh of 
humans who feel only the pain of demonization. 
The justice system of California does not take 
into account the size of the cut on the commu-
nity, only the amount of blood lost in terms of 
economic power and the thirst to regain it when 
opportunity presents itself.

A great many of the boys in juvenile facilities 
and young men in the California Youth Authori-
ties have been getting younger every year, or 
maybe it’s just because I’m getting older. When I 
first went to juvenile hall the average of those of 
us enclosed within its massive whitewashed walls 
were 15 – 17. It’s now around the age level of 
12 – 15 (based on my conversations with youth 
offenders out of juvenile hall).

In the Youth Authority the facilities are de-
signed with age guidelines in place, as well as the 
severity of the crime for which the individual is 
incarcerated. I’m sure of the decline in the age 
of offenders, which is transparent in the way 
prisoners are housed. Single cell housing in the 
Youth Training School (pretty name) is a thing of 
the past. Double celling is required and popula-
tion has more than doubled, consisting of more 
youthful violent offenders than in years passed. 

When I initially arrived at San Quentin prison 
at the youthful age of 18, the average age at that 
time was 28 – 35 years. It was very unusual to 
see a teenager on the Big Yard, as it was referred 
to, in the 1970s. Not only at San Quentin, but at 
most prisons in California, the average age was 
higher. Today it’s not unusual or uncommon to 
hold a conversation with a dozen teenagers on 
any given day of the week, on any yard in the 
prison system. 

While I was in the California Youth Authority, 
which I believe to be the most disregarded, least 
thought of section of the incarcerated populace 
in California, I felt the currents of progress. 

I have taught myself that any outside communi-
cation of a superficial nature could, and in most 
cases, would prove to be negative. Of course, 
when dealing with issues that would not involve 
personal divulgence of one’s personal individu-
ality this was acceptable. Dealing with one’s 
knowledge or wisdom when not associated with 
one’s true emotional nature wasn’t something I 
would shy away from when it came to talking 
about my own personal emotional issues.

An example of this dissociative personality is 
when you jump in and out of your own mind. 
One moment you’re totally aware of your sur-
rounding environment. The next, you’re adrift 
in a fantasy world conjuring up your own little 
utopia where for a brief moment you’re at peace. 
You develop situations of every conceivable 
nature. Of course, they’re all fictional, so you 
deal with them mentally, or you don’t, which-
ever is easiest for you to accept. You mimic the 
things you would say quietly in your head. Then 
you deal with them in the same fashion. Since 
you made the scenario up in your mind, you’re 
able to adequately rectify it. You respond as you 
believe you would truly respond. It’s fictional. 
The entire scenario developed in your mind is as 
real as your life actually is, except it’s not real at 
all. It’s a psychosis, a disorder of the mind. The 
projection of what isn’t real helps you deal with 
what is your reality, as it may or may not present 
itself. 

Within this system of justice, a place devoid of 
human compassion, most men lose all sense of 
reality once they experience this world of make 
believe. They find within their minds a world 
that will listen to their needs and concerns, 
though they will never experience actions. What 
is so disturbing about this made-up world is that 
after rerunning these scenarios through their 
minds, it is how most of them will respond to 
given situations, which is in most cases negative. 
In Pelican Bay this psychosis is a byproduct asso-
ciated with isolation of the mind induced by the 
dehumanization process employed within the 
walls and the emptiness provided by the School 
of Hatred.

Violence in the world of incarceration, a world of 
concrete and steel, where your surroundings are 
as cold as the components that make it a reality, 
is a fact. There is not one single action, incident, 
or story you’ve heard of occurring in prison that 

has not actually taken place: murder, rape, rob-
bery, extortion, etc., etc. This is a violent world 
filled with violent men with little if any avenue 
for release of pent-up anger although not always 
seen or experienced by all who enter the walls 
of separation, particularly by prisoners who do 
shorter sentences as opposed to those that have 
lifetimes to do. This is not to say you’ll need to 
put in ten years or more to see or experience 
these acts. Some must deal with them right off 
the bus. But, no matter when or where, eventu-
ally everyone within its bowels will know prison’s 
true nature.

You would think after all my years in prison I 
would be able to articulate in an easier form 
the violent nature of prison. In my earlier years 
I might have been able to do just that. Today 
it’s harder. I no longer see a lot of the acts of 
violence that men do in prison as violent. I see 
many of them as a natural reaction to situations 
in prison that need attention.

I once heard or read that a human being is 
capable of adapting to his, or for the female pris-
oner, her environment within a 21 day period. 
If adaptability does not occur by then, I believe 
an uphill battle will ensue. I tend to accept my 
unfavorable situation as temporary, always look-
ing for a better way in my world. I guess you can 
say, after all my years of incarceration I’m still an 
optimistic person. The reason for my optimism 
is attributed to my mental stability. I wanted to 
stay sane in an insane world, so I worked at it by 
keeping my mind as busy as possible, just one 
of the many processes of survival that I have 
developed. Of course, this process didn’t come 
overnight. It took many, many years. I know 
what you’re saying, “How can one not know that 
keeping your mind busy and active will help you 
retain your sanity?” Well, I’m talking about keep-
ing your mind active after living in a concrete 
box where there are just so many things to do, 
year after year.

Along with this optimistic attitude I also de-
veloped some very bad habits, some violent 
and reactive behaviors that I will get into later. 
Right now I’m talking about my early school-
ing in terms of my present mindset and mental 
state. With more than one visit to juvenile hall, 
predominately in Southern California, like 
Los Padrinos, Central Juvenile Hall and Way-
side County Facility when they were accepting 
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which in the past I would have reacted in a nega-
tive manner. I was no longer embarrassed to not 
know. In fact, the more I learned over the years, 
the more I realized how little I truly did know. 

My educator’s imprisonment was due to a con-
viction that resulted in a man losing his life, but 
this did not make him a man of callous disre-
gard. Instead, he showed a great deal of compas-
sion and understanding by taking the initiative 
to approach an enemy and offer to help me on 
my road to greater enlightenment. I have tried 
to reciprocate this generous gesture by teach-
ing other men in the prison system what I was 
taught in Youth Authority.

There is always one request I make whenever I 
show some other man the method I was taught, 
that is they show someone else when some-
one seeks help.  The effect this introduction of 
information and knowledge had on me was, is, 
and continues to be cataclysmic. My thirst for 
knowledge derived from this method has proven 
to be my greatest gift and contribution to others. 
There is no doubt if released from prison I will 
become a contributing element of society, as a 
result of this kindness.

I was given the key to freedom, in an environ-
ment where freedoms are severely restricted by 
a prisoner deprived of his freedom. Psychologi-
cally his information has been my rehabilitator. 
It has reconditioned my pattern of thought or at 
the very least contributed to it. 

This freedom to search out and find answers to 
questions without fear of failure has had a psy-
chotherapeutic effect on me through means of 
autosuggestion. Over the years, when confronted 
with a problem of genuine difficulty I have ap-
plied this auto-suggestive message that would 
help me to search my memory bank in quest for 
answers. To this day I tell myself, “Do not wait 
for opportunity, seek opportunity out and obtain 
results.” It’s not always easy and it doesn’t always 
work, but the effects, in most cases, are worth 
something. If nothing else, at least I allow myself 
to build determination and persistence. Not all 
autosuggestions are of a positive nature.

In 1979, I was finally given my prison number, 
after a six month trial from arrest to conviction 
for second-degree murder. I was sent to Chino 
State Prison Reception Center for Southern Cali-
fornia prisoners, a boundary from Bakersfield 

to San Diego. My “C” number was fairly new 
at the time. The California Prison system uses 
a numbering system as well as an alphabetical 
designation on a rotational basis. “C” numbers 
began to be used by the prison system in 1979. 
One’s name was replaced with a number. “C” 
numbers lasted approximately eight years before 
they were exhausted. This 10,000 number rota-
tion may seem like a fairly acceptable number 
of individuals to incarcerate in an eight-year 
period, especially in California where the popu-
lation is over 30 million and the media boasts 
of staggering crime rates. But the 10,000 “C” 
numbers were only accounting for new commit-
ments entering into the system. It did not cover 
the re-commitments or the parole violators who 
numbered in the tens of thousands, predomi-
nately of men between the ages of 18 – 35. I have 
seen these young men entering into the Califor-
nia justice system that I consider a true atrocity. 
I came to understand my own feelings of animus 
through their eyes of sadness, void of emotional 
acknowledgment except in a volatile nature. 

Prior to “C” numbers there were “B” numbers 
that lasted approximately 15 – 17 years. The pace 
of the numerical rotation took a huge leap in the 
following years. Between 1979 and 1992 more 
than 40,000 men would enter the prison system 
in California (based on 1st letter advancement 
from C number to E number).  This number ac-
counted only for new commitments. 

SAN QUENTIN STATE PRISON

My beginning years in prison were at one of the 
most notorious and oldest prisons ever built in 
the United States. San Quentin State Prison is a 
140 year old prison originated like a boat, which 
at night rested in the middle of the San Francisco 
Bay, it’s prisoners confined within its hull. Dur-
ing the day it would dock, allowing prisoners on 
land to work. I would turn 19 years old within its 
walls constructed from an old rock quarry.

When I first came to prison, I was 18 years 
old, one of the youngest people to go to San 
Quentin Prison, although I was not a juvenile 
pushed through the adult court system. Now, it 
is not unusual to see a sixteen year old offender 
streamlined into an adult prison system as easily 
as an adult. What’s more disturbing about this 
new attitude towards incarceration of juvenile 

It is in these facilities that juvenile offenders are 
propelled into the future. It is here that mis-
chievous behavior is replaced with true crimi-
nal intent. It was also in this environment that 
I experienced my first assistance and oppor-
tunity to educate myself. The most profound 
and greatest opportunity ever afforded me, or 
at the very least, finally recognized by me.

It was this early education that allowed me 
the opportunity to understand people in a 
different light, without hatred towards our 
differences. I was allowed the opportunity to 
develop into a rational thinking man with the 
realization that I could not begin to understand 
everything and that was all right. Education had 
opened up many doors for my future but what is 
so amazing about this development is the source 
of its presentation.

The source came from a very unexpected place, 
from a man I had never met before but consid-
ered my enemy. We were from different parts of 
the same town in our teenage years. He was from 
Neighborhood and I was from the One Ways, a 
neighborhood where all the streets were one-way 
traffic. Both areas consisted of no more than a 
few blocks of lower income housing, which we 
both would have defended with our lives based 
on a false pride we held for our living environ-
ment. They were poverty-stricken areas but it 
was all we knew.

I was sent to the California Youth Authority and 
the Youth Training School.  He was already there 
when I arrived. Since my grade point average 
was below that of the accepted range of the gen-
eral population, I was required to attend school 
half a day. Because my educational level was so 
low, around third or fourth grade, I was placed 
into a remedial learning program. The remedial 
learning program was designed to help those of 
us so far behind in our educational academics 
by providing one-on-one attention. Even at this 
level, I would have a difficult time.  

It was while I was in this remedial program that 
I learned a very important lesson. My self-pro-
claimed enemy was a Teacher’s Aide in the class 
I was enrolled in. His job was to aid the teacher 
in educating those of us below the average in 
academics. Had I known he was in this posi-
tion prior to class, I probably never would have 
shown up, because of my false pride, but being 

that I did not know, I attended class. While I was 
sitting there he came up to me and told me he 
noticed I needed some help in math.

I was totally embarrassed by my ignorance. 
Here I was a big tough guy who couldn’t even 
do elementary math, and now my enemy knew 
I was a dummy! Before I could refuse his help. 
he began to explain a method in which I would 
be able to learn my multiplication tables and 
forever remember the method. At first I was 
reluctant to accept his help. After all, to accept 
his help would be admitting he was smarter than 
me. Plus, he was my enemy! I did accept his help 
and he taught me of a way of writing numbers 
on my fingers to learn this new technique. I was 
suspicious of this guy and I didn’t trust him. I 
reasoned that if he was playing games with me 
we could always fight afterwards.  

I drew the number six on the tip of my little 
finger, and the numbers on my remaining fingers 
with the number ten on the tip of my thumb. I 
repeated the process on my right hand. He told 
me each finger represents the number ten. He 
told me in order for me to determine an equa-
tion such as 8 x 9, I would have to remember 
the following. I was told to turn my palms so 
I could see the numbers on my fingers, lower 
all the fingers on my left hand starting with the 
pinky up to and including the number eight. I 
was told to always start with the small finger. 
So, I lowered six, seven and eight. On my right 
hand I repeated the process, only I lowered my 
fingers starting with the number six up to and 
including the number nine. I was told to count 
the total number of fingers bent down keeping in 
mind each finger represented ten. I was then told 
to multiply the remaining fingers that were not 
folded over and to add the two numbers together 
to get the sum of the equation (8 x 9 = 72). The 
method worked!!!

More than learning that math could be easy, I 
learned that a man, in this case my enemy, could 
provide me with knowledge.  Whether false 
pride or other unrealistic reasons for animosity 
existed or not, it was through this revelation of 
written numbers on my finger tips that I began 
to educate myself. I sought information from 
whomever I could obtain it. This new quest for 
knowledge allowed me the opportunity to put 
away much of my negative attitude. I was now 
able to give rational thought to a situation in 
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so I could achieve this goal. I began to thrive on 
education. I wanted to learn because it would 
benefit me and help me make my wife happy. I 
was feeling something I had never felt before. I 
was feeling needed. This feeling of being needed 
ignited in my heart a fury that at the same time 
inflicted a blindness on my eyes.

It was in these first few years of marriage, despite 
the fact that I was doing a life sentence, that 
I was happiest in my adult existence. I began 
to consider the idea that I should do good by 
making every effort to get out of prison and to 
go straight. I never really considered this type 
of thought prior to my marriage. After all, I was 
taught long before meeting and marrying my 
wife, that thoughts of the outside world were not 
a healthy habit to get into. It was only another 
weapon used by the administration to control 
me by threatening me with the loss of something 
given. Threats of isolation, once used in juvenile 
hall, had long since lost their effectiveness.

In prison, it’s one’s freedom that is dangled as 
the proverbial carrot used by prison administra-
tors like a weapon. To avoid the possibility of 
such weapon availability to the administrators, I 
simply removed all thoughts of freedom, thereby 
eliminating the potential. I was now opening 
myself to this vulnerability, but I believed the 
reward for this risk was well worth it. I had 
found something within the School of Hatred 
that actually provided me with a way out of its 
treachery, which I had been growing up on for as 
long as I could remember. It was a 5’ 3” woman 
with green eyes who I would have never met had 
it not been for my prison sentence.

I had to question my meeting this woman. Was 
it all part of life’s design that I experienced all 
the craziness in my life before I was to know 
some peace in my life? Was there a higher power 
at work that had a blue print already mapped 
out for my life? How many times did I tell God 
“thank you” for providing me with someone that 
I never would have known had it not been for 
my incarceration. Because of this newfound free-
dom that had always been a part of my life, just 
never realized until now, I now knew something 
more than just cruelty, hatred, and violence. I 
was now able to see myself as a true functioning 
part of a family unit striving to achieve happi-
ness for all within that unit and most important-
ly acquiring happiness without causing pain to 
anyone outside of that unit. This was a new 

perspective on life for me. Although difficult 
for me to understand and live by, nonetheless, I 
would try to do my best to exist within its guide-
lines. 

I feel it necessary to mention this union, un-
usual as it may seem to some, for the purpose of 
highlighting the potential rehabilitative benefit 
of encouraging outside support and family con-
tact, not by placing more limitations on this true 
crime fighting method, but by encouraging it. 

The role that family plays while one of its mem-
bers is incarcerated is extremely important. One 
finds strength and a sense of stability, although 
in varying degrees, through family contact 
whether it is a limited contact or a broader form.

Prison is a culture that so often panders to the 
lust for blood. Yet, here I was seeing blood not 
as a lustful image of death, but as a provider 
and sustainer of life. I’m still married but that 
is so the parole board does not have another 
reason to deny me parole. Married in prison and 
divorced as well would not look good. We have 
never divorced. I don’t know where she is, but I 
hope she’s happy. She was cool and I appreciated 
having her in my life for the time I did. We split 
up because she is a woman in the free world who 
needed love and companionship daily, some-
thing a man in prison cannot provide.

One of the best prevention programs I was 
involved in was a program at San Quentin which 
dealt directly with children that appeared to be 
heading down the wrong path, but not quite yet 
there.  Some of the children had already broken 
the law in minor ways. These children were still 
susceptible to negative forces, as well as positive 
influences. 

SQUIRES choose to provide the latter option. 
SQUIRES was an acronym standing for “San 
Quentin Utilization of Inmate Resources Experi-
ences and Studies.” It was designed with the best 
interest of the children in mind. This particular 
program was the exact opposite of the infamous 
“Scared Straight” program televised nationally in 
the early 1980s. ‘Scared Straight” used fear and 
intimidation on the children, whereas SQUIRES 
used reasoning to provoke thought, to produce 
rational contemplation, common sense and to 
generate answers to questions young people 
don’t normally discuss with their parents. 

offenders in adult prisons should be obvious. 
The youthful offenders are exposed to the more 
hardened criminals who have the potential of 
destroying the younger life by exposing him or 
her to the wrong information and influences not 
accepted in a free society. The younger prisoner 
is vulnerable. Younger people learn by imitating 
their parents or peers in one form or another. 
They learn from their environment and their im-
mediate surroundings. In jail what you learn is 
violence, the standard “fight or flight.”

I was living on death row, but I was lucky be-
cause I knew I would be walking off of the shelf, 
as Death Row is commonly referred to. It’s called 
‘the shelf ’ because you just sit there until you are 
killed. I knew I would be leaving the shelf, and 
not by the same means that some of the men 
housed there would go. I was there because it 
was the only space they had in the prison at the 
time. I became acquainted with many of people 
on death row as I waited for a cell to open up and 
those others awaiting their sentence to be carried 
out, to meet their final act in life, a walk to the 
death chamber, some for actions that they never 
committed. I thought and wondered about these 
men and the value that they put on life now that 
they would have their lives extinguished. I met 
a few men on death row who, in fact, did not 
commit the crimes that they would die for. What 
cruel act of fate had touched their lives? What 
tragic events were controlling their futures?

I could not undertake this writing or do it any 
justice if I were to write without mentioning a 
woman who stood by me for five years while 
I was transferred from one prison to another, 
before realizing that life in prison meant the 
possibility of never getting out. For the purpose 
of this undertaking, I feel it crucial that I men-
tion this. When I came to prison I had never 
experienced any of the, for lack of a better word, 
relationships others had in the free world. There 
were many women with whom I experienced 
sexual gratification. One or two had the poten-
tial of becoming something more, only time and 
events altered the outcome. Subsequently, I came 
to prison a man, 18 years of age, who had never 
known an involvement of any significance. 

Over a two-year period I wrote or had visits with 
approximately ten different women. All this writ-
ing and visiting would lead to nothing except the 
passage of time. It was also during this period 
of time I would be introduced to my soon-to-be 

wife. We would visit for approximately a year 
getting to know one another, until one day the 
topic of marriage came up. She asked me if I 
ever thought of marrying her. Of course, I told 
her yes, but I then asked her if she was such a 
progressive woman, why didn’t she ask me if I 
wanted to marry her. She did and I said yes!

You have to remember that this took place in the 
visiting room of San Quentin Prison. We were 
surrounded by other people visiting their loved 
ones as well. Nonetheless, we kissed and sealed 
the deal. We were married in the visiting room 
at the prison and ironically, the date that we were 
wed was December 7th, 1982, 41 years after the 
bombing of Pearl Harbor. Wow, talk about miss-
ing the signs. 

In those early years of prison life I had no 
concerns for anyone around me. It was not the 
callous uncaring I would develop later as the 
years passed. Instead, this lack of concern would 
be due to selfishness. That’s what my marriage 
consisted of, my own selfish needs.

My wife was just coming out of her first marriage 
that she told me took place in her early teens. 
By the age of 21 she was coming up to visit me 
twice a week. At the time she was still married, 
but I had a life sentence to do so her involve-
ments never received deep evaluation by me. I 
was looking for a wife so I could have someone 
to go to the conjugal visits with. Inside the walls 
we called the conjugal visits “boneyard.” She was 
running away from something and I was looking 
for someone. She had everything to lose and I 
had everything to gain, one of the fundamental 
unfairness of life. 

She ran right into my arms and I would tell her 
everything she needed to hear, say all that need-
ed to be said. There in my arms she would stay 
for years to come. Somewhere in between the 
time I found her and she left me, I fell in love. 
That’s a bad thing for a man doing forever in a 
cell. It was during this time in my life, although I 
was in prison, I truly wanted to get out and make 
good of my life, not for myself, not even for the 
only family I’ve ever known and who have loved 
me, but instead I wanted to get out and make 
good for my wife. 

For her I wanted to earn a living. I wanted to 
give her all the things a woman could want, not 
simply need. I began working on my education 
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sharing culture, music and interaction. Un-
known to many who could not pick up on the 
undercurrents in the yard that day, particularly 
the blacks who were all in fiesta moods, were 
in for the surprise of their lives, literally. At the 
announcement of unlock which allowed prison-
ers into the blocks after morning chow call, it 
erupted. Prisoners began attacking other prison-
ers throughout the entire prison. Hundreds and 
hundreds of prisoners stabbing and clubbing as 
many prisoners as they could and the only factor 
used to determine if you would be one or not 
was the color of your skin and the proximity to a 
weapon-toting prisoner. While the carnage was 
taking place in the yard by knife-carrying con-
victs, the gunners were emptying and reloading 
their shotguns and pistols.

Over the years, I have thought about this riot 
and I truly believe that the guards knew about 
the events that were going to take place. On this 
clear Saturday morning just prior to the outbreak 
of the violence, the worst in San Quentin history 
since George Jackson was murdered and the men 
with him assaulted, the administration prepared 
to lock down the institution. This as well as other 
telltale signs indicated to me they were aware. 
Extra gunners now lined the gun walks that ran 
throughout the prison. Normally, there would 
be approximately four gunners covering morn-
ing chow, but not this morning. I counted more 
than ten, all armed with shotguns and mini-14 
carbines.

Between the hours of 7:30 a.m. and 8:00 a.m. the 
riot about to occur would change the California 
prison system forever. In a matter of thirty min-
utes 138 men would require medical attention 
from gun shot wounds, knife wounds, or beat-
ings inflicted with a club or steel pipe. It would 
be hard to breathe because the air was full of 
gun smoke, difficult to walk because people were 
lying on the ground, many bleeding to death, 
others trying not to be shot by the guards who 
were shooting any on their feet. This day would 
change the attitude of many of the men in the 
system and touch the lives of people inside and 
out forever. The prison system had entered a new 
structure, though none of us realized it then. 

We were on perpetual lockdown approximately 
a year and still the stabbing assaults continued, 
only on smaller scales. It was this pattern that 
convicts, believed to be contributing to the 

ongoing stabbings and/or murders, were singled 
out by one or the other ethnic groups for assault.  
It wasn’t necessary that you actually contributed 
to additional assaults. All that was needed was 
the belief that you were or had the potential to 
contribute. It was this belief that brought me into 
the picture one day. 

I had a day not often experienced in prison, a 
good, comfortable, productive day. The sun was 
out early in the morning and I awoke without a 
care nor problem in the world, aside from the 
fact that I awoke in a cell with a life sentence 
hanging over my head. I washed up, went to 
chow and then work. By the end of the day I was 
still in a good mood, so on my way back to my 
cell I stopped to purchase a can of soda from the 
local tier proprietor. It was nice and cold and 
refreshing. While I stood in front of my cell, only 
four feet in front of me I enjoyed my soda, await-
ing unlock by the guard so as to gain entrance 
into my cell.

My earliest teaching and training in the School 
of Hatred, by now well developed, would save 
my life. I was living in the West Block in San 
Quentin. It held approximately 500 prisoners. 
There were a total of five blocks in San Quentin, 
North, South, East, and West plus the Adjust-
ment Center. The blocks are situated in a square. 
My cell was located in the West Block on the first 
tier of the five that made up the housing block. 
As a note, San Quentin sits on a peninsula sur-
rounded by water on three sides and is some of 
the most expensive and sought-after land in the 
State of California. 

Back to my life being saved. Out of the side of 
my peripheral vision, I noticed two black prison-
ers, one to my left and the other to the right. 
Both were wearing heavy wool jackets, nightcaps 
and gloves. The black heavy wool jackets served 
two purposes: they protected against the bone 
chilling cold of the San Francisco weather on the 
bay; and the thickness helped deflect knife at-
tacks and shot gun bird shot used in the gunners 
rifles. Gloves covered up fingerprints. 

All at once my every instinct told me the blacks 
at my side were there to stab me. My brain was 
yelling and bells were going off in my head, but 
I had to remain cool and think. Since I was right 
in front of my cell I simply had to go to my cell 
bars where just inside I always kept two knives 

To understand the emphasis we as prisoners 
put on the children for the future development 
of a society that has disregarded us as useless is 
almost incomprehensible. We, most of us doing 
life, knew for a fact that society could destroy 
innocence. In fact, at this particular time one 
out of five children were living in poverty in 
the United States, an estimate of approximately 
13 million, according to the Children’s Defense 
Fund.

In some cases the parents of the children at-
tended the groups with the children via a court 
order. This was appreciated by the SQUIRES be-
cause we knew that strong societies were built on 
strong families in which the parents were con-
cerned enough to give the child healthy growth 
and development priorities. A lot of the kids we 
talked to were already involved in some petty 
crimes. The courts would sentence them to three 
consecutive meetings at San Quentin prison for 
SQUIRES counseling, or as we involved in the 
program called it, “SQUIRES WORKSHOPS.”

A lot of the young people looked at it as an 
adventure and to think about it in terms of free 
people, I guess it would be. To be able to enter 
San Quentin State Prison, California’s most noto-
rious prison, erected in the 1800’s, to see Death 
Row and the Gas Chamber, would be a once in a 
lifetime experience. To still be able to walk out at 
the end of the day, I would call that an 
adventure.  

We, the prisoners of SQUIRES hoped that it 
would be exactly that, a once in a lifetime experi-
ence. The men of SQUIRES shared past experi-
ences and our very real present experiences with 
young and old people entering our workshops. 

Many of the young people entering our work-
shops became quite articulate when they found 
out the issues they considered to be of no conse-
quence in their lives were, in fact, old behaviors 
and patterns most of us prisoners doing time at 
San Quentin had indulged in before moving on 
to more severe crimes. 

Many of the young people were simply confused 
and felt the need to rebel in an attempt to gain 
parental attention. In these sessions a young 
person and his parent gained the most satisfac-
tion, open discussion with the men of SQUIRES 
in a room where ten or twelve prisoners sat with 

young people.  The child would tell the mother 
or father they were only looking for love, the 
word most parents didn’t even realize was miss-
ing in their child’s life. 

One exchange I recall between a father and a 
son went like this:  “I just want you to love me.” 
”What are you talking about? I work hard so you 
can have anything you want.” “What’s that have 
to do with you loving me?”

At that point the father realized the child didn’t 
understand why the father worked so hard. 
The father told him right there in the group he 
loved him and the child, encouraged, hugged his 
father. We later heard the child stopped cutting 
school and was more active around the house, 
instead of being so much the loner he was prior 
to attending SQUIRES.

The simple understanding I would gain at these 
weekend meetings with the children gave me the 
opportunity to want to help not only the young 
but to help people in general, so that they might 
be able to see things in a much simpler light, so 
that if someone had any confusion, it could be 
solved without frustration, anger or hatred. This 
ability to help others help themselves allowed me 
to help ME, without wanting anything in return.

I don’t know if SQUIRES is still working for a 
better future for young people but the choices we 
make in our earlier lives as individuals eventu-
ally determine who we become in later stages 
of our existence and the contributions we give 
to life. It is not more satisfying to know that we 
contribute to the development of a mind. What 
is important is that constructive development 
takes place, period. 

While I was in San Quentin State Prison in 1983 
there was an ongoing war taking place between 
races. During this period everyone had to be on 
top of their surroundings or fall victim to the 
world which we all lived in, a world consumed 
by violence. This particular war that lasted up-
wards of a decade involved brown against black. 
It was a war where the color of your skin deter-
mined which side you stood on. 

It was June 19th, 1982, Black Independence Day. 
It was being celebrated and acknowledged by 
prisoners and outside guests alike. Free people 
were entering the prison for the purpose of 
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Tommy, using his head, was able to escape this 
blind spot where he was by telling his pursuers 
that he was not against the idea, but that a cell 
up in the block would allow them all time and 
privacy. Tommy was being smart and the other 
three were being dumb. They went for the idea 
and Tommy walked out from the blind spot. 
Since the three sexual predators believed that 
Tommy was open to the idea of sex with them 
they did not feel it necessary to keep their grasp 
on him. Tommy was given the cell number of 
one of the predators and told to be there on the 
next unlock of the housing block, to which he 
agreed, and left the immediate danger area. 

When he saw me on the upper yard he was con-
fused. He was walking the numbers used to line 
up prisoners when they were preparing to enter 
the chow hall. As I stated, he was confused. He 
came in my direction and asked me if he could 
talk to me about a very serious matter. I agreed 
to hear him out and we started walking back and 
forth on the numbered lines on the upper yard. 
He explained his recent encounter and the events 
that came thereafter. He asked me if he did right 
or wrong by saying what he had done to escape 
his pursuers and the blind spot. I assured him 
he had done exactly what he had to do to get out 
of the spot he was in, and in doing so showed he 
had a good head on his shoulders. 

I then asked him what he wanted to do now. He 
had no idea so I gave him a few suggestions and 
options. I told him he could give the guys what 
they wanted and live with the decision; he could 
seek out protection from the guards and live 
with the consequences; or teach the guys that 
what they did was their mistake and live with the 
consequences. 

Tommy chose the third choice. I believe he knew 
very well what needed to happen, but he asked 
me nonetheless, hoping that there was another 
way. I assured him there was only one way, and I 
told him what that way was. Since he had never 
done anything like what I explained to him, he 
was quite naturally hesitant, doubtful and inde-
cisive. He would have to hit the leader of the trio 
and try his very best to eliminate him from the 
face of the earth. 

I explained this would also serve notice to any 
future affectionates. It would be a mistake to 
assume youth and lack of experience was a form 

of vulnerability and the other two would have to 
pay protection, seek protection, or reciprocate 
by stabbing him. If Tommy’s act was callous and 
gruesome enough, the other two would do what 
Tommy wanted.

Tommy was provided with a shank, since a point 
had to be made. The weapon he was given was 
no less than 17 inches long. I know this because 
it was brought out of the kitchen in a loaf of 
bread and it stuck out of the loaf. It was 3 inches 
wide and 1/8th of an inch thick. It was black steel 
with razor sharp edges on both sides. In prison 
we call such a weapon a bone crusher because 
even bone won’t stop its penetration.The piece 
was given to Tommy with instructions to push it 
all the way through the leader’s head, neck or left 
chest area. The weapon was too large for multiple 
hits, so one very good one had to be made. 

Tommy stood on the upper yard with the trio, 
who only a short time earlier had him cornered 
in an out of sight room threatening to rape him. 
They stood there waiting for the block to unlock 
so they could all go to the cell for some sex. 

Tommy did what was required of him. It be-
came a requirement for him the moment he 
involved others in his situation. It was now use 
the weapon on the person or it would be used on 
him. Tommy hit the guy in the upper left chest 
area driving it through his back and out the front 
of his chest. With one clean stroke Tommy had 
eliminated the trio’s sexual drive. Their leader 
was dying or dead and Tommy was no longer a 
young innocent offender except in age. I would 
see or hear of Tommy stabbing many other 
prisoners over the years. He developed a real 
taste for it. He was no longer vulnerable. Instead, 
he became a man of his environment, brutal and 
gruesome.

The prison system, my enclosed community, 
is no different than any community in the free 
world. It is common for psychologists and other 
social scientists to enter the prisons of California 
to study individual prisoners as controlled sub-
jects.  Incarcerated human beings are the ideal, a 
subculture in an isolated and controlled environ-
ment. These very same studies and conditions 
are present and conducted in the financially 
deprived free communities. The only difference 
between institutional studies and those in the 
free community is the reality of walls. 

covered with a towel sitting on top of a con-
structed closet, only the knives weren’t there. 

The nice day had been setting me up from the 
very beginning. My mind was racing for what 
seemed an eternity, but in fact, only seconds 
had elapsed if that much time. My mind was 
telling me to hit one with the soda can, which 
now felt as though it was burning a hole through 
my flesh. Simultaneously, I was telling myself 
to move out from between them. I could see 
them looking up to the gun rail to see where 
the gunner was when all of a sudden my motor 
functions returned and I stepped from between 
them. They had waited one second too long. I 
now had time to think more clearly. If they came 
toward me they could still kill me. I had no knife 
nor would I run. I was too proud and at war. 

My best weapon would be my ingenuity. As the 
men were trying to decide their next move, mine 
was already formulated. I walked up to a cell 
approximately four cells from mine occupied 
by some people I knew and stepped as close as 
I could to the bars. I could have solicited help 
but my thoughts did not did not consider this. 
Instead, when I backed away from the bars, I had 
my hand in my pants pocket looking directly at 
the two blacks against the wall in the same place 
that I had stepped away from only seconds ago. 
I stepped away looking directly at them with 
hatred in my eyes and started walking toward 
them. Within my first two steps I intentionally 
dropped my keys I carried for locks at work. 
When I bent over to pick them up, I did so with-
out bending my leg so as to give the appearance 
that I had a knife in my pocket, never taking my 
eyes off either of them. Before I was able to stand 
back up, both were leaving the area at a fast pace 
and I was damned glad for the departure. 

What I would have done if they had not left 
the area was left in the air. I’m glad I never had 
to find out, or at least that day I wouldn’t.  I 
used that day, almost ten years later, as a lesson 
learned in my first days in juvenile hall. If one 
believes you don’t care, it could benefit you. My 
visual sensors helped me in that moment. My 
senses would later produce anxieties and undue 
stress, even hatred, for reasons unknown to me. 
My hallucinations were not of the LSD type but 
produced in my mind of unrealistic and imagi-
nary events. 

In 1981 while I was in San Quentin State Prison 
a young man I met there only months earlier 
came to me with a problem that had recently 
presented to him. In fact, only minutes had 
passed since the problem came to this young 
man’s doorstep.  Because of this young person’s 
inexperience and recent arrival to the prison sys-
tem, I felt obliged to help him solve his dilemma, 
only what he failed to realize and what I had yet 
to explain to him was that the solution could 
prove equally undesirable if done improperly or 
without forethought.

Tommy (not his real name) was about 19 years 
old at the time and had only been in prison less 
than a year. I wasn’t that much older, but I had 
been in San Quentin a few years by this time, 
which meant I had more experience to draw on 
in dealing with situations like the one now at 
Tommy’s footstep, especially as a younger 
prisoner myself. Tommy was from the city next 
to the city where I was from in the free world, 
and that was all the bonding that was needed. 
Because race plays a big part of imprisonment 
and Tommy and I were of the same race, and he 
needed help, I provided it. The help I would pro-
vide was the opportunity for him to help himself.

Here’s what his dilemma was. Because of his 
youth and the fact that he was a new prisoner, 
which was clearly visible to anyone, he attracted 
more attention than was healthy for a fish. Fish 
is a term used to describe new prisoners. Tommy 
was a new prisoner in a very old world, and San 
Quentin was one of the oldest and most notori-
ous in the country at this time. 

San Quentin has a lower yard, a lower-lower 
yard, and an upper yard. Tommy was in the 
lower yard at the gym lifting weights when he 
was approached by three older prisoners looking 
for some sex, prison style. Tommy fit the profile 
they were looking for, young, inexperienced and 
vulnerable. 

I have to give it to Tommy. He used his head very 
well. Though he found himself in a very precari-
ous situation where the loss of his manhood 
could have been at stake, he didn’t panic. Tommy 
was outnumbered and unfortunately, he was 
in a room where he was also out of sight of any 
friends or prison staff. He was told by his sexual 
courtiers that the three of them wanted some ass 
and his was the one they wanted. 
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I had decided to use those who wanted to use 
me, not to acquire information on the individual 
counselors but instead to gather information to 
help me survive within prison by using language 
and persuasion. Everyone, almost, was familiar 
with strength and violence. In fact, that was the 
go-to method of dealing with most situations 
in the joint. The problem with that was there is 
always someone stronger or crazier, but there 
were not a lot of intelligent and logical thinking 
men. It would prove beneficial to possess some 
of those qualities. You also have to consider that 
one’s intelligence level is gauged based on the en-
vironment where you find yourself, and environ-
ment is constantly changing.

What I did next is not something I’m proud of, 
but I did it and it’s necessary to write it here, so 
you can understand my learning process. Be-
cause of what I believed to be the false nature of 
the group at the time, I decided to use the people 
running it. I decided to gain the confidence of 
one of the female counselors. I first had to decide 
which one. The ones with beauty would be more 
difficult, I thought, because they would have 
been told to watch out for any advances by pris-
oners and watched more closely. It’s a standard 
training practice by the prison system when hir-
ing any females to counsel them on such possi-
bilities. So, I decided on one of the least likely of 
the ladies, and I must tell you that they were all 
very nice ladies. I was not a gentleman.

She was somewhat overweight and self-con-
scious of it. This provided me the opportunity. 
We often talked about her life on the outside. She 
would tell me of her up and down marriage and 
her neglectful husband, her attempts at weight 
loss and improving her physical appearance. I, of 
course, would compliment her on her audacious 
and intrepid endeavors. I would assure her of her 
inner beauty and give support. All the things I 
told her were true, but they were for deceptive 
reasons, and that made them untrue.

I covered all bases and slowly worked her trust. 
She could have been mine had I not blown the 
game. I never said I was smart relating to wom-
en. Hell, how could I be? I’ve spent all my life 
in jail and in jail, there are not girls to develop 
one’s nature. Yes, I could manipulate someone. 
That in and of itself is arrogance. What made 
it worse is she was married and so was I, but I 
was young and not very bright when it came to 

other people’s feelings. All I knew was that the 
inside track always ran fastest. Emotions were 
something that I had tried to suppress and had 
done so to a large extent. So, when I was playing 
with this lady’s emotions I did so only because it 
could benefit me. 

In the early 1980s while I was doing time at San 
Quentin during one of its most turbulent peri-
ods, violence was hourly. At that time, inmates 
organized a work stoppage (strike). It was at a 
time when the only thing on the minds of the 
prison population was violence and revenge. 
Amazingly, something more important began to 
take place, a concern for almost all the prison-
ers at San Quentin at the time. It was the issue of 
forced labor practices and lack of concern for the 
prisoners’ safety working in the industrial areas. 

It all started when two representatives from each 
ethnic group, possessing some type of standing 
on the yard or understanding of prison politics, 
got together and discussed and shared opin-
ions on how to best address the situation of the 
danger in the work areas, and, of course, a wide 
range of other objectives, including unsanitary 
living conditions, abominable food preparation 
areas, verbal and physical assaults by guards on 
prisoners, bad lighting and ventilation systems, 
etc. 

For the first time in my life I began to be politi-
cally aware of the world I lived in for many years. 
I started to see the discrimination and indiffer-
ence. Although I was actually involved, I never 
took personal interest nor the time to under-
stand what had been inflicted upon me. I was 
not interested in racial differences. I was prac-
ticing my own biases and, in fact, I had already 
become a victim of this very same bias without 
even realizing it. 

The very first issue in question would be “Should 
the strike be violent or nonviolent?” It was de-
termined that violence would generate the most 
media attention outside the prison walls, but it 
was inside the prison that we wanted changed. If 
we could obtain that through the administrators 
who might be concerned with doing the right 
thing, then that was our goal.

The next issue would be to get the attention of 
the prison administrators so they could see this 
was a very serious issue all confined within San 

I have often been asked by psychologists and 
psychiatrists who have talked with me over the 
years I’ve spent in jail, “What makes me react to 
any given situation?” Of all the times I’ve been 
engaged in conversation with these educated 
professionals, never have I given them the true 
nature of myself. Instead I simply provide them 
with the answer that was most appropriate to 
the discussion relative to their personality. I first 
realized that in the field of psychology, most 
‘professional’ knowledge was directly related 
to the emotional responses of the subject being 
interviewed.

I have found it’s not negative to evaluate and 
determine, after the years I’ve have been studied, 
the personalities of my interrogators. Believe me, 
that is exactly what these alleged doctors are, 
nothing more or less. These professionals try to 
study my human nature, even though human 
nature is distinctive to the individual. The pro-
fessionals use evaluations based on neo-Freudian 
thought, laws of affect and cognitive psychol-
ogy, so I use the same techniques. My initial 
encounter is the most crucial. I need to make a 
somewhat accurate evaluation as to the doctor’s 
personality prior to prolonged communication. 
This person will also be judging me based on 
someone else he’s judged in the past by looking 
for similar responses from me.

I sit there and talk to these interrogators about 
my prison life while keeping in mind that any 
type of physical movement could provide the 
evaluator with an underlying conclusion at-
tached directly to my personality, because some 
quack in the past said looking down or away 
indicates guilt, or shifting in your seat means 
nervousness. It could be limited eye movement 
or too much.  One’s hygiene is very important. 
It tells the doctor about your personal views 
of yourself. Most important is your emotional 
responses. Are you reserved or hyperactive? All 
these aspects of your existence provide some 
window into your nature as perceived by the 
doctor, and as I stated before, it’s based on what 
he has picked up after talking to some other per-
son or read in some book which, in itself, does 
not make it true.

When I talk with one of these professionals, I 
enter into our meetings as a form of explora-
tion and counter-probing personal responses. I 
learned long ago that most interviews avoid the 

word ‘why’ because this word has the effect of 
triggering the thought process. It involves one’s 
mental abilities in the forming of ratinal thought 
and deduction, which is a separate entity of the 
emotional response. So wording is contemplated 
carefully. All this is to be done without too much 
time delay while conversing. Maybe my games 
of probing and counter-probing have severely 
hampered my existence in that I’ve not been 
able to get an accurate professional opinion of 
my personality but this game I’ve played with 
the doctors over the years has been enjoyable to 
me. It has been the only time I have been able to 
practice mental exchange simply for the pur-
pose of practice, to gain greater insight without 
repercussions as opposed to when I use it for my 
survival in the general prison population and 
the solitary confinement units in the jails I’ve 
been in. I’ve done so with life and death on my 
mind. To further emphasize this life and death 
situation, you should view it in relation to other 
life-threatening situations.

I remember a time when I was in San Quentin 
State Prison. It was early in the 1980s and the 
riots had not yet taken place. I was involved in a 
program called “The Personal Expansion Pro-
gram” or PEP for short. The name would deceive 
a lot of the men that enrolled into the program, 
myself included, that was until we were able to 
recognize it for what it was, a way to study the 
minds of convicted prisoners. It was in this psy-
chological evaluation that I obtained some of my 
greatest insight into the field of manipulation.

One of the smartest moves that the group imple-
mented was putting a female into each group. 
They either conducted the group or they were 
there to support the conductor of the group. That 
was their most advantageous approach to utilize. 
The program sponsors had to have considered 
that particular point well, or they came up on it 
quite by accident. Whatever it was, it was bril-
liant. We were men locked inside the walls of 
one of the most notorious prisons in American 
history, many of us doing life sentences. What 
better way to get men who didn’t give a damn 
about the future to come and think about the 
possibilities of a future? What better way to get 
individuals to join and be receptive  to personal 
questions about oneself and our lives than to 
have a soft-spoken, not always pretty, but none-
theless, female voice ask the questions.
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SOLEDAD STATE PRISON

I had been suppressing emotions almost to the 
point of non-existence for years. Manipulation 
was something I had developed in its place. I 
now had to keep my mouth shut until I sprang a 
trap. Time and another prison would provide me 
with the chance to do just that. I was sent from 
San Quentin State Prison in the summer of 1983 
to the Central Training Facility, a fancy name 
for Soledad State Prison. It was there that I came 
across a guard who was in need of extra money. 
He often talked about not having the money he 
needed to purchase the wanted items that caught 
his eye. These conversations were not with me 
in the beginning. Instead, I simply overheard 
two such conversations one week as the guard 
conversed with another prisoner who offered no 
solution for the guard’s dilemma. I instantly real-
ized the enormous benefits one could reap.

Although I knew how to make money in prison, 
it could be extremely difficult to get a guard to 
recognize and understand one’s motives without 
broaching the subject outright. It’s like seeking 
a sexual favor from a prostitute without getting 
arrested for solicitation. I needed to say what I 
wanted to say, in this case, what I could do for 
the guard in terms of helping him get the extra 
cash he wanted, without saying it. I could get 
him the cash he wanted if he could get me the 
supply of commodity.

I had to first attract him in my direction and al-
low him to hear me in a debate about the finan-
cial benefits available inside a prison. Second, 
allow him to get to know me superficially while 
I got to know him better as well. It was a typi-
cal story with him. He was young, into fast cars, 
loud music, and of course, he liked to smoke 
weed, which gave me my opening. When I found 
out he enjoyed getting high on weed, I offered 
him some of the very good quality that was in-
side the joint at that time. Since I no longer used 
any type of drugs, I convinced my cell partner at 
the time to light up a joint while the guard was 
doing his count. Of course, you can only guess 
the inherent danger in doing this, especially if I 
had miscalculated the guard I was dealing with. 

The guard arrived at our cell and was able to 
smell marijuana smoke that my cell partner had 
just blown towards the cell bars. It was a moment 
of truth. We wondered, would the guard give 

us rule violation reports and possibly charge us 
with a felony, which could have resulted in more 
time in prison, or would he accept our friendly 
gesture and take a hit off the joint?

I remember him telling us, “That smells like 
some good stuff.” A moment later, I offered him 
a hit, which he took, and we became business 
partners. I provided the original capital so he 
could make the initial purchase. He, in turn, was 
able to take his lady out more often, afford a new 
car stereo system which he originally wanted for 
his car, but most importantly, he did not have to 
spend any of his money to get the little things he 
had been wanting because I gave him the money 
he wanted to enjoy himself. We had achieved a 
very lucrative arrangement. 

This all came about through the manipulative 
abilities I had acquired from professionals who 
sought entrance into my mind over the years. 
I would use this manipulative ability for many 
years to come.  This very same deceptive nature 
is used by prison personnel on myself as well as 
incarcerated and free people daily, the only dif-
ference is where one uses it and when.

One of the most successful men who entered the 
prison system showed me this first hand. I like 
to think of this man as my friend and in prison 
that is something so very rare that not many 
people can say that about another prisoner. It has 
been decades since I’ve seen him and I hope I 
never do again. Victor and I first met in the Los 
Angeles County Jail in early 1979. I had been 
in the county jail approximately four months. 
Victor came to jail accused of a double murder 
with gang-related enhancements. There was also 
a third person in the hospital expecting to die. 
Victor is lucky. I call it luck because it was simply 
a “right place at the right time” factor. Not the 
crime itself but the events that would follow.

A double murder with one in the wind and Vic-
tor was offered a deal, a plea bargain of second 
degree that carried a sentence of 15 years to life 
in prison. I know that 15 years in prison with a 
life sentence on top of it sounds very unlucky, 
but considering the possible alternative sentence, 
a death sentence, he was lucky.

Victor came back from court and I was called to 
the county jail’s day room by a person I knew. 
He was aware I was facing the same sentence as 

Quentin, so much so that revenge wars and ra-
cial discontent could be put on the back burner. 
It was this action by the prisoners that allowed 
us collectively to form groups and organize. The 
issues of unsafe working conditions and unsafe 
living conditions that plagued our surroundings 
would be addressed by simply not going to work 
for a period of days or weeks necessary to affect 
positive and productive change.

We sent by word of mouth throughout the 
prison one man to the next, until all 3,000 men 
were aware of the impending strike. The day 
was set. February 14, 1983, all convicts would lie 
down and refuse to work. It was the beginning 
of a very unusual and extraordinary event in 
the history of San Quentin. No one knew at the 
time, but it would be the last time San Quentin 
convicts would work together as a collective 
group for the benefit of all. It would also be at 
this time that the state would recognize its neces-
sity to section off larger prisons into smaller ones 
for the purpose of better control of the inmate 
populations.

The implemented strike was eye opening to the 
administration. The prison came to a complete 
stop. No production in industry; no food prepa-
ration; no paper work, etc. All work had stopped 
except for those areas that affected inmates, hos-
pitals for the sick, inmate visiting room workers. 
These areas were considered carefully and no 
exceptions were allowed. Physical harm was the 
cost for scabbing. 

This was not right, but we were new at striking 
and mistakes were bound to happen. Approxi-
mately five days after the strike started, all the 
representatives were taken off the line in hand-
cuffs and placed into the back of large window-
less trucks, the type that transfer animals, and we 
were shipped to Folsom Prison under darkness 
at 3:00 in the morning. We didn’t know we were 
being shipped to Folsom until the back of the 
truck was opened up inside its walls. 

Despite the actions of the prison administrators, 
the rest of the prisoners at San Quentin stayed 
united in our cause for the desired outcomes. 
Our objectives were obtained and those of us 
that were transferred from San Quentin and sent 
to Folsom were given the option of staying at 
Folsom or returned to San Quentin. 

The prison population had united in a cause for 
responsible, productive change and had found 
something that all of us had a stake in. Every one 
of us felt we were a part of something that would 
make a difference, not only for that week but for 
years to come. Three thousand men moving in 
the same direction for a good cause was the most 
profound experience and never-again repeated 
until the Pelican Bay State Prison Hunger Strike 
of 2011-2013. 

I had personally felt a sense of accomplishment 
at the end of the strike. I understood just a little 
better the struggle to be a man striving towards a 
positive goal with a sense of responsibility. It was 
a character-building quality that would allow 
me the opportunity to actually seek out more 
responsibilities so that I could build upon the 
concept of learning and acceptance of responsi-
bility. 

There was also the understanding there was an 
opposite point of view that had to be considered, 
the weighting of both sides and the implemen-
tation of a single idea that held the most logic. 
Although it would have been easy to have a 
single idea, two-sided consideration had to be 
taken into account. We, as convicted men, took 
the time to stop and consider, by taking into ac-
count the other possibilities of our actions. Why 
is this same aggressive attitude towards crime 
and punishment that is not in equal propor-
tion to the crime, not taken into account by the 
Government?

The Government is more likely to pursue a car 
thief or robber than a white-collar criminal who 
has committed fraud for millions, even bil-
lions of American taxpayers’ dollars. This has 
the effect of robbing those at the bottom of the 
economic spectrum of existence, waiting for 
trickle-down economics. It also has the effect of 
preventing the youngest generation from obtain-
ing a proper start in life. They don’t enter the 
educational system at the same level and with the 
same advantages as those in communities with 
higher wage-earning scales. 
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the hole most of the time, and when I wasn’t, I 
eventually ended up in it. I picked up a few more 
assaults until eventually I was sent to Pelican Bay 
State Prison, California’s modern-day Alcatraz.

PELICAN BAY SHU

I arrived at Pelican Bay State Prison in 1991. 
I now found myself in a most difficult situa-
tion, my recent transfer to California’s newest 
and most high-tech prison since Alcatraz that 
is situated in the San Francisco Bay, or Marion 
Federal Prison in Illinois. This high-tech mon-
ster is gracefully nestled in the redwood forest 
on the border of California and Oregon’s south-
ern region in a town predominately inhabited 
by prison guards. Within this vast kingdom of 
giant redwoods reaching for the sky, beautiful 
and magnificent is Pelican Bay, an institution 
designed with one purpose, to lock down and 
isolate California’s alleged most dangerous pris-
oners in the state. Of course, those of us housed 
here know we are not as advertised. It systemati-
cally isolates human beings by all but disallowing 
contact, depriving all enclosed of any visual sen-
sory stimulation and mentally depriving them of 
information to foster individual growth. 

The first to arrive at Pelican Bay came in Decem-
ber 1989. The Security Housing Unit or SHU 
(pronounced shoe) as it is referred to, can hold 
more than 2,000 men from throughout this state 
and others. It will be home for many of us for de-
cades to come or until death or insanity, which-
ever comes first.  Many will succumb to the strict 
isolation adhered to within its walls and lose 
their minds. I hope I’m not one of them. Even 
more will become snitches for the state provid-
ing information to the administrators so as to 
gain freedom from within the walls that drive 
them mad. Skeleton Bay will injure many in the 
decades to come. We call it Skeleton Bay because 
of the extremely pale skin we develop due to lack 
of sun and the deep dark circles we get under 
our eyes. We take on the appearance of skeletons.

The SHU architecture is an “X” design holding 
two separate facilities under the same roof, the 
“C” facility and the “D” facility where I presently 
live. There are ten buildings in “D” facility and 
six smaller pods within each building. Each pod 
is labeled alphabetically A-F. Each pod has two 
tiers containing four cells per tier as well as a 

shower and attached yard. All pods are separated 
from other pods by a concrete wall. There is no 
communication in the SHU between pods. Any 
attempt to do so results in disciplinary action 
that takes many different forms. There is no 
physical contact in the SHU. We will not touch 
another human being for decades, including 
mothers, wives and children.

Inside the “X” design all sensory perceptions are 
assaulted daily. Isolation proved a viable weapon 
in the Vietnam war. Men subjected to it suffer to 
this day. The State of California is still proving 
it viable within SHU. Isolation of human beings 
without mental stimulation or contact effectively 
breaks the human spirit.
 
Everything in this new high-tech torture cham-
ber is electrically run from a main control booth 
centrally situated in the middle of the building 
surrounded by all six pods in a horseshoe design. 
One control booth runs all six pods in the build-
ing as well as the showers and yards. The yard 
design is at the back of each pod, an enclosure 
of concrete 18 feet long and 9 feet wide with ap-
proximately 25 feet high concrete walls. There is 
nothing in the yard except a sewer drain so when 
it rains we’re not drowned. Above, mounted to 
heavy grade wire that covers the entire top of the 
yard, is a surveillance camera monitoring all our 
movements. Whenever we leave the pod or cell, 
we are strip searched by the guard in the control 
booth, called gunners within the walls because of 
their state-issued 9 millimeter rifle which shoots 
a glazer shell or fragment shell and a 38 pistol.

Once our body and clothing have been searched, 
if we leave the pod we’re placed into waist chains. 
This is a chain that encircles our waist and has 
handcuffs attached to the chain on both the right 
and left hand sides. Any time we are moved from 
one location to another, we are under escort by 
two guards with batons and billy clubs drawn 
and the usual threat of a beating if you do not do 
as required. 

Yes, it is true, prison does have a tendency of cre-
ating lonely men and angry men, but what’s to 
be expected when, as in Pelican Bay State Prison 
Violent Control Unit (VCU) it’s normal practice 
to be shackled in the shower or chained to the 
toilet or left under high intensity lights 24 hours 
a day in your cell of concrete and steel? To have 
to sit in a cell and hear sick prisoners mutilate 

Victor. Victor told me he pled to a 15 to life and 
I thought that was one of the dumbest sentences 
any person could plea to. I didn’t have a double 
murder with one hanging in the wind, but I had 
a second degree with nothing else hanging over 
my head, but we both eventually ended up in San 
Quentin State Prison, he with his life sentence 
and me with mine. The only difference was our 
age.

We were both in the world where neither our 
crimes nor our age mattered at all. The only 
thing that mattered was were we a stand-up guy 
or were we bullshit? Victor was 25; I was 19. It’s 
not a great amount of time but it was enough to 
make a difference.

The next few years went by and although we 
were in the same prison with walls all around us, 
we lost track of each other. I enrolled in a voca-
tional trade while he enrolled in education. We 
were both also learning our way around prison. 
Victor found people involved in education and I 
was learning the ways of prison life by those who 
had spent most of them behind some walls or 
another.

In 1983 I was transferred out of San Quen-
tin prison and sent to the California Training 
Facility (CTF) at Soledad. I was unaware Victor 
had been transferred there earlier and when we 
met up, we decided to cell up with one another. 
At this particular time in Soledad a man could 
live alone and retain some of the privacies that 
were taken from us as prisoners but Victor and 
I knew that the prison system was filling up so 
it was only a matter of time before that option 
would be taken and we would be forced to live 
with someone, so before the administrators did 
this we double-celled. It’s better than letting the 
prison guards make the decision. A prisoner has 
to do whatever he can to hold on to whatever 
decision making abilities he has, especially if 
you’re a lifer. Our celling was one of the moves I 
made at Soledad. We both respected each other’s 
pace and provided one another with what little 
freedoms we could in a situation where freedom 
is taken away as a condition of incarceration. 

I was given a job in the Yard Crew. I picked up 
trash from the main prison yard. I didn’t mind 
because I was allotted additional time on the 
iron pile to lift weights, a place where some men 
spent years working on their physiques while 

totally ignoring their minds. Victor was a teach-
er’s aide in the classroom setting where prison-
ers’ education was below sixth grade level. He 
did that half-day and attended college the other 
half. I took notice of this program and decided it 
was convenient. It was one that would allow me 
to attend school and stay out on the weight pile, 
so I asked Victor if he could get me into the same 
program he was attending.

I was told I would have to take a test to deter-
mine if my education was high enough to enroll. 
It had to be above ninth grade level. I took the 
test and I passed but I knew that my education 
was not that high and my guessing at many of 
the questions allowed me to pass. I was in.  Be-
lieve me when I say I was extremely concerned 
when I took the test, because I was questioning 
my ability to pass it. What really concerned me 
about the test was if I failed it, I would be consid-
ered a dummy. This is what initially lead me to a 
life of crime, low self-esteem, so I tried to avoid 
this exposure, but the test would do the opposite.

The last schooling I had participated in was in 
the California Youth Authority (CYA) some six 
years earlier. I had not been working my mind 
in all that time and I knew it, but I passed and 
Victor, who had been doing nothing else but 
working his mind was providing me with a great 
deal of moral support as well as helping me with 
my studies.

We were both learning information that we 
found interesting. We soon found ourselves 
discussing subjects out on the yard and almost 
everywhere we went. My learning environment 
had changed, first because of Victor and sec-
ond, because of the prison environment I was in 
where there was less violence and more pro-
grams available.

About six months had gone by and our program 
was running smoothly. Victor taught prisoners 
in the morning and we attended educational 
classes in the afternoon. It was about this time 
that I started using heroin and selling weed 
provided by a guard. We had a business arrange-
ment and Victor was the financial numbers man. 
We would go to class high as a kite but it never 
affected our studies. Eventually I was sent to 
the hole for being involved in a physical alterca-
tion where another prisoner was stabbed. I was 
sent to several prisons over the years, housed in 
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lost confidence in me, nor ignored my existence, 
as has been the case for more than a few men 
within the walls of the California prison system.

A lot of men in prison have experienced per-
fectly normal lives, yet still become criminals. 
Others became true criminals within the prison 
system because these men grew up without the 
support of family, a stabilizing foundation from 
which to build.

Families that emphasize education, discipline, 
manners and respect build compassionate 
human beings. I call men who have no such 
foundation True Criminals because they do their 
crimes without experiencing any emotional con-
sequences. This includes feelings of regret. Not 
all prisoners regret their crimes. I refer to the 
experiencing of no feelings one way or the other. 
They have a total disregard towards their actions. 

Over the years of dealing with men of this 
particular make-up, this hollowness, I found 
that most of them early on in their life experi-
ences had no family bonding or unity. It was 
more a “fend for yourself ” attitude. Most of these 
boys, now men, took to the streets early in their 
lives and began to learn in the schools of hatred 
throughout California.

I’ve known some of these men all of my life from 
juvenile halls, youth authorities, and now prison. 
If this is the case with the true criminals, life has 
been played against them from the beginning 
up until those individuals were able to make 
their own decisions of right and wrong. In spite 
of having instilled within their minds the laws 
of the school of criminality and possessing a ro-
botic form of personality capable of existing only 
within the walls of despair, then, what is the case 
with me if I am, in fact, them?

I have had the love and support of family, the 
love of a wife. I have had financial and moral 
support as well as having values and respect 
instilled in me early on. Must I go back into my 
past so as to capture some forgotten event that 
may or may not have had some dramatic effect 
on me? Maybe I should participate in hypnosis 
in search of the moment that will change my 
life in the future by recalling the past. I’ll call it 
“force-applied knowledge.”

Once when I was younger, I believe I was in the 

sixth grade, I had to study for a spelling test. I 
wasn’t a very good student. In fact, I was a total 
underachiever in the academic field. But, this 
particular test I studied for was done at home 
with the help of my father. He forced me to read 
that test over and over until I knew every word.
I felt my father was unfair with me during the 
learning period, but when I took the test, for the 
first time that I could remember in all my days of 
schooling I received a “B”. I had forgotten a few 
words but a “B” was better than I had ever done 
before. I thanked my father under my breath and 
only to myself after seeing the grade. 

This force-applied knowledge made me learn my 
required lesson or suffer the consequences - my 
father. It was a positive experience. It was this 
very same force-applied knowledge I was forced 
to learn in the School of Hatred or suffer the 
consequences. My father taught me one spelling 
test but the criminal justice system has never let 
me go.

My point of academic learning took me to the 
point of incarceration. Thereafter, I learned only 
how to survive in a world full of hatred and vio-
lence. The harsh treatment and evil that men do 
inside the walls are perpetually increasing and 
disregarded by guards and prisoners alike until 
the nature of the human spirit, that is to say, 
compassion, sincerity and concern are replaced 
by a nature possessing all the qualities opposite 
to kindness.

One day in 1992 as I lay in my cell in Pelican 
Bay, news came over the radio that Robert Alton 
Harris was ‘put to death.’ I trip on the terms that 
the state uses when they talk about killing an-
other person. A man in the joint is said to have 
‘murdered’ a person resulting in imprisonment 
and death, but when the state kills someone it’s 
called ‘put to death.’ 

Anyway, Robert Harris was the first man to be 
murdered by the state since Aaron Mitchell in 
1967. Harris met his execution on the 21st of 
April 1992, when he was put to death by poison-
ous gasses. As I sat in my cell thinking about 
it, I couldn’t help but think back to the period 
when I myself was housed on Death Row, not 
as a convicted Death Row prisoner, only out of 
convenience for the prison administrators who 
needed cell space and used creative ways to meet 
their needs. 

themselves by rubbing human feces over their 
bodies, denied or deprived of psychological or 
psychiatric help. 

The “X” style design provides no outside views. 
There are no windows in Pelican Bay’s SHU. 
The corridors we walk under escort to medical 
or dental appointments are six walled concrete 
tunnels. Medical, dental or any other facility that 
might be needed by those of us confined in the 
SHU are designed into the “X” configuration so 
we don’t have to be allowed outside access. We’re 
fed in our cells, confined 22 ½ hours a day. No 
sun. Even the air we breathe is pumped into our 
cells by a vent cut into the wall. Everyone wears 
yellow jumpsuits inside this stagnated cesspool 
of false justice.

Prisoners are allowed to have one appliance, 
either a television or radio. Of course, even this 
was considered when designing Pelican Bay for 
the purpose of isolation. The television channels 
get only out-of-state programming. This deprives 
all prisoners confined in the SHU any oppor-
tunity to get a clear understanding of any past, 
present or future events which may provide SHU 
prisoners with job opportunities upon release 
back into California society. We’re also denied 
the chance to connect with the communities as a 
whole. Pelican Bay was designed with one goal in 
mind – deny communication.

Since my arrival at Pelican Bay State Prison, I’ve 
come to understand the enormous effect prison 
life has had on me. All my time in prison I have 
tried to associate myself with people whom I 
believed had information to offer me in order to 
help me with my survival in prison, by providing 
me with knowledge and understanding about my 
environment. The majority of this information 
was provided by older convicts who had experi-
ence in prison life. The process is commonly 
referred to as “getting schooling.” Freedom is not 
a topic that’s discussed because no matter what 
your sentence is, you’re doing life until you walk 
out of the joint and men doing one year are sub-
ject to the same rules and guidelines of existence 
in prison no matter what the sentence, including 
life.

As in free society, prison has those who are will-
ing to help guards administer their justice. I call 
it their justice because it’s not justice as we in 
prison have come to know it. These individuals, 

properly termed confidential informants, pro-
vide information to the guards in return for fa-
vors. Because of this source of information most 
ways of prison life are clandestine in nature.
I don’t believe those hailing this monster took 
into consideration the destruction a man sus-
tains from imposed deprivation, distrust, hatred, 
paranoia and a barrage of other mental and 
physical ailments that will eventually be released 
into society to thrive until re-incarcerated. Or, 
maybe they did and I’m giving them too much 
humanity.

The public expects prisons to be first and fore-
most custodial institutions. Prisons exist to iso-
late prisoners from society by denial of certain 
liberties, but not my ability to be a human being, 
or destroying my ability for rational thought. 
The advocates of justice must also seek to reform 
the prisoner so that reintegration into society 
could be successful for the betterment of life. 
Isolation of those incarcerated within Pelican 
Bay SHU, of which 60% are residents of Los 
Angeles geographically located at the other end 
of California some 900 miles away, greatly limits 
family contact except through letter writing, 
which is censored both incoming and outgo-
ing. Pelican Bay’s policy is to deny everything 
they can in terms of mail when possible. This 
has resulted in the denial of our last true form of 
rehabilitation, family contact.

Pelican Bay State Prison is one of those prisons 
that are notorious for dissuading and deny-
ing visitors. The Isolation Unit at Pelican Bay’s 
Visiting Unit requires a prospective visitor to 
make an appointment prior to visiting and that 
visitor must also be approved to visit the prison 
as well. The call must be made one week prior to 
the anticipated visit, and if you live in Southern 
California, you’ll be required to drive 15 hours 
from Los Angeles to Crescent City so that you 
can visit behind a 6-inch-thick glass window 
over the phone for a period of two hours. All this 
harassment served only as methods to dissuade 
community contact, family reunions and friends. 

To the prisoner who has nothing except memo-
ries, family provides the glue, which in most 
cases means the binding element of sanity in a 
world of unreliability and uncertainty. I consider 
myself one of the most fortunate individuals in 
this regard, for throughout my incarceration, 
juvenile as well as adult, my family has never 
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electrical shot from the Taser, which dropped 
him to the ground in his cell. I know this for two 
reasons. I heard the guard say, “He’s down!’ and 
I heard the guy hit the ground with a thump. 
That’s when his cell door was opened and six 
guards rushed into his cell and beat the dog shit 
out of him. Unconscious, they dragged him out 
of his cell in handcuffs and leg restraints down 
to the lower tier shower and tossed him onto 
the floor. The guard, hit the cold water button 
and closed the door. After about 15 minutes the 
guard returned and took the guy to the Violence 
Control Unit (VCU). 

I had seen this same scene played out for years 
and even more so at Pelican Bay State Prison. I 
still have to ask myself, “Why do the guards wish 
to remove a prisoner from his cell if he poses 
no threat to himself, guard, staff or any other 
person in the prison, especially from inside a cell 
where his ability to cause any type of problem 
is extremely limited? I guess all reactions don’t 
have a purpose. 

One of the torture techniques often used relates 
to one’s personal property. Here’s how it works. 
The guards come into one unit and remove all 
your property, under the guise of security, to 
search it. Later that day or the following day 
they will return with it and tell you you’re not 
allowed to have all that they took, so you’re given 
a choice to dispose, send home or donate the 
non-allowed property. You think, well, at least 
I’m given the choice to decide what I want to do 
with my unacceptable property. But, in reality, 
it’s a form of torture. 

Physically, the guards appear to be giving you a 
choice regarding your property but what they are 
really doing is making you partake in your own 
deprivation of property. You’re now forced to 
deny yourself by making a choice, which depri-
vation you will inflict upon yourself. If you have 
two equally important items that you want, you 
must now choose between them. It’s a form of 
torture used by the military in enhanced inter-
rogation techniques. The proper term is called 
cognitive dissonance. 

The term ‘debriefing’ is normally associated with 
war – a soldier returning from some clandestine 
assignment. Here, it is abundantly applied within 
California’s newest torture chamber, Pelican Bay 
State Prison. If one is expected to escape the as-

sault of perpetual isolation the options are Parole 
Debrief or die. Debriefing means tell, snitch or 
provide information to the prison authorities. 

In November 1991 I was given a cellmate. I did 
not know this person prior to us being placed 
into the same cell by the guards. All I knew is we 
both stood there looking at each other, me sizing 
him up and he, I’m sure, was doing the same. 
The first observation I made was his youthful 
appearance. I put his age at approximately 20 to 
22, no older than that. It turned out that he was 
19 years old, the same age I was when I arrived 
at the century-old walls of San Quentin State 
Prison.

Over the proceeding four months we became 
better acquainted with each other. I told him I 
was his age when I first arrived at San Quentin 
and that he himself was beginning to embark on 
the very journey in which I had been traveling 
for the last decade and a half. At times I would 
catch myself looking back more and more since 
my new cellmate’s arrival and placed in my cell. 

I enjoyed talking to this young man because of 
the mental images he painted with his stories 
about the world I had been denied for too many 
years. He told me about the girls he knew and 
the ones that he loved. It was this topic that 
brings me to my next observation. It concerns 
the damage a person sustains while the shroud 
of rehabilitation is seen from without but not 
experienced from within.

Approximately two months after we had moved 
into the cell together, I awoke to prepare for the 
morning meal. While I washed my face I told 
my cellmate about a dream I had. As usual, my 
dream was taking place inside prison walls of 
some unknown prison, with violence and death 
dominating the mental representation. My cell-
mate looked at me and listened to my tale with a 
smile on his face. He then made an observation 
that struck me with extreme force. 

Once again I would have to venture into the 
corridors of my mind and question my social 
abilities and mental thought process. His state-
ment was of little concern to him but for me it 
would be a dwelling point that would require 
true discipline and concentration. He asked me, 
“Why do you always dream of prison violence 
and death?” Unlike his dreams which were of 

On 11th of April, 1992, I was up early in the 
morning enjoying the quietness of my surround-
ings. It is a rare period that a man in prison 
can find a serene moment, especially in a block 
where 50 men live in locked concrete boxes. 
Most people believe that prison supplies years of 
quietness being locked in a cell. That assumption 
is incorrect, unless you’re in isolation or solitary 
confinement in a specially designed area. Where 
I’m housed the term ‘isolation’ is misleading. It’s 
very loud, partly because the sound has nowhere 
to go. It cannot be absorbed into concrete. Be-
cause of the closed confinement, sound reverber-
ates to the extreme. 

I should say this so you will not get the impres-
sion that some people are victims of the system. 
Yes, there are people who belong in prison. 
They are sadistic and cruel individuals without 
compassion nor concern for their fellow human 
beings. I have found this to be the exception, 
not the rule. Most men in the joint are here for 
crimes they committed to support their drug 
addiction.

On a quiet morning while basking in the stillness 
of solitude, I overheard the radio here in Cres-
cent City. On the local talk show, a guard called 
in to voice his opinion dealing with a recent 
escape of a prisoner out of a local jail facility, not 
Pelican Bay, but located in the same area. His 
comment concerning the escaped prisoner was, 
“If they’re not going to kill them they should lock 
them up in animal testing lab cages like those up 
in Pelican Bay State Prison.” He said he preferred 
this because he was opposed to the death pen-
alty. It let THEM off too easily. If a guard who 
works in Pelican Bay believes death, which is the 
ultimate punishment, is easier, it’s only reason-
able to believe cruel indifference demonstrated 
by the guard’s comments is a crime perpetrated 
against those of us in Pelican Bay.

How do I show this? The other day an incident 
took place here that helps mold the minds of 
men confined within the walls of Pelican Bay. 
An individual racially classified as a black man 
(racial classification is used within the School 
of Hatred as a dividing factor for the purpose of 
control) housed in the pod I lived in, had a run-
in with one of the guards. In retaliation the guy 
was extracted. What was so interesting was the 
manner in which it developed, interesting for the 
reader, not for me. I’ve seen it happen too many 
times to keep count.

The black man who was mentally ill was asleep 
in his cell. I know this because I was out on the 
tier only moments earlier sweeping up, some-
thing I did because it allowed me to pass items 
for the other fellows on the tier as well as get 
extra trays of food which I shared with the other 
guys. I did this a few times a week. Anyway, I 
was told by the guard who was running the unit 
on that particular day to go to my cell. I did as I 
was told and returned to my cell leaving the tools 
I was using to clean up with outside on the tier.

As soon as I was locked back in my cell the lieu-
tenant responsible for running the “D” facility 
and the floor guard in the section I was living 
entered the pod. Both guards entered the pod 
and went up to the second tier where this man 
was housed in a single man cell. Over the tier 
I could hear the lieutenant waking him up and 
when he received a response the lieutenant told 
him “You’re making too much noise.”

You can only imagine the surprise and disbelief 
this mentally disturbed man must have been 
feeling at that moment. His response probably 
expressed it quite accurately. He told the lieuten-
ant, “You’re full of shit! I was asleep!’ But, the 
lieutenant wanted some excitement that night, so 
he called the extraction team.

An extraction consists of six to eight guard 
equipped with body length shields constructed 
of thick Plexiglas, crash helmets with Plexiglas 
face masks, arm padding, metal clubs three 
to five feet long, towels wrapped around their 
necks, flack vests, gas containers and Tasers that 
shoot small darts that carry electrical charges 
that are designed to temporarily incapacitate. 
This is how individuals who are going to enter 
your cell are dressed. Aside from the guards 
entering your cell, there is also the control booth, 
that possesses flash bombs and a 9mm rifle that 
shoots a shell that spins and breaks apart on 
impact, as well as a 7mm block rifle. 

This is what was assembled to enter into this 
mentally ill man’s cell. The extraction team went 
up to his cell. He was asked what his problem 
was which isn’t the customary inquiry. Normally, 
the occupant is asked once if he will exit the cell. 
In this case it was bypassed. The tray slot, cut 
into each cell door, was opened and the guard 
tossed a gas bomb into his cell and while he was 
choking on the chemicals he was hit with an 
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for law violators in place of supportive services, 
then the answer to that is never in California.

In California, if you’re in a low income bracket 
and arrested for a drug violation, you’re repre-
sented by the public defender’s office. In most 
cases, instead of fighting the charges, the poor 
are more apt to accept a deal simply to escape the 
possibility of suffering a life term of imprison-
ment under the Three Strikes Law.

The true power structure in control saw they 
were in danger of being exposed to the world. 
At the risk of unveiling, they initiated Federal 
indictments to give the appearance that all men 
and women are created equally. Due process and 
equal protection under the United States Con-
stitution does not actually apply to all. Now, it 
has repeated itself some twenty years later in the 
same fashion, only this time it’s in states other 
than California. Now it’s the “stop and frisk” 
methods used in New York to racially profile 
minorities or the killing of an unarmed black 
man in Ferguson again by white cops. And again 
another smoke screen Federal indictment result-
ing in the acquittal of the top cop in California, 
former sheriff Lee Baca.

EDUCATION, POVERTY AND 
INCARCERATION

I was raised to be ignorant of the realities of life. 
I was raised in the justice system, which was 
teaching me under the cloak of secrecy, misrep-
resentation and distortion of the truth. I was 
ushered through the justice system designed 
to be prejudicial in every sense of the word. As 
soon as you step into the justice system, one of 
the first events you experience is the separa-
tion of persons based on race, age, geographic 
location, sexual preference, color of skin, height, 
weight, language, mental abilities, etc.

When working outside the traditional system 
grave and extreme ramifications can, and in 
most cases do, take place. When dealing in the 
peripheral modes of the system you’re in almost 
all cases viewed as an instigator, even initiator of 
anti-American methods, that is, until your spe-
cific course of action is accepted or understood 
or acted on. If you try to change the status quo 
and buck the system, you are now anti-whatever 
the system is. 

Immediately upon my arrest, I began to provide 
employment for many people in California. 
At the same time I left open a job position to a 
free person, since my freedom was revoked. It’s 
despicable to think the United States as a nation 
would advocate the expenditure of approximate-
ly $60,000 per inmate per year for incarceration 
of one of its citizens, when this same amount of 
money could be spent to educate the illiterate of 
this nation. Incarceration in place of education is 
something that is taking place daily, particularly 
in California. It is estimated that approximately 
70% of all inmates in California are functional 
illiterates. The toxic waste of mass imprisonment 
cannot possibly help improve this statistic. 

The Department of Education’s 1989/90 finan-
cial report on the cost of public, private and Ivy 
League schools varied dramatically. The type of 
education one receives is directly proportional 
to the cost - $4,976 dollars at the low end and 
$22,000 at the high end. The universities that can 
afford to pay teachers higher salaries cost more 
to enroll. 

While the cost to attend higher institutions of 
learning increased, school construction de-
creased and prison construction increased. Less 
students and more prisoners offset the California 
economy.  The cost to house a prisoner for one 
year in a California facility is enough to educate 
that same individual and provide him/her an 
education that, in turn, can open up new and 
better possibilities to contribute to society in its 
totality. A man’s imprisonment does not mean 
that the person does not have morals or values, 
that he’s callous, lacking compassion or does not 
care. This is not the case in the majority of the 
men I’ve met in prison.

With education we as a whole would not have 
high drug use, rampant poverty and violence 
would be reduced because education builds self-
esteem. These problems and most others that 
face the poor communities in American would 
be eradicated almost in their entirety if educa-
tion in the poor urban areas were not systemati-
cally cut by the upper power structure.

The education and development of young people 
is the most important deterrent in any given sit-
uation affecting people as a whole. But when cuts 
in budget and political rhetoric prior to voting 
take their course, schools and support programs 

girls, freedom and happiness, dreams I no longer 
experienced. I contemplated my response to his 
observation and reached a chilling possibility. 
Was I becoming possessed with a single control-
ling attitude, an attitude with a callous disregard 
for human life?

This mental disposition concerned me all the 
more so because of what I’ve been told in the 
past, specifically, that I had a disregard for others 
and a callous disposition. Could it be true? Was 
my overwhelming drive to survive inside the 
School of Hatred a continuing mind indoctrinat-
ing method of embedding and retaining the very 
same personality that I took out of the walls of 
Los Padrinos? This I would have to think about 
long and hard to see if I could, in fact, alter my 
thoughts, the same thoughts that have allowed 
me to survive.

I read an article written by Marilyn Gardner 
titled “Playing Prisoner For a Day in A State-Of-
The-Art Jail.” The story describes the reactions of 
a tour of people being escorted through a state-
of-the-art prison facility located in Dedham, 
Massachusetts. The cost of this new state-of -the-
art jail was outrageous but that was not what 
caught my attention. Instead, it was a question 
asked by one of the people taking the tour. “How 
many more prisons must our country build?” 
It’s a question that I am sure is on the minds 
of many Americans. The Sentencing Project in 
Washington D.C. put this question into a form 
that anyone could understand with clarity. It said 
that the United States leads the world in its rate 
of incarcerating Americans. More than seven 
million people are under some kind of custody 
control at a cost of billions of dollars per year.

There were major differences between the prison 
in Massachusetts and Pelican Bay State Prison in 
California. Massachusetts’ new state-of-the-art 
prison was designed to help their incarcerated 
population, as the tour guide stated to the at-
tendees. “You’ll get someone who’s better when 
they leave than they were when they came in.”

To achieve this beneficial rehabilitation of hu-
man life, the officials in Dedham use what they 
call “Proactive Approach” to eliminate nega-
tive behavior and promote positive in its place. 
Dedham believes reforming is more productive 
than warehousing. Pelican Bay State Prison is 
just the opposite of Massachusetts’ revolutionary 
approach to reform. 

Where Massachusetts helps reform prisoners 
through a proactive approach to eliminate nega-
tive behavior for positive behavior, California 
utilizes the dungeon principle. Although it’s not 
an underground dungeon, men are still locked 
down in their cells 22.5 hours a day in a single-
man cell. In reality, the cells are six walled con-
crete boxes without a view. Where Massachusetts 
believes reform is best for America, California 
legislature believes in warehousing their citizens. 
At any given moment there are more than 1,500 
prisoners locked inside windowless cells within 
the SHU.

Ms. Gardner goes on to state that when persons 
from Massachusetts see prisons it makes them 
think of prevention through stronger Family 
Head Start programs and education in every 
sense of the word.  Pelican Bay State Prison is 
the opposite. Strong ties are not encouraged. 
In fact, Pelican Bay discourages family ties and 
other ties outside the prison. Pelican Bay tries to 
break a man’s mental stability through isolation, 
using numerous means to accomplish this goal. 
Pelican Bay is located almost 1,000 miles away 
from Los Angeles, despite the fact that most of 
its occupants are from there. It’s 15 hours for a 
family member to make the drive. There are no 
positive approaches being utilized in the SHU, 
no educational or vocational programs, only 
solitary confinement and isolation accompanied 
by madness for many. 

At the end of the tour the attendees walked out 
into a free world, where they will make choices 
every day about their lives. What will happen 
when I walk out of Pelican Bay unable to make 
rational choices because of the years of isolation 
and solitary confinement? One cannot incarcer-
ate so many people and escape the responsibili-
ties for its aftermath. It is ultimately a matter of 
rehabilitating now or paying for it later.

In an article “A Criminal System of Justice” 
(Playboy 1992) it was stated that CDCR (Cali-
fornia Department of Corrections and Reha-
bilitation) in California laid off 10,000 teachers 
and that the money saved was used to construct 
more prisons. It has been this very mentality that 
has represented California for more than three 
decades since the article was written.  The ques-
tion posed then was, “When will the crime fit the 
punishment?” Of course, the answer is, unless 
you have money, are white (predominantly) and 
are a vocal advocate for more severe sentences 
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water. It’s simply difficult to comprehend. Many 
have talked about clubs, fraternities, groups and 
even gangs or any other gathering of more than 
two people with a common ideological trait. But 
it is the classification of people based on other 
people that determines whether one’s group is 
criminally labeled or a blessing to society. 

As far back as I can remember, even as a child in 
elementary school, I tried to socialize with other 
children. We would play at recess together, talk 
and learn about life and the world from one an-
other. During these periods of interaction, deep 
and solid ties were formed. Groups of friend-
ships were formed within the larger realm.

And smaller sub-friendship groups allowed me 
to become more comfortable and trusting of 
my subgroup, more open with my personal life. 
Deeper needs were forged to help one another 
advance in whatever area one was interested. 
In most cases these areas were the same for all. 
This only served to establish a deeper bond. It 
always started with two people communicating, 
expressing emotional, spiritual, and materialistic 
similarities most of the time.

Soon another would identify with the close bond 
being enjoyed and the process would be repeated 
over and over gain to include many individuals 
socializing with common beliefs, a belief that 
they have someone who believes as they do, thus 
giving them someone to believe in as well. 

It is very important to understand this belief 
in others does not mean you have lost belief in 
your immediate family members. In most cases 
at young ages as one’s associations developed 
outside the home, one tends to believe that one’s 
new friends will understand your positions, feel-
ings, and concerns with a much more profound 
receptiveness than one’s family. This mental 
protection and supportive nature of one another 
is much more binding than just the physical but 
it is the physical appearance that is viewed more 
due in part to it’s outward effects, which are 
visual.

I needed to understand more clearly just what 
was the interpretation of people who simply 
accepted the word “gang” as a criminal group. 
For the answer to this question, I referred to 
Webster’s Dictionary. I first looked up the word 
“gang.” It was described as a group of people who 

band together for some purpose. The defini-
tion went on to say, “usually bad.” Of course, 
this perception of usually bad is subject to the 
interpreter. I then looked up the words “club,” 
“band”, and “group”. All these definitions were 
basically the same as gang, excluding the usually 
bad description that seemed to be provoked as 
an afterthought.

I needed to try to understand what members in 
a free society of people who never belonged to a 
gang believed a gang to be. The purpose for this 
was to allow people who never belonged to a 
gang to understand what a gang was, kind of like 
seeing both sides of the coin.

All my life I’ve been accused of belonging to a 
gang, since my very early teens, as was in the 
beginning, as is now. My alleged gang associa-
tions were derived by some individual who knew 
nothing about me or my life. In my early years of 
life, through the process of forging friendships 
in grade school I would select or be selected by 
people whom I enjoyed being around, or they 
around me. These were my very first friends. All 
of us shared the same type of lifestyles and we 
were able to identify with one another because 
of our similarities. As the years passed, we grew 
older but we all still lived in the same area under 
the same conditions. Friendships developed into 
personal concerns for each other, which entailed 
among other things, wellbeing of each other and 
the group, family and possessions.

The reason I mention the above is to show 
people who don’t know what a gang is. A gang 
or a gang member isn’t anything different from 
any other group of people that gather together. 
Belonging to a gang doesn’t make a person a 
criminal. Breaking the law makes you a criminal.

Hanging out at the local V.F.W. or Moose Lodge 
is the same thing as hanging out with a gang 
of friends. There is even a TV commercial that 
states, “Join the BIGGEST gang in American. 
Join the Boy Scouts of America.” A group of peo-
ple together doesn’t automatically make a group 
bad. However, the total disregard of people and 
the random labeling of them does.

As it is with everything people consider of 
worth, their activities are more often than not 
evaluated by outside critics and subjected to 
personal opinion.  The more influential an 

for the poor and needy are the first victims of 
the axe. I believe the system of incarceration that 
holds us captive sees in many of us the potential 
to be responsible, productive individuals willing 
to forgo that which means the most to us, family 
and friends, for a cause we believe in. As a result 
of this perceived behavior, an extra attempt 
is made to isolate prisoners possessing these 
leadership qualities, as is evident within the in-
stitutions of California where prisons have been 
erected with the isolation of those described 
above in mind, under the false classification as 
‘gang members and associates’. This procedure 
has already been outlined and the process has 
been implemented to consume lifetimes of those 
confined therein.

A very good example of this is in the interpreta-
tion of one’s values. When my values are held in 
high regard and my life’s foundation is based on 
these values, and when these values are in con-
flict with those in control, separation and isola-
tion is used to control those who can influence. 

Poor, lower class people and their communities 
are physically and psychologically dissuaded 
from participating in the political process to ob-
tain equality. The act of incarceration is dealing 
with the problem of equality after the fact. With 
a system of education in failure and the emphasis 
taken off education, the only alternative left is 
incarceration or political redistricting to control 
voter turnout.

Richard White, former CIA White House and 
State Department narcotics advisor wrote in 
the Christian Science Monitor (1992) that drug 
education in high schools resulted in lowering 
the use of drugs by students between 1988 and 
1990 by 63%. 

Amid this backdrop of positive information 
comes the development that California State 
Prisons have become the “Miscellaneous Box” 
for the state’s Things To Do Later, meaning when 
the state doesn’t know what to do with someone, 
it locks them up until they can be reviewed bet-
ter down the road. 

Is it not logical to assume educational and voca-
tional training would benefit Californians before 
jail came into play as drug education demon-
strated by lower usage in schools. But, why are 
the obvious answers being avoided? Is this by 

design? Are prisoners a staple of economic sta-
bility in California, or a way of depriving people 
of color the right to change the political arena 
through the vote since convicted felons are not 
allowed to vote in California?

In the meantime, drug problems for women in 
California have doubled that of men. School 
campus deaths are on the increase. And most 
schools are not even considered institutions of 
learning any longer.  All this while the prison 
population explodes and erodes and gnaws away 
at human life. Meanwhile government officials 
sling mud at one another in the election years, 
collecting millions of dollars to spend on televi-
sion ads while Americans starve in the streets. 

The billion dollar question is, at what cost is 
the prison system to the economic fabric of the 
State of California, a state which has more of 
its people in prison than any other state in the 
United States and with more institutions slated 
for construction in the future? 

GANG CULTURE

The dysfunctional behavior most humans 
project is influenced by their own environment, 
similar to the way biological factors predispose 
human beings to genetic dispositions. Envi-
ronmental factors determine our day-to-day 
attitudes, whether they be positive or negative. 
The mathematics is very easy. A criminal is not 
born. He, and in many more instances she, is 
made. Criminality is a product of one’s upbring-
ing influenced by surroundings. The psychologi-
cal form is nature or nurture. If a person repeats 
criminal acts often enough he is incarcerated, 
and in most cases this treatment is hostile. This 
acrimonious treatment is readily inflicted upon 
the incarcerated population, whether juvenile or 
adult. It affects the eventual nature of an individ-
ual by altering his personality, a personality that 
has been crafted through harshness results in the 
same.  Cruel treatment produces the same effects 
upon a person as a snowball rolling down a hill. 

Traditional bonds of men are developed through 
common concerns. A lot of these concerns de-
velop in the neighborhoods where one grows up. 
The depth of one’s loyalty to others is comparable 
to the abyss of the ocean or vastness of space, 
and a lot of times it is as shallow as a drop of 



34 35

Did the Los Angeles Sheriff ’s Department 
officers truly believe that they could continue 
to brutalize the minorities of the cities and 
expect the gang members, for lack of a better 
word (who have accepted some responsibility 
for keeping their own neighborhoods safe for 
themselves and family members) to stand by and 
accept assault by the gang employed to protect 
the community?

Did the Los Angeles Police Department believe 
that their injustice would continue to go unan-
swered? These were the thoughts of many, in-
cluding myself. Even those in the administrative 
positions of the California justice system knew 
that the inequality of class would soon impact 
the state and most likely the urban areas.

At that time in history a high percentage of 
American youth lost faith in the justice system, 
especially after the verdict handed down in the 
Rodney King police brutality case. This case 
involved the deliberate and unjustified beating 
of a black man, captured on camera, by six white 
deputies of the LA Sheriff ’s Department.

The use of law enforcement to continue with 
the psychological and physical violence inflicted 
upon minorities, the poor in California’s urban 
areas and prisoners in any of the 37 prisons in 
California, along with the emotional mistreat-
ment can only result in one outcome, the recip-
rocation of the very same legacy of violence and 
exploitation.

Yes, gangs exist in almost every urban area and 
now many suburbs in the United States. But 
gangs originated as a direct result of brutality, 
lack of justice, racism, hatred, exploitation and 
repression inflicted upon grandparents, parents, 
and children of past generations. Gangs are sim-
ply an answer to the immune system developed 
over the passage of time as a way of existing with 
their inheritance.

In most cases, the outright refusal of both men 
and women, young and old, to simply accept 
past attitudes, discrimination and brutality is just 
not acceptable and often referred to as criminal 
by those that have for years inflicted this treat-
ment upon the people indiscriminately. This 
institutionally classified anti-social behavior is 
viewed by those that have never lived in a hostile 
environment as a form of control, a word 

developed and accepted by those that need some 
way to distinguish themselves from others who 
they believe are beneath them. 

Years ago I was told a very startling story by a 
gang member that took place before he became 
an economic investment of the State of Cali-
fornia (prisoner). He told me that when he was 
a younger person living in the free world he 
went out to fight a guy that was older and bigger 
than his little brother who was getting picked 
on by the guy. They engaged in a fight in the 
other boy’s front yard. He beat the older boy up, 
bloodying his nose. He told me when the fight 
ended that the older boy’s father was witnessing 
the fight, held him while the older boy punched 
him, which resulted in a bloody nose for him 
as well. He went home and his mother inquired 
what had happened. He said nothing and went to 
the restroom to clean up, at which time he told 
his younger brother who told his mother.

What happened next surprised me. The younger 
brother told his mother what happened while 
his little sister was standing in the room so she 
was able to hear everything. The little girl turned 
around and walked out of the room and returned 
with a knife in her hands. She handed it to her 
brother and told him to go back to the home and 
deal with the father and older boy. 

When I heard this story about the five-year old 
girl and her response to the fight I couldn’t be-
lieve that such a tragedy could take place. It was 
shocking to me and I was in prison for murder 
and had participated in many confrontations 
over my years in this world, but something about 
this little girl’s response touched me deeply. 
Then, it came into focus. It was a perfectly easy 
solution to a well-understood situation, as the 
little girl knew it to be. She understood her sur-
roundings. This was how such confrontations 
were dealt with. It was a world of violence that 
she was familiar with and that was the response 
she offered.

Most of us know this is not the ideal response 
and in most communities, particularly in the 
upper class communities, it would be unheard 
of for a little girl to get a knife but that was the 
response of this little girl who had been growing 
up in her world.

individual or group, the more they are accepted 
as reliable and credible. In the United States, the 
more money you have, the more weight your 
voice is given.

Upper class people might refer to their gang as 
a club or fraternity. They practice the very same 
activities as those in the lower-class neighbor-
hoods in terms of parties and get-togethers and 
associations, but the upper class has much more 
at their disposal based on their economic posi-
tion. The poor are restricted to their areas for 
the same reason the rich are not, money. Thus, 
the poor become very protective of their limited 
resources and become heavily reliant on per-
sonal attributes instead of material possessions. 
Loyalty becomes a priority. Family and neigh-
borhood bonds override materialistic reliance. 
Death is said to be preferred by the individual or 
group of the lower class before disloyalty, and in 
some cases, is accepted as a show of devotion to 
personal beliefs. It is this belief in the words and 
acts of one another that means the most to the 
group in the poor areas of the inner cities. 

Human beings need something to believe in. The 
rich believe in the power of the dollar. The mid-
dle class believes in God and the poor believe in 
loyalty. Of course, as with all human nature, this 
is subject to change. 

Laws added to the California statute make it ille-
gal to belong to a gang. You can actually be given 
additional time in jail or prison if you’re discov-
ered to be a gang member. The implementation 
of new laws to imprison alleged gang members 
was designed to incarcerate the poor and the 
minority classes, similarly to the powder and 
rock cocaine sentencing disparities. Specifically, 
having over 500 grams of powder cocaine would 
result in a sentence less than having a couple of 
grams of crack cocaine. Poor minorities used 
and sold crack; rich and white used and sold 
powder. After tens of thousands  of poor minori-
ties were sent to prison, the law was changed.

A lot of times, when I was growing up, I would 
be told, “You have choices.” When my choices 
were wrong, I would be told, “You chose wrong. 
That was your decision.” Here was my dilemma 
and I believe it applied to many people confront-
ed with the very same decisions. First of all, yes, 
I do admit I did have choices at my disposal, and 
all that was required of me was to make the right 

choice, consider the right and wrong moral and 
logical questions. Yes, I did have choices and, in 
most cases, I was told they were ‘my’ choices, but 
I never understood them.

How was I reasonably expected to make deci-
sions about issues, when I had no understand-
ing of the question from which to decide? I can 
now look back at times in my life and realize the 
activities I participated in would be unaccept-
able now. In my earlier years, my choices were, 
in fact, the most rational and logical responses to 
the given situation I was dealing with.
All my choices had to involve the question of 
“What reactions would my choices have in my 
neighborhood?” This was the only thing I truly 
understood. My choices, therefore, were no 
choices at all except those choices that the envi-
ronment dictated, an environment that had no 
understanding or compassion for the individual.

In 1994, I was given a cellmate at Pelican Bay 
State Prison. He was 21 years old. At times I 
could not believe that he was so young and, in 
fact, the same age I was when I came to prison. 
Actually, I was 18, so a few years younger, but 
most definitely in the same age area. Anyway, 
this young man told me a very good way of 
expressing this lack of choices among all of my 
choices. “Tell me and I’ll forget. Show me and 
I’ll remember. But if you include me I’ll under-
stand.”

Younger people seem to be confused about 
their choices because they, as I, did not under-
stand our options. As it was in my earlier years 
as it is now, young people are the future of our 
existence. Why not invest in their future while 
they’re still small? This will avoid having to 
invest in their imprisonment in the future, not 
because it’s expedient, but because it will allow 
them to understand the choices.

I need to ask myself more now than in the past, 
why there is more concern with order than with 
justice? In 1992, the Los Angeles riots took place. 
It was initially stated that they escalated because 
of gangs. The riots spread over 40 square blocks, 
involved almost every ethnic group and alleged 
gang member in and throughout the greater Los 
Angeles area. Would it be so difficult for this 
nation and California residents to anticipate a 
repeat performance?
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This was the Los Angeles community after the 
King verdict. To recapitulate the obvious, what 
happened during the Watts Riots and repeated 
during the Los Angeles riots was a grave mistake.

In 1992, when the Federal indictments were 
handed down against the four white cops in the 
videotaped beating of motorist Rodney King, 
resulting in the acquittal of all four, it exposed 
a smokescreen that served as an appearance 
that the system of justice in California was not 
prejudiced towards the lower class minorities of 
its urban, deprived communities.

It was not the loss of property that scared the 
rich in California during the 1992 riots. It was 
the possibility that the highly paid protectors 
would be unable to provide the expensive safety 
they boasted of for years in the upper income 
communities. It was a breakdown of their system 
that rattled the administrators of California. 

The issue was not a breakdown of the justice sys-
tem. Justice was not even a question raised dur-
ing the riots and unrest in Los Angeles, except by 
the rioters. Instead, there was a breakdown of the 
enforcement system. The upper class believed 
the ‘law and order’ attitude controlled the masses 
of the minorities and assured the domination of 
the rich, their tranquility and security.

Of course, right after the unrest, committees 
were constructed to evaluate the breakdown of 
the enforcement system, not the injustice that led 
to the unrest in the beginning. The final determi-
nations developed by the committees were that 
law enforcement needed more power to execute 
the duties of the city so as to protect its citizens. 
The question of the brutality by the very law 
enforcement tactics that lead to the riots and the 
injustice of this system was only reinforced to 
prevent what it had caused in the first place. 

Everyone has a different role: the politicians who 
make the laws; the cops who arrest the lawbreak-
ers; the courts who send people to prison; and 
the prison keepers. They all have the same job, 
only with different names and job titles. They are 
all part of the same corrupt system. 

VIOLENCE OF INCARCERATION

Pelican Bay State Prison and many other prisons 
in California practice torture readily so that it’s 
commonplace within the walls of most prisons. 
Beatings, electrical shocks with Tasers, close 
confinement, isolation, high-intensity light expo-
sure 24 hours a day, verbal and physical assaults 
and many more.

An article by Peter Ford stated that sleep depri-
vation, hooding, and close confinement are not 
individually defined as torture. But, Ms. Daphna 
Golan, research director at the Israeli human 
rights watch dog B’Tselem, points out that “The 
combination of methods constitutes torture.”

The method of interrogation utilized by the 
general security service or Shin Bet, are the very 
same methods used by staff administrators at 
Pelican Bay State Prison and prisons throughout 
the California prison system.

Amin Amin, a student in the West Bank Uni-
versity of Birzeit, stated his interrogators were 
trying to go inside his brain and convince him 
he was nothing. He said they were trying to kill 
his soul and empty him from inside.  Mr. Amin’s 
ordeal was a 24-hour experience. California 
prisoners in Pelican Bay are experiencing this 
same abuse and psychological torture for years. I 
have been subjected to it now, some 25 years and 
counting. Some will never know anything else. 

Where is the justice in a nation that’s supposed 
to be just, especially when its confined citizens 
are subjected to the sadistic and cruel nature of 
those employed by the state that asserts to be 
opposed to such atrocities?

Equanimity is a characteristic lacking in most 
of the employees of the CDCR when it comes to 
dealing with prisoners and this is especially true 
when you talk about prison guards that work 
inside the SHU and have no accountability to 
anyone outside its walls. The supervising staff 
inside the SHU is almost always promoted from 
within the ranks. So, the brutality of the supervi-
sors is repeated by the subordinates, and in the 
SHU, under the shroud of secrecy.

This is demonstrated by the 1986 meeting of 29 
scholars in Spain, at the Sixth International Col-
loquium on Brain and Aggression. It was articu-

Gangs and those alleged to be member of them 
know and have learned that their safety and that 
of their families is only insured by their ability 
to deal with a situation themselves, without help 
from the authorities, who in the poor urban ar-
eas of Los Angeles and its surrounding commu-
nities are viewed as the enemy. The way a gang 
member deals with a situation is the way he/she 
has learned to deal with it since the age of five. 

California’s answer to the gang situation was to 
draft laws to incarcerate gang members. In the 
prison setting, it was a mentality of locking up 
anyone believed to be a gang member or associ-
ate in solitary confinement. In fact, one of the 
first questions a prisoner coming into the system 
is asked is “What gang do you belong to?” The 
Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation 
at their leisure indiscriminately locks up people 
for alleged gang association and as a result of 
this unregulated practice, men and women have 
spent decades in isolation. When I say locks men 
and women up, I mean places them in solitary 
confinement units where the hostile atmosphere 
breeds deep-rooted hatred.

Not only are men and women entering prison 
locked up in isolation units based on alleged 
gang associations, but many already in prison 
are removed from the prison’s general popula-
tion and placed into the isolation units based on 
the assumption that they are gang affiliates. As I 
have previously stated, gang membership is not 
against the law, but if you are an alleged gang 
affiliate, you receive additional time on your 
prison sentence. 

If you are a prisoner in the California prison 
system, you’re placed into the isolation unit 
indefinitely without the ability to gain freedom 
from prison on the same terms as those that are 
not designated alleged gang members. This raises 
the question of individual accountability. When 
does one stop becoming a person and becomes 
a part of the group? In California prisons you’re 
punished based on the group you’re alleged to be 
a part of and not your individual actions. This is 
an activity by the prison system that is accepted 
by the Court system in California as well. If this 
is a democracy, why are men and women sub-
jected to harassment and punishment because of 
what they believe in or who they believe in?

 RODNEY KING CASE

Prisoners that have been subjected to the jus-
tice system know that there is no justice in the 
California system. The meaning of justice is the 
quality of being just. Just means true as founded 
in fact. These meanings are not represented in 
the penal system of California. A prime example 
of this is the “not guilty’ verdict received by the 
white deputy sheriffs who brutally beat Rodney 
King, captured on video tape, but exonerated of 
the charges. After more than a year of letting the 
judicial process take its course, the United States 
as a whole saw what prisoners have been experi-
encing for years, decades, in fact. I asked myself, 
if the system is the problem, could the system 
correct itself or was mass revolutionary protest 
with the purpose of dismantling the system the 
answer?

The answer came with four days of the worst 
rioting in the United States in response to the 
verdict. The rioting in Los Angeles was only a 
symptom of the injustice experienced daily by 
the poor in California. As of May 1992 (USA 
Today) the toll of the rioting in Los Angeles 
included 58 dead, 3,400 injured, 230 in critical 
condition, 16,000 arrested. Then, Governor Pete 
Wilson called in 9,900 National Guardsmen to 
reinforce the 8,000 police that were nowhere to 
be found by the citizens of Los Angeles in the 
first hour of the rioting, but on videotape they 
were there in force to beat Mr. King. In addition 
to the police and National Guard, George H.W. 
Bush, the President of the United States, called 
up 1,000 Federal Marshals, 1,500 Marines and 
1,600 US Army personnel to help restore civil 
order. 

The chant “Burn, Baby, Burn,” as stated in the 
1965 Watts riots, was heard again. Los Angeles 
rioters also adopted their own chant, “No Justice, 
No Peace.” For years I personally experienced the 
brutality of the Los Angeles Police Department 
and subsequently the judicial system that perpet-
uated the same injustice. What was interesting 
about the King trial was that the judge originally 
receiving the King case changed its venue. After 
careful consideration, the deliberate choice was 
made to send the case to the most conservative 
district in the state, Simi Valley. From that point 
on, the outcome was predetermined, or should I 
say “Black” and “White.” 58 dead, a billion dol-
lars in damages and 600 businesses destroyed. 
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mouths shut and their ears open because this is 
what they have been taught during their devel-
opment in the schools of hatred and criminality. 
Those that come in running off at the mouth 
get into instant trouble and soon seek protec-
tion from the guards, at a price of course. Every 
story they have heard, they naturally assume to 
be true, and in most cases, it is. It is right to hold 
your tongue when you come into the isolation 
units until you understand the rules, which are 
different from those in the general population. 

Most people will now learn a new way of life 
that thrives inside the walls of a prison. Within 
the walls of isolation you will discover that the 
longer you remain in isolation, the truer under-
standing of madness will become clear. You’ll 
first experience this madness through the guards 
that hold you in the hole. You might inquire of 
one of them some simple bit of information. 
Their response will be predominately negative.

The more time a prisoner spends incarcerated, 
the more damage he suffers to his mental abili-
ties. This damage is increased dramatically with 
longer slower effects when contained in isolation 
units. The profound debilitating effect results 
in stunted psychological development, making 
social reintegration all the more difficult. Prison-
ers live in a constant state of confusion. 

Segregation compounds this confusion because 
it is designed to sap the spirit of prisoners locked 
therein. This attempt to eliminate any sense of 
place of community in most cases destroys the 
prisoners’ ability to reintegrate back into society 
successfully upon release from the institutional 
environment. This same effect takes place when 
the prisoner is released from long periods of iso-
lation and placed back into the general popula-
tion, as is the case with many prisoners confined 
within the Security Housing Unit at Pelican Bay 
State Prison.

This was my first introduction to the hole, a les-
son I did not forget. I realized I wasn’t anyone 
of concern or consequence. I understood I was 
considered another non-conformer, anti-social, 
potentially dangerous convict who deserved no 
individual thought whatsoever. The bombard-
ment of negative information voiced by prison-
ers and guards alike began to take effect upon 
my personality.  

One day it might change, but for now I forgot I 
might hold a loved one in my arms in a contact 
visit, or walk a yard that didn’t require me to 
turn after every ninth step because I was forced 
to walk a box no bigger than that, or see the sun 
and feel rays on my face. What I did learn is that 
when I walk in the isolation unit, I have to watch 
out not only for those men housed in the hole 
with me but the guards as well and in some cases 
even more. If I wasn’t racist when I came into the 
hole, I have learned that I better be or at the very 
least keep in mind that the guy in the next cell 
might be. 

In solitary confinement your lack of commu-
nication with others is overwhelming at times. 
You are deprived of this most human right either 
through environment or circumstance. In some 
it devastates one’s mental sensory perception. 
How is a man who has never known the lack of 
voice supposed to deal with non-acknowledge-
ment? 

I realized I had no alternative except to escape 
within myself. Of course, I had to consider if this 
form of escape would present the possibility that 
I would not wish to return to the world devoid 
of human emotional interaction. The majority of 
men in the isolation units and, in fact, in prison, 
are completely dependent on outside support. 
In isolation, you’re limited to what the state 
provides you for your existence, which basically 
consists of toothpowder to brush your teeth, a 
toothbrush approximately one and a half inches 
long so you don’t have extra plastic to fashion a 
weapon, half a bar of soap, which is made by the 
state and contains so much lye it will eat your 
skin off, bedding, soft sole canvas shoes and a 
roll of toilet paper. All meals are fed in the cell 
passed through a tray slot cut into the perforated 
steel cell door. 

Prisoners are dependent on the guard in the 
SHU, though we don’t like to admit it. Food, 
exercise, even our lives, are regulated by the 
guards.  For a man, this total dependency on 
another for his very existence creates a lack of 
initiative. It dismantles the individuality of a 
man and creates a non-functioning parasite. 
Tougher sentencing has deterred some prospec-
tive offenders, but it has also served to introduce 
an entire generation of young people, mostly 
minorities, to prison life. 

lated at this meeting that violence is neither in 
our evolutionary legacy nor in our genes. This 
would leave the question of where does it come 
from?

If humanity’s violent nature is unrelated to our 
evolutionary background and has no connection 
through genes, one can only surmise criminal-
ity in humans is an artifact of their culture. How 
is it implemented? The best way to understand 
this is to look at how generations of people are 
controlled through race, politics and religions 
based on cost. Everything in America is based 
on economics. Here it’s the cost of education in 
comparison to imprisonment.

Prisons in California are being designed with 
isolation in mind. Prisoners in California are 
much more isolated than prisoners in other 
states. Many men in prison live in a fantasy 
world that produces behavioral hallucinations. 
This provides the basis for their self-induced 
irrational deductions to a given situation. They 
atrophy, simply waste away as time continues on. 
These are men reacting to their environment and 
the denial of informational stimuli. The effects 
that are taking place within their minds produce 
an illusionary effect based on non-reality. What 
this means is that prisoners in California are be-
ing released from the joints into society lacking 
the ability to interact in a free society.

What I’ve come to notice inside this bubble of 
suspended time is the frequency that men in iso-
lation develop illnesses: headaches, long-healed 
bones beginning to hurt; irregular heartbeats; 
eyes, ears, and other types of unusual move-
ments or feeling that take place inside the body. 
Many of these ailments are genuine, but most 
are mentally self-induced. I’ve often sat in my 
cell and wondered what I would do if I suddenly 
became ill with a heart attack or some other 
extremely random ailment that would render 
me helpless and unable to call out for help. And 
if I did call out, who said anyone would be there 
anyway.

Of course, along with these considerations came 
the realization of my inability to control my sur-
roundings, the feeling of helplessness, frustration 
and hatred towards them that held me captive. 
A study by Doctor Stuart Grassin on the effect 
of solitary confinement in psychopathological 
terms illustrates the severe impact of isolation. 

Dr. Grassian cites many effects upon individuals 
including: 1) extremely vivid hallucinations in 
multiple sensory modalities including the visual, 
auditory, tactile, and olfactory; twenty dissocia-
tive features including sudden recovery as from 
a dream with subsequent amnesia for the events 
of the psychosis; 3) agitation and motor excite-
ment with aimless violence; 4) delusions usually 
described as persecutory.

Isolation has played some very unusual tricks 
upon my mind. I’ve personally experienced 
every one of the above mentioned psychopatho-
logical effects while in isolation in one way or 
another. The isolation units I’ve been in, and 
I’ve been in every one since juvenile hall, change 
a person negatively. It’s fascinating to see the 
dramatic changes that have taken place with the 
individuals that work within the solitary confine-
ment units, including prisoners confined therein.

Since the very beginning of my indoctrination 
into the California correctional system, which in 
itself is an oxymoron, my most vivid memories 
are those spent in the isolation units or solitary 
confinement. I’ve also spent time in the general 
prison population so I understand the changes 
that occur in a person when confined in the 
two different environments, isolation or gen-
eral population. Experiencing them both is not 
difficult but much more difficult to explain. The 
mental changes are the first and most notable 
alteration I’ve been able to see in people thrust 
into this new environment. Both prisoners and 
guards experience the change, major personality 
alterations and overall attitudes towards people, 
prisoners and co-workers alike. 

A lot of prisoners coming into the isolation units 
enter with a fear of the unknown and uncer-
tainty. They have heard all the stories of the 
worst claims made by those inside these units of 
isolation, stories of brutality, assaults, suicides 
and depression accompanied by denial of basic 
human rights. People enter and begin an instant 
transformation from the person they were, a 
person who could care for others into a person 
after housed in solitary confinement units who is 
dispassionate and cruel.

Most become extremely reclusive, keeping to 
themselves; others become the exact opposite. 
The majority of the time people coming into 
the security housing units come in with their 



40 41

the group and causing serious bodily injury or 
mental harm to the group.”

What political lawmakers have seemed to forget 
in their quest for re-election is that man is not 
born a criminal but becomes one either by 
error, circumstance, or the influence of nega-
tive elements. Article II(c) of the Convention on 
the Prevention and Punishment of the Crime of 
Genocide specifically states that the “deliberate 
infliction on a group’s condition of life calculated 
to bring about its physical destruction in whole 
or in part” constitutes a violation of the 1948 
convention.

Prisons are a prime breeding ground for nega-
tive elements whereby creating an environment 
that attracts no outside attention to prevent the 
mental genocide that takes place from within. 
Before I went to the School of Criminality and 
was eventually forced to enroll in the School of 
Hatred for higher education, my criminal activi-
ties and even more important, my mentality, 
was limited to childhood vandalism of a minor 
nature. When I did do something wrong I did 
so not with the intent to break the law but out of 
childish mischievousness. 

I had no idea that crime, big or small, could be 
traced to some form of human nature, as the 
psychologists and psychiatrists have you be-
lieve. Was capitalistic avarice, parasitic egoism, 
religious prejudices, drunkenness or inherited 
depravity to blame?  Or was blame even to be 
asserted? Since none of those factors applied to 
me, at least not initially, except the drunkenness, 
I had to equate my continued pursuit in crime 
to the negative encounters I experienced in my 
earlier years of juvenile incarceration.

This is not to imply that those juveniles awaiting 
court were my downfall exclusively. Of course, I 
was partly to blame, as were the counselors who 
also contributed to my distorted perceptions of 
right and wrong. Their total detachment in the 
form of no concern contributed greatly to my 
continued misguided sense of right and wrong. 
This was compounded by legislators who refuse 
to look at the facts, specifically that educational 
and vocational opportunities for juvenile and 
adult offenders reduce recidivism. Of course, I 
was to blame for the things I did, though I did 
not understand my culpability at that time.

PRISON SYSTEM

The prison system in American itself is an 
extremely diverse collection of facilities. Each 
level of the prison system operates indepen-
dently from the others with indirect connec-
tions. The Federal Government operates the 
Federal Bureau of Prisons. Each state controls its 
individual prison system and each county runs 
its county jails including juvenile facilities. I’ve 
had the misfortune of experiencing every one 
of these facilities in one capacity or another. In 
many of them I found the procedures irrational, 
inhumane and in many cases, illegal. This serves 
inevitably as a debilitating process.

Since prisons were originally constructed to 
deter deviants by Quakers in Pennsylvania in 
the early1800s, evolution has altered the desired 
outcome of incarceration. Prisons now create a 
subculture within its walls of social deviants who 
are released back into the communities from 
which they were originally removed. The only 
difference is that now they are mentally indoctri-
nated to the prison lifestyle.

Prisons themselves represent a negative attitude 
and being enclosed in this negative situation 
produces enhanced negativity. The quest for a 
better life for a prisoner upon release in most 
cases is destroyed when placed within the penal 
system in California.

What was clear from my perspective was that 
the judicial system was blatantly racist. When 
brutality has been inflicted on minorities it has 
never been found to be criminal, whether in or 
out of prison, even when the oppressor is cap-
tured on tape. 

Equal justice under the laws of California is just 
a fancy phrase when it comes to the underclass 
minorities. Compton’s City Councilwoman 
Patricia Moore, in an article in USA Today, 
described the Rodney King beating verdict as a 
“modern day lynching.” This can only be at-
tributed to the lack of opportunity in California. 
Denial of opportunity is and continues to be a 
major factor in violence, both in the free poor 
communities and the prison system that operates 
as a slave labor force.

At thirteen billion dollars a year to run the Cali-
fornia Department of Corrections and 

Crime exists in the United States, but prisons 
by themselves do not pose an answer. Providing 
men in isolation units with an opportunity to be 
productive in some form of industry or the de-
velopment of the mind through education would 
greatly benefit the nation as a whole. 
Both these forms of creative rehabilitation only 
serve to enhance the state’s prosperity. 

In Cambodia, the Khmer Rouge set out to 
systematically destroy any opposition to their 
regime. Their method was to kill off all the intel-
lectuals and professionals. In California’s prison 
prison system solitary confinement units (SHU), 
it’s the same. Intellectual independent thought 
is assaulted by prison administrators. Prisoners 
are locked up with stiffer sentences for longer 
periods of time and during their incarceration, 
education and vocational opportunities are 
denied. In California’s state prisons, you are re-
quired to attend school if your educational level 
is lower than sixth grade. If it’s above that level 
you’re required to participate in forced labor. In 
isolation there are not educational or vocational 
opportunities. Prisoners are left to have our 
minds deteriorate with the passage of time. Like 
the Khmer Rouge, intellectual stimulation or 
professional development are killed off.

California imposes two types of isolation on 
a prisoner. The first is a determinate security 
housing unit program where a prisoner serves a 
specific amount of time in isolation, usually for 
a negative behavior committed; the second is 
an indeterminate term in solitary confinement 
where your placement is not based on any nega-
tive behavior and is subjected to release based on 
the prison guards’ discretion. It’s the second type 
of isolation that has the most detrimental effect 
on the recipient.

The uncertainty of release from the SHU pro-
vides the perfect avenue for discontent, escalat-
ing into violence most of the time. In the SHU 
the level of violence is much higher than that in 
the general prison population. This is contribut-
ed to by the tremendous amount of idleness with 
no outlet for built-up stress factors, intentionally 
built into the design of the SHU for the purpose 
of breaking the men locked within its concrete 
walls. Indeterminate isolation in the solitary 
confinement unit can and does last years at a 
time. In my case, and in the case of many of the 
men confined therein, it has lasted decades.  

Guards working in the SHU also experience 
these dramatic personality changes by becom-
ing more apt to react to any given situation in a 
forceful manner. Physical abuse in the SHU is 
perpetually increasing in severity and 
occurrence. Guards take on a paramilitary im-
age and attitude where distinctions are defined 
in terms of enemy and non-enemy, in this case, 
guards versus prisoners.  Guards clad themselves 
in camouflage jungle colors (greens and browns), 
high-laced paratrooper boots, protective vests, 
and utility belts with accessories that include gas 
canisters, batons, and foggers. It’s no wonder the 
personalities of the employees become distorted 
in the SHU. The required attitude and dress code 
demands psychological convergence.

It’s true that concrete walls nor steel bars do a 
prison make if you are the poet making the state-
ment, but in prison isolation of the mind and 
confinement of the heart is that imprisonment 
of the spirit and the damage that comes from its 
causes. 

These paramilitary proxy stereotypical sub-
liminal messages serve only to destroy, so that 
prisoners convicted of a crime become prisoners 
of war under the guise of the Constitution. What 
then is the purpose of this generalization incar-
ceration?

I believe it’s the economy, but more specifically, 
the wealth of California. In order for a commu-
nity to grow and prosper, wealth must be gener-
ated, and that wealth must be put to work in the 
community so as to obtain more wealth similar 
to a circle, with all profits being reinvested into 
the continued growth of the enlarging commu-
nity. In California, that community consists of a 
growing workforce of prison guards, that creates 
the circulation of wealth through the paychecks 
the guards are paid by the state which originally 
invested in the construction of the prisons that 
they now must fill. Locking up whole genera-
tions of people results in the genocide of one’s 
self and, in turn, the future of wealth-generating 
citizens.

In 1948 the Convention on the Presentation and 
Punishment of the Crime of Genocide defined 
genocide in Article II as “an act(s) commit-
ted with intent to destroy in whole or in part, 
a national, ethnic, racial or religious group…” 
Among the criteria were “killing members of 
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somehow overlooked by all the statistical evalua-
tors and criminologists. 

My observations left me with a different conclu-
sion, which basically followed that if a society 
exhibited less kindness or other traits normally 
associated with human behavior, that is, with 
the severity of the sentence, the lack of regard 
towards the poor, its communities increased. The 
massive round-up and incarceration of people 
of color demonstrated clearly to the youth of 
these communities that life in California was, 
in fact, a dog-eat-dog world where you get what 
you take and you keep what you took, by any 
means necessary. It was during this period entire 
families were displaced and generations were lost 
to incarceration.

Schooled and taught with the morals, values 
and principles that govern only inside the world 
of hatred, these young men and women would 
discover a propensity for violence and then be 
let out of the prisons that molded them, straight 
into the free society that originally locked them 
up. California, known to be one of the most pro-
gressive states in the United States, imprisoned 
more human beings than any other state in the 
country in the 1980s and 1990s. Prisoners, espe-
cially life prisoners, are not strangers to death. 
In June 1990, the Department of Corrections 
in California held 8,730 life prisoners. In that 
1,080 (or 12%) had life without the possibility of 
parole. That meant that 88% of all life prisoners 
doing time in California were capable of getting 
out of prison some day with a new attitude, but 
which one? 

Studies have found, and statistics consistently 
reinforce, that prisoners convicted of homi-
cides, once released, are less likely to recommit 
than those convicted of property crimes. Yet in 
California in 1989/1990, statistics showed that 
of 1266 to make an appearance before the BPT 
(California Board of Prison Terms), which is 
the agency responsible for determining parole 
suitability and the date upon which release from 
prison will take place, less than 19 people were 
granted parole. Parole from a California prison, 
even after large amounts of time behind bars, 
is practically impossible. In 1988, the BPT, has 
granted parole to only 2.5% of those thousands 
of life prisoners who have had parole consid-
eration hearings (based on information in the 
California News Letter or the prison link).

There are approximately nine criteria that the 
commissioners use to determine and grant 
parole. By this same token, there are thirteen 
guidelines from which the BPT denies parole. Of 
the nine criteria, the most prominent actor is the 
psychological and psychiatric clearing. What this 
entails is the BPT determining the future behav-
ior of the prisoners. Last I read, to determine 
future human behavior is impossible! Nonethe-
less, the commissioners appointed for four years 
by the Governor of the State and approved by 
the State Senate with the option to reappoint 
an infinite amount of time, are set to the task of 
determining suitability under these conditions.
While conducting and gathering data, I found 
Homer Brown’s article “BPT Lifers and the 
Question of Quotas” shined light on the reason 
behind the lack of parole granting. It was de-
scribed as being too “salient and informed to be 
coincidental.”

Mr. Brown’s scenario was as follows: The BPT 
has no statistics to compare previous hearings 
in the past year. Thus, conservatism prevails and 
few dates are given. In the second quarter, the 
BPT adjust their average rate closer to the target 
amount of suitables. With the third quarter, the 
BPT learns they are much closer to the target 
date and become conservative again.  The fourth 
quarter shows more activity towards parole 
suitables, being the final modification to meet 
the quota. 

Mr. Brown’s calendar is based on the possibility a 
Quota Calendar exists for the release of prison-
ers from California prisons. I also have a possible 
scenario, only mine is based on attitude and 
behavioral patterns.

The first quarter is the least favorable quarter, 
because the first quarter or the first three months 
of the year, right after the New Year celebration, 
is when one is settling into the beginning of an-
other year of generating income dealing with old 
problems, and setting new personal goals which 
need attention and devotion. The first three 
months are simply a systematic walk-through, a 
period of readjustment. I believe the last thing 
on a parole board member’s mind is considering 
the release of a convicted murderer.

Second quarter becomes a little bit more ac-
ceptable. A major religious holiday is celebrated 
within this period, with emphasis on religious 

Rehabilitation (CDCR) you would wonder why 
every reaction does not have a purpose, especial-
ly when you’re calculating the cost of the release 
of incarcerated people back into a free society.

Men and women go through life and in some 
form or fashion will impact the lives of those 
that they come in contact with. Some contact 
will be trivial in nature, and at other times the 
effects will be profound. I am of the belief that if 
you allow a man to be productive while incar-
cerated the impact he will have on the people 
he comes in contact with will be, in most cases, 
positive. In the SHU I don’t think this is possible 
because the environment itself is designed to 
foster distrust and destruction.

In a similar situation, a man at San Quentin in 
1988 was going to be extracted. The same situ-
ation was put into place, that is, an extraction 
team of 6 – 8 guards dressed in protective gear 
with gas and Tasers. In the course of the extrac-
tion, a guard’s watch was broken and the prison-
er was charged with the cost of replacing it. This, 
of course, was after they beat the hell out of him. 

This attitude is not limited to the confines of 
prison. A lot of the guards carry this mentality 
out of the walls and into their homes. It’s not un-
usual to hear about guards who beat their wives. 
They carry the anger and hatred built up and 
developed after years of working inside an area 
that condones this type of behavior.

The CDCR is nothing more than a large holding 
pen for this process, a holding pen for holding 
problems in place of a solution to the problems 
prior to the act. Education is the prevention 
to a problem prior to the act. Education is the 
prevention to a problem prior to its develop-
ment, and the earlier an individual is educated 
about the potential problems, the sooner one 
learns how not to commit them and dispels the 
assumptions that may lead to such violations. 

The CDCR provides a home to many of those 
who have fallen short of being able to do the 
jobs of military personnel or peace officers. In 
fact, the CDCR lobbied to have the name of the 
guards changed to attempt to instill in some a 
sense of undeserved worth.  Because the union 
for the guards is so large in California it was able 
to convince politicians to change the status of 
prison guards to Correctional Peace Officers. 

Some have come to work in the corrections field 
due to their genuine concern for human rights 
with the belief that the CDCR actually works at 
reform and rehabilitation so as to facilitate bet-
ter citizenship upon release. Too often they are 
disenchanted when they find out the CDCR can 
care less about the people inside or how those 
same people will be once released.

Others work for the CDCR because the money is 
very good and the educational requirements to 
gain employment are extremely low. People once 
living below the poverty level are now able to af-
ford a middle class living and receive the benefits 
of medical and dental care. This is also one of 
the main reasons so many guards turn their back 
on the atrocities committed within the walls of 
prisons. “You don’t bite the hand that feeds you” 
is the mentality.

Many guards develop very short tempers to-
wards people in free society and prisoners alike. 
The majority of prisons in California provide 
guards under their employ with psychological 
help as a result of job stress-related ailments. I 
tell you about the guards and the effects the envi-
ronment of incarceration has on them to demon-
strate my point. Guards are free to go home after 
eight hours and they know they can leave when-
ever they want. This is not true with a prisoner. 
In fact, it is the complete opposite. The prisoner 
knows that he cannot leave and return 16 hours 
later. The harsh and psychological assault to his 
mentality, in most cases, will be embedded in his 
brain and shared with his new neighbors. 

The hiring rate for new recruits in the CDCR is 
astronomical. Within the first year, a great many 
of those hired quit before their probationary pe-
riod is over. The State of California’s largest work 
force may be the CDCR. Many of the guards 
who work for the CDCR have had some form 
of military training or police service. Many are 
incapable of making it in either field, due to age 
or inability. They become CDCR employees.

In the second Bush Administration era alone, 
in a 2.25 year period, more than 100,000 men 
experienced the School of Hatred and all the 
justice this nation had to offer. What I noticed 
during this period was the significant increase 
in time an offender was committed for. I saw a 
total disregard and callousness fester and expand 
within the prison system. This observation was 
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PRISON LABOR

The main reason for the construction of maxi-
mum security prisons in California is because 
the state itself is considering opening up its 
prisons to exploit inmate labor even more so 
than what is taking place today. There is a forced 
incentive for prisoners to work within the indus-
trial departments of any given prison for pennies 
on the dollar with the offer of expedited release 
from prison based on continuous work and pro-
duction, which generates millions yearly for the 
prison system and it’s controller.

These incarcerated power possessors are at 
constant and continuous conflict with the 
administrators. One is trying to control while 
the other is trying to break free, two opposing 
forces in constant struggle.  Of course, one can-
not overlook the economic foundation of the 
prison’s administration and prisoners’ survival in 
that foundation. Once a prisoner has obtained a 
job in prison, in some cases he’ll be paid for his 
services, but not in all situations. Your pay could 
range anywhere from $.10 – $.59 per hour, a very 
meager amount by anybody’s standards. 

Since a greater number of people sent to prison 
are poor, uneducated minorities with little if any 
support from outside of the prison walls that 
hold them, we have to rely on the pennies that 
are paid to us for our jobs performed - of course, 
provided you’re not housed in the Security 
Housing Unit.

The meager amount given in return for our work 
isn’t nearly enough to support us while we’re in 
prison, so alternative forms of generating income 
need to be investigated. These alternative forms 
of income can range from selling sodas at a 
higher price on the tier than sold at the inmate 
canteen, a convenience of not having to stand in 
line at the canteen. This same process is repeated 
with other types of goods and services such 
as shoe shining, laundry and pressing and of 
course, drug sales or extortion and protection.

What is missing is the California Department 
of Corrections implementing a practice of fair 
pay for services rendered despite its billion dol-
lar slave labor force.  This would instill a sense 
of self-worth based on one’s abilities, if not for 
anything else, for the community to which the 
prisoner will be released once paroled. With this 

in mind, remember, prison was created and orig-
inally designed so that deviants in society could 
go or be placed into a controlled situation, so 
that penitence could be practiced as a means of 
showing or expressing sorrow for having sinned, 
a form of cleansing of the defiled soul, spirit and 
mind. In essence, it was a form of spiritual self-
restitution. 

If order and absolute control in California are 
the overriding concerns, then the term “democ-
racy” is the same rhetoric as “rehabilitation.” 
With the non-existence of employment, both 
inside the walls and outside in society, coupled 
with racial discrimination and prison growth, 
the effects are assured. Through numerous stud-
ies in free communities and prison settings alike, 
it is resoundingly demonstrated that idleness 
leads to increased levels of violence. Tensions 
generated by idleness and deplorable living 
conditions contribute greatly to threats as well as 
actual violence.

Whether it’s restitution or rehabilitation, both 
are practically unattainable in a prison setting, if 
not simply impossible. In order to learn either of 
these forms of restitution or rehabilitation for the 
purpose of re-establishing the soul, responsibil-
ity and acceptance need to also be learned, not to 
mention the essential social interaction equation. 
What one learns in prison, in most cases, is that 
someone else is in control of your physical and 
social existence. Prison is now a place where 
people are sent simply because society as a whole 
has no ideas or does not wish to accept the 
responsibility for helping those that have become 
social deviants. The prison system is no more 
than a revolving door of economic stability.

The containment of poor people, mostly of 
color – brown, black, red or yellow, has been by 
design. If killing is the most deviant behavior 
one can be involved in, why does the State of 
California execute people under the banner of 
justice?  Why do cops that kill suffer no negative 
results thereby?

The answer is because society determines what is 
deviant and societal posturing is relative to time, 
place and situation. Nowhere is it more evident 
than with the tools used by the privileged class. 
Police, military and the prison system represent 
this authoritarian organization. California in 
particular will not survive the racial separation 
of its people without this representative force.

rebirth and new beginnings. Summer opens up 
opportunities for the outdoors and a chance to 
interact with one’s children. Fall, the third quar-
ter, shifts into slow gear. Nature begins to lose 
its life. Shades of green turn yellow, orange, and 
brown, youth yields and it starts to turn cold. 
Personalities become subdued and protected. 
The fourth quarter is the most favorable time for 
granting parole. “It’s the season to be jolly,” to 
give and forgive in anticipation of the New Year. 
Everyone is laughing and being gay.

These seasonal changes that people on the out-
side accept without even noticing the effects on 
everyday life, I believe, have a profound effect 
on yearly personal patterns affecting the Board 
of Parole Terms and their relationship to parole 
suitability or denial. Of course, their behavioral 
patterns are much more difficult to recognize 
than the possibility of quota patterns, especially 
if the quotas are documented somewhere. And, 
if they are, we will never gain access to them.

Notably, patterns of background of the majority 
of the commissioners reveal their extensive law 
enforcement experience and activities in organi-
zations in crime prevention/victims rights.
Governor Pete Wilson was elected into office 
via the financial backing and votes of the “Get 
Tough on Crime” advocates. The mass incarcera-
tion of youth of color from the predominately 
poor communities left this writer to wonder 
about the appointment of the Board of Prison 
Terms panelists with extensive law enforcement 
backgrounds and the 2.5% parole grants under 
the Governor. 

Parole Board members are elected as payback 
for their support of the Governor with payment 
reaching the $100,000 mark (according to the 
Prison Legal News and/or the California Lifer’s 
Newsletter). What most people are not aware 
of is that the Parole Board does not even have 
the authority to release a prisoner from the state 
prison without the Governor’s approval. You’re 
paying two different agencies to do the same job 
and the taxpayer is footing the bill. Talk about 
government bureaucracy and waste. 

Compounding it all, the utter and complete 
madness of the media working the populace into 
a feeding frenzy. The exploitation of non-existent 
crime increases as the economy takes a nosedive. 
The media daily feeds the population with stories 

of outrageous crime rates, out-of-control drug 
use, and  violence in the poor communities spill-
ing into the upper economic communities, the 
bank failures, political corruption, moral decline, 
welfare, medical expenses, exorbitant insurance 
rates, inflation, recession, unemployment and on 
and on. And what was the answer to these daily 
occurr

ences by the politically irrational?  Kill those that 
kill. It will deter crime, or it’s cheaper to execute 
a murderer than to keep one in prison all his 
life, which is inaccurate. These were some of 
the intellectual responses I heard over the years.  
These were the stories that were pounded into 
the heads of 1.1 million imprisoned Americans 
who will eventually be released and leave the 
prison system with the soundly embedded fact 
that the State of California condones murder, for 
they themselves practice it.

The term “holding court” may be unfamiliar 
to many people but it will be soon recognized 
throughout the United States. “Holding court” 
means that if confronted with the possibility of 
incarceration, one chooses not to accept it based 
on the extreme and in most cases disproportion-
ate sentences now being handed out as a result 
of the get-tough on crime irrationality. As I have 
previously mentioned, with the increase of pun-
ishment so must come the increase of the violent 
nature of the crime and callousness of the act.

The CDCR uses torture to extract information 
from prisoners and deprive them of any infor-
mation as well. The 19th century French sociolo-
gist Emile Durkeim’s book “Suicide” found that 
social relations play an important role in every 
person’s life, contributing to the stability of one’s 
mental health.

What of the prisoners themselves who have at-
tempted to change the brutal system of justice 
by petitioning the very legal system responsible 
for their incarceration? How does a convicted 
person find justice in an institution that has been 
designed to convict and hold him/her?
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What is known is that California is in the killing 
business. The person I asked about the killing of 
individuals that kill told me that although there 
are some real ‘sickos’ on Death Row, his position 
was that many of the individuals needed to die 
because of their crimes. However, he was not in 
favor of the death penalty. Instead, he believed 
that life in prison was a sentence that would be 
more suitable. 

I sat in my cell somewhat confused with what 
was taking place. I’m referring to California be-
ing in the business of killing people. I wondered, 
had my thoughts of the past, where nothing mat-
tered except my immediate avaricious nature and 
self-supply of things I wanted, begun to conflict 
with what I was feeling now? My greed and per-
sonal desires without concern for others began 
to change with education and concern for other 
people’s feelings. I found after years of educating 
myself, that I have developed a more compas-
sionate outlook towards humanity as a whole. I 
had to reconsider what it was that distinguished 
man from any other kind of animal on earth. 
What was the substance of my new humanity?

I knew it was not to be found in the physical 
body. I questioned myself. What was the true 
essence of my humanity and that of other people 
around me? This, at the time, proved somewhat 
difficult, being that I was in one of the most 
notorious prisons in the country. I came to 
understand that my self, meaning my being of 
existence, went beyond my want for materialistic 
possessions. In considering this, I reached the 
conclusion that I was possessed with the ability 
to deduce. My conscious self had the ability to 
think as an individual. 

My intelligence, imagination, speculations and 
investigations, formed my ability to reach specif-
ic conclusions by questioning my surroundings. 
It was my mind that gave me my perspective of 
the world, and that perspective was drawn from 
the information fed to me.

This capacity sets human beings apart from the 
rest of creation. Was my perspective of the world 
being fed to me by the actions of California’s 
killing system? Was the California legislature’s 
bid to become murderers going to change what 
I believed to be the path to greater understand-
ing and compassion? Was I to revert back to my 
previous nature or should I accept the fact that 

California’s population were not bloodthirsty 
animals but instead misled by their representa-
tives? And, if this were the case, how should I 
develop? Should I conform to the laws of Cali-
fornia that condone killing by its own acts or 
should I remain on my present course and seek 
greater understanding by trying to become a 
wiser individual, thus going beyond the men-
tality of political, racial, and religious thought 
and materialistic possessions? And if I did go 
beyond, who would fight for the individual that 
could not yet understand what I could now see 
quite clearly?

I choose to try to understand, not to be influ-
enced by what others believe is right and wrong. 
The act of killing is wrong, whether done in the 
back alleys of the urban cities or carried out by 
prison officials with the state’s blessing. 

The institutions and laws of this state are guide-
lines for its population’s social direction. But, 
what about the fact that laws are developed to 
protect the one over the many?  Is murder by 
state decree any different than murder by knife 
in a back alley?

RAMIFICATIONS OF POVERTY

Poverty produces the most extreme societal 
deviants. It is a situation so atrocious and 
damaging to recipients of its condition that they 
develop every conceivable form to cover it up. 
Considering the effects of the penal system in 
California and the men and women held within 
its confines without giving thought to the urban 
situation in the lower earning areas of California 
is the same as developing a nuclear power plant 
without environmental consideration. It’s simply 
not acceptable or feasible. Criminality is a direct 
result of poverty. 

Imprisonment is normally associated with 
poverty. When society finds a lawbreaker guilty 
of a crime, the punishment is incarceration, 
resulting in the loss of liberties enjoyed by those 
who believe blindly in those laws.

As a prisoner, one does not expect much from 
the administrators that keep people incarcerated. 
When doing time one needs to look at one’s pre-
dicament realistically. The people that have put 
me in their prisons, specifically the court system 

An example of this is the prison administrators’ 
neglect to assist prisoners to develop skills, so 
as to avoid re-incarceration once released. It is 
not surprising when presented with the facts 
of institutional life. How does one expect reha-
bilitation for someone that is going to spend 50 
years in prison, especially when prison produces 
an attitude of antisocial posture? What effects 
do the hardcore prisoners’ attitudes have on the 
younger, more vulnerable prisoner, or free soci-
ety for that matter? 
            
How long will America push its people to be at 
war with themselves solely for the purpose of 
being able to classify individuals into subcultures 
of separation? Employment is a socialization 
process. Prisoners in California are denied this 
social process when confined within the SHU. 
The courts in this state, in fact the country as a 
whole, has accepted this denial that will inevita-
bly alienate prisoners from becoming productive 
citizens. In most institutions in California there 
are large sections in the prisons set aside for iso-
lation housing, which provides no job training or 
educational opportunities, thereby perpetuating 
the de-socialization process and setting up the 
return to prison. Thousands of prisoners who, if 
released from prison and allowed to gain mean-
ingful employment, will in all likelihood fail and 
be returned. 

Yes, California does in some cases provide mean-
ingful work opportunities, but in more cases 
than not, theses job opportunities are useless, 
meaningless, and inadequate training for future 
employment upon release. I have heard people 
say things are getting better but I do not agree 
with this statement. Is it better to say things are 
getting better or would it be better to state things 
are not as they used to be years ago? This state-
ment, as hollow as it is, is true.

Minorities can now get into any restaurant 
or ride on any form of public transportation 
without racial segregation, but are these mea-
ger attempts supposed to appease the masses? 
Because we’re now allowed to walk the streets of 
some low-income housing community that was 
set up by the power structure for containment 
purposes? This is a competitive society. We as 
prisoners need to learn business skills to func-
tion in a business –oriented society. This goes 
for prisoners and free people alike. In California, 
business and its necessary training is not taught 

with future growth in mind for the community, 
nor are the overwhelming amount of men in 
prisons being served. How are we prisoners of 
the California authority supposed to provide le-
gally for ourselves or our families without resort-
ing back to those very same illegal activities that 
originally brought us to prison in the first place? 

The question to be asked is, “Is prison and its 
effects on its population, in terms of little or no 
education or training, a meaningful way of keep-
ing a strong economic base beneath an economy 
that could and would dramatically fail?”

Since my detention in the prison system I’ve 
been required to work when housed in general 
prison population although I’ve been housed 
in the solitary confinement unit for more than 
thirty years. The problem is the educational 
programs available are insufficient job training 
in the California prison system. Making license 
plates or road signs and other similar useless 
employment fails to open up job opportunities 
upon release. This results in a higher recidivism 
calculation.

DEATH PENALTY

In 1992 there were approximately 330 inmates 
on Death Row in California awaiting execution 
by the state. That number in 2014 is now over 
800.  This barbaric act, once considered largely 
confined to the southern states, has now become 
generally accepted in the court system of less ra-
cially divided states. This harsh system of justice 
and the death penalty in all its savagery will raise 
the question, “Is the United States a true leader 
in justice when its justice comes in the form of 
execution of its citizens and the destruction of 
its nation!” And, what of the moral questions? In 
the 2016 election year, California voters voted to 
expedite death in California.

I once asked a man in the joint what he thought 
of the death penalty. I asked him because Cali-
fornia is a sanctioned killer of its populace and, 
I believe, no better or worse than any person 
who kills, whether legally or not. That sounds 
crazy even as I write it out. How does one justify 
murder in any form? Is it okay to kill a killer and 
if it is, does that not make the person who is kill-
ing the killer deserve to be killed as well, because 
that person then becomes a killer?
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and the judges that are elected by those who 
have the financial means to support a candidate 
for a local city bench and who possess the very 
same mind set, including opinions, as well as 
racial, religious and political views, are the very 
same people charged with keeping me in their 
prisons. The parole system begins with Parole 
Boards in the prison system whose physical 
make-up is ex-law enforcement. They are part of 
the same system as the guards, whose job it is to 
keep all in prison once they arrive. The anonym-
ity of the urban poor communities with their 
welfare and health issues, the twenty year old car 
in the driveway, the 13” black and white TV illu-
minating the converted garage which now serves 
as a bedroom, has left progress in the closet. 

The incarceration of male figures of the house-
hold in the poor communities has dramatically 
affected the growth of the family unit and society 
as a whole. These entrenched problems sewn 
into our social fabric have altered the way almost 
all communities are represented politically in 
California. A convicted felon cannot vote in 
California. Thus, the minority community has 
no political representation, which allows deeper 
separation and deprivation. 

These problems cannot be solved by imprison-
ing entire generations or terrifying communities 
with media exaggerations of gangs. Gangs, as 
they are referred to for sensationalizing, are the 
result of the community’s negative social and 
economic situation. In most circumstances, as 
is the case in California, gangs develop out of 
a struggle of class separation, fear, and racism. 
These very same factors are the contributors to 
prison population increase.

These same people, separated by poverty and 
racism, become victims of the debilitating 
mind-set and indoctrination that is perpetrated 
by years of incarceration and institutional life.  
Most people are taken from one bad situation 
only to be placed into another even worse, which 
further handicaps the person and allows the 
vicious cycle of recidivism to begin its circular 
rotation through the dysfunctional penal system. 
Prisoners need to learn to be more self-reliant so 
as to become contributors to the communities 
they will someday become a part of, instead of 
an economic base for state jobs and security for 
law enforcement in California. 
California has always taken a “wait and see” 

attitude when addressing concerns of the poor 
in the state. In fact, the traditional response in 
areas of limited consequence is to dominate 
and overcome with violence via legal prosecu-
tion.  This is an unrealistic approach because the 
justice system deals with issues after the fact that 
only further damages the community. What is 
needed is enough vision and insight to find solu-
tions for potential crime prior to its appearance, 
with viable rational and reasonable development 
potential.

People want to live safely in their homes and 
communities, but the ‘hard on crime’ stiffer 
sentences and creation of more prisons are not 
the answer. By design, prisons are a sub-culture, 
a functioning community isolated within a com-
munity that breeds criminality and anti-social 
behavior. Most people are a product of their 
environment. What a prisoner lives with is what 
is let back out into the larger community. Thus, 
the cycle of recidivism is perpetuated. 

The poisonous mixture of apathy and despair 
associated with incarceration produces a distrust 
and profound skepticism towards society. Most 
prisoners are products of oppression and repres-
sion in psychoanalytic terms. Prisoners are not 
part of the American dream but, instead, the 
American nightmare. Prisoners provide the eco-
nomic foundation for the Nazi policing of this 
state that contributes to the hatred manifested in 
its poor population.

The mind that has been subjected to 
emotional assault for years and in some in-
stances taught racial distrust and segregation 
from the community as a whole is developmen-
tally stunted. Prisoners’ hopes upon release are 
sparked by renewed possibilities. In almost all 
cases, these possibilities are based on a fantasy of 
financial increase that is unrealistic.

What the future holds is an unpredictable as-
sumption as to events yet to be desired. The 
reintegration process of the prisoner back into 
society involves personal as well as community 
initiative to assist in restoring that which is taken 
away. This brings with it a sense of responsi-
bility and individuality, of which the prisoner 
was deprived while incarcerated. To ignore this 
necessity for the development of a greater good 
insures recidivism. 

Society must realize that in order for crime to 
decrease, justice must increase. Poor and rich 
must move forward, for failure in this endeavor 
diminishes all as a whole. A populace that advo-
cates acceptance and personal responsibility has 
never experienced carefully laid plans of deliber-
ate class and racial exploitation. 

People in poor communities, including myself, 
are influenced to handle one’s own problems 
with the resources that are available. In some 
cases these avenues involve violence. It’s not 
unusual to recognize the loss of innocence in the 
very young or in one’s self at an early age. In this 
loss we become criminals of the state.

 It seems that prisoners are a class of people that 
are better forgotten until one’s release date is 
getting closer. Then, society must consider our 
existence. It would be much more advantageous 
to the state to utilize the knowledge of the incar-
cerated to try to alleviate some of the problems 
in the communities in and outside the walls. 

Prisoners, and this is the majority not the mi-
nority, want to help youth avoid incarceration. 
Prisoners don’t want their younger brothers and 
sisters coming to jail to wear survival of impris-
onment as a label of accomplishment. Prisoners 
want to help children educate themselves so they 
can avoid jail. They want them to know that hard 
work, along with education, are the true mea-
sures of a person’s worth. And that with educa-
tion comes opportunity and that hard work 
builds persistence to succeed. 

The devaluing of humanity through the process 
of incarceration serves only a self-destructive   
behavior. This is evident, as history has provided 
us with the opportunity to look back, learning 
from the past mistakes, which we as a nation, 
have refused to heed. Whenever civil uprising 
occurs a picture inevitably takes form. Having 
no legal means of redress, whether in actuality or 
perception, anger is vented resulting in rage. It is 
not that any particular individual in the commu-
nity is disliked. It’s more a dislike, and in some 
cases hatred, towards the community itself for 
what it represents. 

The hatred is felt toward the assumed oppres-
sors, but the damage is to the community that 
expresses the oppressors’ dominance and this 
becomes a viable vent for the anger felt. This 

very same attitude is expressed inside prisons 
throughout the California system.

As the attitude towards crime and the get-tough 
mentality on crime increases, it has developed 
a drawback effect on the prison population in 
sociological terms. As the length of sentencing 
takes its turn upwards, resistance to those that 
work within prisons has also taken an upturn.
The constant harassment, prodding and assault-
ing of California prisoners has made the future 
parolee and subsequent citizen abusive as well as 
defensive. Many men and women released back 
into the community will become reactive instead 
of examining alternatives to everyday life. Many 
will turn away from non-violent solutions. 
Violence will manifest itself into civil unrest or 
individual criminality. What is even more crimi-
nal is the refusal of the California legislators 
to acknowledge torture exists within the penal 
system, constructed into its design and purpose.

The institutionalization of California’s poor with 
the complacency of the judicial policy’s hands-
off mentality, deferring to the so-called ‘exper-
tise’ of the prison administrators, is ludicrous, 
bordering on absurd. Guards are trained for 
employment within the Department of Correc-
tions at the Academy. The focus is on control, 
applying a military style that emphasizes para-
military tactics which fosters anger, resentment, 
and mistrust towards the very individuals over 
whom the guards have total control. The out-
come of this control is lawlessness, brutality and 
racism against those that have been abandoned 
by a justice system designed for punishment, not 
rehabilitation.

Prisoners throughout California and the entire 
country are devoid of knowledge of current 
events outside prison walls and will eventually be 
exposed to society lacking the ability to interact. 
Through this keyhole, prisoners are learning to 
interact via the contours of the environment they 
find themselves in and it is through these same 
contours that they will thrive in free society. Be-
cause each prison is different from the next, how 
the prisoner acts will depend on which prison he 
or she was educated in. 

As humans grow older, in most cases they ac-
quire knowledge. It is in these life experiences 
that we as human beings become who we are to 
be. However, mental functions develop much 
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slower than our ability to react. This is why it’s 
unrealistic for young juvenile offenders to be 
accepted as adults, simply based on age, not 
mental ability. Many youngsters now entering 
the adult prison system are children mentally 
and this consideration is being neglected. When 
the children of poor communities enter into the 
school system, they’ve already been bombarded 
by negative environmental rhetoric.  The picture 
painted has been out there for decades. 

As my time passed in prison I learned more 
about my surroundings, particularly what was 
socially accepted in my contained environment. 
I learned what mattered when certain situa-
tions developed. Prison, like any community, 
has its power structure, its economic base, and 
its political leaders. Like free society, prison has 
its own rules and regulations, laws that govern 
its structure. The power structure is made up of 
the warden and the administrators that over-
see the day-to-day business. These people deal 
with the routine of institutional necessities. Like 
any society, the power structure has its internal 
conflicts, but its main concern is maintaining 
control over those that also seek to possess some 
of the control.

I have come to realize that anyone, at most times, 
is trying to gain the advantage over the next guy. 
That’s just the American way. Always do better 
than the next guy even if it is at the expense of 
that person. One of the ways to achieve this is 
to have as much information as you can to use 
against the person, whoever it is, that is in your 
way. Yes, it is a sick way to live, but, it is the way 
of life in California, the Sunshine State. 

Most people in prison use drugs, or drugs play 
some type of role that bring the offender to 
prison in the first place. Drugs are used to kill 
the pain of reality. This reality of poverty, racial 
segregation, and class discrimination for the 
underclass is also no great secret.

These very same problems have existed but will 
be ignored until they become problems for white 
upper class Americans. How do we as people 
deal with these problems? I’ve known the solu-
tion for many years and in all the different pos-
sibilities there is only one true solution. It most 
certainly is not a quick fix but, nonetheless, it is 
the answer to the problem plaguing America. I 
believe the answer is education! 

Employment and/or training for those already 
sentenced to the atrocious California prison 
system should be provided as a form of oppor-
tunity in prison or to complete parole so that a 
person does not simply become a repeat of-
fender. Combine this discriminatory practice of 
no job training (long ignored in California and a 
form of psychological mal-development) for the 
many held back and eventually economic and 
political deprivation develops. The only people 
satisfied with the current system are those mega-
lomaniacs who are running the farce economi-
cally called “the justice system.”

The failure to examine the deeply rooted well- 
embedded structural biases without providing 
some very real viable avenues of development 
is only a foreseeable prelude to violence, both 
inside the prison system and in the free com-
munity. Once again, the public will suffer the 
repercussions. Unemployment is the major con-
tributor to the crime rate and deviant behavior. 
When you talk about putting the masses back to 
work, in most cases it’s being dealt with in the 
short term. Yes, jobs are very important but it’s a 
fleeting solution to the problem.

Government neglect of poverty-stricken areas is 
due to the lack of voting power, based on politi-
cally designed redistricting within the United 
States. Flaws in the justice and policing system 
compounded by negative attitude towards 
the education of minorities hinder the future 
advancement of all Californians.  The poor in 
California make up the largest portion of the 
penal population. This results in deeper unre-
solved social problems that end up manifesting 
into violence.
 
For years I’ve experienced the justice system. 
It has become clear to me, as a product of its 
rehabilitation methods, and should be visible to 
people not in the system but capable of seeing its 
effects on society, that the mention of rehabilita-
tion is pure rhetoric. The abdication of judicial 
responsibility is absurd, yet increasing. The 
horrendous overcrowding within the California 
penal system is a systematic method of dehu-
manization. These are the realities that prevail 
in most penal systems designed to be economic 
contributors as opposed to rehabilitation institu-
tions. 

Once the unemployed generation below the 
workers try to find work, they will be at a disad-
vantage due to lack of education. They, too, will 
become as their fathers and mothers did before 
them, unemployed. Technology has been replac-
ing jobs, and will continue to do so in the future. 
Thus, technological education must be provided 
in the educational institutions of the state. The 
semi-educated will not possess the skills neces-
sary to obtain a good paying job. Instead, the 
under-educated will be subjected to unskilled 
labor employment once again, as was the genera-
tion before them, and once again susceptible to 
the very same limitations. 

I’ve often thought that there has to be someone 
employed in politics capable of using their mind 
to make the connection between education, un-
employment and the crime rate. But, even more 
important than making the connection is having 
the courage to do something about it. 

ADDITIONAL THOUGHTS

I find myself sitting in my cell wondering how I 
got here. What brought me here? And how do I 
get out of it? Is it even possible? Or is the en-
crusted heart now beating in my chest incapable 
of being penetrated?

In prison the actions of a man are usually done 
with the understanding that something will be 
coming in response to an act initiated. That’s 
because the society of prison is a give-and-take 
society but most of the time it’s one-sided. Most 
prisoners work very hard to change their lives. 

This is done by trying to figure out how we were 
caught in the first place. Areas of mistakes are 
looked for and then one tries to figure out how 
not to repeat the mistake. This is not to say the 
mistakes are looked for in order to not commit 
more crimes in the future, because that is not 
the case. Instead, the fault is sought so it’s not 
repeated, resulting in re-imprisonment when the 
next crime is committed.

The convicted man is now looking to be a smart-
er criminal than he was when he first entered the 
prison system. Prisoners, while doing time work 
on how to be better criminals when released 
from prison because prison itself teaches us that 
those are the ways to riches and success. This is 

taught by not teaching prisoners any other 
employable skills or alternative lifestyles.
Prison is an erector of barriers. It’s an institu-
tion of counter-productivity. It’s very easy to 
stereotype prisoners into categories, some of 
which are justly deserved, but overall this is not 
the rule. I do not believe families wish to face 
that their worlds outside prison walls hold them 
captive, like the walls around me do. All the 
excess verbiage that America is a melting pot of 
ethnic diversity is a false representation of real-
ity. Americans exist as subcultures living within 
larger communities, either out of shame of their 
social standing and economic class or fear of 
having what little they do possess taken from 
them. It’s the very same feeling within the power 
structure of California, only here the rich avoid 
intervention for fear that what they possess will 
be destroyed or taken.

When I look at all the fears that control these 
communities, trying to hold onto what they 
have, I can understand the reasoning, but the 
method of practice is wrong. One community 
fears the loss of their minimal possessions, in 
fear of not being able to reacquire what’s lost. 
These same fears exist in rich communities, only 
the reasoning is different. The rich social class 
fear being classified as an equal to their inferiors, 
after a lifetime of ruling and dominance. It is a 
question of extreme concern to anyone who has 
been in control or in a controlled situation. The 
question is, will the controllers be controlled? If 
this unthinkable situation is allowed to happen, 
will the new controllers dominate as the previ-
ous controllers did? 

In prisons and institutions throughout Califor-
nia, the first thing the keepers of the keys do 
when their work shift is ended and they leave the 
confines of the prison walls, is to remove their 
clothing to make their identification as prison 
guards difficult in the free community. The ques-
tion is why? Their own morals corrupted, their 
values compromised, they now fear the possibil-
ity of retribution for the evil they have perpe-
trated upon prisoners inside the walls. 

This rationale applies to the controllers, the fear 
of being ruled similarly as they themselves have 
been ruling. The problems in California have 
many different classifications and they’re not 
necessarily racial in nature. Racial issues 
contribute greatly, but beyond race is class, the 
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separation between the “haves” and the 
“have-nots.” In California and the United States, 
the economic gaps that separate human beings 
have widened. 

When viewing Los Angeles, one of the largest 
cities in the United States, you hear about traffic 
problems, termed “gridlock.” Gridlock on the 
streets contributes to congestion on the high-
ways of the city. For this reason, California’s traf-
fic situation can seem more important than its 
people. More emphasis is at times placed on re-
building infrastructure than on rebuilding class 
equilibrium and closing the ever-widening gap 
between minorities and the power sector. It will 
now be interesting to watch how the administra-
tors of California deal with some of their worst 
fears, their inability to deal with civil unrest and 
possibly riots by the oppressed.

Socialization, in order to be productive, must 
have a necessary form of producing individuals 
who are capable of becoming a functioning part 
of society. Ideally, individual conformity is based 
on the community in which one finds him/her-
self. So, it would also serve correctly to state that 
using prison as a place of isolation to produce 
conformity is totally irresponsible. 

Prison is the most dramatic form of social 
control and, when applied to demand social 
adaptability, it fails. Prisons that were created 
to control the uncontrollable are in themselves 
failures. When dealing with crime most people, 
including administrators of justice, look only 
at the short-term possibilities instead of facing 
the real foundational problems. I ask myself, 
why pass more laws? That is always the answer 
to those individuals who don’t understand the 
problems or have not considered the possible 
solutions in fighting crime, where there are 
already more than 10,000 laws on the books that 
make it a crime to commit the crime in the first 
place. 

The ultimate end result of imprisonment is 
not rehabilitation, but instead a bitter attitude 
towards forms of authority and society as its 
initiator. Every animal including human be-
ings exhibit some common traits, which are 
expressed in particular manners. When human 
beings and many four-legged beasts are sub-
jected to prolonged separation and/or isolation, 
a dysfunctional behavior is exhibited in its more 

primitive form, a form society has professed to 
have moved beyond into more civilized customs.

The correlation between crime, education and 
unemployment needs to be intertwined and 
dealt with as a single plague upon society. My 
imprisonment and isolation has allowed me 
a great deal of time to reflect on this matter. I 
realize that equal opportunity and education has 
been an issue neglected since I can remember 
and continues today. It is extremely clear to me 
that simply asking over and over again for equal-
ity just isn’t going to work. People are not being 
heard by those who should be listening, and 
it’s not because our voices have not been loud 
enough. It’s because they refuse to hear. 

When a crime is committed, all of society be-
comes the victim of that crime. When a person’s 
social value becomes judged by the material 
wealth they possess, exploitation of the classes 
becomes a common occurrence. 

We live in a world of information, an age in 
which more and more people have access to ever 
increasing quantities of information from the ev-
er-growing sources, books, magazines, newspa-
pers, radios, television and computers. In theory, 
the better informed we are the better we’re able 
to make intelligent choices that will help those of 
us who have been deprived of the opportunity to 
enter society. This source of information could 
only prove beneficial to all of us as a whole, 
whereas the continued denial of information can 
only prove detrimental to a nation.

Why is it we often have to wait until a time of 
crisis before we as a people pull together? In the 
1980s, Santa Fe, New Mexico ignored the cries of 
their tortured prisoners. It resulted in the death 
of numerous prisoners and millions of dollars in 
damages to the institutions where riots erupted. 
The very same volatile situation that resulted in 
riots in Santa Fe now exists within Pelican Bay 
State Prison Secure Housing Units, with the stag-
nant waste of human potential and the selling 
of freedom through debriefing. These same two 
aspects existed in Santa Fe just before it erupted. 
The drive and determination to battle a com-
mon foe, in this particular case the genocide of 
generations to incarceration not based on color, 
religion or political affiliations but in economic 
terms.

A state has the legal obligation to fully investi-
gate and take action when violations take place. 
A state should not casually pardon itself for its 
own crimes, particularly crimes of gross human 
rights abuse against its population. The right 
to be free from such abuse is attached to every 
individual, whether incarcerated or not. 
In writing this book it would seem I purposely 
avoided some specific areas of genuine concern 
when dealing with intersecting problems as-
sociated with the justice system and incarcera-
tion. But, I’m a man, a prisoner confined in a 
male- dominated environment where even the 
slightest deviance from macho behavior could 
inflict atrocities. I’ve learned the price, mindset 
and total submersion into the environmentally 
accepted role that has now become my true 
identity and nature. All else is viewed as vulner-
able to me. 

Over my years in prison I’ve worked day in and 
day out to develop my ability to see unusual or 
out of the ordinary patterns within the function 
of prison. The images of movement on the yard, 
different attitudes of people, their vocabulary 
and alterations in their daily contact or respons-
es to the surrounding world. I’ve learned to hear 
different pitches in sounds of voices from people 
I’ve talked to in the past. I’ve also learned to hear 
the different sounds of the yard and my environ-
ment. I have done those things because prison 
is repetitive and when something has changes 
there has to be a reason and that reason could be 
violent in nature.

President Bush declared war on crime, a declara-
tion which, had it been necessary, would have 
been justified. By doing so, he declared war with 
a whole generation of his own people. Ameri-
cans are paying the price simply for political 
reasons, mostly with their freedom.

The effect of all this craziness makes one wonder 
who are the real criminals? Instead of destroying 
prisoners’ minds with psychological infliction of 
pain and mental mutilation associated with long 
term isolation, shouldn’t the government gain 
proper perspective in dealing with non-violent 
crime instead of the “lock ’em up and throw 
away the key” of entire generations? The deter-
rent of crime is at its best when people need not 
commit crimes in the first place.
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September 11, 2011

I wanted to let you know of some of the events 
that have been taking place here at Pelican Bay 
State Prison and other joints around the state.
First, because of your support and others’ dur-
ing the hunger strike, there has been movement 
within the walls. The ones right now are not 
major but appreciated nonetheless.  

We were issued Watch Caps (beanies) for the 
cold weather. Before, our ears were allowed to 
fall off with the frost (smile). You would see guys 
coming in from the dog walk with their frozen 
hands covering their frozen ears (smile). With 
the Watch Cap it’s better.  We were provided 
proctors so we could resume college correspon-
dence classes through various colleges around 
the United States. And, finally we were issued a 
handball as exercise equipment in the yard. Now 
we can throw a ball against the wall for 1½ hours 
(wow)! These three items we’ve been provided 
with already and it made a difference to men 
who didn’t even have that for two decades. 

We were also told we can now purchase sweats 
(pants and shirts) for the cold weather. This will 
make a big difference when out in the 50 degree 
cold surrounded by concrete walls that retain the 
cold. Finally, we won’t have to bite down on our 
tongue to keep our teeth from chattering.

Some of the things that might take place in the 
future: the guards are talking about giving us 
one phone call and one picture a year. So we can 
contact our families, and let them see what their 
loved ones look like (how nice of the guards). 
The most important issue is the administrators 
are talking about reviewing the procedures used 
to confine us (inmates) in the SHU indetermi-
nately based on alleged gang association and/or 
activity.

While the prison is doing these things, I was 
contacted by a human rights organization which 
is going to file human rights violations court 
action on all of California’s SHUs and units, a 
violation of United Nations denial of torture 
against prisoners. A lot of activity this year. At 
least things should get better by exposing the se-
crets of the prison system. What needs to change 
is the “Parole System” of California. All it is is 
political pay-back employment.

I’m looking into the possibility of taking some 
college courses here at the prison. I need about 
1/3 of the necessary credits for my AA, mostly 
electives. I wrote the Education Department here 
at the joint. So, now I’m on a holding pattern to 
get the 411 – that’s right, 35 years in the joint – 
and I’m still hip (smile). 

Have a great day, Sheila. Think of us always. Give 
your students my best. Tell them “Don’t break 
the law unless they can afford the justice!!!”

October 16, 2011

It’s my opinion a teacher is one of the most hon-
orable and important professions any individual 
can underetake. 35 years! Can you even begin 
to imagine or have you ever thought about how 
many minds you’ve influenced? Half a life time 
sharing yourself with others, and all you want to 
do is continue doing it. Wow! 

I completely understand your meaning, “you 
teach consciousness.” Can I ask and, I hope this 
doesn’t sound disingenuous, to what purpose? 
What is the goal of exposing your students to 
poverty, disregard and inhumanity? Is it for 
introducing them to different media to sharpen 
their artistic eye via the photo lens. Or a chance 
to affect change with the use of documentation 
via photography? I will tell you this, whatever 
your reasons, I think your methods are eye 
opening. 

You indicated that you and your students went 
to Tijuana to tour the California/Mexico border, 
viewed the walls (crazy) and assembly plants. 
You saw workers living below the plants adjacent 
to polluted waters from plant runoff (wow)! Are 
those maquiladoras? I once saw a program on 
public T.V. about the atrocious working condi-
tions of assembly plants in Mexico, the danger 
workers face and what was described as slave 
wages. When you went, were you fearful?

There’s this guy here in my living environment 
that lived on the border and is intimately famil-
iar with the maquiladoras. He tells me your trip 
could have been dangerous. He said the women 
are treated terribly. So when you told me your 
students were shocked by the experience, I can 
believe you. Your method of exposure makes a 

July 24, 2011

I was sitting in my confinement attempting to 
shut out thoughts of the free world, when sud-
denly, I heard what I believed to be the guard 
stopping in front of my cell, a rare event at mail 
call. (I seldom get correspondence). My back was 
to the bars but with this unusual occurrence de-
veloping behind me, forcing me to turn around 
only to see the floor guard, simultaneously, hear-
ing my name, I replied with my prison name (my 
prison number).

You can imagine my surprise and excitement 
when a manila envelope was pushed up under 
my cell door. I watched it as it slid across the 
floor to reveal mail (hip hip horray!) (smile). I 
didn’t recognize the single name, nor the writing, 
but I wasted no time, nonetheless, opening the 
object of my curious nature. It felt like Christmas 
in July (smile). All I needed was a cup of eggnog.

So you don’t think I’m exaggerating about my 
lack of mail. I’ll demonstrate. In the joint men 
are always looking for pen pals. Since the inter-
net opened up to prisoners it has been produc-
tive. I’ve seen some overwhelmed with letters, 
so much so, they gave hook ups (addresses) to 
other prisoners to write. I put my name and 
bio on the web seeking to find a pen pal, spent 
$40.00 looking for anyone interested. After three 
months I received one response from a woman 
in Australia. It didn’t last long. I’ll tell you about 
it in our future, remind me. Soooo, you see why I 
was happy to get your letter.

Several years ago Margie sent me an 8 1/2” x 11” 
copy of your 9’ x 12’ mural. I enjoyed looking at 
it and reading the interesting, historical topics. I 
shared it with the seven men living in my world, 
then I hung it on my wall where it stayed numer-
ous months. One day everything in my cell was 
taken by the screws. Never seen it again after 
that. Soooo, when I say ‘thank you’ for sending 
me another, once again I enjoyed it and shared it 
with the new men in my pod (that’s what we call 
our living environment, eight men pods).

I’ll not hang it. Instead I’ll put it away and in the 
future share it with new men. The 5” x 7” card 
“Real Eyes”. Wow! Trials and tribulations, wis-
dom and knowledge. I look at the depiction and 
wonder if this ancient warrior has ever known 
pleasure minus deception.

Before I get too far into my letter let me despoil 
a misconception Margie has of me. She told you 
that I’m an exceptional man. She may believe 
that at times. I’ve dazzled her with brilliance. In 
reality, I have only baffled her with “B.S.” (smile). 
You wrote “I would love to get to know you bet-
ter.” To do that, via correspondence, we have to 
read emotions, through descriptions. Can you 
describe your feelings?

Margie has allowed me to flourish working 
within her realm of intelligence. We (you and I) 
don’t know each other, but I recognize you pos-
sess similar qualities:
1. She’s intelligent (well read). You are a teacher 
(intelligent).
2. She’s dedicated (35 years book store owner). 
You are a teacher for 26+ years.
3. She’s passionate (champions causes). You share 
your knowledge with others.
4. She cares (helps others). Your art enlightens 
others for change.

I’m very interested in hearing what it’s like to be 
a teacher, not so much about what you taught 
but more so of what you learned. I believe teach-
ing is one of the most honorable professions any 
person can undertake. Are you good at it? Don’t 
be modest.

Our letter writing will become our art form; 
paint me a picture of your life. I’ll reciprocate. 
Sheila, I’m closing this short introduction so I 
can mail your letter. Totally enjoyed both your 
art and correspondence. Look forward to hear-
ing more.

Respectfully,
Jack L. Morris

P.S. Not sure whether you heard or not but there 
was a major food strike/hunger strike over the 
last 20 days. Some 6,500 prisoners throughout 
California participated. What was so interesting 
about this strike was that the prison system, in 
their attempt to isolate and segregate, managed 
to unite all the races under one common cause. 
I’ve been in prison more than 30 years and it’s 
the first time  I have seen it happen. 6,500 pris-
oners in one united cause. Wow! Oh, the strike 
ended with concessions, limited now, broader 
in the future. Have you ever seen or heard of 
Pelican Bay’s Security Housing Unit before? It’s 
not a nice place.
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Joke: 
A man goes to confession and says to the priest, 
“Father, I have sinned. I slept with five women 
last night.” The priest says, “Go home, squeeze 
five lemons into a cup and drink it really fast.” 
The man asked, “Will this absolve me of my 
sins?” “No,” says the priest, “but it’ll wipe that 
smirk off your face.”

October 19, 2011

We had some rain up here last week, but very 
little for this part of the world. I expect rain will 
start in earnest in approximately 30 – 40 days. 
When it begins it’s rain continuously until some-
time in May.

I’m really glad soooo many people  have heard 
the cries of us suffering torturous conditions of 
isolation in Pelican Bay State Prison as a result 
of the internet. The social network has allowed 
the spread of information immediately. That’s 
beneficial. I understand, as you yourself pointed 
out, most people don’t know what to do with the 
information. But, as long as the information is 
getting shared, that’s the beginning. Things are 
supposed to be changing. The best thing is if 
people keep pressure on the CDCR (California 
Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation), 
sharing information and making calls. Let’s hope 
the growing pressure will make a difference.

When I went to the Classification Committee, 
I was able to talk to the captain. He described 
how administrators were discussing possible 
ways to change the form with which alleged gang 
members/associates are locked up indefinitely in 
isolation. I believe he was sincere in what he was 
expressing. The description seemed as though it 
might work. It is based on a system where indi-
vidual sources of information are assigned point 
values. Of course, it all depends on practice, and 
that has always been the issue.

I was reading in a newsletter one of the guys in 
here gets about issues involving life prisoners. 
The article discussed the possibility of changing 
the juvenile sentence of “life without possibility 
of parole” (LWOP) to life. I believe it will pass 
because it’s crazy to put kids in prison forever 
because of a crime committed before their brains 
have developed to know the difference be-
tween right and wrong. The bill you mentioned 

(SB391), I haven’t heard anything about it. What 
does it say? How does it look in Sacramento?

Let me give you a curriculum vitae about me. 
When I was young, before I began coming to 
jail (grade school - high school) I was a very bad 
student. I had fallen far behind in my education 
in every subject. Thereafter, I lacked basic skills 
or knowledge to maintain equal pace with the 
curriculum and as a result I developed severe 
self-esteme issues that contributed to acting out 
in negative behavior. The rest is documented in 
arrest records.

When I went to the Youth Authority (YA) for 
two years I was soooo lacking educationally that 
even in a world of uneducated criminals, I was 
considered the worst. Ultimately, I was placed 
into a special education environment. I was so 
embarrassed. But, it was my beginning towards 
auto didaction. In prison isolation, instead of 
surrendering to insanity, I began educating my-
self. Sitting in an empty cell, by myself, I started 
from the beginning. In YA before I paroled I 
obtained my diploma. I accumulated units, not 
knowledge. I took the GED for fun, passed and 
sought out education in place of employment. I 
wanted something that couldn’t be taken from 
me. I’m now hooked on learning. I’d like to 
continue my education towards a BA. Hopefully 
I can. I don’t have a major. The free world is for-
eign to me. Any suggestions on how I can decide 
this?  When I came to prison disco was the craze 
and apple was something you ate (smile).

Yes, I do have to pay for college courses I take. 
In 2008 when I was taking courses here at PBSP 
I’d have to buy my books (most of us use inter-
net books) and a study guide ($10). Once some 
of the guys in a pod bought books, we simply 
swapped books for any additional courses. The 
more guys in a pod taking courses the cheaper 
the course becomes. I’ve collected internet sites 
that offer books at extremely reduced prices. I 
always try to prepare for the future event if I’m 
not sure until it develops.

As for family and friends. Yes! I still have some 
in the free world. I’m blessed in that regard. I try 
not to be a burden on them by asking for finan-
cial assistance. I appreciate when people write 
and send love, when they assist me I count my 
blessings twice. Usually, they’ll write, tell me they 
have some $ for me and I’ll write back. As far as 
stamps, paper or cards, they just send them. I’m 

October 16, 2011 (continued) 

subject come to life. Its like you said, experience 
makes the subjects come to life first hand. The 
only thing I know about photography is my 
neighbor gets Outdoor Photography and Popu-
lar Photography once a month via a magazine 
subscription. I haven’t been photographed in 30 
years except mug-shots by guards who don’t al-
low me to see them.

We’re now allowed to take one picture a year. I 
haven’t done so yet, don’t have the money for the 
photo-ducket. I’m told once we take the picture 
we will not be allowed to get copies made and 
sent back to us so we can send it to family and 
friends who haven’t seen us in decades – that 
aint Kool. Maybe a computer alteration could 
make it look like the photo was taken in the free 
world with a new facial image.

I heard on the news that a woman intends to 
give birth in public as an artistic expression. I 
can’t believe it. I do believe birth can be claimed 
as a miracle, but artistic expression? I’m not sure. 
What’s your take? 

What’s up with me and my world? I have to 
admit there have been some major changes. I’ve 
been in Pelican Bay isolation since 1991. In all 
that time I’ve never known anything positive. In 
fact, this prison and its personnel on purpose 
inflict much torture to break us. Because of 
recent court decisions there is a potential impact 
on Security Housing Unit confinement, which is 
much more expensive than general population 
inmate housing. Plus, the blight brought on by 
the hunger strike has resulted in a possible new 
policy in the works. This changes how inmates 
are placed in the hole based on alleged gang 
membership association or activity. What does 
that mean? Some of us might get out of isolation 
after decades of solitary confinement.

Because of the hunger strike we were issued 
watch caps for the cold weather, a handball to 
play with on the yard. Of course, its a walk alone 
yard so you can only play against yourself. At 
least you never lose (smile). We’re allowed to get 
calendars (12” x 14” closed), stamps (40 total), 
writing paper (3 tablets), greeting cards (5 total) 
We can buy sweat shirts and pants (special pur-
chase), color pens, pastels, drawing paper and 
photo ducket out of the canteen (if no rule 

violation in a year). Plus we might get one phone 
call a year. These are major program changes.

As far as what’s up with me personally, I keep 
busy, trying to learn law. I’m pursuing a civil 
rights case in Federal Court relating to my 
placement in isolation. Plus, I filed a writ of 
habeas corpus for the Parole Board’s denial of 
my parole in 2010. It’s major on the job training 
that requires knowledge of local  principles and 
theories. What’s time consuming is writing all 
the documents by hand (smile).

In my leisure time (which is not often) I’ll read, 
draw, write poetry or play a game of chess. I just 
finished an 8” x 10” drawing of a Phoenix using 
two black inks and scraped colored paper pulp 
message into the medium for aesthetic purposes. 
The talons hold a ribbon which says “Heroes 
never live and legends never die”. It now sits in 
an envelope with nine others I’ve done in the last 
15 months.

The hunger strike is still going. Things are get-
ting retaliatory on the administrators behalf. 
Thousands have received serious rule violation 
reports. Physical yard access has been suspend-
ed, visiting and canteen availability have been 
denied, adverse cell shuffling implemented. The 
majority of strikers have ended their physical 
participation. The remaining men will continue 
until their bodies fail. Some will get off; others’ 
back on. The unity that has developed in a world 
segregated by race and geography seems to be 
solidifying into a common purpose (interesting). 
Exposure has diminished but I expect that’ll 
change if someone expires. I’ve heard through 
the walls that there are individuals still in discus-
sion with administrators. That’s promising.

You asked if I could receive books. Yes, I can get 
books and magazines but they have to be sent 
by an approved bookstore. That means you can’t 
send them to me from your home but it can be 
sent by you if sent from a book seller. Pelican 
Bay has an extensive library we’re allowed to 
check books out from. Since this place opened 
men have been donating old books. I just fin-
ished “Like Chocolate from Water.” Have you 
heard of it? 

I better end this letter which I turned into a 
book. Please be careful out in the free world. 
Think of me. I will you.
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to share them. When I get some stamps I’ll send 
you some drawings if you give me an honest 
critique and opinion.

I received and read the book Catch 22. Wow! 
The writing was good. As I read, I thought how 
difficult it must have been drafting a story that 
intentionally lead into contradiction, opposi-
tion and uncertainty. Everyone was at the mercy 
of someone else. But, no one knew who that 
someone was. I think a good example was Milo’s 
commercial endeavors. He had to sell to all and 
buy from all, each dependent on some other 
unknown. It reminded me of men who become 
paranoid in solitary confinement developing the 
belief that everyone is out to do something to 
them. I think Catch 22 can be a metaphor for life, 
like the serenity prayer for Alcoholics anony-
mous, “Change the things you can, accept the 
things you can’t, the wisdom to know the differ-
ence”. I enjoyed the book. Thank you very much. 
I’m going to share it with the others in my pod.

Right now my leisure time for reading is re-
stricted to legal work. I don’t know the law sooo I 
spend all day almost every day reading legal

Right now my leisure time for reading is restrict-
ed to legal work. I don’t know the law so I spend 
all day almost every day reading legal books to 
figure out how to draft legal documents, motions 
and briefs. Since I don’t have an attorney, I’m 
in on-the-job training mode (smile). That also 
applies to the offer for a magazine. Thank you, 
nonetheless.  If you’d like to do something for 
me, I’ll accept some stamps (40) and three white 
lined tablets of paper so we can stay in contact. 
Our friendship, Sheila, is not gonna be based on 
what you send me. It’ll be based on our growing 
knowledge and understanding of each other. If I 
need something in the future, I’ll ask and if you 
are in the position to help, fine. If not, that’ll be 
fine also.  o.k.?

Personal information: my dad was in the military 
most of his life (Navy & Army). I was raised by 
my mother and her parents (grandfather and 
mother). My dad died in 2000 (kidney). My 
mother still lives in Norwalk. I have two sisters, 
both older than me. I was the youngest. My 
middle sister lives in Whittier. My older one, I 
don’t’ know where she’s at. Every now and then 
I hear from my mother and middle sister (let-
ters). When I was down at Tehachapi Prison they 

came to visit me. It was fantastic. It was the first 
time I held them in a quarter century. I write 
other people but I don’t get much mail in return. 
I understand life is consuming. Most people 
don’t have time to write. When I do get mail I’m 
thankful. Margie put me on the internet last year. 
I received one letter from an Australia couple. 
They write every few months. I’ ve been in prison 
a long time. Most people don’t even remember 
me anymore.

You wanted to know when I’m let out of my cell 
to the yard is it outside? Yes! Our yards are like 
walking in a grave. The only difference, a grave 
has dirt walls, our yards have concrete. No view 
except straight up (27’ x 12’ x 25’). All yards are 
walk alone, but we get fresh air when it comes 
over the top (like rain)(smile). I’m allowed out 
1½ hours a day, except when we are locked 
down. Because of the prison architecture design 
I’m able to talk to seven men locked in my pod. 
The Security Housing Unit (SHU), pronounced 
shoe, has two facilities “D and E”. D facility 
(where I live) has ten blocks (1-10), six pods 
per block (A-F). Each pod has eight cells, four 
up, four lower. The front of the cell has steel ½” 
plates with hundreds of dime size holes punched 
into it. This allows me to talk through the holes 
to the other men in the pod. We seldom leave 
our pods because each pod has two showers, one 
upper, one lower and the yard is located at the 
back of each pod. No pod has windows or any 
views in the SHU. We live in an above ground, 
underground world.

I was proud to obtain my high school diploma 
(JYA) and GED (PBSP). Enrollment in col-
lege is something no one in my family has ever 
participated in. I know I’m capable of obtaining 
degrees because I love learning and enjoy col-
lege. The courses available to us here are similar 
to those offered to free people. Our cost is less. 
We’re not required to pay enrollment cost or fees, 
only books and work books. That’s how it was 
before I left here in 2008. I’ve written the educa-
tion department requesting all information. I’ve 
also located websites that offer college books at  
reduced prices. I’m enclosing some courses and 
past grades I’m proud of. I’m also sending you a 
poem I wrote about Pelican Bay.

October 19, 2011 (continued) 

not allowed to work for pay in prison because in 
isolation only those who can afford correspon-
dence courses (education) have anything to do 
beside cell time. Me, I do a lot of legal work, try-
ing to keep busy in cell activities to occupy my 
mind. You know the saying, “Use It or lose it.”

I wish I knew my family history. I don’t even 
know my grandfather on my father’s side. That’s 
because he left my grandmother and family 
long before my existence. I can understand your 
direction to your students that there is always 
hope. When you were writing that part of your 
letter you were reflecting on me. Your concerned 
for me, are you not? I’m touched. I live in a 
world where concern is not a readily expressed 
or felt emotion. It feels good to experience it.

November 7, 2011

Your letter dated 10/30 found me doing good. 
As I read your letter I experienced both anger 
and joy, a roller coaster of emotions for a man 
attempting to cover them up. Thank you.!

The first lines of your letter had me rolling on 
the ground with laughter. You wrote, “I’m glad 
you decided to pursue a life of education instead 
of going crazy.” Thanks, I think I made a good 
decision (ha ha), although I still question it at 
times (smile). So, my letter was so important to 
you that you wanted to put it in a safe place only 
to forget where that was. 

We have something in common. Once I received 
a new pair of tennis shoes. We’re only allowed 
to wear tennis shoes. One of the guys in my pod 
(that’s what they call our housing unit) wanted to 
see my new kicks. I sought to retrieve them from 
my locker only to discover they were gone. You 
have to understand I live in a cell no bigger than 
a small bathroom. So, I began looking all around 
for them, racking my brain trying to remember 
where I could have put them. No luck. I started 
to wonder, did I leave them on the tier acciden-
tally which was totally illogical. I looked up be-
cause I was on my hands and knees looking into 
the locker located under my concrete bunk and 
told the guy standing at my cell front I couldn’t 
find them with, in all likelihood, a puzzled look 
on my face. He asked me, “Are these them on 

your feet?” Wow! Wheels spinning in the mud 
moment.  Talk about putting something away for 
safe keeping (smile). I can understand a letter 
being misplaced, but shoes on one’s feet (wow!) 
Welcome to my world.  Hey, at least we both 
found what we were looking for, right? (glass 
half-full moments). 

The description of Duroville (in Coachella Val-
ley) sounds atrocious! I read a book on Cesar 
Chavez, farm workers labor organizations and 
the Chicano movement in California. I was 
surprised to read that Chavez called INS report-
ing illegal workers in the field. I couldn’t under-
stand why he’d do something like that. I believed 
his desire was to help migrant workers. Then I 
realized that employers had to be deprived of 
workers if the goal was to be achieved. 

I still don’t know how I feel about it. Nor do I 
know how I feel about the 300 broken down 
trailers located on Native American land and 
renting to migrant workers. Is it exploitation 
based on greed or necessity based on need? It’s 
dangerous to human health.

O.K., let me see if I can articulate this and accu-
rately describe the similarities. You wrote, “There 
are not Americans lining up around the block 
waiting for the jobs in the fields when the INS 
sweeps in and deports undocumented workers. 
The only people left to do the work are prison-
ers” (another exploited work force). I believe 
you. But, Sheila, I’m locked in a cell 24 hours a 
day, have been for decades. I would LOVE to 
do field work. Yes, exploitation it would be! But, 
when a future condition is better than the pres-
ent the choice is clear, even though the future 
choice is deplorable. 

I can identify with migrant workers seeking a 
better life, even when that life leads us through 
horrendous conditions. The obvious move, to 
try and make the next move better. That’s where 
people like you come in, Sheila. You remind us 
we’re worth  more than herbicide and pesticide 
contaminated water, that we should not only 
strive to avoid suffering, but seek out happiness.

As far as writing, I’ve done a lot. Over 35 years 
of imprisonment I wrote a book  (for self-preser-
vation) to keep my mind clear while I acclimate 
to isolation and I’ve drawn pictures and written 
a few hundred poems (a sanity thing). I’d love 
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expectations. It’s like living in an X-Ray machine. 
Eventually you see all the way through everyone. 
I’ve known some of these guys three decades.

Before I close, “Happy Thanksgiving”. Do you 
have any plans, big meal? Eat some pie for me 
with ice cream (smile).

December 20, 2011

Today was my lucky day (Merry Christmas to 
me). At mail call (4:30 p.m.) the guard came to 
my cell and brought me two envelopes from you, 
one dated 12/10 and a second 12/16 (post office 
meters). I write on the 20th. 

Your second letter was fantastic. Enclosed 
stamps which I am very thankful for. Stamps 
are my only way to communicate with the real 
world. Every time you send me some of what 
you are doing is providing me with the oppor-
tunity to reach outside the confinement of walls 
into a world that is by all measure purposely 
isolated to me by my captors. Soooo, thank you 
very much.

Also enclosed, your wonderful photographs. I 
totally enjoyed looking at them, particularly the 
pictures of the groups of people. I see difference, 
different people, clothes, ethnicities, colors, sizes 
and shapes. I see the world through your lens. 
I’m happy and sad at the same time because it 
reminds me of my imprisonment where one sees 
absolutely no difference, a world developed with 
the objective of inflicting sensory deprivation in 
the most devious of forms, isolation and mental 
dismay designed with the purpose of breaking 
men (control). It is truly torture, psychological 
in every sense of the word. I’ve seen men lose 
contact with reality left only to travel the dark 
corridors of their own mind. The terrible thing at 
Pelican Bay, criminals are no longer distinguish-
able from their jailers. Your pictures provoke 
recollections for me. Thank you.

Thank you for sending the X-Ray pictures. I 
explained how the positive and negative charges 
react to create the halo effect on the pictures. 
Most of the guys started laughing when I 
told them the fish you X-Rayed was a shrink-
wrapped Safeway-bought trout. We were specu-
lating and assuming some pre-historic species 
discovered in the Mariana Trench (412 feet 

deep) and what we believed were sand dollars 
turned out to be onions (ha ha). Talk about art 
being subjective (smile). As for your description 
on how the halo effect is developed, it was very 
clear. I never knew how X-Rays worked. Now I 
do. You have made me a wiser man.

Finally, but far from least, the money you sent. 
Your generosity is heart warming. With your 
kindness I’ll purchase needed cosmetics, colored 
pens, pastels and some art paper (new items as a 
result of the hunger strike) plus some junk food. 
I won’t be able to go until February because this 
prison holds all money sent via check or money 
order for 30 days as opposed to immediately put-
ting it in an inmate’s account when sent. Now I 
have something to look forward to. Thank you.

Sheila, I’m going to describe a precaution for us. 
If you send me money, stamps or anything in the 
future so these people cannot misconstrue your 
generosity for any spurious act, which they will 
do, please say you are sending me a gift (ex-
ample, here is a gift of stamps, etc.) The reason I 
write this: a month ago I sent a card to a friend. 
A mention was made in a thank-you response 
of a drawing purchased at a gallery created by 
me years earlier. This resulted in the prison 
confiscating letter and money and issuing me a 
disciplinary on the assumption the money was 
payment for the art. I’m going to send you art 
in the future, so please let’s take precautions as 
not to draft our letters that could be mistakenly 
perceived as payment.

You ask me how I’m able to share your art with 
others. Because we are not allowed to pass items 
from one prisoner to another when released 
from our cells for yard (remember this is done 
electronically) this will result in cancellation of 
exercise period so we make ‘lines’ by unraveling 
elastic waist bands of boxer shorts. We use the 
thread from the band to re-spin lengths of thin 
rope (lines), make a weight from a piece of bar 
soap in an old condiment mustard pack (limited 
drag, plastic) attach it to the line. Our cell doors 
have approximately one inch of room below 
which allows us to sling the line out in the direc-
tion of the person we wish to send something to. 
The other person does the same. Our lines cross, 
the lower line catches and snags the upper. Once 
connected in my case I tie an envelope with your 
pictures, give a tug and off they go. This process 
is repeated. That’s how we pass and share.

November 7, 2011 (continued)

Poem:

You’ve heard the stories of San Quentin’s past
And the note’s sung of Folsom Blues
Well, here’s the tale of Pelican Bay
Where your yellow jumpsuit matches your shoes.
It’s a place of loneliness and wretched despair,
Thoughts of happiness do not dare
Where nothing is taught and nothing is spared,
Where isolation is all that we share.
It’s a place we live, 
Day by day,
Inside a cell,
Locked in a cage.
They try to break us in numerous ways.
But the harder they try, the harder we stay.
Physical beatings nor mental dismay,
Break not a man nor will this day.

J. Morris

 
November 21, 2011

“Thank you” for the stamps and paper you sent 
me. I truly appreciate it ‘a lot’. I now have the 
means to send you this drawing I did last year. 
It’s for you. I hope you like it. I originally did it 
in black ink. But, as I mentioned in one of my 
letters to you, because of the hunger strike we 
are now allowed to purchase colored pens and 
pastels from the canteen. My neighbor purchased 
both and he let me use the pens. I put some color 
behind the goldfish to make it stand out and give 
the illusion of submerged. 

I don’t know if you are aware of this, but postage 
is going to increase in January to $.45 so, if you 
buy any stamps between now and then purchase 
‘forever stamps’. You’ll be able to use them after 
the price increase.

The X-Ray images you sent me are ‘too kool’, 
looking completely through the object as though 
they were developed almost totally invisible 
except the skeletal structure. It adds clarity to the 
term ‘peas in a pod’. The fish look as though they 
are deep water species, you know, the kind that 
gets no light and become transparent as a result 
of lack of sunlight. I’m enjoying the images and 
I’m sharing them with others here.

So, you’d like to know what my world consists of. 
O.K. You asked why I’m in the SHU. The Califor-
nia Department of Corrections and Rehabilita-
tion (CDCR) locks up anyone suspected of mem-
bership or association with a prison gang. Back 
in 1984 the prison system began to expand and 
thousands of prisoners were locked in the new 
isolation unit. Evidence of gang membership or 
association was predicated on information from 
confidential informants. Information, whether 
true or not, wasn’t considered. The only criteria 
to justify locking an inmate up indetermenately 
in the SHU was the level of alleged activity as 
innocuous as talking to someone suspected or 
identified by a confidential informant as being an 
alleged gang member or associate. I have actually 
asked for a polygraph exam to prove I’m not a 
gang associate, only to be denied. I’ve been in the 
SHU more than twenty three years. I was put in 
the SHU in 1986 (October). 

In 2008, I was let out of the SHU for 30 days, 
until an informant gave confidential informa-
tion on me and I was put back in the SHU. You 
have to remember, I have not violated any rule or 
regulation in prison, but I fill a cell in the SHU 
and it costs more to keep me in the SHU than 
in the general prison population. That means 
the prison system gets more money to pay more 
guards, a bigger union with political power, 
larger California work force and all the inlet 
channels to support my SHU placement. I’m a 
cash cow (smile). How sad! When I first came 
to prison I was 18, sent to San Quentin (1979). I 
spent five years there and Folsom Prison, as well 
as six or seven others.

Yes, I am locked in my cell alone 22½ hours a 
day. The other 1½ I’m allowed outside – alone. 
I’m able to talk to other guys in my pod but not 
face-to-face, only by talking through the bars. 
They hear my voice. I hear theirs when they are 
let out of their cell to go to the yard. I can see 
them walk by my cell sometimes and they can 
see me. We share everything most of the time, 
including our life stories both before prison and 
during, as well as dreams for the future for those 
who have a chance to get out and for those with 
no chance at freedom, we’ll share dreams both 
lost and fantasized about.

Men don’t share their fears outright, but if you 
listen close enough and long enough, you de-
velop a sense of one’s fears, hopes, dreams and 
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my mind how things were developing the entire 
evening. Though I tried, I could not begin to 
understand what you must have been feeling. 
I want to, so please give me a play-by-play, not 
only the visual physical but also the emotional 
interpretations and perceptions, the comments 
of the viewers and what medium seemed to gen-
erate the most attention.
I know you are interested in photographic art. I 
have seen a television program on the Publichave 
seen a television program on the PublicBroad-
casting Channel called “Portrait Artist”. The 
subject was photography portraits. The narra-
tor described how an artist would choose an 
individual, then allow that individual to choose 
a subject matter for him or herself in which the 
individual wished to project their essence to the 
world. The artist would then photograph the 
individual and allow viewers to form their own 
opinion based on one’s personal perception of 
the photograph. I found it quite interesting. It 
sounds like art-slash-social expression. Have you 
ever done that?

While I am on the subject of photography, I was 
reading a magazine called “Popular Science.” 
I came across an article on technology called 
“Deep Focus” and how a new camera was going 
to revolutionize photography. I thought you 
might find it interesting. I did and I know noth-
ing about photography except mug shots (smile).

I wrote this organization called “California Lifers 
News (CLN). It’s a group that provides legal news 
to prisoners and legal assistance in some rare 
cases. I wrote them to see if they would help me 
pursue a Writ of Habeas Corpus relating to a Pa-
role Board denial I received. Anyway, they sent 
me the enclosed postcard. It has some interesting 
statistical facts on California prisons you might 
find informative. 

Things with me have not been uneventful. I’ve 
been doing a lot of reading. I received the book 
1491 you sent me and I’ve been reading it every 
day for the last four days. I feel like an archeolo-
gist and anthropologist, if only I could remember 
what came first AD or BC (ha ha). Thank you 
very much. I have learned a lot of information I 
did not know on pre-Columbus arrival history. 
It has clarified some information on indigenous 
people I thought I knew but was wrong. I found 
the chapter on “Talking Knots” crazy! Three di-
mensional array knots that articulate the spoken 

language of the Inca, a non-flat written word or 
verbalized phrase (wow!). In the future it will 
be interesting to see what is finally discovered, 
particularly in the knots (which were described 
as looking like a mo-head) provides a portrait 
of the Inca’s civilization, a historical description 
of a people whose empire was at one point in 
history the largest in the world. And even more 
important, is an epidemic disease responsible for 
the death of millions (i.e. smallpox). Many of the 
guys in the pod want to read it when I’m done.
I know you are busy and so I’ll close. When time 
allows, let me know how things are going with 
you and the show. Be safe and enjoy life. Re-
member, I’m living vicariously through you. So, 
the more fun you have, the happier I am (smile).

Always thinking of you.

January 30, 2012

I find it pleasingly stimulating exposing myself 
to your world via discriptive articulation. Your 
writing is an extension of your artistic photo-
graphic expression.  Talk about Aztec dualism. 
The powerful impact of visual imagery (pho-
tography) and intellectual provocation through 
written words. You possess them both.

The drawings I sent are yours. I’m glad you liked 
them. They are all originals. I may have been in-
spired by other source(s) but not one of them is 
a copy nor are there any copies. The descriptions 
I wrote accompanying them are predominately 
my words and my understanding of those words 
taken from literature I have read over the years. 
Whether accurate and true, it is a whole differ-
ent story. I understand that simply, because it’s 
in written form (books), that doesn’t equate to 
truthfulness.

A prime example is the book I just finished read-
ing, the one you sent me, 1491 by Charles Mann. 
It gave throughout its pages contradicting views 
by various educated professionals in their respec-
tive fields. What may have been true when I read 
and ultimately described my drawings may be 
different today. None of the drawings are histori-
cally accurate. They are simply artistic interpreta-
tions and expressions for aesthetic purposes.

You mentioned that the first “Multicultural Fo-
cus” show was described as “the best 

December 20, 2011 (continued)

My hand writing, you are curious about it. Yes, I 
have a few styles. It’s because I’ve been writing a 
long time. Living in a cell one looks for ways to 
change the every day monotony even in the form 
of writing. Plus, I wanted to improve my writing 
(cursive) so I experimented with different styles, 
developing a couple I use interchangeably. Also, I 
do a lot of legal writing of documents (printing). 
Over time many forms have emerged. Many
things can influence which form I use includ-
ing mood, paper texture, ballpoint or pen and 
purpose.

You asked me if you could send me colored pens 
and pastels. No, we are only allowed to purchase 
such items at the canteen here in the prison. But, 
because of the money you sent me, I’ll buy them. 
In essence,  you did send me them. Thank you!

You want to know what I meant when I wrote 
“getting to know someone in here even when 
they don’t directly say what they are feeling, per-
sonality wise, using my X-Ray vision (smile).” As 
I mentioned, I have lived in a small social group 
for years, in my case, a pod. An eight-cell society. 
My neighbors are my only interaction, good, 
bad, happy, sad. We become intimately familiar 
with emotional changes. Example: I know an 
individual who kidnapped this person, drove 
him to a dark alley, shot him in the head, stabbed 
him and set his car on fire. This man told me he 
had no remorse for the victim, that he didn’t care 
about life. One day, I heard him “sigh” watching 
a story on T.V. about a small cat that was injured. 
This told me he’s not as callous as he projected. 
There are many little emotional responses that 
disclose personality traits over the years. These 
small elements provide large clear pictures in 
time. We, in the pod, use these disclosures to rib 
each other.

Tell me about the show which is opening on 
January 7th. After the show, a dinner for 50! 
You sure do not do things small. What are you 
preparing? Tell me in detail. What is your best 
dish and its origin? How and when did you learn 
to cook, particularly with all the responsibilities 
and obligations you’ve had in your life? The stuff-
ing you described for your Thanksgiving dinner 
made of Thailand black rice, onions, celery, 
raisins, walnuts and cornbread had me salivat-
ing like a dog (smile). Me, I’m on a veggie tray, 

beans all the time including Thanksgiving, that’s 
for dinner. In the morning I get oatmeal (which I 
like). Lunch, peanut butter or cheese. So you see 
why I want to read about your culinary talents. 
Feed my mind, Sheila (oh la la).

As for our library, it is quite large in variety. Men 
have been donating books to it for years. We’re 
not allowed to wander around. We are issued a 
book catalog in our cell. We locate what we want, 
submit a general book request and in two weeks 
the books are brought to our cell, if it is in the 
library. We are also allowed to receive subscrip-
tions of magazines and newspapers. Many of the 
guys get them; we share by line. I appreciate your 
offer to purchase “The Nation.” I’m familiar with 
that periodical but right now I must decline. May 
I take a rain check for the future. 

Please enjoy your Christmas and New Years. 
Know I’ll be sharing every moment with you in 
heart and spirit. Be careful on the road, drink 
eggnog for me (smile)

December 28, 2011

How are you doing today? I wanted to drop by 
and let you know I’m enjoying the book 1491. I 
received it today. Even before I had it in my cell 
guys on the tier were asking me if they could 
read it next (smile). A few of the guys had heard 
of it. And the others, after hearing us talk about 
it in the tier, wanted to read it. Thank you for 
sending it. I’ve read approximately 50 pages so 
far. Interesting! I was unfamiliar with the posi-
tion disclosed. New Information for me (wow!).

January 10, 2012

I’m actually chomping at the bit. Tell me all 
about it. How was it, your “Multicultural Focus” 
show? I know it was great! After reading the 
diversity of the named contributors I can un-
derstand what you expressed in a previous letter 
about highlighting a wider variety of ethnically 
individualized subject matters (wow!). 

The invitation/notification you sent found my 
hands on the 9th. I shared it with everyone in 
my pod. Then, I had a million questions about 
the types of creations displayed. On the 7th I was 
excited all day. I kept playing over and over in 
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February 13, 2012

I wanted to send this correspondence to express 
my appreciation for your generosity ‘again.’ I 
received both The Nation magazine and “Re-
Focus Multicultural Focus” catalogue (wow!!) I 
read several stories in “The Nation”, then passed 
it around sharing it with others. When it is 
returned  I’ll read the remaining. Usually when I 
receive a magazine I won’t begin reading it until 
I have sent it around so others in the pod have a 
chance to read it first. I do this because once all 
have seen it, when it’s returned I can take all the 
time I’d like to enjoy it thoroughly.

The “Refocus: Multicultural Focus” catalogue 
is ‘beautiful.” I read it cover to cover, even the 
extremely small print in the back pages. That 
was not easy  (smile). My nose was buried soooo 
deep into the book I received nose burns on the 
tip from scraping the pages (ha ha). What I really 
liked, aside from the whole catalogue, was seeing 
and reading the very first unnumbered page: 
Project Director: Sheila Pinkel; Catalogue De-
sign: Sheila Pinkel… way kool!! I recognize hard 
work and dedication. There was an expression 
you used at the end of your interview with Ron 
Kelley in 1981. You were asked about keeping a 
low profile when preparing the show, which Mr. 
Kelley recognized as “Very Unusual.” I agree with 
him, particularly for an artist whose goal is to be 
recognized. You stated, “I think that art or activi-
ties that affect the consciousness that interface 
with some dynamic life process is relevant and 
that you base your life on the premise that ‘the 
best thing you can do is participate in that life 
dynamic”. You, Sheila, are most definitely par-
ticipating in life dynamics. I congratulate you for 
living your desired relevance. 

In the catalogue I found Gillian Brown’s “The 
Beginning of Language” (2008) and Linda Wolf ’s 
“Bus Bench Mural Project” (1989) the most 
fascinating. It wasn’t until I started writing this 
letter that I made the connection between both 
illustrations. They are similar in that they both 
address time (the passage of time). What is it 
with me and time (smile). All the guys, when I 
passed it around, enjoyed looking at the photo-
graphs. We actually had a discussion concerning 
some of the depictions. One of the guys was fa-
miliar with the group of girls identifying them-
selves as “The Bad Girls.” He lived in the same 
area when he was free (he told me). Another guy 

discussed “Ms.    Homeland Security” and the 
fence. He illegally immigrated to the States by 
coming over the wall. 

I just started reading a book that has three in a 
series called The Girl With the Dragon Tattoo.  
I believe a movie is recently out based on the 
book.

I want to tell you how we in the pod learned 
math. I used to be pretty good at math. I was try-
ing to do a math problem but couldn’t figure out 
how to do it. So, I called out and asked the guys 
in the pod if they knew how to do it. They all 
started working on it and finally one of them fig-
ured out the answer. Then, he taught us all how 
to work the problem. After that, for over a year 
periodically we all learned math together, calling 
out the answers to each other and teaching each 
other how to work the problems.

Well, Sheila, I just wanted to write to say “Thank 
you” again for both the magazine and catalogue. 
But most of all, thank you for thinking of me. 
You are thought of often.

Joke:

A woman rushes into her house one morning 
and says to her husband,
 “Sam, pack up your stuff. I just won the 
lottery.”
 “Shall I pack for warm or cold weather?” 
he asked.
 “Whatever,” she replies, “So long as your 
out by noon!”

January 30, 2012 (continued)

contemporary show of the year” by the LA Times 
in 1981. Were there any media outlets invited 
this time around? So, have you read any crit-
ics? Can I? You said that once the last photo-
graph was hung, you cried with pride for all the 
participants. When I read you describing such 
an overwhelming emotion I stopped what I was 
doing, leaned back, closed my eyes, found you in 
my mind and saw you admiring all the wonder-
ful works. I felt the pride and found joy in your 
pleasure. Thank you for sharing it with me. 

The food prepared for the “Multicultural Focus” 
opening and the luxurious descriptions had me 
‘salivating.’ Three separate appetizers, a peanut 
butter, ketchup Serrano pepper sauce surround-
ed by carrots, celery, artichoke hearts and jicama. 
I don’t know what jicama is but being a vegetar-
ian (not devoted), the platter sounded good, 
particularly accompanied by platters of hummus, 
red peppers and pita bread. I didn’t know what 
hummus was so I looked it up in the dictionary 
(smooth chick peas, oil and lemon juice).  

I read the entire menu over the tier so all the 
guys could hear how delicious it all sounded. 
When I described the dolmas my neighbor, a 
Mexican, told me he used to go to his friend’s 
home where he ate hummus. Isn’t it Arabic? 
That’s what he told me his friends were.  He 
said dolmas are very good. I described the 
home-made mixture of your chicken mole with 
pear and raisin chutney (none of us knew what 
chutney was) and we all salivated simultaneously 
(smile). By the time I got to the ginger cake with 
chocolate mocha frosting, Mandarin oranges 
and mocha cream served with fresh strawberries 
on top of whipped cream, the whole pod was 
abuzz with ‘I remember stories.’ 

‘I remember stories’ are where men living in 
concrete boxes reminisce about times we were 
free enjoying the pleasures of life. ‘I remember 
stories’ can consist of any topic, but most times 
they are of food and sex.  I have to tell you, 
Sheila, I’ve never heard of such palatable deca-
dence, as described in your letter. Your meal not 
only sounded exquisite but foreign and exotic all 
at the same time. The combination mirrored the 
“Multicultural Focus” theme of the show. Mole 
(Mexican), dolmas (Arabic), black rice (Asian), 
ginger mocha cake (American). I had beans and 

powdered potatoes for dinner (yuk). 

Let me ask, did you photograph your meal, 
because it sounds like a masterpiece of culinary 
delight. Please tell me about other meals you 
cook. I love hearing about everyday activities 
free people do without thinking about it (i.e.) 
driving to work, what music you listen to, what 
kind, etc. When did you find the time to develop 
such a refined culinary talent? Were you autodi-
dacted?

For Christmas a guy in my pod made burritos 
for all eight of us, our little community. He used 
items from the canteen, freeze dried beans, 
pre-cooked white rice, powdered eggs off the 
morning tray along with the potato wedges, Top 
Ramen soup and flour tortillas (mmmm, smile).

Oh, did I tell you I took a picture a few weeks 
ago, first one since 1986. I sent it to my mother 
so she could see what her son looks like. This 
place won’t allow us to get copies sent back in so 
we can send out to family and friends. I’m going 
to ask my sister if she will make and mail copies 
to those I ask her to. I’ll send you one. It looks 
more like a mug shot. Its me standing against a 
white wall in a white T-shirt (only way we’re al-
lowed to take them). You are good with photog-
raphy. You can put me in a shirt and tie with a 
nice background (smile). 

I better close now. Know that your kind heart 
and generous spirit inspires me. Please accept 
my congratulations, not only for the show but 
for sending me, in written form, the photograph-
ic image of the art encompassing all the events 
(i.e. show, food, friends, stories, lectures, and his-
tory). I may not have been there physically, but 
my world exists within the recesses of my mind 
and there I stood, shoulder to shoulder, in the 
gallery, with all the other guests. I attended the 
banquet with all the artists, I sat transfixed in the 
lecture hall as you filled my mind with wonder. 
I lived it all from within the confines of a cell 
shrouded in isolation. Do you see the power you 
have? Thank you.
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March 8, 2012

I know very little about your life, but I do know 
you are very busy in the free world. And that, I’m 
sure, is an understatement. So, I understand when 
you are not able to “immediately’ sit down and 
write. I live in a cell, 24 hours a day, responsible 
to absolutely no one, no obligations, especially to 
time. Yet, I still find myself seeking time to ac-
complish all the activities I’d like to achieve  or 
need to complete on a given day or week. So when 
you write and tell me you’re sorry for not writing 
because your life has been ‘hectic’ resulting in the 
inability to write, I say sorry is ‘not’ necessary. In 
fact, for you and I sorry will never be necessary. I 
can not see you ever intentionally disappointing 
me. I don’t think it’s in your character. 

We are not allowed to hang stuff on the cell walls 
including pictures, except in a small 4’ x 4’ area 
above the small concrete block in our cells. I’ll 
make room for your picture. I’m going to make 
a picture frame for it. The only material I have to 
work with is paper. I’ll purchase a manila envelope 
from our canteen and construct a frame origami 
style (by folds) with some art work as edge decora-
tions.

As you are aware, I took some college courses in 
the past, which I’m proud of. One class addressed 
art. I recall a lesson discussing painting. As I read 
the course I recognized descriptions of the works, 
including emotional, inspirational and construc-
tion by the artist and curators accompanied the 
pieces. This enhanced my understanding and ap-
preciation for the paintings. In your syllabus I saw 
where one of the assignments would be critiques 
by students toward classmates and personal work. 
I’ve tried this when I send a piece to someone as 
a gift. I believe it helped better understand what I 
was feeling, or trying to capture. It’s very difficult 
living alone in a cell. There’s no exchange of ideas 
or alternative points of view. 

I’ll close. When night falls I find my escape in 
dreams. Hope to see you there, with all my loved 
ones. Be safe in the world. 

March 16, 2012

You asked me if I was putting together a writ of 
habeas corpus. Yes, I’m working on some legal 
documents. Two writs and one civil rights action 
in Federal Court. I have filed and/or assisted oth-
ers in filing to the courts, so, yes to your question, I 
have filed these before. Do I need legal assistance? 
I can always use legal assistance. But, what kind 
of legal assistance are you talking about? I do not 
want you to go out and get me any assistance un-
less we talk about it first, o.k.? I know what to do 
in most situations when pursuing legal issues plus 
I have some legal books that provide direction. 
Sooo, assistance is nice, but not right now, thank 
you.

One of the writs I’ve filed is on a parole denial I re-
ceived in 2010. I have been eligible for parole since 
1988. I’ve appeared before twelve consideration 
hearings only to be denied each time. The parole 
system in California is broken. Board members 
are appointed by the Governor, who appoints 
members because they supported him in election 
bids. I believe every board member is an ex-cop or 
retired prison employee. All have a vested interest 
in keeping prisoners in prison. One time I went 
for parole consideration. The commissioner at that 
time was the father of the victim of Harris execut-
ed in San Quentin gas chamber in 1987. He denied 
me three years. The Parole Board system needs 
to be abolished or a cross section of California 
citizens needs to be appointed to determine parole 
suitability per California statute.

I just finished reading about your morning exer-
cise routine. I always wondered and I probably 
wonder because I’m locked up in solitary cell 
always, why would a person run on a treadmill 
instead of outdoors, see the free world, get fresh air 
or even run in the rain. I exercise six days a week, 
one to one and one-half hours. Do you work out 
alone because I’m looking for a workout partner 
(smile).

So, you would like to know more about me. O.K. 
I’m an open book. First, my hopes which are quite 
simple. I hope to have the opportunity to be a 
kinder, more loving person. I work on this honor-
able endeavor daily. My options in life are as vast 
as forever. I say that because I’m bold enough to 
attempt any positive endeavor. With this outlook 
there are no barriers in life.

February 29, 2012

Today’s the 29th of February, “Leap Year”! I saw 
on T.V. a guy born this day. He appeared to be 50  
years old, but only 12 in birthday years. I wonder 
if they card him at Clubs (smile) When one’s 
younger, a leap year birthday I would assume is 
not kool, but, as one ages a person can be more 
appreciative. 

I received a book a few days past called The New 
Jim Crow by Michelle Alexander. There was no 
indication who sent it or from where. Since you 
have sent me all of the books I’ve received in the 
last year (practically), am I correct to assume 
your generosity has once again reached into 
these prison walls? If so, thank you!!!

I just finished it. I have to say, the topics dis-
cussed therein I’m aware of, almost all of them. 
The mass incarceration of young black men and 
people of color; disproportionate imprisonment 
of the same and subsequent denial of available 
assistance programs upon release. It’s been the 
same story for 35 years told by different people 
using different words. Of course, I enjoyed the 
read as well as many others in here, because 
books are Kool. The subject, imprisonment, isn’t 
something that interests me a lot because I’ve 
been living it forever. The book focused on the 
‘war on drugs’ as a form of mass incarceration of 
people of color. It’s my belief that it’s evolved into 
an economic foundation for both Federal and 
State employment and political support by the 
unions. Just my opinion. 

I have a friend who sent me – correction – tried 
to send me some money. The problem, when she 
wrote she thanked me for the card I drew in the 
same letter she sent me the money. This prison 
confiscated both letter and money, accused me of 
selling her art and gave me a disciplinary report 
resulting in me being denied Canteen privileges 
for a month, the ability to purchase art supplies 
or take a photograph for a year and unplugged 
my T.V. for a month.

So, I’ve been doing a lot of leisure reading. I 
read several books. Two were in a series The Girl 
With The Dragon Tattoo of the girl who played 
with fire, both of which I enjoyed. I just wrote 
my friend asking if she could send me the third 
book in the series called The Girl That Kicked the 
Hornets Nest. The Girl With the Dragon Tattoo 

just came out in the movies, and was nominated 
for an Oscar. Did you watch the Oscars? Have 
you seen the movie? Do you go to the movies? If 
so, what was the last one you saw.?

I  just remembered you don’t have to go out to 
the movies any more, do you? Can you watch 
them on video or DVD? Do you own a hand- 
held phone with internet music, pictures and 
apps? How about a Tablet that allows you to read 
books and see movies? Do you have one? Prog-
ress is wild. When I came to prison disco just 
came out and we listened to it on an 8 track.

I know you told me to ask you when I needed or 
wanted a book. But you have just sent me two, 
possibly three. I would have felt burdensome 
towards your past kindness. I hope you don’t 
mind, let me know.

I’ve been thinking about the “fantastic” meal you 
made and described to me for the “Multicultural 
Focus” show. Can you believe I developed a ‘wa-
tery mouth’ the other day while I was using my 
imagination thinking about your creation. Have 
you prepared any other meals since your last, 
and if so, what was it? 

I have been receiving the magazine The Nation 
and it’s been some good reading. Everyone is 
liking it (I share). Thank you “again,” Sheila, for 
thinking about me (us). 

I better end this letter. Mail is going to be picked 
up soon. Its almost 8:30 p.m. 

Sheila, you are thought of all the time, missed 
even more. Please be safe out there in the free 
world and enjoy life. Let me know if you are 
working on anything.
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March 28, 2012

My niece many years ago wrote me a letter ask-
ing me to write my letters using both sides of the 
paper when I write to her so as to help her save 
the planet. How could I turn down or disregard 
my niece’s request for a chance to have a bet-
ter world to live on and raise her children. Ever 
since then, I’ve written using both sides of the 
paper, my small contribution to the world. Plus, 
it saves me writing paper which I’m always run-
ning short of.

I concur with the statement you made in your 
letter that we are “living in such remarkable 
times.” You made this statement based on the 
technologies available to teach in the way you 
want. I believe each day we are alive is a remark-
able time to be alive, even when living in a win-
dowless concrete box. One of the many things 
that make it more remarkable for me, it’s sharing 
it with you. Now, that’s kool.

I think I understand what you mean when 
you describe your class as a ‘Smart Classroom” 
based on assignments projected through digital 
projectors via the internet. Up here at Pelican 
Bay sometimes when an inmate requires consul-
tation with a Medical Specialist, we sit in front 
of a computer. The doctor at a different location 
speaks, evaluates and diagnoses us over the com-
puter, kind of like Skyping (seen it on T.V.). 

When you said that your students need to 
possess laptops to survive in the college en-
vironment and that Wi-Fi allows them wire-
less  connection to the internet I was under 
the impression the only way to connect to the 
internet was by way of land line. And that wire-
less laptops could only work by having a pre-
programmed insertable chip. Am I out of touch?

As far as terabytes, I’ve never heard  the term. 
But, that’ s a lot of memory capability. I recall 
years ago the big problem was overheating and 
battery power. I guess that problem has been 
corrected? 

I have noticed you’re already beginning to get in-
volved in juvenile justice issues. Commendable. 
Your argument is correct in that juveniles do not 
benefit, and by extension society as a whole, by 
putting kids in prison. All they learn in the joint 
is how to be better hard-core criminals. You are 

also right that the money to incarcerate these 
kids should go towards education, jobs, hous-
ing and social services that are societally ben-
eficial and cheaper than imprisonment. The big 
question, why would the Board say no? Maybe 
it’s because prison unions contribute millions 
of dollars to political endeavors to keep them 
flourishing.

A few years ago I, along with other inmates here 
at Pelican Bay isolation, started a group called 
PROTECT (Prisoners Reaching Out to Educate 
Children and Teens). We became part of the 
grass roots program called Roots and Shoots 
established by Jane Goodall. What we did was 
produce original art and send it as gifts to the 
Roots and Shoots program director who, in turn, 
sold it using the money to sponsor at-risk youth 
groups who couldn’t afford to pay membership 
fees. We received nothing in return except the 
satisfaction of knowing we might be helping kids 
stay out of jail.

I am also involved in Teen Court. I write to teens 
via a Court representative. The teen by his/her 
peers (jury) has been sentenced for a violation 
of the law to what is termed Inmate Correspon-
dence. The youth is required to write a prisoner 
(me) describing what they did. I articulate my 
criminal history with the youth showing how my 
acts are similar to the low violation(s) of minors 
and how my progressively more serious viola-
tions ultimately led to my imprisonment and can 
be repeated by the youth if an alternate path is 
not taken. I’m trying to help deter youth at risk 
from coming to prison. It’s my contribution in 
attempting to close prisons. I do what little I can 
do.

I received a book called Labyrinths (wow!). This 
book is an enigma wrapped in a deception. I as-
sume it’s supposed to be leisure reading. But, I’m 
improving my vocabulary (smile). Have you read 
it? I’m not going to comment on it yet because 
I’m still reading it, but, I will say, it’s some heavy 
reading. The name adequately describes its con-
tents, so far. Thank you for thinking of me. Every 
book you have sent me has or is being enjoyed 
by all in the pod. Most read the “Multicultural 
Focus” catalogue also, which they liked. So, on 
behalf of all of us, thank you for all the books 
you’ve sent, including Labyrinths.

March 16, 2012 (continued)

Here’s a true story about me told to no one. I 
have been in some type of jail cell since I was a 
child of twelve. When I go to sleep at night I seek 
escape in dreams only to find incarceration and 
death. My memories as a child are gone – for-
gotten. All my other memories are of jail cells. 
How sad is that? I have studied Sigmund Freud’s 
Dream Interpretations and Eric Fromm’s Ethics 
as well as many others seeking to understand 
death. What I found was the opposite. I realized 
I should concern myself with living life because 
death will occupy enough of my time in the 
future.

I come from a very loving family of five. My par-
ents were married in the 1950s. My dad in West 
Virginia, mother in Arizona. They met when my 
uncle and father were stationed at the naval base 
in San Diego. Most of the men in my family are 
career military. My dad died in 2001 of kidney 
failure; my mother still lives at age (?).  In 2008, 
I was let out of isolation for a minute. I was able 
to hold my mother in my arms for the first time 
in a quarter century, once. The following week I 
was returned to isolation. I have two sisters, both 
older. I hear from my sister Lisa every now and 
again, but it’s been a while.

Don’t send me books. I’m only allowed a total of 
ten books and I need to keep my legal books up 
to date for legal work. When I’m given a book, 
I have to give a book, exchange one for one. If I 
can I’d like to ask if I need or want a book in the 
future may I ask in the future?

Any time you would like to send me money, 
stamps, paper, pictures (ten max per envelope) 
or greeting cards (five max per envelope) feel 
free. I can always use them.

I better close this letter up. I turned it into a 
book. Plus, I’m getting hungry after reading 
about your water bagels. Sheila, you’re killing me 
with the food. I’m loving it. Me, I’m going to eat 
some bread so old it smells like ammonia.

Always in my heart, 

Jack L. Morris

March 22, 2012

Don’t tell anyone this because it will distroy my 
bad boy image (smile) but I really enjoy watch-
ing dance programs on T.V. (that’s our secret). I 
started watching “Dancing with the Stars” Mon-
day nights and”Two Broke Girls” (comedy). 

My grandmother on my mothers’ side lived 
with us after my grandfather passed away. She 
used to cook traditional Mexican meals includ-
ing chile rellenos. She used to cook the chiles 
on the grill to burn the peeling and then peel it 
off. Its been sooo long, my memory has lost the 
taste. I remember only the act. I used to watch 
her cook and eat goat head and cow tongue. She 
would even make me eggs with freshly cut cactus 
from the backyard. I remember I’d come home 
after school when I was a very young boy. She 
would be in the kitchen cooking fresh torti-
llas. She would always give me one right off the 
grill with melted butter, fresh pinto beans, and 
home-made green chile. I haven’t thought of that 
in a million years, thank you. It was your chile 
rellenos (smile).

P.S. Do you know this poem? What was its in-
spiration? Was it in opposition to oppression or 
denoucement of acceptance to God?

Invictus

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever Gods may be,
For my unconquerable Soul.
In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud,
Under the bludgeoning’s of chance,
My head is bloody, but unbowed.
Beyond the place of wrath and tears
Looms but the horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years,
Finds, and shall find me, Unafraid.
It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged my punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my faith,
I am the captain of my soul.
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just like your students were when you intro-
duced them to the same information. I can only 
imagine how much more photography has con-
tributed to scientific discovery, particularly with 
development of better lenses and faster cameras.

Do you remember the X-Ray images you sent 
me several months ago? Did you do them based 
on the work by Ernst Haeckel’s discoveries in 
micro organisims? Have you ever made a scien-
tific discovery as a result of your love for photog-
raphy?

May 3, 2012

How are you doing today? I understand I just 
sent you a card. It was to say thank you for the 
paper and copies of the card I asked you for. 
This is a response to your letter dated April 16, 
2012. I just recently received it but was unable to 
respond sooner. I’ve been doing some legal work 
on a writ of habeas corpus I’m preparing on 
the confiscation and seizure of some letters and 
money sent to me for alleged rule violation.

Of course I didn’t break the rule nor did my 
friend. Instead, the desire to find deception 
where none existed has lead to my T.V. being 
turned off and denial of other privileges. Any-
way, I’m now preparing a writ to challenge the 
false claims! And that has taken up some of my 
letter-writing time.

As you can see at the top of the paper, some-
where between you sending me the package 
and it reaching my hands someone spilled some 
coffee or tea all over them. No one has admitted 
it, but I’m not deterred from using it nonetheless 
(smile). Since I don’t drink either I’ve excluded 
me as the perpetrator (ha ha).

How come you could not be one of my teach-
ers when I was in school? You make education 
sound fun and interesting. I know it is now – at 
my age, but when I was younger I never found 
any one of my educators taught with the desire 
to make a topic interesting. It was in all likeli-
hood me – I was not a good student. I always 
thought I was dumb.  That really affected my 
self-esteem and subsequently my outlook 
towards life. The result, a lot of years living in a 
cell. Bad news, right?

In here I get pancakes on Mondays and waffles 
on Wednesdays all the time. The pancakes can 
be used for shoe inserts and the waffles as sound 
absorbing tile (smile). I don’t eat either meal. 
I give it to my neighbor. He gives me his hot 
cereal, which I prefer. Our breakfasts are always 
the same year after year.

I was watching a program on PBS the other 
day on the border. On this particular program 
it showed Border Patrol agents killing an im-
migrant. The incident was witnessed by several 
by-standers who photographed the killing. No 
arrest. 

The program identified several killings. None 
resulted in prosecutions. And now you tell me 
there are three (3) fences built or being built on 
the border.  What is the difference between this 
wall/fence and the one destroyed in Germany? I 
shouldn’t have written that. I know there’s a big 
difference, its just crazy. It’s as though people are 
looking for justification for failed economic poli-
cies in illegal immigration.

I do believe that illegal immigration isn’t right. I 
think people need to adhere to the laws that gov-
ern our society, and I’m smart enough to know 
what to do about it. But, I do know another great 
wall of China is not smart on any level. My niece 
is married to a border patrol agent. I have a sister 
who used to work for the California Department 
of Corrections. She quit. She refused to sell her 
principles she told me.

I remember that once a year, when I was younger 
and free, my family use to collect old clothes 
all year, then drive down to Mexico. We usually 
went to some small town constructed of dirt 
rooms and fire pits as stoves. We would spend a 
week there distributing food and clothing to the 
families. I remember how poor they were but 
what they had they offered freely. The families 
had to earn their living herding goats. Are you 
familiar with a place in Mexico called “la Bufa-
dora” (the blow hole)? I believe it is in Ensenada. 
I remember the sea water was soooo clear you 
could see the fish. It was beautiful.

April 18, 2012

I’m just getting over a bad flu. It was rough on 
me. I developed a high fever, chills, sweats, and 
a sore throat. It laid me up for seven days and 
another few recuperating. The fellows were on 
me. I felt like a leper. I was avoided the entire 
time because no one else wanted to catch the 
bug. In our world it’s like being locked in the 
same room as a sick person and you’re trying to 
avoid catching it. It’s hard. And getting medical 
attention is not generally forthcoming. I couldn’t 
even get a magazine to read. We don’t want to 
pass articles from one cell to another. It doesn’t 
work. My neighbor caught the bug a few days 
after I began to get better, so, of course, I was 
blamed and rightly so (smile). I had leftover 
aspirin and throat lozenges that I passed on to 
him. He is still sick and now my neighbor on the 
other side is getting sick. So I have them both on 
leper status. I don’t pass them anything. And I 
don’t want anything from them. I found our pod 
is on the tail end of the sickness that was run-
ning through the entire prison. One thing I did 
enjoy was I stayed in bed, drank water and read 
books, watched T.V. and slept. 

We were all joking with the guys who are sick, 
telling them the only reason why they got sick is 
because they were both waiting to get their an-
nual package from the streets and did not want 
to share  their chips and cookies. One of them 
said he was going to sneeze on all the chips he 
passed out to us because misery loves company 
(ha ha). He usually gives me his hot cereal in the 
mornings because he does not like it, and I give 
him my pancakes or waffles. Because we were 
both sick, we both went hungry and will con-
tinue to be until he gets better. I don’t want to ac-
cept food from him, don’t want to get sick again.

Then, to make matters worse for me, I was bitten 
by some kind of bug. I think it was a spider. We 
have a lot up here. It resulted in my leg swelling 
up at the ankle and I believe it contributed to 
my 102 fever. I had to sleep with clothing on so I 
wouldn’t soak my sheets at night. My teeth chat-
tered so bad I had to bite down on a wash cloth 
at night. I ended up cutting open my leg at the 
bite point to bleed myself like in the medieval 
days. Then, I applied hot towels twice a day. It 
helped. My fever broke in three days, except now 
I need to heal my leg (smile). I started exercising 
again a few days ago. I’m sore but better. 

I’m glad you are receptive to receiving art work 
from other artists here with me. I won’t be able 
to put the names of the artists because the guards 
here will use the names of these artists as infor-
mation against me to state I’m participating in 
gang activity. I will add a date if I know it. These 
people say, if I have a name of an inmate who is 
classified as a gang associate, a classification that 
the same people apply to almost every inmate in 
the SHU at Pelican Bay, then I am an associate 
of the gang for associating with a gang associate. 
But, I will be sending you art.

On the subject of my Federal writ, I just filed a 
motion for a ruling from the bench relating to a 
motion, opposition and reply filed to dismiss. I 
have been waiting for a ruling for three months. 
If the court rules for me, I’ll still have to pursue 
discovery and additional motions. It could be 
a few years. On my writ for parole denial, I just 
filed to the California Supreme Court. They have 
not had time to respond. I’ll keep you in the 
loop.  

As for your comment that upon parole I could 
become a para-legal. You’re probably correct. I 
have been working for years on legal matters. 
But it’s been out of necessity and not enjoyment. 
To tell you the truth, I don’t like doing legal 
work, but can, plus a lot of inmates ask for my 
help. So, I help them when I can. 

I’m familiar with the radio program Democracy 
Now. I have heard it many times right here in 
Pelican Bay, that is before the administrator 
specifically of the gang unit had the radio station 
removed from our listening TV channel. They 
said (told the warden) the radio station was pass-
ing gang message through one of the programs 
that supported prisoners struggles (www.KHSU.
org) called Sista Soul. It comes on at 2-4 on 
Sunday afternoon. This same station played 
Democracy Now. It was a station that provided 
interesting outlooks.  A lot of the guys in here 
get magazines. We have on any given month ten 
different ones. Right now, in my cell I have three 
I need to read and pass along (Popular Photogra-
phy, Outdoor Life, Elle) plus The Nation. Reading 
materials are not something I’m often without.

I was reading the information you sent me on 
how photography has played a major part in the 
scientific discoveries of the natural world, both 
in micro and macro forms. I was blown away 
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June 6, 2012

I just completed cleaning up my cell. It’s a 
morning routine, right after I am fed my morn-
ing meal and the tray trash is picked up by the 
guards. It’s 7:50 a.m. and I’m now readjusting my 
schedule for the day.

I know you mentioned to me about working 
with youth at risk. Are you enjoying that? I sent 
you the phone number of the Teen Court group 
I’ve been working with for a few years. Were you 
able to get in contact with them? I don’t know 
if I told you that I have also done some work 
with the Jane Goodall organization, a subgroup 
called Roots and Shoots. They also work with 
kids, both here in the States and in other coun-
tries. I haven’t been involved with them in more 
than a few years because this prison won’t allow 
me. But, it’s a great organization that helps the 
world in little ways. You know the saying, “Think 
global, work local,” like you do it already.

So what do I have planned for my birthday? 
With the money you sent me I’m going to have 
a bash (smile). I went to the store and will be 
purchasing some pastries and chocolate bars. 
I’m going to put the chocolate bars up on the 
light to melt them, then spread it over the tops 
of the pastries, put them back up on the light 
until they heat up, bring them down, sprinkle 
some crushed peanuts over the top, cut them up 
into equal parts and share them with the people 
here in my pod. We will all enjoy ourselves, the 
people in my pod because of me, and me because 
of you! 

So let me tell you what I’ve (we’ve) just found 
out. This is in relation to the hunger strike last 
year. First, the bad news. There still isn’t any de-
veloped program for letting us out of the hole. It 
looks like isolation will remain my existence for 
a few more years. The guards are just so extreme-
ly fearful of releasing those of us who have been 
in the hole for years, tortured and abused both 
physically and mentally. They have created an 
environment of hatred over three decades. What 
a conundrum.

O.K., the good news. We were told that come 
July the yards, which are nothing but concrete 
tombs, will be equipped with pull-up bars for ex-
ercise purposes. Also, this month, for my birth-
day, I’ll be able to purchase Top Ramen soups. It 

won’t be long and I will be able to put together a 
meal worth consuming (smile). 

A few of the other items sought by those of us 
in the SHU have been denied, like a T.V. radio 
combination. That was denied because no manu-
facturers have a clear case unit that does not 
require remote control. It’s the little things that 
mean a lot to us particularly after being deprived 
of everything, an effort developed to torture 
and deprive for the purpose of breaking men. 
It’s crazy. What’s worse is the guards don’t even 
realize that in doing what they do, or in failing 
to correct the injustice they know to exist, they 
themselves become the evil they seek to avoid.

I read a very interesting article in the magazine 
you purchased for me, The Nation, on the US 
involvement in Honduras. I used to read about 
US involvement in Nicaragua, drugs and govern-
ment coups. I read about cops killing in death 
squads and civilians being tortured only to 
disappear. Wow! As I read I thought about how 
cops in Mexico were trained by the CIA to com-
bat drug lords only to become worse than the 
people they were seeking. They are now called 
“Zetas” gangs, controlled and directed by ex-
cops turned criminals with paramilitary training. 
Bad news. 
 
Have you decided on how you will spend your 
summer days? Are you going to visit the beach, 
cruise the Venice boardwalk or roller skate? 
O.h, wait, that was the 1970s. I guess I’m a little 
behind the itmes (smile).

I’ll close. See you in my dreams.

May 16, 2012

In response to your inquiry surrounding pris-
oners’ ability to obtain medical attention, I’ve 
known men to die because they could not obtain 
medical care and in other instances I’ve known 
men to get the treatment they need. It’s difficult 
to get care and almost impossible to get pain 
management. It’s all about money. Medical care 
is the largest cost the prison system has.

Only recently the courts ordered the prison 
system to stop using guards as medical  person-
nel. Getting sick in the joint is very unsafe and 
one has to take extreme measures to prevent any 
illness. 

Let me tell you why I trade my pancakes for hot 
cereal. When we are given our morning trays 
they are not very filling and I try to stay away 
from too much bread, so I’ll give my pancakes 
to my neighbor and he’ll give me his hot cereal. 
He’ll have two issues of pancakes and I’ll have 
two of hot cereal. I prefer the hot cereal over 
pancakes because its more nutritious and better 
for a growing boy (smile). 

In our store they sell us cereals both hot and 
cold. We can buy oatmeal (dry) or one of those 
sugar coated cereals (dry). So, when I can I’ll 
purchase oatmeal and then whenever I get hun-
gry, I’ll just run my hot water and make a cup, 
cut up an apple and banana into it with a spoon 
of peanut butter and it’s very filling meal.

We don’t eat in prison for taste or at least, not 
often. We eat to fill our bellies. If by chance we’re 
given something that is enjoyable, then we count 
ourselves lucky. Here’s a prime example: because 
of the hunger strike our canteen has added items 
that we are allowed to buy. This month was the 
first month we were allowed to do so. Some of 
the guys here in the pod bought me a few items 
because I didn’t go. We share when we can. They 
purchased me a pickle (hot) wow. It was soooo 
tasty and enjoyable that words are difficult to ex-
plain. It was just a hot pickle but can you imag-
ine tasting something that provokes memories? 
I’ve been deprived any pleasures that the taste of 
even a pickle results in joy. You see how I love to 
read about the meals you’ve prepared. I’ve even 
read and will read again a cookbook. 

I became a vegetarian last year when I had a 
medical attack similar to a stroke, called a TIA. 
For about five hours I was unable to talk and 
then I just started again. The doctors told me it 
was a Transient Ischemic Attack (TIA) stroke, 
but it doesn’t leave me permanently affected. 
I don’t know what caused it and no medical 
problem was ever discovered. I asked for an MRI 
but I never received one. They (prison doctors) 
did check my heart and vein on my neck with 
negative results. 

I figured since the doctors couldn’t find anything 
I would take whatever precautions I could on my 
own. I changed my eating habits and practically 
eliminated meat from my diet. I already exercise 
five to seven days a week and I get at least eight 
hours of sleep. I’m also taking one baby Aspirin 
a day, just before bed, but I’ll tell you, I’d eat one 
of those ham-wrapped asparagus (smile) or any 
meal you prepare (ha ha).

I just saw the menu for tomorrow morning. I 
needed to verify we were having hardboiled eggs 
( we always do on Thursday). Anyway, now that 
I know we are, I’m going to make egg salad sand-
wich with a cut-up pickle and cheese. One of the 
guys in the pod received his annual package yes-
terday and he gave everyone a little something 
– food from the real world. He gave me some hot 
pretzels which should go perfect (oh la la).

You do know that now that you are not em-
ployed you are going to have to lay out your days 
the day before so as to keep yourself busy. Other-
wise, you are going to become a soap opera ad-
dict. I know from experience (smile). It’s a hard 
habit to kick.

I hope I didn’t embarrass you at the President’s 
Reception honoring you when the dean pulled 
out my card, sent in celebration of your retire-
ment. A lot of people don’t like other people to 
know they are writing to someone in prison, 
particularly someone in Pelican Bay. If I embar-
rassed you in any way, please accept my apology. 
Did you get into trouble?

One last question. How did you get a Masters 
degree in photography without ever using a 
camera?
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is seen only through perforated steel doors on 
the cells. 

You asked me if I could give you an overview of 
all the prisons I’ve been in: I’ve been in nine pris-
ons since I began doing time in 1978. Nine I’ve 
done time at, two additional ones I’ve spent a few 
days at called layovers, a total of eleven (11).

When I was eighteen I was sent to San Quentin 
from Chino Prison. It was my introduction to 
prison. I spent approximately 4 1/2 years there 
before I was sent to Soledad prison in 1984. 
During this time I was given bus therapy. It’s an 
illegal underground punishment that used to 
be practiced years ago. Because of the constant 
transfers a prisoner never receives his property; 
mail never reaches him and visitors never know 
where to visit. During this time I went from 
Soledad to Folsom, from Folsom to Vacaville, 
back to Soledad, then back to a new prison called 
Solano right next to Vacaville. Finally, I was sent 
back to San Quentin where I spent the next three 
years in isolation until I was sent to the hole in 
Tehachapi. Then the hole of Pelican Bay, the hole 
at Corcoran, Tracy, Pelican Bay, Tehachapi, and 
back to Pelican Bay. During my transfers I laid 
over in the hole at Delano and Tracy.

I’ve made the tour. Some of them older pris-
ons are filthy, infested with rats, bugs and bad 
plumbing (smile). When I was in the hole in 
Tracy, the cell had windows. All had been broken 
out, the light bulb hung from the ceiling but the 
electricity was so bad it blinked on and off all 
night, raw sewage constantly backed up into my 
cell and the water (drinking water) was brown 
and smelled like cow waste. But, what was really 
bad was being housed with mentally ill prisoners 
who harmed themselves constantly, yelling and 
kicking on the cell doors all night fighting their 
invisible demons.

When I was in the hole in Vacaville, I was kept in 
D&D (disciplinary detention). The D&D are 
six cells separated from all the other cells by a 
locked steel door. The D&D cells are cells within 
a cell. Once every four hours the guard would 
come to the back of the cells, via the plumbing 
walkway and flush my toilet and run my sink 
water for 10 minutes. I was fed on paper trays 
which were thrown up against the wall by the 
guard when I was finished. The trays stayed 
stacking up in a heap of trash for weeks attract-

ing rats, bugs and smells of rotting food. Since 
there was no cross ventilation, it got pretty bad.

In every prison I’ve been in I’ve experienced 
similar situations. The only difference was the 
prison. The worst was the 1982 riot at San Quen-
tin and the most exciting.

No, Sheila, I cannot physically go to the canteen 
and buy things. I can never come out of my cell 
except to walk to the yard and shower alone. I’m 
not allowed any human physical contact. The 
way it works is, we are issued a wish list. We fill 
it out and give it to the guard who turns it over 
to the facility canteen supervisor who checks 
with Inmate Trust accounts to see if the identi-
fied inmate has money in his account. If he does, 
the canteen supervisor verifies if the inmate has 
enough to cover the purchases requested on 
wish list. If yes, the order is filled and the items 
bagged and delivered to the housing unit where 
the guard issues it out to the inmate. It would be 
nice to be able to walk to and shop at the can-
teen like the main line population. When I walk 
anywhere I’m in chains.

I’m glad you received the pamphlet I sent you. It 
was done by the organization that’s working on 
closing down the solitary confinement units in 
California. They wrote me and asked if I would 
be willing to do the pamphlet so as to put a face 
to the struggle. Of course I was. I want to help 
anyone who wants to help me get out of isola-
tion. Isolation is a bad thing. I was told the pam-
phlets would be passed out at rallies, etc. I asked 
the organizer if they would put my name and 
number so people could write me if they wanted. 
I could describe my situation and environment 
more accurately. It has not generated any mail 
(smile). I must not take a good picture (ha ha). 

Oh, check this out. I saw a T.V. program on PBS 
the other day about Cambodia and the Khmer 
Rouge  and the trials taking place against the 
people who committed genocide over there. I 
found it interesting because the politicians over 
there are protecting the killers and, in fact, were 
members themselves. The government only 
agreed to the trial if it was held in Cambodia 
and the court consisted of a majority of judges 
associated with the politicians who support the 
Khmer Rouge. It took ten years just to seat the 
court. One woman, her family murdered by the 
Khmer Rouge, told of her frustrations over the 

June 15, 2012

I was very sad to read about your friend with 
cancer; it’s a bad disease and its progression is 
compounded with discovery in prison where 
stress and alternative beneficial treatments are 
soooo very important, yet denied. Of course, 
we’re not even discussing the total lack of 
treatment. Our medical attention is limited to 
response. People in prison get treatment for ail-
ments. It’s up to the inmate to force that treat-
ment. Your friend should file a State Tort Claim 
for medical malpractice and negligence, espe-
cially for delay in treatment. 

You mentioned concern as a result of my TIA 
stroke. I have not experienced any negative 
repercussions, and I’ve not suffered a repeat, 
though I do think about it often. Some people 
might have been pleased that I lost the ability to 
speak for five hours. I’m not one of them. The 
doctors did see me over a period of time. I was 
checked out, specifically my heart and veins 
in my neck were checked. Both checked out. I 
was put on an Asprin a day medical treatment. 
Asprin thins the blood, so it flows easier through 
the veins. That’s why I changed my diet. 

Unlike you, my change of food was strictly a 
health issue as opposed to a pragmatic decision. 
But, I do have an aversion to fat, thereby detering 
me from eating a lot of meat. For some reason 
I’ve never been able to eat fat unless it’s fried to 
a crisp. Even the sight or presence of fat affects 
me negatively. Before I came to prison I was 
very picky about what I ate, including veggies, 
but while in the joint I developed the ability to 
consume veggies, but still unable to eat fats. So, 
the absence of prison meats is not a big loss for 
me, especially since prison meat is mostly still 
alive when it arrives on the tray. You wonder why 
people in prison are violent. Its because we need 
to kill our meals (smile). 

I’ve enclosed the 4th quarter menu so you can 
see what we ate the first week of June. You’ll 
notice RMA. It’s the religious meal for Ramadan 
and the Jewish meal Kosher. To be on one of the 
religious meals a person has to be approved by 
the Church here. The meals most people here 
enjoy are Mexican ones and that’s related to the 
amount of food one gets on that particular tray. 

So, like me, you enjoy a bowl of oatmeal in the 

morning – right on. We are actually given four 
different types of hot cereal in the morning 
(cream of wheat, oatmeal, cornmeal and rice). I 
have described how I fix mine up (peanut butter, 
cocoa, banana and apple). When me and my 
neighbor trade, we do it like this. I have an old 
bean bag (plastic). I put the pancakes or waffles 
in the bag and tie it to a fish line he throws to 
me. I tie the bag to the line and he pulls it back to 
his cell, removes the contents, puts the hot cereal 
inside the bag and I pull the bag back to my cell. 

A fish line is a long thin rope we twist out of 
thread removed from a pair of boxer shorts or 
a pair of socks. At the end of a line we attach 
a weight so one could throw the weight under 
your door in the direction you want to send or 
pick up something. The weight carries the line 
the distance. I’ll throw my line out on the tier. 
The lines will cross and I pull my neighbor’s line 
into my cell. We pass by throwing what we send 
or receive by tying it to the line and pulling it on 
the floor to the destination. That’s how we pass. 
It’s a little more difficult when you are going 
from upper tier to the lower (smile).

I’ll run the line anywhere from one to five times 
a day. We get fed twice a day.  In the morning 
between 6:30 and 7:00 a.m. we’re issued our 
morning meal and sack lunch. Our dinner comes 
between 4:30 and 5:00 p.m. We get two hot 
meals, one cold. If a person is eating only prison 
food, that is, if a man is not lucky enough to have 
someone out in the free world that sends him 
money so he could go to the canteen, he will lose 
weight. There isn’t enough food on the trays for 
a prisoner to gain weight enjoying only prison 
meals. I use the word enjoy liberally  (smile). My 
diet is almost all beans, peanut butter, cheese, 
and breads (white). We can buy rice from the 
canteen but it’s white rice; it would be nice to get 
brown.

Our meals are prepared in an auxiliary kitchen 
that has received the food from the main kitch-
en.  In the auxiliary kitchen our food is put on 
trays and stacked into carts with wheels. The 
carts are picked up and rolled to the blocks by 
the guards who pass out the trays to those of us 
in the cells; we never see who prepares our food 
or trays, only the guards who push the trays 
through the tray slots cut into our cell doors. The 
guards that pass out the meals and the men in 
the pod are the only humans one sees; everyone 
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before I even wash up. I have it down to a sci-
ence. Sundays are different because I need to 
break down my bunk (sheets and pillowcase) so, 
aside from my rituals of cleaning I also incor-
porate sheet changing. Routine facilitates time 
consumption. 

That brings me to the letter I wrote after receiv-
ing the wonderful copies of the turtle you did 
for me. It is not normally in my nature to neglect 
to acknowledge the generosity of a friend, but 
it’s not beyond human error on my part, since 
I’m unable to definitively determine that  you 
received a letter I believe I wrote expressing my 
sincere thanks. It could be possible it was lost or 
met with other means of mishandling.

I read where you wrote you have been working 
with a group called Critical Resistance trying to 
create incarceration consciousness. It’s an issue 
next to my heart. That group I don’t know that 
much about. I have read some articles written by 
this group but I don’t know if I agree with some 
of their ideas. Do they not seek communism 
theories? I believe in the political foundation of 
the United States although it needs to be fixed. 
Revolutionary ideas are good but I don’t believe 
in harming people. I’m turning into a real liberal 
these days (smile).

So far as other groups, I mention California 
Families to Abolish Solitary Confinement 
(CFASC). I like that organization and I know 
some of the people. One is Margie’s sister Geri. 
There are two things that need to change in the 
justice system: abolish solitary confinement and 
the Board of Prison Hearings. Both are good ol’ 
boy institutions, if you know what I mean!

After reading about the Los Angeles County 
Board of Supervisors meeting you attended I 
had to laugh in bewilderment. You wrote that 
the Supervisors vowed never to allow Japanese 
American incarceration to take place again, only 
to turn around and vote to approve the con-
struction of a new female jail for internment of 
American ladies. 

Your bread cooking class sounds ideal and a lot 
of fun. I don’t know if it’s the same organiza-
tion, but, I once took a free bible course from a 
group called Crossroads. I’ve done a few bible 
study courses because it keeps me busy living in 
a concrete box. Do you know if the Crossroads 

halfway house is run by a religious organization? 
I bet you have heard a lot of wonderful stories 
over hot bread and melted butter. Just thinking 
about it makes my mouth water. Have you taught 
the ladies how to make your fantastic bagels 
(ohlala)? I would totally enjoy the chance to sit 
and talk about life face to face with another hu-
man just to see facial expressions and emotional 
inflections (physically). 

We have a movie channel here at Pelican Bay. 
Every Monday and Friday we’re shown a differ-
ent one, except when the list is exhausted every 
third month. Then the movies are repeated on a 
loop until the prison orders new movies for the 
next three months. We see six months of movies 
and six months of repeats. Right now we’re in the 
repeat mode, have been for a month. But, I (we) 
have something to look forward to. On our TV 
the prison purchases three cable channels ESPN 
which is sports and sports news all day, 24/7; we 
get Univision which is a Spanish channel and we 
get BET which is black entertainment television. 
Aside from that a religious organization provides 
us with 4 religious channels. 

I’ve been in many prisons but in all honesty, 
Pelican Bay provides the best TV channels from 
all the prisons I’ve been in. As far as radio, no, 
I don’t have one. I’m allowed to have one but I 
have to choose either a TV or radio. I chose TV. 
That’s why we’ve been hoping to get a TV/radio 
combination which we’re allowed to have but no 
company makes one that’s in conformity with 
the prison’s criteria. On our TV we get two radio 
stations, one adult contemporary music, one ‘80s 
rock. I’m on the ‘80s rock most of the time.

I better close. You’re always on my mind and in 
my heart. Enjoy life, then tell me about it (smile).

xoxox’s Jack L. Morris

June 15, 2012 (continued)

trials because she looks out across the street and 
sees men accused of crimes proudly walking 
down the street. It was a powerful testimony. Of 
course, I thought of you and your work sur-
rounding the Hmong of Laos. 
 
Thank you for looking into book catalogues for 
old and used books. It’ll be much cheaper for 
guys in here who purchase reading materials. If I 
hear from the law book store in Anaheim, 
I’ll let you know. I understand what you mean 
when you say catalogues are predominantly on 
computers and not paper any more. The outside 
world is electronic. Prisoners use snail mail as 
a form of communication. And administrators 
wonder why California has a high recidivism 
rate (smile). 

The subject of books I’m looking for are address-
ing Tort Claims. I need a book that tells me how 
to file specific documents and gives examples of 
those documents. I’ve litigated civil complaints 
in federal court but I’ve never litigated a state 
court (tort  claim) so I’d  like to learn. I’m still 
looking for the right book. I know they exist 
because I saw one another prisoner had, but only 
very briefly; my luck, they moved my cell.  I’ll 
keep looking for it’s name.

The creative process is the most interesting and 
for me the most irritating. Example: I read a Bi-
ble passage on Jacob’s ladder which has inspired 
me to draw the image. I’ve been fighting this im-
age for months in m head, creating it, still don’t 
have it. But, here’s my idea: a ladder suspended 
in space with a blue background. Angels translu-
cent ascending and  descending, winding in and 
out of the ladder’s rungs.  On one of the angels 
ascending to heaven is a pair of Ray-ban sun 
glasses and a bottle of sun-screen (i.e. ascending 
into the light of God). What do you think?

I read a book about two years ago. It’s religious 
in nature but the images it allowed my mind to 
see were inspiring. It was called The Shack. An-
other book was by Eric Fromm on Ethics (don’t 
remember the name), but it was a good read. 

I’m glad my card at the President’s Reception 
didn’t embarass you. I’m surprised people came 
up to you afterwards and asked you about me. 
Maybe you should start carrying around my 

mailing address to pass out. I’m always seeking 
new friends. It’s something I have very few of.

By the way, my cookbook is vegetarian and I 
found a great recipe called Susa Spiced Walnut 
and Date Scones (kolacheh), high carbohydrate. 
Looks like Mexican empanadas. I still read the 
book. I like it. Thank you.

Once again, thank you for the photo copies of 
the turtle and writing paper.

See you in my dreams, 

June 24, 2012

You asked me if I would like you to send me a 
book on animals you purchased about ten years 
ago to help you on a project. No, Sheila. I appre-
ciate the offer and the book would be kool, but I 
need to keep the books I have and since I’m only 
allowed a total of ten, I’ll have to decline. Can I 
keep an open door on that offer for the future?

I just can’t seem to understand the shifting of 
prisoners from prisons to county jails. I believe 
that vital state resources should be allocated for 
educational development. I believe education 
is the absolutely most important issue and vital 
contribution to society and its future positive 
development. 

You have a profound manner of explaning how  
you felt your first days of  your new life (how ex-
citing!). Your exact words were “leaving Pomona 
was like a death in my life.” WOW! I think I can 
comprehend your terminology. You have put to 
rest the past to concentrate on the future. Death 
expresses this melancholy euphoric mixture. 
The loss of what you knew for the uncertainty of 
what you’ve yet to experience. 

I like the way you articulate your house cleaning 
and organizing passions. “I don’t like to clean 
and so I’m doing a lot of it before the impulse 
passes (haha).  I’m the opposite. I’m a neat freak. 
I’m not yet OCD (obsessive compulsive disor-
der) but everything has a place. I think it has to 
do with living in a cell where space is extremely 
limited and space utilization is a must. Every 
morning I get up. I clean, wiping down toilet, 
sink and walls with liquid disinfectant cleaner, 
wipe the bunk, floor and blocks. I do all this 
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parole board the director always writes a letter 
for me in support of parole, offers me a job and 
a place to live, is remarkable. I don’t know if the 
group, which is called PEEP, is receiving state of 
federal funds but I have drawn art for them, gave 
it to them and they sold it to support their group. 
I’m always glad to help in that form. Its all I can 
do.

In prison, these prison administrators are also 
making changes as a result of the Court ruling 
to reduce population and the shift of prisoners 
from prison to county jails. The CDCR has re-
written the classification score scheme. Because 
the prison system is losing bodies designated as 
lower custody, the CDCR is realigning the points 
prisoners are given (numerical point system) 
that contributed to the determination as to the 
prison they will be housed. Example, if you are 
a first timer with a weapons possession sent to 
prison your points may be set at 0 – 18, which 
means you’ll be housed in minimum security 
prison with very little perimeter security; if your 
crime is assault with a weapon, etc., your points 
are higher, 25-37, which equates to a higher se-
curity prison. The CDCR has changed the point 
system to allow prisoners with higher points 
to be placed in lower security prisons so they 
could fill empty beds in lower security prisons so 
they won’t have to release staff or close prisons. 
The above is a result of counties taking prisons 
because of the Court Act. It is because of this I 
believe the Supervisors should allocate money 
for re-entry, because less people in the future will 
be sent to prison so the cost  won’t be so high to 
support those being released. I salute both you 
and CR. 

You wanted to know about my last parole board 
hearing and if the Marcy law affected its schedul-
ing. I have been to the Parole Board 12 times. I 
was denied under Marcy 10 years. It is my belief 
the Parole Board is a ‘farce!’.  It consists of politi-
cally appointed pay-backs. Last time I checked 
every member was either an ex-cop or ex-CDCR 
member. For this reason each time I mention 
SHU closure or prison reform, I speak of prison 
Board elimination, that is a cost  burden to the 
State of California tax payers. I filed a writ of Ha-
beas Corpus under the Laweance Law, but hurts 
this week the California Supreme Court denied 
my petition relying on Inre Duval. I haven’t read 
it yet, just ordered it from the law library.
\

I’m sorry to read about your friend in CIW, 
about her denial by Governor Brown and her
medical situation. I have she’s pursuing legal av-
enues. I once had a guy I knew in San Quentin. 
He had cancer. For some time he was trying to 
get a passionate  (compassionate) release but the 
prison wouldn’t let him go;  Finally, three days 
before he died, he was freed. The CDCR does 
not let people out under medical or passionate 
release unless they know for ‘sure’ the prisoner is 
going to die, and soon! I wish her good luck,.

Thanks so much for the GREAT copies of the 
last drawing I sent you. On the Samuri copy I 
sent you to make copies of, I cannot send you 
any prisoner’s name and number. It would have 
detrimental effect on both of us. Let me tel you 
why its detrimental. As you know I’m in the hole 
based on a classification by CDCR. I’m an aging 
member/associate. Because of this classification 
I’m in isolation and anyone who has my name or 
who’s name I mention can potentially be placed 
in the hole as an associate to a gang associate or 
member. You do not have to do anything. Ex-
ample: if I write you, and you are writing some-
one else in another prison, whether known to me 
or not, the CDCR monitors your mail under a 
system called LEADS (law enforcement address 
detecting system(?). It shows that your address 
is being written by more than one prisoner in 
the California system, so they check all  your 
incoming mail for messages from one prisoner 
to another. In numerous cases this results in the 
prisoner being locked up and correspondence 
privileges terminated or a few prisoners to one 
outside address. 

I can send you a card to copy. You can return it. 
I can share it. If the copy has a name of a gang 
member/associate on it these people ‘will’ use it 
to say the person who has the copy is a gang as-
sociate him/herself for having a copy. I’m in the 
hole, in part, for such an incident. Thus, if I send 
you a drawing to copy, its best to return it to me. 
Kool?  

Some guards look for reasons, make excuses and 
fabricate evidence to keep prisoners in solitary 
confinement. It keeps population up, requires 
guards, equals jobs and union money for po-
litical influence. CDCR, it’s a business seeking 
maximum profits (people) and minimum cost.

July 20, 2012

I consider myself one of the luckiest people in 
the world because you have decided to include 
me as your friend. With this joyous feeling in my 
heart I begin this letter desiring it reaches your 
location finding you at peace and seeing pleasure 
in your life.

It’s 6:00 a.m. and I’m sitting here in the quietness 
of the early morning. The men are just beginning 
to awaken. Chow has yet to arrive. I’m watching 
the golf championships being played in England. 
That’s why its soooo early, eight hour difference. 
How lucky am I. It started yesterday (Thursday) 
and will show all weekend (Sunday).

Right here in front of me I have the Fantastic! 
three part photograph of the landscape com-
posed of lore, plants, animals, architecture and 
cosmology of the Tongva people. Yesterday I 
must have stared at it for hours – no exaggera-
tion – a hundred times. I followed the crescent 
moon on its path across the history of your 
depiction. It looked sooo beautiful, a simple 
life, but I know it had to be a hard one. Nature, 
as you present it makes me long for accepted 
participation. I even caught myself breathing in 
air attempting to smell the world. Crazy, right? 
When I pass it around to the other fellows, it 
seems as if each one of them sees something 
different than the other even when looking at the 
same panel. In one of the panels was a depiction 
of a sweat lodge. I’m assuming it’s a sweat lodge. 
Have you ever participated in a sweat lodge 
prayer?

Thank you for sharing your “wonderful” work 
with “us.” You are an amazing artist. You encour-
age me and discourage me, both at the same 
time. You encourage me with your creativity and 
works. You discourage me becaue I doubt I’ll 
ever develop such skills. How’s that for ambiva-
lence?

I have an old friend who lives in Minnesota. 
He’s Blackfoot Indian and very much Native 
American. He was telling me that oil companies 
are drilling on his land in the Dakotas so he is 
expecting (or hoping) to make some money. 
We know each other from when we were kids. 
Ever since I’ve been in prison we have written. 
I used to write him when he was in the military 
stationed over seas. Mail call for him was always 

appreciated. He reciprocates now for me (smile). 
His family dances and practices many of his 
tribe’s traditions, of which we have conversed 
about. Like you, I enjoy a good story.

You wrote me that you have a book fetish And 
for the record I agree with you. I will say this, 
your book choices are very good. Example: My 
Name is Red is very good reading. I like it a lot. 
I’m starting to understand it more now that I’m 
picking up on the style of writing. When was the 
last time you read it? Do you remember it? I was 
surprised when ’the murderer’ killed Shekure’s 
father.  I don’t know who the murderer is yet 
(identity not disclosed). I was also laughing a lot 
when I read the chapter described by the Coin. It 
reminded me of a dirty joke I heard. Thank you 
for putting me up on it. Many of the guys in the 
pod want to read it next. These guys read mostly 
fantasy fiction.

As for A People’s History of the United States by 
Zinn, yes, I’d like to read it, if you’d like to send 
it. I mentioned it while talking to someone over 
the tier and several of the guys have already 
called dibs on seconds. They have heard of the 
book over the years. I have told them about you 
and your book fetish. I explained to them about 
your book shelves and vast variety of book top-
ics. There are a few guys in here like you (hooked 
on books). They asked me a million questions 
about your collection. 

I once asked my sister to take a picture of the 
moon for me. We don’t get to see the night sky, 
stars or moon very often, and then when we can, 
it’s through heavy grade wire mesh. The pictures 
she sent me, I sent out to someone else telling 
the recipient “You’ve been mooned.” (smile).

Thank you for letting me know about that 
organization Critical Resistance. Wasn’t what I 
thought it was. I always want to support groups 
that seek to affect change in the California 
prison system. And I thank you not only for 
enlightening me on the group but also for coura-
geously battling for me and men/women similar-
ly situated.  Can you tell me if anything positive 
resulted when you and your friends at CR urged 
the County Board of Supervisors in Los Angeles 
to administrate funds to re-entry programs? I’m 
in contact with a religious group that has a home 
that accepts parolees and assists them to find 
jobs, housing, etc. When I get ready to go to the 
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Joke:

A guy walks into a doctor’s office with a duck on 
his head. The doctor asks,
 “Can I help you?”
The duck says,
 “Yeah, get this guy off my ass!”

 August 2, 2012

For the last few weeks I’ve been reading a lot of 
information on the Higgs Boson God Particle 
discovery at the Super Accelerator in Switzer-
land, since the subject was broached in your July 
15th, 2012 letter.

I have been thinking about it for a few weeks 
now and have started reading about it. The dis-
covery is, as you had stated, fascinating! I did not 
comprehend the phenomenal implication that 
verification of the particle has and will have on 
scientific investigations in the future. And, even 
more important, how this discovery can and will 
impact the investigative future into astronomy 
and the cosmos. But, I’m sure you already are 
aware of the fact, particularly since you’ve been 
diligently studying this topic in anticipation of 
your lecture in Albuquerque this September.

Now that it’s believed that the God Particle binds 
‘matter’, which is, as we understand it to be the 
creation of everything we know, us as humans 
included, I gave your anticipated topics of dis-
cussion greater reflection, particularly: “Is there a 
connection between cosmological stories and the 
socio-political landscape in which they emerge 
and continue to be told? Do these stories affect 
our relationship to this planet and one another?”

If we are bound together by the very matter that 
is responsible for creating all that we can touch, 
see, hear, taste, or use any of our senses or that 
give us as humans and undeniable connection to 
everything, we are made up of the same particles. 
Just imagine, Sheila, when the Super Accelera-
tor is brought up to full power in 2013, can you 
envision the possible discoveries?

Oh, do you have, now that you have been read-
ing a lot about astronomy, a better understand-
ing of dark matter, string theory, black holes 
or cosmic expansion? And what do you think 
about the religious perspective that I have heard 

recently that God created the Big Bang as part of 
creation, not evolution?

August 5, 2012

I was once again excited and pleased to receive 
your letter. The topics you disclose are always 
the most interesting and informative. You never 
cease to amaze me. A prime example of the 
above, the Higgs Boson research on the alleged 
“God Particle”. Thank you for correcting me. 
Specifically, my belief it was discovered when in 
reality, It’s existence is still a question.

It’s like you stated in your letter. It’s a very excit-
ing point in time for science. First, I concur the 
super accelerator was very expensive. I believe 
it will continue to increase in cost with time. 
With all the cuts in research, the money, as you 
pointed out, poured into the accelerator project 
would have funded numerous alternative, well-
intended endeavors including alternative ener-
gies, water and environmental causes (ditto with 
the Mars landing).

You and I agree that the distribution of the mon-
ey could have been more equitable across lines. 
Others would disagree, believing the investment 
was responsible. Nature altered by man, isn’t that 
what science is, a lot of the time.

I don’t know if it exists. I think I heard or read  
somewhere that a car was invented that could 
run on its own energy, thus eliminating the 
need for gas. For instance, every car uses brakes. 
Brakes generate heat which generates energy. 
This heat and energy can be used to recharge 
alternative battery electric cars. Alternative fuel 
regenerating self-sustaining auto-transportation.

I was thinking about the Multiple Universes or 
multiverse theory, as you described it. A very in-
teresting subject. I have often wondered whether 
some of my dreams were past existence from a 
multiverse. I began to wonder when there were 
times I could not recall events viewed in dreams. 
I wondered if my dreams were residual memo-
ries and since these residual memories were not 
recallable from this life, maybe they were from 
another. I have pieced some of my dreams to 
events in this life, but when I couldn’t, I thought, 
is it possible the memories are from an alterna-
tive existence. My question? Maybe.

July 20, 2012 (continued) 

Now for your medical situation. I understand 
what you mean that it’s totally unfair that you are 
such a good cook but can’t eat what you want. 
This is the perfect opportunity for you to cre-
ate wonderful and extravagant dishes for people 
with diabetes. You have seen my meals, beans 
and more beans. There is a guy here in my pod 
who is on a gluten-free diet. He gets corn torti-
llas every day. I get beans. I give him some beans 
to make tostadas and burritos and I get corn 
tortillas to do the same. Right now I have two 
quesadillas (corn tortilla and cheese) up on top 
of my light (heater). It’s my lunch (smile). How’s 
that for a diabetic meal? All I need is an 
avocado with tomato and onions (oh la la). 
 
I recognize your Native American beliefs in one 
of your questions to be addressed in your lecture. 
“Do these stories (cosmos) affect our relation-
ship to this planet and one another?” That is a 
typical Native American belief (mother earth, 
father sky). As far as incompatible narratives to 
productivity, co-existing, isn’t it a mandatory: 
Good/bad; up/down/ in/out, etc. Keep in mind 
these are just crazy thoughts of a man who lives 
in a concrete box where thoughts rattle around 
off the walls.

Can I ask something personal? Have you ever 
been marrried? Kids? Relationships? What’s the 
411?

Your upcoming lecture in Albuquerque sounds 
interesting. How fascinated you are with as-
tronomy. You mention that you are going to 
discuss the origins and structures of the cosmos. 
Isn’t the theory the big bang? Even if Higgs 
boson particle  discovery is true, I’m not sure 
whether it alters the original theory. Let me see 
if I understand this correctly. The Higgs boson 
particle holds matter together (yes or no?). What 
gives the Higgs boson particle matter? And what 
holds it together? Yes, I am always interested in 
interesting topics and the super accelerator is 
one of those areas. I remember creationists were 
concerned how the accelerator would impact 
humanity many years past. Do you remember? 

What do you mean when you wrote, I don’t 
believe this theory” meaning the big bang? Do 
you believe in immaculate conception and divine 
creation? What are your beliefs? What about the 

Mayan date of 12/22?

With that I’ll say good night. 

P.S. I received a newsletter from an organization 
on the streets called California Families to Abol-
ish Solitary Confinement, that mentioned in an 
article that the indicated Senator believes that 
solitary units need to be closed and that letters 
to her would not hurt. So, I drafted this enclosed 
letter and had a friend retype it and make 20 
copies that I passed out to the fellows here in my 
pod and an extra one to send out to loved ones 
to sign in support. I’m sending you one in case 
you or any of your friends would like to sign 
it and mail it to the good senator. Be good and 
careful out there in the free world.

Senator Noreen Evans
State Capitol, Room 4032
Sacramento, CA 95814

Dear Senator Evans:

I have been in Solitary Confinement for 27 years 
at SQ, CCI  and PBSP. Relating to an administra-
tive determination, I pose a threat to institution-
al safety and security based on my alleged gang 
membership/association. I have not violated any 
rules or regulations warranting indefinite soli-
tary confinement in isolation as delineated in the 
California Code of Regulations, Title 15, aside 
from being confidentially identified as a gang 
member/associate.

My isolation denies me the ability to gain parole 
or sentence reduction, to develop work or edu-
cational skills, or establish family or community 
time. Isolation confinement costs twice as much 
(as opposed to general prison population hous-
ing). Prisoners in isolation develop mental and 
physical ailments more often and drain state 
resources for treatment. 

Inmates at Pelican Bay State Prison have been 
shrouded in secrecy. Since 1989, they have 
suffered torture equivalent to War Crimes. We 
would ask the Honorable Senator to support Cal-
ifornia families to abolish solitary confinement 
and Pelican Bay inmates’ five core demands.

Thank you,
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allowing the paper to absorb the oil for 24 hours. 
I then removed the pb, twisted the paper to 
extract the oil catching it in an empty mustard 
pack. I then scraped pastel chalk, mixed with oil 
which enhances the color. I hope it doesn’t make 
your home smell like peanut butter (smile).

September 16, 2012

Sheila, I read about what you mentioned in your 
letter concerning registered voters and them 
being denied for lack of photo identification. It’s 
crazy! When I became aware of it I immediately 
thought of some underdeveloped country whose 
politicians are attempting to steal the election. 
I understand the delegates needed for elec-
tion, but why isn’t the voting process changed 
so that it’s one vote for one person? Remember 
Bush/Gore. Gore won the popular vote but lost 
the election. I’d like Obama for a second term. 
Did you see Bill Clinton’s speech at the DNC? I 
thought he did a very good job. How about you?

Sheila, you asked me some questions so let me 
answer them before this short story becomes a 
book (haha). You wanted to know where I get 
the ideas for my drawings. Most of the time I’ll 
see an image, visualize an alternative depiction 
and create it utilizing artistic liberties to alter the 
original. Sometimes I follow an original image. 
Once in a while I’ll create something out of my 
imagination. Example: this card  originally was 
an image of the Aztec deity called Tlaloc, but the 
only remaining true representation is the eyes 
and fangs, which helps  us to continue to iden-
tify it as Tlaloc. I turned the water container into 
a flower vase, added roses, leaves and vines, took 
complete liberties with the other images, de-
signs, shapes and additives. I experimented with 
color combinations and shades, altering it soooo 
much it’s now an original.

The stories attached to some of my drawings 
are predominately historically accurate based 
on the inaccurate historical disclosed in docu-
mented books (smile). I’ve read most stories in 
books over the years. The Nahuatl language, its 
origin and religious practices predate Christian-
ity. From what I’ve read, the Mexica (real name 
of Aztecs) worshipped gods, both mythical and 
physical. Most Mexica history and books were 
destroyed by Spanish conquistadors.

I used to have Nahuatl language dictionary 
and compendiums so I could learn it, but all 
the books were confiscated. The material was 
considered a form of promoting gang activity by 
prison guards. That which I learned is now being 
forgotten by me. Time is working its magic. 

As far as images of sexy ladies that I draw, they 
are just images from papers, mostly, with faded 
fragments of recollection. Sexy is now all imagi-
nation/fantasy. 

You mentioned an interest in knowing the tech-
nique used to make paints! Prior to the hunger 
strike of July 2011, solitary confinement pris-
oners were not allowed art supplies. We made 
colors by scraping colored paper pulp out of 
old magazines. Then massage the pulp into the 
drawing or use color candy coating from M & 
Ms, Koolaid, vitamins or coffee. Since the strike 
our access to pastels and colored pens increased, 
our only concern, how to enhance the brilliance 
of  the color. Time and experimentation pro-
vided the answer, oil. Our only access to oil, our 
peanut butter packs. After experimenting with 
quantities of powder pastel, oil and forms of 
application (which is important) experimenta-
tion became developed application. Since paper 
absorbed oil and works as a filter for peanut but-
ter particles, we could use the oil coated paper to 
go over applied pastel or make an oil base paint 
by twisting the paper to extract a few drops of oil 
into scraped pastel powder. Its messy but fun. 

I received your large envelope with the three 
sheets of photos taken of the mission you visited 
in Arizona …(wow?) I don’t know what im-
pressed me more, the images or the presentation 
of the images displayed as seen by the photog-
rapher. Images 6442-44 allowed me to view in 
broad display and narrowed my focus to un-
derstand intricacies (Kool). I have been sharing 
them with all here in my world. We say “thank 
you.” Oh, and so you know, I shared your story 
with the fellows here about the Hmong. Every-
one found it interesting and informative.

I better close now. You asked me if I wanted 
copies of the large drawing I sent you. No, that’s 
yours. I’m glad you liked it and I’m honored 
you’d hang it in your home. I’ll do you a drawing 
in all black ink, no color. Thank you for thinking 
of me. I reciprocate, always!

August 5, 2012 (continued)

In terms of multiverses and life, I don’t believe 
they conflict with creation. God could have 
created all multiverses. After all, multiverses 
imply creations, Adam and Eve in each one. 
Multiverses don’t imply big bang or evolution, 
although they can. Creation, of course, conflicts 
with evolution because we’re talking six (6) day 
development.

But, there are some religiously inclined people 
who say that evolution and creation don’t con-
flict because they say God created both and the 
million years of development are linguistically 
implied to mean days.

What do I believe? I believe I would be dead  a 
thousand times over had God not stepped in to 
save and strengthen me when needed and I’ve 
needed it a lot. (smile)

The meal you prepared for your guest made my 
mouth water. We’re talking salivating! Chicken 
mole and chile rellenos. I closed my eyes and 
imagined dipping freshed baked bread into some 
steaming mole. Hot and spicy, perfectly sea-
soned to taste. Damn, Sheila, you are killing me. 
Don’t stop (smile). Me and a few of the fellows 
were talking about the mole you made. I always 
tell the guys about the meals you tell me about. 
One asked me what kind of mole was it, choco-
late or pipian. I told him I didn’t know.  I heard 
of chocolate; the second I have not. Which did 
you make? Every now and again I pull out my 
veggie cook book just to look at the pictures. 

You are totally right. Isn’t it incredible what is 
happening with technology. I’ve been wonder-
ing what prisoners are going to do when the post 
office ceases to exist as we know it (we get mail 
five days a week). Who will prisoners, restricted 
to using only snail mail, correspond with? 
Everything printed is going to be electronic. Of 
course, less paper means more trees (?). I guess 
all bad has good as an offset. Would it be selfish 
of me to say, I worry how you and I will write 
(smile). All the housing units here in the SHU 
have computers capable of receiving e-mail. It 
would be easy for SHU inmates to use but send-
ing something is a different story.

How did you like those Olympics? I was stuck on 
N.B.C. the whole time. I didn’t like the opening 

ceremonies.  To me it seemed as though it was 
focussed on British history, very self-centered.
In fact, they paled in comparison to the Chinese 
Olympic opening (2008). That was fantastic!!!

As far as your quotation, “Why does it appear 
blacks excel in running events more so than 
whites?” I’m not sure. If I had to take a guess, 
I’d say its both social (training) and physiologi-
cal (DNA). I asked a black guy here in my pod 
this same question. He had no guess. There are 
exceptions. For example, there was a female 
Chinese swimmer born with extra large arms 
and hands. She was sooooo fast she was tested 
for drug enhancements. 

I heard a past Gold Medalist sprinter named 
Johnson (black) say blacks excel in running 
because of slavery. He’s an ass!! If that was the 
case Jews would be supersonic; they were slaves 
a lot longer.

I totally enjoyed reading your story “Unex-
ploded Ordinance (UXO) and the Aftermath of 
War for Hmong in Laos (2012). I was not aware 
of the extraordinary amount of bombs dropped 
on Laos, nor the staggering rate of UXO still vi-
able and destroying lives, displacing families and 
preventing economic development. I liked the 
way you described your visit intertwined with 
history, retracing the steps of events, articulated 
in your voice and, ultimately crossing the Atlan-
tic Ocean reporting on the impact of Cher Lue 
Chang uselessness and Kou and Mao Chang’s 
struggles. I cannot imagine dismantling a trac-
tor, only to reassemble it on the other side of the 
river (wow!) When will you publish? Thank you 
for sharing.

Sheila, I appreciate very much the two books you 
sent me (A People’s History of the United States by 
Zinn and Wild Seed by Butler) I already finished 
Wild Seed, really enjoyed it right from the start. 
Read it in one day (smile). Others in the pod are 
now reading it. I’m reading A People’s History of 
the United States a little slower. Thank you for 
the paper and envelopes you also sent.  

I have enclosed a drawing for you. The last 
drawing I did for you using pastels, I thought 
could use more brilliance to heighten the colors, 
soooo what I did was create a paint-like mixture. 
I got one of the peanut butters given for lunch. 
I emptied it out on ten (10) toilet paper squares 
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How are you doing? Although I’m writing this 
letter today, I won’t be able to send it for a few 
days because of the holiday and the mail not go-
ing out for at least three days.

This year the 22nd (Thanksgiving) fell on my fa-
ther’s birthday, so I was able to double celebrate. 
Additional issues to be thankful for, including 
you. Our meal wasn’t anything different except 
that each of us received a tablespoon of cran-
berry sauce on the side. Since I’m on a vegetarian 
diet, in place of turkey (canned and processed) 
I received  beans, which I was soooo thankful 
for. The guards have replaced a few of my bean 
meals, so once every few months I get two egg 
rolls and white rice, or veggie pizza, spaghetti 
with tomato sauce. It’s a welcomed change from 
beans and an enjoyable delight to my taste buds.

December 16th, 2012

Welcome Home! I’m very glad that you are home 
safe. From what I read in your journals I know 
you had a great time.

You must be very tired and in need of rest. Big 
question: How is your health, because I know 
you have neglected your diet (smile)?

I’ve enclosed 66 poems written by me, one draw-
ing for you as a Christmas present (smile) and 
this note to let you know you were missed!

January 21, 2013

It’s early in the morning, 5:30 a.m., and all’s quiet 
so I’m feeling the weight of loneliness in the still 
of the beginning of the day. It’s the morning of 
the Presidential inauguration and Martin Luther 
King Jr. Day. The news media is starting to gear 
up. I’ve been getting a lot of facts of past inau-
gurations and the presidents in history. I cannot 
believe the polarizing separation by politicians 
in the House of Representatives and Senate. I 
wonder how much of it is racially motivated?

Sheila, I love the way you write. In your let-
ter you wrote, “As I write the sun has broken 
through the clouds bathing the rain-cleansed 
leaves in glistening light.” Very poetic. I sat 
back, closed my eyes and attempted to create the 
described image in my mind, inhaling deeply 

attempting to catch a whiff of the scent. For a 
moment in time I experienced your recognition. 
Very descriptive.

I looked up the word Chanukah but was un-
able to find it under that spelling. Instead I was 
referred to the term Hanukkah. But, I never 
knew its meaning until I read the definition: 
“Jewish festival of lights commemorating the 
purification of the Temple in 165 BV”. The defi-
nition did not identify which temple the defini-
tion was referring to. So I ask you, what was the 
importance? Why do you celebrate Chanukah? Is 
it tradition or your religious commitment?

I used to talk to a religious volunteer who would 
come to my cell housing unit once a week to 
talk to me. He hasn’t come in a while. His name 
is Lou. He was a member of the Seventh Day 
Adventist Church. The Seventh Day Advents 
also practice as you described. They put down 
all activities on Friday sundown and remain that 
way until Saturday sundown. Are Seventh Day 
Advents and Jewish people celebrating the same 
religious observances?

You know what I’ve wanted to do, and I’ve asked 
my sister to do it for me but she and my mother 
don’t understand the importance. I’ve wanted to 
videotape my mother’s life story so I can have it 
when she dies. I want to learn about my fam-
ily tree, my parents, parents’ grandparents’ past 
loves and events, all the things I ignored when I 
was young, and now will never have the chance 
to find out because of my imprisonment. My 
sisters don’t realize it will be lost and that genera-
tions to come will be deprived. Have you ever 
done that? 

You mentioned that your next challenge is to 
figure out how to live as a retired person. Have 
you discovered the answer to that question or 
are you even seeking an answer to that question? 
My suggestion: don’t be in such a hurry to find 
something and just enjoy the here and now. After 
all, life isn’t concrete, why should your answers 
and questions be? JUST BE! I’ve come to realize 
that when you, Sheila, are just yourself, you are 
very creative. 

I did receive the book The Swerve. Thank you a 
lot! It was very thought provoking. A few other 
guys here with me wanted to read it as well after 
I described it to them. Thank you! 

October 30, 2012

I am so excited to hear about, what I hope was a 
wonderful adventure. I pray this letter finds you 
exhausted by existence, debilitated with delica-
cies and erotically titillated by foreign excur-
sions.

Until I do, let me tell you what has been hap-
pening in my life since our last letter. You must 
understand events in my existence are not as 
profound as yours. In fact, you will probably find 
the earth moving events in my life are matters of 
unimportance in yours, but I like to share them 
with you, nonetheless.

On the 19th of October the Associate Warden 
issued a memorandum to all the inmates housed 
in the SHU, letting us know that we can take an 
annual photograph, which has been the case for 
a year now, but now we’re allowed to take and 
keep them to send to whom we wish; we can get 
copies sent back and so, if we desire we can send 
copies to other family members and friends. 

Before we were only allowed to take pictures in 
either a white T-shirt or yellow jumpsuit. Now 
we can wear our thermal or sweatshirts. Excit-
ing, isn’t it? O.K., it’s not Penicillin, but it’s new 
(smile). I’ll be able to take one in December. I 
have to wait until then because I was given a 
Rule Violation Report last December and you 
have to be disciplinary free for one year. Soooo, 
you’ll be able to see what I look like soon.

I’ve been looking at the fantastic photographs 
you sent me of  the “Dragon Flight” exhibition at 
the William Grant Still Center. Wow! I am totally 
impressed with what you have done. Everything 
looked Great!  One question, how come you 
didn’t blow your work up to make it at least 20’ x 
20’ when you hung it? It’s soooo very informative 
and visually pleasing that any unnecessary visual 
strain diminishes the aesthetic experience.

I have my copy here in my cell and every time I 
take it out to show the guys in my pod when we 
get someone new, they ask me to let them know 
what some of the quadrants state. Difficult to 
read for some of the guys based on age progres-
sion (smile). Were you able to attend the opening 
of the exhibit or had you left on your trip by the 
time it opened?

I expect you’ll be back by the end of November. 
Will you be home so you can vote? Or have you 
already voted in an early ballot? Or, Sheila, have 
you decided not to vote at all? I’ve been watching 
a lot of the polls and it seems to be shaping up 
into a very close race. I believe Obama will win 
if he can carry the swing states. I’m hoping that 
will be the case, despite the fact that Romney has 
the majority of the popular vote. How do you 
feel about both of the candidates? There are also 
some very interesting propositions being decided 
in California, particularly the death penalty is-
sues, 3 strikes and genetic food labeling.

You asked if I could write something for the 
book you are putting together of some of my 
art (and by the way, OMG!) I can and will write 
something. I have written over 100 poems. I 
could send them if you’d like to possibly use one 
or more of them. I was going over them the other 
day. I don’t know if you’d be interested in seeing 
all sides of my personality. Just keep in mind, be-
cause I live in solitary confinement, my isolation 
and subsequent writing is or was about imagi-
nary truth. Example: if it’s a love poem I wrote, 
in all likelihood it’s based on what I imagine it 
would, should or could be, not what was or is. 

Tomorrow is Halloween. When I went to the 
canteen I bought some goodies to pass out to 
the guys here in the section, a little trick or treat 
(smile). I was looking through a magazine and 
saw a picture of the most wonderful looking 
pecan pie. Seeing it I immediately thought of 
you. Do you  know how to make a pecan pie? 
I’ve only tasted one a few times in my life. I don’t 
even know if it was how pecan should taste, 
whether it was properly prepared or not because 
it was out of a vending machine, but I loved it. 
What’s your pie specialty? 

The other day I was out in the yard – you know 
what our yards look like, above the ground tomb. 
I was standing out in the rain. It was lightning 
and thundering as if it were right next to me. I 
could smell electricity when it struck. I looked 
down and realized I was standing in a puddle of 
water (Holy cow!) I exercised what little sense 
I have and came in. It’s been really bad up here, 
but not really as bad as the situation with Hur-
ricane Sandy on the east coast. I have a niece that 
lives in North Carolina. Hoping all is well. 
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February 14, 2013

I don’t know if it’s holidays in general or just 
certain ones you prefer not to celebrate, but me, 
I look for reasons to celebrate. It helps me escape 
my environment, if only temporarily. That’s the 
reason I asked you to let me know your birthday 
(Leo). It’s also one of the reasons I’m sending you 
this card for Valentine’s Day. I want you to know, 
Sheila, that on this day for lovers you are very 
much loved. You have brought me joy and re-
newed my belief in humanity as a whole. Some-
times I’m still surprised good people exist, until, 
that is, I was lucky enough to meet wonderful 
people like you.

You asked me what the dates of the pictures were. 
The one where I’m standing with the hat on was 
taken at Folsom Prison in 1983. The one where 
I’m squatting down was taken in the lock-up 
Unit at Soledad Prison in 1986 in the exercise 
yard, And, of course, the one in Pelican Bay this 
year.  

As far as the ideas I get for my drawings, they 
come from different inspirations. For example, 
you asked me can I tell you about some of the 
Latin American figures I’ve done and how did I 
learn about them? Over the years I’ve read nu-
merous books on Latin America. In the process 
I’ve studied the stories told, although they vary 
in the interpretations, depending on the disclo-
sure. I can develop a picture, of course, using my 
interpretations. The images I draw, sometimes 
I copy the images from books, but when I do I 
almost always try to alter it. Or, if I see an image 
that I find interesting, I’ll try to alter the image as 
I have seen it in my mind. Almost always before 
I start a drawing I can already see the completed 
piece in my mind, but through the process, I’ll 
change areas after my initial mental image.

You know, Sheila, a great example is the card 
you sent me by John Swanson called “Dream of 
Jacob.” I don’t remember if you can recall, but 
several months ago I mentioned to you about 
wanting to do the same image John did, only I 
wanted to use a more modern depiction. I was 
amazed when I looked at the card (wow)! Thank 
you for sending it to me. 

Oh yes, on topic, are the Latin American draw-
ings I do Aztec or Mayan? Yes, both. You asked  
me if I have a book that describes the images. No, 

not personally, but almost every guy in the pod 
has such books that are at my disposal whenever 
I’d like to see them.

You would be surprised how much men in 
the joint attempt to learn about their cultural 
backgrounds. Of course, the guards use the 
investigation into one’s ancestral background as 
gang involvement, not in all cases, but in many, 
depending on the information. In the years past 
I’ve read all kinds of books on numerous subjects 
relating to the wide variety of races. To possess 
one of those books today would be interpreted 
by prison guards as gang activity. Here’s how 
dumb the reasoning is: I read the autobiography 
of Joseph Banano, an Italian mobster. I could 
read his book without repercussion, but if I had 
in my possession a book of George Jackson, the 
Soledad Brother, that would be considered Black 
gang involvement, or Malcolm X.

The gang units look for information to use to 
justify the practice of solitary confinement, and 
most of it is made up as the days change. I’m not 
even allowed to accurately depict in art some 
of the Aztec or Mayan images because the gang 
unit had deemed it gang activity. Even some of 
my early pieces, if I would draw or possess them 
today, they would be justification to keep me in 
isolation indeterminently because the gang units 
have decided the thousand year old images re-
flect gang activity, something I need to be aware 
of when I draw.

I’m going to close up. Thank you again for all 
your generosity and kind words. I’ll seek you out 
in my dreams. It’s where I keep everyone I care 
about. 

January 21, 2013 (continued)

I just wrote this magazine service that adver-
tised in my neighbor’s magazine subscription a 
free one year subscription to a ladies clothing 
magazine. All I had to do was send back the 
coupon, which I did. This mag has drawing 
patterns and those perfume strips inside. I like 
to rub the scents on my sheets when I change 
them Sunday mornings (wow). 

I hope both you and Channa are feeling better. 
Please let her know I wish her a speedy and 
full recovery. You’re both in my prayers daily 
and always in my heart.

February 10, 2013

Did you put perfume on your letter to me? 
If yes, thank you! The scent was nostalgic in 
the most pleasurable form. My incarceration 
deprives me everything feminine, sound, sight 
and scent. When your letter was handed to me 
it was the ‘first’ of several emotional responses 
I would have. Mail has the power to evoke 
emotional responses on men (and women) in 
jail. Reflection, contemplation, expectation and 
regrets. 

Scent heightens those emotional responses. It’s 
such a memory triggering neuro-physiological 
response. Remember the book you sent me 
on the senses. It spoke on how scent provoked 
memories. Oh, even before reading a single 
word, words I’m always looking forward to 
reading, I raised your letter upward and deeply 
inhaled. It was the beginning of my escape, en-
joyed further through your adventures related 
in correspondence. 

I hear you on the topic of everyone having a 
dysfunctional family in some form or fashion 
as you mentioned in your letter when talking 
about your family. Dysfunctional is a term 
subject to individual interpretation. What may 
be dysfunctional for one person is simply life’s 
ebbs and flows for another.

I think the labels we use can, in some case, dis-
tort reality. Example: a man loses a fortune. He 
becomes distraught, tells himself he is ruined. 
He has labeled himself in utter destruction. In 
reality he lost some money. Yes, a lot, but he is 

not a ruined man. He has exacerbated his state 
of reality by magnifying his loss. Dysfunction 
can be the same thing.

You wrote,  I love being with men, but you 
don’t know how to build  emotional intimacy 
with them. That’s your stated reason for being 
single. First, let me say there is nothing wrong 
with being single if described it to them. Thank 
you! that’s what you want. I don’t think emo-
tional intimacy is built. Acceptance of idiosyn-
crasy is what I think binds us together. 

I read a book called The Shack (religious). The 
author writes that when we are born we pos-
sess ALL the love we will ever have already in 
our hearts. We cannot love our enemies any 
less or more than the most significant person 
in our lives because love doesn’t grow, it only 
expands to all knowledge of each other. So, the 
more knowledgeable we become of another 
person, this allows for expansion of acceptance 
or repulsion. We label this love or hate. Of 
course, that’s just what a man living in a con-
crete box thinks about sometimes. What do I 
know? I live through snail mail (smile).

I’m so thankful for your offer to video tape and 
record an interview with my mother. It’s every-
thing I want. My mother is going to pass away 
sooner than later and I’ve not lived with her 
since I was a young boy. I haven’t experienced 
the existence of my mother. I don’t know my 
mother’s grandparents, her youthful life, years 
with her brother or sisters, her life with my 
grandparents, her marriage, what she thinks 
as a woman, cooking recipes for her meals, 
etc. All this will be lost to me when she dies. I 
want to experience it in any form available to 
me. I hope she’ll do it (to be video taped). I’ve 
written and asked her but my mother is very 
private.

I’ve been hearing that the prison has started 
taking men to a special classification board to 
review us for release from solitary confinement 
units. I don’t know how the program is being 
implemented so I can’t give you any details, but 
when I hear something that might benefit or 
facilitate my release from the hole I’ll immedi-
ately write. 
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days a week, sleeping well and had little stress, 
etc. 

So, ultimately I reached the conclusion it was one 
of two possibilities. I sat in one position too long, 
crossed leg; when I stood up maybe a blood clot 
developed, broke loose and moved resulting in a 
temporary TIA, or it was my diet. Now I try not 
to sit in one position long. I stand and walk in 
my cell more often, and I don’t eat as much meat/
grease products. My diet consists of unseasoned 
beans and rice most of the time.  So, my vegetar-
ian diet is not strict. Instead it’s severely limited. 
Sometimes I’ll trade my beans and rice to one 
of the guys for something on their tray. Another 
reason I eat the way I do, I don’t like fat, we’re 
talking gag reflex dislike!

In terms of combining foods, a term I’m not fa-
miliar with, since I eat a lot of beans and rice and 
peanut butter, I’m told I get all the protein I need. 
I cannot eat for taste or enjoyment, only survival. 
Sad isn’t it. That’s why I like to hear about your 
fantastic’ culinary adventures. Then I salivate. 

Parole, why have I been denied since becom-
ing eligible in 1988? The language is always the 
same, rote wording: I pose an unreasonable risk 
to public safety. My crime was Atrocious, Callous 
and Heinous. All life prisoners will be recited the 
same language. It’s standard boilerplate. When 
I went in 2009 I was denied ten years. I could 
petition the board to reduce the amount but it 
wouldn’t do me any good being in solitary con-
finement. I’ve appeared before the board thirteen 
times since coming to the joint in 1978. So I don’t 
see how any attorney would benefit me with the 
laws of California the way they are.

Why am I in solitary confinement since 1986? 
The CDCR has classified me as a gang associate, 
based on that classification I’m deemed a threat 
to the safety and security of California prisons, 
staff and inmates.  Keep in mind, I have not 
violated any rule or regulation to justify indeter-
minate solitary confinement in the SHU, aside 
from being accused by a confidential informant 
of alleged gang association. No judge mandated 
SHU placement, but the prison administrators 
have the authority to place and keep me in the 
SHU and they do the same to thousands. CDCR 
gets more money for guards and operational cost 
because it’s more expensive to keep me in isola-
tion than to house me in the general population. 

Now that money is tight, the CDCR is chang-
ing the rules and might let more men out of the 
SHU. Hopefully, I’ll be one of the lucky ones.
As far as my prison conviction, your state-
ment was correct, somewhat. I cannot say I had 
nothing to do with the crime. The fact is, I don’t 
know if I had anything to do with it. I was in an 
alcoholic black out. When I was young I used to 
drink a lot. I was convicted of being an aider and 
abettor to second-degree murder. That sentence 
in November 1978 was changed from a 5, 7, or 
9 year sentence to a fifteen-to-life sentence. My 
case happened on December 28, 1978. 

What does this mean? A man was killed, another 
man was found guilty of killing him, but I was 
found guilty of preventing the victim from run-
ning. In California one suffers the same sentence 
as the perpetrator, if found to be an aider and 
abettor, except I was found not guilty of a weap-
ons possession.

Because I have a life sentence I can only be 
released if the parole board decides it. The board 
is made up of all ex-cops and CDCR employees 
who have a vested interest in not freeing the very 
people who keep them employed. Talk about a 
Catch 22. I hope that fills in some of the blanks 
for you, if there is anything else you’d like to 
know, please ask. I’ll tell you. 

You asked if I can get quarterly packages. No. 
Because I’m in the SHU. I’m only allowed to 
receive one package a year (annual package). I’m 
allowed to order from one of the four vendors 
approved by the CDCR. I don’t have anyone that 
could send me a package right now. Margie sent 
me one in 2008. My sister sent me one in 2010. 
Because I didn’t have someone to send me one 
this year, I received one in my name for another 
person. In turn, he gave me something out of 
it. Thank you for offering to put money into an 
account at Walkenhorst, but, no thank you. As 
much as I appreciate the offer, I cannot order a 
package until next year, plus I don’t like order-
ing from Walkenhorst. It’s the most expensive of 
the approved vendors. Most people here don’t go 
through them. Thank you very much for your 
offer(s). 

I’m thinking about enrolling in some courses 
soon, maybe get my Associate Arts degree. I need 
about 20 or so units, mostly electives, if not all.

February 17, 2013

Let me try to answer the questions you asked. 
I started writing poetry when I was sent to 
solitary confinement in San Quentin in 1987. 
After spending hours, days, weeks, months and 
ultimately years confined in a concrete box I had 
to exercise my brain or lose it. Poetry allowed 
both mental stimulation and emotional release. 
Poetry, my poetry was not commenced out of 
love of word or expression. It was practiced out 
of necessity and evolved into enjoyment, pleasure 
and expression. My art evolved out of the same 
necessity but for different reasons. I began to 
draw because I did not have money to buy greet-
ing cards. And I felt bad having to ask others 
who knew how to draw if they would draw me 
one. So, I began doing my own. They were bad 
but they worked and drawing consumed time. 
When locked in a cell, time consumption, at 
times, becomes important. 

Both my art and my writing slowed down a lot 
between 1999 and subsequent years because I 
was doing a lot of legal work litigating a civil 
action I filed for denial of medical care. I still 
write poetry now and again, when inspired either 
physically, mentally, emotionally or religiously. 
I draw under similar conditions, but I’m always 
thinking about both now.

You’ll notice a lot of my poetry is about love in 
all its forms. Almost all of it is about imaginary 
lovers. What other lovers do a man in a cage 
have? There’s a song called “Imaginary Lover” 
by an early ‘70s rock band. Don’t recall the name 
but in the song the words “talk about being able 
to summons his lover at any time without ever 
having to hear no.” What an ideal lover! For men 
living on memories imaginary lovers are the only 
love experienced. That’s why a lot of my writing 
is dream poetry. The ones I ultimately sent you 
are selected pieces I had. Other pieces I’ve writ-
ten are violent or brutal. My evil nature. It’s not a 
side deserving of disclosure especially since I’m 
trying to feed only that side of my human nature 
which cultivates positive existence. It’s like Maya 
Angelou writes, “We do better when we know 
better.” I know better now.

The drawing enclosed was inspired by the book 
you sent me The Swerve, which I enjoyed, and a 
tattoo magazine my neighbor gets and shares. I 
saw the religious faith idea in the tattoo mag. But 

not the scientific counterpoint which I read in 
The Swerve. So, I thought I’d include them both, 
taking artistic liberties, of course (smile). If there 
is anything else you’d like to know about my 
artistically inclined development or anything 
else, ask. I will never be a prevaricator with you. 
Your drawing paper found my hands. I really like 
the texture and quality. It’s very hard to get good 
paper. I shared a sheet with the other drawers in 
my pod. My next project will be on it. Thank you.

February 24, 2013

It blows my mind reading you’ve been keeping 
my past letters. I don’t keep mail after I’ve read 
and answered it, normally. I do have the last 
letter my father wrote me before he died, and a 
single letter written by my mother. I read, answer 
and dispose of mail. I don’t keep mail because 
my living quarters are very small, organization a 
must. I live under the minimalist state of mind; if 
I can live without it, I do. 

The main reason I asked you about the sweat 
lodge was to discover if you practice any par-
ticular discipline (spiritual or otherwise) to re-
establish equilibrium or relieve stress. I practice 
transcendental meditation, not as often as I used 
to, nor as much as I’d like. I also do yoga trying 
to keep sane in an insane world.

Five kittens (wow)! Why did you have Sam fixed 
(ouch!) but not Sally? Do I detect misplaced hos-
tilities possibly Freudian in nature? (smile). What 
kind of name is Penumbra for cat? It’s like being 
named Gertrude! There is no disposition that 
mirrors a woman more than a female cat. They 
rub your leg when you’re busy; they won’t sit on 
your lap when you want them to; and, they want 
to make it perfectly clear they don’t need you, but 
they want you there nonetheless (ha ha ha). Five 
cats! Are you trying to say something?

You asked why I became a vegetarian. In 2011 
while sitting in my cell I experienced a transient 
ischemic attack (TIA). Its like a mini stroke, so I 
was told by the doctors. I stood up, felt dizzy and 
a tingling in my arm; both episodes passed in five 
or ten minutes, but I lost the ability to talk for ap-
proximately five hours. Needless to say this was a 
frightful experience. I began to evaluate possible 
contributing factors, finding very few. After all, 
I was in good physical condition, exercising six 
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P.S. As you know I often end my letters with the 
phrase “I’ll see you in my dreams.” I say that be-
cause it’s a place I can find and spend time with 
the ones I love. These dreams predominantly 
have disappeared. When I’m lucky enough to 
experience a dream that includes loved ones, I 
never know if it’s a past memory or secret desire 
(a dream within a dream). An overwhelm-
ing amount of my dreams find me confined in 
horrific situations. I’ve even believed myself to 
be murdered a few times. I’ve also spoken with 
God. No matter the evil, bad or confinement I 
experience while in rem, I still seek sleep per-
chance to dream.

March 21, 2013

You thanked me for allowing you to include 
some of my poems and excerpts from letters in 
your book. To the contrary, Sheila, it is I who 
must thank you for finding me worthy enough to 
include my writing and images in your creation. 
I’m very pleased, excited and intrigued. I have 
enclosed five (5) poems. I don’t like the contents 
(violence) but, because you said they would 
make the book inclusive, I now forward them. I 
hope they do not make you think badly of me. 
That’s what really concerns me. 

I’ve been reading the books you sent me. I still 
have not completed the first of the three. The 
writing requires my reading pace be slower than 
normal. I am, nonetheless, enjoying it. As I read 
I’ve recognized references to past literature I’ve 
encountered. In fact, that is what the books 
are all about, past history in South American 
countries prior to and at the time of evolutionary 
development of the continent. 

The stories are written utilizing legend and 
mythological beliefs. So to comprehend and en-
joy the writing, in my opinion, requires a work-
ing knowledge of the historically documented 
facts. Otherwise, grasping and/or understanding 
some of the writing would be nothing more than 
reading a Norman Lear letter after he’s taken 
LSD psychedelic trip (smile). Margie told me 
that all the varied reading I’ve been doing serves 
to increase my intellect which I like (smile). 
You’re smartening me up (LOL).

You want to know if I know the person who 
killed the man at the party? Yes! You also wanted 

to know if I’m in touch with this person? No, nor 
do I want to be. I won’t mention if the person 
is in prison or not because there were two of us 
convicted and sent to prison. Since I’m saying I 
didn’t do it, that would imply the other person 
did. Such a statement could potentially be used 
against him, her or me.

Finally, was I represented at trial? Yes! I had a 
public defender and although I’m thankful for 
that, it’s a far cry from having competent legal 
representation, the kind money buys. If someday 
you ever want to read my trial transcripts, which 
I still have, you need only ask. 

You wrote you were enclosing an informational 
sheet from the Center For Constitutional Rights 
about a class action suit filed agains PBSP. It was 
not in the envelope I received, but I’m familiar 
with this suit. I was contacted by and filled out a 
questionnaire  surrounding issues here and sent 
it to the Center. I’m also on the mailing list from 
the Center so I received a copy of the petition 
filed. Like you, I hope the suit makes a differ-
ence.

You mentioned that you’d like to make sure I re-
ceive an annual package (box) from an approved 
vendor like Walkenhorst as soon as I can. Thank 
you but I’m only allowed one package per year 
and I received one for another guy already. That 
means I cannot get another one until next year.

March 26, 2013

Thank you for the wonderful information you 
sent me on both the combination of foods for the 
purpose of obtaining a balanced diet of protein 
and other options. As I read it I realized most of 
the information disclosed was the same meals 
I now consume, rice, peanut butter, beans and 
bread. I shared the documents with all the other 
fellows here with me. Most were interested.

My neighbor right now is on a very limited 
diet. I say limited because we’re fed enormous 
amounts of bread products, something like six 
to eight slices a day and that’s not considering 
all the other bread products (waffles, pancakes, 
cakes, biscuits and sweets).  In fact, PBSP uses 
bread as fillers of stomachs in place of nutritional 
foods, one of the reasons the guys were 
interested in the documents you sent.

March 3, 2013

Yesterday I received three books you sent by 
Eduardo Galeano. I started reading the first of 
the three yesterday. One of the guys here in the 
pod was familiar with the author. In fact, he had 
some written quotes from the second book writ-
ten down in his notes.

I remember watching a movie called “Men in 
Black.” One actor discovers there are extraterres-
trials on earth which baffles his mind. Another 
actor tells him, “What you thought yesterday is 
totally different from what you know today. Can 
you imagine what tomorrow will bring?” I see 
the world like that, Sheila, because I’m not living 
in the world. I’m only watching it go by. So, I 
can see its changes and I know tomorrow will be 
infinitely more profound than our simple brains 
conceived today.

You asked me if I knew why I was such a bad 
student when I was young. I believe I do, after 
years of considering this very issue.  I contribute 
my inability to learn to my self-esteem, or bet-
ter yet, lack of it. Of course, when my learning 
development was affected by my self-esteem, 
my self-esteem was compounded in suffering 
by my inability to learn – what a circle, until I 
learned another form of pride (false). I gained 
self-esteem through strength (fear, intimidation, 
etc.). But it’s a false strength because you are 
never strong enough to be compassionate, caring 
or concerned, the real characters of strength. 
School was so very difficult because of the op-
posing conflict of personality I was struggling 
with. Seeking acceptance through right but only 
getting it through wrong. And suffering disci-
plinary actions as a result, ultimately prison. 
What a rough path to travel until understand-
ing overcomes. But, even then, you still have to 
endure the consequences of the past. Thus, the 
journey continues. Now is the time for strength. 
I’ve been forged in fire, tempered in solitude. I 
hope that helps you with your understanding of 
me. I’m an open book. Turn my pages. 

You asked me how I ended up going to solitary 
confinement in San Quentin in 1986. It began 
while I was in Solano prison. One day out on the 
yard some prisoners were stabbed. Though I was 
not aware the assault was going to happen, or 
who did the assault, I was identified by a confi-
dential informant to the guards as having 

knowledge of the attack. A confidential infor-
mant is a prisoner who supplies information to 
guards for benefits, favors and protection. As a 
result of the cf disclosure I was sent back to the 
hole at SQ. 

It was not my first stint in solitary confinement. 
I had been sent to the hole a few times before 
that but only for 90 days or less. In the early days 
of confinement a man was only sent to the hole 
because he broke a rule and he was given a fixed 
term. So, my first few times in the hole were 
for pruno production (making wine). I used 
to drink or was drunk in the yard. Most of the 
time the guard would only lock you up in your 
cell to sleep it off. When a guy became a snitch 
he wasn’t allowed to do it confidentially. There 
were protections in place. So, guys wouldn’t use 
the guards to get someone off the yard that the 
snitch might owe something to. Snitches now use 
the guards and the guards allow them, because 
the guards then boast of discovering something 
confidential for the purpose of giving the guard 
the false perception of being a diligent guard. Of 
course, the information the cf provides is over-
whelmingly false and of a hearsay nature. Ex-
ample: an inmate tells another inmate something 
he heard. The second inmate tells a guard. No 
one checks if the first inmate’s information was 
true or idle boasting. Nonetheless, a third inmate 
is confined indefinitely in solitary confinement. 

How can this arbitrary and capricious process 
result in thousands of men confined in solitary 
cells for decades? It’s because solitary confine-
ment cells employ more guards than mainline 
inmate cells do. And, more guards, more money, 
more union dues, more political power. Guards 
actually use military tactics to psychologically 
break men’s minds in the SHU for the purpose 
of extracting information from gang members. 
The problem, there’s only a limited number of 
gang members. So to justify cost, you need exag-
gerated numbers. Thus, thousands of prisoners 
are accused of gang ‘association’ unjustly! Thus 
membership no longer results in indefinite con-
finement but mere association with an alleged 
member can do it. Now that is going to change. 
All that will be needed for indeterminate solitary 
confinement in the future will be decision based 
on an arbitrary scale of perceived dangerousness, 
developed by individual guards. Sounds like a 
vigilante mentality for the future. 
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April 10, 2013

I write with recent news surrounding my impris-
onment and, unfortunately, it is not favorable 
for me. If you have not noticed, my housing unit 
address has changed. I have been moved from 
five block to two block (short corridor). I have 
not been notified why I’ve been moved but I have 
not asked. It doesn’t matter. What does is what 
I’m about to tell you and describe.

The short corridor, as it is commonly referred to, 
is designed to house those men that the prison 
believe are gang members or gang associates 
that are involved in gang activities. Based on this 
belief, the activities of the men housed there, 
including me now, have added restrictions (un-
written) and greater scrutiny. A large emphasis is 
on mail because it is through mail and visits that 
the authorities gather information on the alleged 
gang members and associates. Thus, sending and 
receiving time of mail is somewhat slower. One 
way to keep on top of the mail and turn around 
time is to always put the date sent and date 
received. 

Also, so we can avoid any undue delays I will 
always try to be as clear as I can when speaking 
about something. I state that because the guards 
here are always looking for hidden or ambiguous 
terms, phrases or lines. When such confusions 
are detected, it could and would in all likelihood 
affect our corresponding.

Let me see if I can describe why I believe I’ve 
been moved. I recently attended my Institutional 
Classification Committee hearing (ICC). At ICC 
my housing status was supposed to be reviewed 
for placement into the step-down program 
(SDP). This program allows prisoners housed in 
isolation indeterminately the opportunity to be 
released into the general population (GP). Here’s 
the sticker. Prisoners classified as gang members 
are not eligible and prisoners classified as gang 
associates are. 

When I was released from the SHU in 2008 the 
gang unit here and the Director’s Review Board 
(DDRB) released me as an inactive gang associ-
ate. When I was locked up again in 2009, it was 
done based on confidential information provided 
by unidentified confidential informants. The    
Office of Correctional Safety validated me on 
the items of information from the informants. I 

was validated as a gang associate. A year later, I 
was issued a new document which stated that my 
status as a gang associate was changed to reflect 
gang membership. Here’s the problem. To make 
that decision there “must” be some information 
to substantiate that alteration and that informa-
tion must be provided to me. There isn’t any such 
information and if there is it was never provided 
to me. This violates the California Department 
Rules.

When I was at ICC I informed them of the 
ambiguous classification and the violation of my 
rights. I requested access to the SDP, release to 
the GP and correction of my gang status. Their 
answer - intimidation and a move to the short 
corridor.

I have already filed an inmate appeal, but I be-
lieve I’ll have to litigate. In any event, I don’t an-
ticipate release from isolation for years to come. 
Like I said, all bad news!

Did you receive the drawing I sent you? I never 
received my book you sent. I’ll write a better let-
ter in the future.

April 16, 2013

Thank you sooo very much for sending me a 
copy of the book cover. It looks great!!  I never 
received the book. I don’t know what the prob-
lem was but I would not exclude any possible act 
(lost in mail, stolen, etc). All I do know is that 
I’m sad for being deprived of the experience of 
seeing it, especially because so much work and 
love was put into creating it.

It’s like when I took the picture at the beginning 
of this year and I received all the great copies of 
it from you. I sent out at least 20 copies to family 
and friends but I have not heard from any of the 
people they were sent to, even after receiving let-
ters from some of them. Mail sometimes gets lost 
or doesn’t reach its destination. I believe any-
thing is possible that results in its disappearance. 
But, I don’t believe in the actual act of disappear-
ance.

I want you to know you put me into a most 
precarious situation. Most of the guys here in my 
environment have and receive picures of their 
and their loved ones’ pets, pit bulls, German

March 26, 2013 (continued)

You had me laughing out loud. I ended up sitting 
in my cell alone laughing to myself out loud and 
the guys around me started asking if I’m losing 
my mind hearing jokes in my head or talking to 
the walls (smile). I was laughing about you and 
your garden work. I laughed because after I do a 
vigorous exercise work out, the following day(s) 
I’ll be extremely sore and stiff. But, the sounds 
that come out of my mouth are animal in nature 
- pain. Please promise me that when your garden 
blooms you’ll take pictures. Do you have any 
bird feeders hanging, like humming bird sweet-
eners or wind chimes?

Sheila, you asked me if I could tell you what 
happened the night of the crime for which I was 
convicted. Yes. I’ll tell you everything I know. 
Just remember, what I know is based on my un-
derstanding as gained via reading the transcripts 
and participating in the court proceedings. The 
night of the crime I was in an alchoholic black-
out state. I don’t personally remember anything 
surrounding most of that day. Sounds crazy but 
it’s true.

On the night or early morning hours of De-
cember 23, 1978, Julian Encinia (aka Indio) 
was involved in a fist fight with the state’s wit-
ness (Flaco). Indio suffered three stab wounds 
of a superficial nature, one fatal resulting in his 
death. My co-defendant (co-de) and I were ar-
rested, convicted and sentenced for the crime. 
I was given a fifteen-to-life sentence, my co-de 
received a sixteen-to-life sentence, an extra year 
for the weapon allegation. 

The following story per trial transcripts, led up 
to the crime. Early the same day, as stated above, 
Flaco came to my home. I was out in the front 
yard cutting the neighbor’s hair (10 a.m.). We 
were drinking some beers and through casual 
conversation Flaco told me Indio was calling 
him a police informant. At approximately 1:30 
a.m. Flaco, myself, and Indio came together at 
the apartment complex where both Flaco and 
Indio lived.

Flaco testified I told him “we” were going to get 
something straightened out. Flaco was referring 
to Indio calling him an informant. He testified 
that I told him to call Indio out of his apartment 
so that both could go behind the apartment 

complex and engage in a fist fight. Flaco stated 
he told me he and Indio had alreadly settled 
their differences but that I gestured to my waist 
area as though I possessed a weapon if he did not 
fight. They fought exchanging one punch each 
before Flaco was kicked and quiet. 

At this point Indio allegedly stepped on co-de’s 
foot, resulting in him being stabbed. Flaco testi-
fied that Indio fell to the ground and was stabbed 
several more times. Indio then jumped up and 
ran between a small opening separating the front 
of the cars from the apartment building with my 
co-de in persuit. Flaco testified I walked around 
the back of the cars to a location Indio could 
emerge from in his efforts to escape. He testified 
Indio slipped and fell to the ground at which 
point I reached down and picked him up in a full 
Nelson and that my co-de ran up and stabbed 
him again. Flaco testified we, me and co-de, then 
switched resuting in co-de holding Indio in full 
Nelson and Flaco sees hand movement from me. 
It was at this point that everyone left the area.

There are other versions of the story of the 
crime. I only include the most direct evidence 
against me. I cleaned it up in the clearest inter-
pretation as possible for comprehension. If there 
is anything else you’d like to know, let me know.

Bad news. These people (at the classification 
hearing today) took no action on my housing 
status because my records were inadequately 
presented/documented (meaning I am classified 
as a gang member rather than a gang associate). 
I clarified and articulated the necessary issues of 
concern and was told my classification would be 
looked into. I’ll stay on top of it, but efficiency is 
not a characteristic I would associate with this 
place. So, I’m going to initiate an inmate appeal 
just to stay in the ears of those responsible for 
making the decisions. I’ll keep you in the loop. 

See you in my dreams,
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serts off my tray (deal!!). I was thinking of your 
cats. You can share them with them (smile).I 
better close this short story. I know you are busy. 
Please know you are, day and night, thought of. 
Thank you for sharing your kindness and gener-
ous spirit with me. See you in my dreams.

Sempre Contigo,

May 6, 2013

I’m still amazed with the story you told me relat-
ing to the death of your mother and how the 
image of the owl appeared flying towards you 
within a window frame. What a great memory to 
experience and share at the time of your mother’s 
passing. How lucky were you? I, emotionally, 
spiritually and mentally see a lot of love in that 
experience.

When I was a kid, I don’t remember how young 
I was, I used to have recurring nightmares. (I be-
lieved they were nightmares back then). I was in 
a house being hurtled through nothingness into 
space. I cannot remember anything in the home 
except a large vase and plant. Unexpectedly, the 
door would fly open and I would feel myself be-
ing expelled into space...Bam! I’d wake up.

I had this dream so long that in my adulthood, 
I can still recall it vividly. It was only years 
later when I began to believe and understand 
dreams were subconscious thoughts made up 
and jumbled into other memories with associ-
ated properties that I no longer consider it a 
nightmare. I now believe my dream was a result 
of watching “The Twilight Zone.” Do you re-
call that T.V. program (cir 1960’s)? It starts out 
with objects, including a home, being hurtled 
through space. Back then, on an impressionable 
young boy’s mind, a strange phenomenon could 
provoke dream, even nightmares. It took adult 
intellectual deduction to reach the conclusion 
that dreams are not real but memories convo-
luted subconsciously.

If I could miraculously possess knowledge in any 
particular science it would be math, medicine 
and law. Math because it provides the founda-
tion to our existence. Medicine becaue it heals 
humanity and law because it prevents exploita-
tion (sometimes). 

Here’s the 411 on my father. He joined the mili-
tary when he was very young. In fact, my grand-
mother on my father’s side had to sign a permis-
sion note so he could enlist. He spent a total of 
twenty years in active duty, another twenty in 
the reserves. He was absent from our home a lot. 
In fact, my sisters and I grew up with him gone 
most of the time. We were raised by my mother 
and grandparents on mother’s side of the family.

In the mid-70s my dad retired but required years 
of readjusting to civilian life, including re-edu-
cation for employment purposes to support his 
family. My dad is a great man. He never sought 
escape from the responsibilities a man with a 
family must accept. I did not appreciate, when I 
had the chance, the opportunity to let him know 
he was my hero!

My dad did not express feelings liberally, but 
I knew he always loved me. When it became 
evident the cops were looking for me, he made 
it clear he supported me and always would. 
He never came to visit me in prison. That was 
too emotionally difficult for him to see his son 
locked in a cage. That’s the kind of pain only 
women and mothers can endure. He died physi-
cally of kidney failure, but he’ll live forever in my 
mind and heart.

I’m so sorry to read about Channa. Emphysema. 
That’s not good at all. She has to build her lung 
capacity. Please let her know I send my get well 
wishes. I used to smoke for years, non-filter 
Lucky Strikes and cigars. When I was put in the 
hole in 1986, a few years later the prison system 
stopped all smoking in isolation. A few years lat-
er they included the entire prison system. There 
is no smoking in California prisons or jails.

April 16, 2013 (continued)

shepherds, dobermen and other assorted
meat eaters, sometimes while the meat is still on 
the other creature. The guys show the pictures 
and brag about the vicious and cantankerous 
nature of their pets; all are missed. Hard-core 
criminals considered by the prison system as the 
worst of the worst. The other day I showed them 
pictures of your cats. Sheila, how can I keep my 
image of being dangerous to the world as a whole 
when I’m sending around pictures of five fat cats 
named Sam, Sally, Maxie, Paloma and Penumbra 
(LOL)? I could not baffle them with bullshit so I 
lied. I told them two were cut with lion’s blood, 
one panther, one cheetah and the last was bred 
with a Tasmanian devil. That’s my story and I’m 
sticking to it (smile).

Thanks for sending photos of your house. I don’t 
know if you are aware of this, but in most homes 
where Mexican people live, usually in one room, 
similar to your porch, a shrine is set up consist-
ing of religious artifacts and candles where some 
people put family pictures or food items. Is your 
porch set up for the same purpose? My Grand-
mother and now my mom has one of the shrines 
I just described.

My mother’s parents lived with our family for 
many years, up until their deaths. I loved having 
a big family around me. My father, a wonderful 
man, provided for all of us. Of course, I never 
understood the tremendous responsibility he ac-
cepted until today, years after his passing.

I’m getting settled into my new environment. 
Same thing as my last cell. All cells look identi-
cal, just the people are different, so I’ll have to 
acclimate to the new personalities. 

April 28, 2013

I received a letter, quite a wonderful one, from 
Margie letting me know how wonderful the sym-
posium on Long Term Solitary Confinement in 
California at Scripps College was, and in particu-
lar, how outstanding you were.

After reading Margie’s letter I was floored, I 
mean I was totally blown away!! What she did 
was allowed me to see you and all your work. 
You put my name on the brains of people in 

the free world! You made me human! For that 
I stand and hug you. I hold you in my embrace 
and whisper, thank you. I really did this in the 
dark solitude of my cell in the late hours of the 
night when everything was still and quiet. I held 
you in my arms and spoke into the imaginary 
winds swirling through the corridors of my 
mind, in that moment in the only way I knew 
how I said thank you, thank you, Sheila!

Today is Sunday, April 28th, and I have not yet 
received a copy of your (our) book. When and if 
it comes I’ll immediately let you know. 

I’m really enjoying the book The God Particle. At 
times I find it somewhat difficult to understand, 
but I’ll read it over and over again until I pick 
it up. Or I’ll simply accept the inability to do so 
and move on (smile). I do like the way Lederman 
writes, making the topic enjoyable, and the story 
humorous. Who would have thought the term 
humorous when referring to physics would be 
mentioned?

Let me tell you about my new environment. It’s 
the same (mostly) except there is one man less in 
my new pod. In my last cell and pod there was 
one cell and two men making nine men in the 
section. In the pod now everyone is single celled. 
I’m able to speak with any one of the other seven 
men in the pod through the bars, of course. Most 
people in my new environment have been in 
solitary confinement many years longer than in 
my last pod, so social communication skills are 
dwarfed and socializing limited.

Right now I’m the new kid on the block, sort of 
speaking. I bring numerous new stories from my 
adventures over the last ten years since the short 
corridor was created for the purpose of isolat-
ing those housed therein. I have tales of people, 
places and things, plus I’m getting caught up on 
all  the stories that have been developed in the 
short corridor (quid pro quo).

One of the guys here in my new pod was talking 
to some guy over the tier and I was ear hustling
He mentioned to the other guy his lady sent 
him some postcards of cats. He told the person 
he was talking to “What the hell am I going to 
do with postcards of kittens?!” He offered them 
to the other person free but the guy didn’t want 
them. I interrupted their conversation and 
offered to buy them for three Sunday night des-
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June 2, 2013

I started to learn hand signing. I’ve always 
wanted to, but this prison won’t allow us to order 
any books to show us how. These cops claim it’s 
a safety and security threat. That’s crazy, right! 
Learning  sign language is a threat to security. 
That’s the mentality of the guards. Anyways, 
a guy in my pod knows how to sign and he’s 
teaching me five words a day. I’m doing pretty 
good. I’d like to learn it so I could help others 
who cannot hear, plus, if the oppportunity ever 
comes and I’m released from the joint, it would 
be beneficial for employment. Three languages, 
English, Spanish and signing, that’s what you call 
a specialty talent (hahahahah).

I have spoken to a few people in here about 
my classification error and although they have 
admitted that my classification is wrong, none 
will take the initiative to correct the wrong. So, I 
have to pursue an inmate appeal. I’m going to file 
a 42 U.S.C. ss1983 Civil Action when I exhaust 
my appeal remedies because they violated my 
due process rights. I’ll be seeking many damages. 
It’s still a few months down the road but I have to 
follow mandatory procedures. When an inmate 
does something wrong, guards are quick to point 
it out. I think it’s only right to reciprocate. 

The guards have started their intimidation and 
harrassment tatics. It’s a process they tend to use 
for two reasons most of the time. One reason 
is the guards are in their promotional period. 
Since they are promoted from within, every time 
promotional period comes around, the promoted 
thinks he can do it better than the last one and 
tries to show his superiority and intelligence by 
telling his/her subordinate to take extra effort to 
exert authority over the low lifers (prisoners) in a 
certain manner, usually cell searching and confis-
cation of property. It’s the only avenue available 
to them.

The second intimidation is for a perceived or 
actual defiance to their authority. The hunger 
strike is a prime example. Some guards actu-
ally take it personally, as an insult, if a prisoner 
receives something comforting (i.e. sweat pants, 
additional canteen items, etc).

Many guards that start to work for the CDCR 
come in seeking only to do their jobs, but with 
the passage of time most lose the ability to think 

and feel for themselves and succumb to the 
absolute power concept of corruption. Thus, the 
mentality of intimidation and harassment. They 
are very easy to spot. Thus, the situation now is 
the guards are intimidated by others to harass 
prisoners based on both reasons, promotional 
display of superiority and intelligence (false) and 
intimidation and harassment for the upcoming 
hunger strike. 

When these guards don’t censor, and they are 
censoring anything and everything that mentions 
the hunger strike scheduled for July 8, 2013, they 
are claiming that the non-violent exercise of 
civil disobedience, by refusing to eat and remain 
locked in our cells, theatens the whole of institu-
tional security. What they are not saying is that 
it’s counterproductive to the mental, physical and 
spiritual assault on prisoners to force conformity 
and compliance.

Yesterday I heard that a person in here who is 
involved in a civil action against long term isola-
tion has asked the Federal Courts for class action 
status for all prisoners at Pelican Bay State Pris-
on. This is a different action than the one from 
the Center For Constitutional Rights (I believe). 
That means there are two or three separate civil 
claims on long term isolation at Pelican Bay.

June 9, 2013

I heard from Ellen this past week. Wow! Her 
letter was heavy. I totally enjoyed reading it. I 
shared some of her poetry with the fellows here 
in my pod. I have never written to a ballerina. 
Have you ever seen her dance?

One of the reasons I wanted to write was to let 
you know the two last books you sent me came. 
The guards will “not” let me have them  because 
they have nudity and one was not sent by a ven-
dor. I’ll have to send them back. Is there some-
where you want me to send them? I’m going to 
appeal it. But I won’t win. Cops back up cops! I’m 
going to possibly pursue it in court because these 
books are art and literature. It’s all part of the 
harassment because of the hunger strike. Thanks 
for the books, nonetheless. 

May 17, 2013

I received your letter dated 5/8. It was a very sad 
letter. The words written broke my heart. The 
words unwritten touched my soul. I cannot begin 
to imagine the sorrow and loss you feel or the 
convoluted vision for the future that’s leaving 
your heart with questions.  Words used to com-
fort have little impact on a soul confronting loss. 
Phrases designed to provide solace, such as “She’s 
no longer in pain” or “She’s in a better place” 
carry no relief or soothing attributes. What I 
absolutely and positively know without question 
is that Channa was a good woman whose physi-
cal presence will be missed but will live forever in 
our hearts. 

How can I say ‘our’ hearts when I have never met 
her. That’s easy. My world is developed through 
communication. It’s built on what others write, 
describe and impress upon my mind, heart and 
soul via correspondence. Sheila, how are you 
doing these days? I’m here if you need me, want 
to talk.

I also want to say ‘thank you.’ Despite your great 
loss, you contacted the Center for Constitutional 
Rights to add my name to the Class Action law 
suit. 

When the Hunger Strike begins the guards have 
been given orders, which they already started, 
to threaten and harrass all in the SHU and those 
who participate. For some reason they must 
believe that the little items or things we now have 
as opposed to indeterminate solitary confine-
ment matter. The CDCR propaganda machine is 
gearing up to issue mis-information. They have 
already attempted and continue to censor com-
munications coming in and going out. The strike 
is against the exact practices that CDCR is now 
exercising, confinement conditions. For some 
reason many guards and administrators believe 
it’s personal. They are wrong.

I’m returning some of the items you have sent 
me. I don’t want to have personal items in my 
cell when the strike happens. This way the guards 
can’t take anything from me that matters. Plus, 
I’m only allowed to have 40 pictures. So, I like to 
keep only that amount. It’s like I mentioned be-
fore. I’m a minimalist to avoid confiscation and 
confrontation, plus space is limited.

Thank you for the money you sent ($150.00). I 
cannot begin to let you know how much I appre-
ciate your kind and generous gift.  It will last me 
many months to come, especially since I antici-
pate the guards will deny me access to canteen 
as punishment for participation in the strike. I’ll 
stock up on cosmetics this month in hopes to 
stretch them out for months.

May 29, 2013

I wanted to send this letter your way because 
I heard about both the books of my work that 
you so eloquently put together. After over two 
months the guards finally admitted to receiving 
both books and keeping them without notifying 
me per prison rules, like they are supposed to. 
I was getting ready to start to set the groundwork 
to seek both criminal and civil charges. But, now 
that they have returned our property, I’m satis-
fied to simply send the books back. But, now you 
can see how those guards participate in criminal 
activities and have a total disregard for the rules 
and regulations that they profess to adhere to. It’s 
a telling sign as to the character and integrity of 
people claiming to have both.

Anyhow, they are charging me $15.00 to send 
them back out. I’m sending them to a few people 
who will enjoy reading them. I regret I am not 
going to be able to see them, and the guys here 
in my pod feel the same way. Everyone wanted to 
read them. 

Oh, the reasons they told me I couldn’t have 
them are: “The book violated CCR Title 15, 
Division 3, Section 3378)C((8)(B) Tattoos and 
symbols as it depicts gang symbols in drawing 
format; Section 30069(C)(15)(A)(17)(A)(B)1,2 
as it shows a drawing of exposed female breasts; 
Section 3139(A)(1)(B) correspondence between 
inmates; and Section 3006(C)(3) contraband…” I 
was told some of the pages referenced were pages 
73, 94 and 115.  Because I know that these guards 
can make some of the claims stick, I’m sending 
the books out. 

But, even though I cannot have them, I’m ex-
tremely proud of you and honored by what you 
did. I am in print and people can now read about 
my life from a world intentionally kept secret to 
escape condemnation. You gave me relevance 
and I am thankful. 
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visual stimulation and curiosity. The character is 
reflected in its age and primitive appearance. The 
shots themselves are crystal clear. Thank you for 
sharing all of them with me. I shared them with 
everyone in the pod. All liked them. Imagine 
this. Eight convicted prisoners talked over the 
tier about camera lenses for almost an hour. 
Usually our topics are violent, sexually graphic or 
nostalgic (smile). The reflected light and colors 
in the lenses are celestial images of wonder. But 
the shots are much more than that. They are 
“Eyes Examining Eyes”. Here’s looking at you.

June 24, 2013

This place intentionally seeks out ways to harass 
and irritate free people in the free world, because 
it upsets the goal of Pelican Bay to deprive us 
in all forms and fashions. I know this talk may 
sound extreme but it’s absolutely true. Example: 
the guards’ actions already have you questioning 
how you send me books. You think only Amazon 
books get in, but in truth, I’m allowed to receive 
publications from “any” vender, publisher, book 
store, etc. And, I’m allowed to receive any book 
with artistic, political or literary value. But, these 
guards deny hundreds of books a year because a 
lot of prisoners do not know their rights or how 
to litigate. Me, I know both. I’m going to sue. 
These guards disallowed one of the books be-
cause they said it was not sent from a store. And 
the Frida Kahlo book because of nudity.  

I have been waiting for a case like this. I only 
have to exhaust my administrative remedies first 
which will take several months before I can file. 
They said the Pasada book didn’t come from a 
book store. They denied it because they said it 
was sent via a third party. I’ll keep you in the 
loop.

As for sending me more books, don’t. Right now 
I have three books I need to read that you sent 
me. I’m only allowed to have ten books total. 
And now that the hunger strike is coming these 
guards are going to take any extra property we 
have including books. If I have to choose, I’ll 
need to keep my legal books before leisure books 
and I don’t appreciate the fact that if I lose the 
books without reading them, it means I have cost 
you money, hard earned money. That will make 

me feel bad! Yesterday, I received the book The 
Dancing Wu Li Master by Gary Zukov. I’m look-
ing forward to reading it. Plus, I’m still reading 
The God Particle (good book). So, please hold off 
on sending any new books for a while.

Years ago I sent Margie art from many different 
artists, but the guards gave me and all the other 
artists disciplinary reports saying we were par-
ticipating in gang activity. All of us lost property 
rights, privileges and good time credits towards 
sentence reduction.

I’ve been working with some environmental 
images. I read this art book John Swanson sent 
me. It was a story about a man who worked with 
pastels. I found it interesting, so I tried a few. 
What do you think? In all my years drawing this 
is the first time I believe I’ve created art. Give me  
your opinion. 

Remember why I asked you to send me some 
postcards? I’m hearing that these people are 
going to censor all outgoing mail that addresses 
the daily events about the activities taking place 
in here. Did you know that prisoners have been 
dying and suffering illness from being housed 
in prisons in the Central Valley from a disease 
called Valley Fever. The courts have ordered the 
Department of Corrections to transfer thousands 
of prisoners out of these joints, but, of course, the 
prison system is fighting it.

Guards up here were told they had to walk the 
tiers every 30 minutes to verify that prisoners  
are not killing themselves. The guards, disgrun-
tled at having to walk the tiers, have been calling
in sick or using other forms to lessen staff pres-
ence. As a result we’re only getting three days of 
yard a week, the rest, cell time. I shower every 
72 hours. If the guards saying they need more 
guards in the SHU can be corrected by lessening 
the SHU population, the lack of staff during the 
strike will only put additional pressure on CDCR 
for prisoners’ release from the SHU.

It is an interesting suggestion you made about 
writing down the stories of some of the fellows 
in my pod. I don’t believe that would be possible. 
Guys here in the SHU are extremely protec-
tive about their personal lives and even more so 
when it comes to their emotions. And, as you 

June 17, 2013

Do people at PBSP know that  a major hunger 
strike is scheduled for the 8th of July that may 
turn into a nation-wide event? It certainly gives 
rise to the question why American prisoners 
throughout the United States would starve them-
selves to death.

Those who decided to die at PBSP are remark-
able people. The prison will force feed them. 
What happens from there, who knows! Condi-
tions of indeterminate solitary confinement have 
to end. If all that’s left for a man who has had 
everything taken is the form of death he chooses, 
then he has, at the very least, to take back control 
of his life, even in surrendering to it.

You asked if I take vitamins. No, not for many 
many years. The prison used to give me multi-
vitamins with a doctor’s prescription. I was 
receiving a Multi-Vitamin “C” and ”E” until the 
medical department budget was cut, along with 
my prescription. The canteen does sell us a Multi 
“C” and ”E” but they are very expensive. Like 
health cost on the street, not everyone has access 
to what is good for them.

You wrote about your recent visit to Coach-
ella Valley with a group of architects. You were 
seeking to improve the lives of migrant work-
ers. 110F, damn, Sheila, that’s boiling weather. 
I hope you drank a lot of water. To live in that 
weather one has to acclimate one’s self. What did 
the people you were working with think about 
immigration reform being considered by Wash-
ington? Did you talk to any of them about this 
topic?  Have any of the parks been completed as 
of yet, or are they works in progress? I’ve heard 
of the Salton Sea before but I didn’t realize it was 
soooo polluted and incapable of sustaining life. 
Can the lake be restored?

That brings us to dyslexia. I wouldn’t know if I 
did or didn’t have it unless there is some way to 
make the determination in my cell. You’re right, 
Sheila, learning was hard for me in my younger 
days. I never understood why. Now that I’m 
older, it’s easier. 

Thanks so much for sending me copies of some 
of your lens scans. Great work!! I noticed all the 

images on the lenses are vertical. Have you ever 
developed an image with horizontal colors? Does 
the copy machine print mechanism always move 
from left to right?

At first when I considered your creation I did 
so as a man… I know, what the hell does that 
mean? It means, instead of looking at your im-
ages in an artistic appreciation for the aesthetic 
qualities, I tried to figure out how it worked as 
opposed to what was developed. 

I asked myself, was it the light from the printer 
reflecting off the lens or was it the light produced 
in a prism separated through white light creating 
a spectrum of color reflected in an image. Yes, it 
could have been a light spectrum. But your work 
is a lot more than that. It’s human curiosity con-
verted into action. It’s visual beauty created by 
cerebral contemplation. It’s knowledge developed 
with application generated over time.

Sheila, I recognize your highly developed photo-
graphic skills which justifies the term artist when 
applied to you. Your pictures are Wow! Why 
are the colors reflected in the lenses different? I 
noticed on one photograph identified as Tokina 
24/40 F 2.8 the color image is not in conformity. 
The colored image is green at the bottom, but 
non-existent at the top. This makes me question 
if it  is, indeed, a light spectrum reflected, since 
the color is present below the lens but not part 
of the lens. The color is not equally distributed. 
Could that be a result of light introduced be-
neath any colors.

The clarity of the refractions vary. Are you using 
the same machine or different ones? If it is the 
same machine, do you think the images would 
vary on separate machines? I love the way you 
shot the depictions on a completely black back-
ground and a white border. It draws the eye into 
the intricacies captured by the image. The letters, 
numbers and textures of metal, rubber and glass, 
including the imperfections, like the way the 
circular design of Zeiss Ikon color pantar 2.8/50 
F.16 is off center. Specifically the upper and lower 
circulation is higher/lower than the sides, unlike 
the other shots.

But, of course, it is the Turner Reich Anastigmat 
10.5 circuit camera F.15 that provides the most 



102 103

to have a work slow down. What happens is 
guards call in sick so the union can say there are 
not enough guards present to ensure safety and 
security of staff. So, the prison locks down. The 
guards do this to aggravate the prisoner popula-
tion so prisoners raise hell and the guards’ bosses 
change the policy leveled against the guards. 
But this time no prisoner is complaining, so the 
lockdown continues.

Tomorrow things will probably be denied to all 
prisoners! All the men are ready and the tone of 
the prison is already changing. We just ate our 
last meal at 5:00 p.m. A lot of the men received 
visits during the last three days, a lot of family 
tears. Everyone needs to be strong.

You asked me whether my lights are on in my 
cell 24 hours a day. No. My cell has a sensor 
touch light switch that I can turn on or off any-
time I wish. The guard does have a switch that 
allows him to control it when he wants. Some 
prisons don’t have the option like PBSP. As far as 
complete darkness, no. There is always a light on 
to give illumination to the cells.

There are cells within cells used for disciplin-
ary reasons where lights are left on all day or off 
in darkness, depending on which one is more 
punishable. 

July 18, 2013

Its 6:00 a.m. and things are still unusually quiet 
here in the block as a result of the hunger strike. 
I assume all the blocks are the same. The only 
sounds heard are the keys, locks and guns of the 
guards as they change shifts.

Men are often moving around by this time of 
the morning, preparing for the day ahead. Some 
would even be doing their exercise, wishing to 
complete before breakfast is distributed. That’s 
not the situation this morning, the tenth day of 
the hunger strike. It’s still quiet, silently eerie. 
An uneasy restraint lingers over the undisturbed 
stale air all of us have been breathing since lock 
down has been implemented. 

We were told there are not enough staff to run 
our programs in the prison. If this is, in fact, the 
case, it would be because the guards are engaged 
in their own type of strike, usually referred to as 

a “green out”. The guards must be riding the back 
of the hunger strikers to make conditions worse 
inside the walls as leverage tool for their union 
demands of work conditions.

Right now the issues facing the prison system 
here in California are: 30,000 inmates going on 
hunger strike July 8th; The Federal Court is-
sued an order directing the California Director 
to remove approximately 3,000 inmates from 
a prison in Central Valley susceptible to Valley 
Fever, where several inmates have died already; a 
Federal ruling by the court that indicated mental 
and medical provisions provided to inmates 
through out the California prison system do 
not meet constitutional standards and must be 
corrected; and finally, the United States Supreme 
Court declared California prisons are over-
crowded in violation of the cruel and unusual 
punishment amendment and must release 10,000 
prisoners. Then, of course, the last we read in the 
newspaper, our governor (Brown) was going on 
vacation.

Let me tell you what’s happening with the books 
you sent me but the guards refused to deliver. 
I filed an Inmate Appeal. The first was heard at 
the first level today (there are three levels total) 
relating to the book Posada: Prints of Mexico. I 
was told by the prison authorities the book was 
sent from a home. I was shown a Google pic-
ture of the alleged home. It could have been any  
home. I was told the box the book arrived in did 
not have the same name on it as the name of the 
owner of the  home and since it was sent from a 
home it was not an approved vendor. Thus, it was 
denied as third party mail. Inmates in the SHU 
are not allowed third party mail here at PBSP.

The second book, Frieda Kahlo, was denied 
because somewhere in the book a female breast 
was shown. That does not, in itself, justify denial. 
It’s only the prison retaliating against strikers. 
What I’d like to know, could/would you be able 
to pull and send me the front and back covers of 
the book without having to purchase it a sec-
ond time? I ask because if I litigate I’ll need it to 
demonstrate the book has either literary, politi-
cal, educational or artistic value. If it does, I’m 
allowed to have it. 

I heard today on the news that numerous indi-
viduals identified as strike leaders have suffered 
retaliatory actions by the guards here. I believe 

June 24, 2013 (continued) 

know, all the stories in the world carry no value 
or interest without personal emotions. In my 
world emotional disclosure indicates vulnerabil-
ity, to be used as a weapon against the discloser. 
As a result stories of any significance would be 
muffled. This is surprising because all the men 
will at some point disclose, inadvertently, inti-
mate details of their lives. These details have to 
be caught over years.

June 30, 2013

I thought I would tell you about an article 
recently published in the local newspaper here 
in Del Norte County. There’s a local newspaper 
called The Triplicate. It usually published favor-
able articles on the prison and its guards, papers 
that have always been allowed into the prison - 
until now.

On the 22nd of this month the paper began to run 
a 4 part series on Pelican Bay State Prison called 
Life in the SHU. The paper decided to run the  
story(s) because of all the recent litigation taking 
place surrounding the torturous conditions of 
solitary confinement now coming to light and all 
of us who have been so confined for decades.
A guy in my pod gets the paper usually. But not 
now. The prison has disallowed the local paper to 
be delivered to the subscribers while the articles 
are running. They assert that the new paper 
articles promote gang activity and incite disor-
der in the prison. Again, it’s the prison’s attempt 
to censor the hunger strike on July 8th.You may 
want to read it off the internet at www.triplicate.
com to see what the article is saying.

The guys made me dessert, a giant honey bun 
with icing purchased from the canteen. It has 
830 calories. A chocolate bar was melted on the  
light and slathered over the top with peanuts 
and trail-mix. It must have been more than 2000 
calories completed – delicious. I ate it and read 
my birthday cards. It was a great day (smile). 

One of the guys drew me a card that everyone 
signed. He’s only beginning to learn how to draw. 
I read what everyone wrote, then tore it up and 
flushed it. These guards would use it as gang 
activity against me. What the guards say is if I 
know, talk or have any names, that shows I have 

the same gang ideology, they can use it to keep 
me and others in solitary confinement units, so 
the prisons can get more money. 

July 8, 2013

My social skills are practically non-existent and 
my only interaction is with convicted criminals 
and guards, both who care not for me or my 
emotional existence. You and our correspond-
ing is a social experiment in some form. For the 
record, you have enlightened and helped me be 
more forthcoming with my personal feelings.
In prison men lose individuality and discard 
exchange of personal information. Those of us in 
isolation become reclusive, sequestered in our se-
clusion. Because of you, this abnormality has lost 
its grip on me, more so than if you were not in 
my life. So, why did I write all the above. It was 
to say this. I’m a man. I will eventually stick my 
foot in my mouth. Accept my sincerest apologies 
in advance (smile).

What made you decide to do the 28 days of 
silent meditation? Whatever the reason(s) I can 
understand the therapeutic power of silent walk-
ing. Like you, I often walk back and forth in my 
cell for hours reflecting and thinking on my life 
and future. Although you did it in silence, I do it 
listening to music but with the same outcome, a 
more peaceful mind. Sheila, I hope you’ve made 
peace with your past.

You have and do wear many hats. I’m talking 
about the portable SHU cell you constructed in 
your living room. When I told all the guys about 
what you did every one of them said thank you, 
not only for your hard work in constructing the 
cell, but also for supporting us in our struggle for 
solitary confinement release. I want to say a spe-
cial thank you. You’re my light house in the dark.

Here in the SHU we have access to only West-
ern medicine and it’s under Federal receivership 
because its deficient. The courts have ruled it 
violates the Federal Constitution under the Cruel 
and Unusual  clause. Each visit to the medical 
department here is risky.

Margie was right when she told you we were in 
lock down. The guards don’t like the fact that the 
bosses told them to walk the tiers every 30 min-
utes instead of twice in eight hours. They decided 
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A lot of the guys have been seeing attorneys since 
the strike has begun, so some information is 
coming in. Plus, because of where these guards 
have housed me, I’m getting a lot more exchange 
of the ins and outs. But, that also means that I’m 
able to make wiser decisions surrounding my 
existence, and that’s always good. 

If there is something I could be more descrip-
tive, let me know. A lot of us are struggling to 
change our ‘torturous’ situation in a peaceful and 
non-violent fashion by subjecting our minds and 
bodies to turmoil and disorder, possibly death. 
We know the consequences of our actions and 
the reality it may result in. We know we cannot 
depend on the dogs that confine us to do what 
is proper and correct based on history. Your 
continued support and all in the free world who 
have contacted our state representatives on our 
behalf, we thank you for your voices. Our voices 
have been denied, censored and extinguished by 
our captors. Thank you for being my voice, and 
all your support. 

As for the last two books you sent me, I’m         
appealing the denials, and hope to get the deci-
sions to deny me the books reversed. If I ulti-
mately lose my appeals, I will be sending them to 
you. I just don’t want to give up yet.

I read the part of your letter about Governor 
Brown and his refusal to release 10,000 more in-
mates. Crazy, isn’t it. He said the prison system is 
in good shape when prisoners are dying of Valley 
Fever, killing themselves from mental problems 
from confinement in solitary, and are dying from 
lack of proper medical care. I believe the stub-
bornness of Brown is economic; less prisoners 
means less prison guards, less political back-
ing, less union dues, less money in California’s 
economy. Prisoners are money and California’s 
economy for the last 20 years has been driven 
‘somewhat’ by the expansion of the correctional 
‘system’. He’s getting pressure by the union for the 
guards, so he plays politics with human life. 

I am impressed by Vipassana Meditation tech-
niques you described. The three step process 
including and incorporating the sitting process 
using very precise movements sounds inter-
esting. I understand it. I have and do practice 
transcendental meditation, have for years. The 
step and sitting process using precision means  
of mind focusing for the purpose of tubular 

thought, is similar to mantras (words or sounds) 
to focus tubular thought. A lot of prisoners here 
in the SHU practice meditation in hopes of re-
taining sanity. Some win, other’s don’t.

August 11, 2013

A man who was living in the Pod with me has 
been kidnapped by the guards and shipped to Ad 
Seg, for the purpose of severing possible commu-
nications he may have with other prisoners and 
interruption of his mail, thus affecting outside 
contact. The Pod has been completely restocked 
with different men, much younger than I (smile). 
I shared the pictures with them and the articles. 
All were impressed and thank you.

I’m doing better these days. I’m off the fast. 
My internal system could no longer do it, but I 
gave it a good showing. I’m now in rejuvenation 
mode. I lost almost 20 lbs. Nutrisystem doesn’t
have anything on the Pelican Bay hunger strike 
diet (smile).  I was taken off the medical re-
feeding program and put back on regular meals. 
I was on re-feeding for a few days. My meals 
were limited in portion size so as to not shock 
my system. Too many specific types of food too 
fast after the body has been deprived can cause 
death. So I was very careful about what I ate and 
how much. My physical strength is diminished 
but increasingly, now I’m going at it again. 

I’ve been hearing about the false numbers the 
CDCR has been putting out relating to how 
many prisoners remain on the hunger strike. You 
mentioned 100. You need to be very skeptical 
about anything you hear from the CDCR, espe-
cially if it comes from people educated on how to 
lie and use words to shroud the truth. To use an 
old Bush phrase, “It’s fuzzy math”.

Example: The prison system is saying that only 
100 original hunger strikers remain. That means 
on August 11th, of the 30,000 strikers, 100 now 
remain. But, the hunger strike is running in 
waves. Hundreds began after July 11th, but the 
prison is not mentioning them in an attempt to 
give the appearance it’s almost over. 

I live in a block that hasn’t been cleaned since 
July 11th. No prisoner is working in the SHU. But 
CDCR won’t tell you that because SHU prisoners 
who clean are not counted as workers. Even

July 18, 2013 (continued)

they transferred several prisoners to other 
prisons and are now threatening to transfer ad-
ditional prisoners in an attempt to disrupt the 
solidarity of the strike. It’ll fail. Many prisoners 
are now discussing going on and others getting 
back on because of the prison authorities actions. 

What I don’t understand is what the prison states 
it intends to do about the problem. No one in a 
position of authority has the intelligence to initi-
ate a program to let guys out of the hole NOW!!. 
The guards’ union is crying to the courts stating 
the guards are afraid if we are let out of the SHU. 
I wonder why!!

July 30, 2013

I read the pages enclosed providing information 
on the hunger strike. Very informative. I was 
surprised that the articles were allowed in, par-
ticularly since this place has been intentionally 
been censoring any paper coming into the prison 
that mentions the strike. The administration is 
of the belief that lack of information will weaken 
our resolve. Boy, are they wrong!

So, let me tell you everything I know up to today 
about the strike and what those of us still on the 
strike are feeling and thinking. As of this morn-
ing we discovered over 500 men are still refusing 
to eat. The number varies because of the prison’s 
propaganda machine. I can not tell you how 
many in the short corridor where I’m housed, 
but I can tell you everyone in my pod is involved 
(8 men).

We often discuss and exchange information 
between each other monitoring our health and 
state of mind. We’re watching out for each other 
as best we can. We also provide each other the 
daily support to continue the strike. Last week 
the guards moved a lot of men here into the 
short corridor in an attempt to isolate those of 
us still on the strike and those who have gotton 
off. In doing so we were given a foundation of 
mutual support.

As of today the guards have separated 14 prison-
ers who they believe are the leaders, by placing 
them into ad sec (administrative segregation). 
Also, numerous prisoners have required medical 

attention and intravenous rehydration. Prisoners 
are now starting to require medical intervention 
daily. Some of the guys taken to medical are pro-
vided by the doctor with Gatorade drinks. The 
average weight loss for the guys my pod is 23-25 
lbs. I don’t know how much I’ve lost, because I 
have not gone to medical, by choice.

The guards are now running the yards and show-
ers somewhat regularly, but I don’t want to take 
the walk, as is the case with most of the guys in 
my pod. Most of us suffer headaches. For this, 
the prison gives us two fixes of Gatorade a day. 
We all suffer from stomach cramps and muscle 
contractions and spasms.  Some no longer do. 
After numerous days of striking, our stomachs 
no longer react to lack of food until, of course, 
one drinks water. Then it starts all over again. All 
of us suffer forgetful bouts, dizziness and light- 
headedness.

The above might answer the reason for my for-
getting your wonderful letter mentioning your 
meeting Connie (mother of another man in the 
SHU) and the pictures of the Norwalk meeting. 
Yes, I shared your photos with everyone in the 
pod. We were all very impressed. I’m so proud 
of you and all the other people in the free world 
that support us. We need it because these guards 
got it in their minds that this strike is a personal 
attack on them, which could not be further from 
the truth. It’s about the torturous conditions 
of confinement imposed on us, which is not a 
part of our prison sentence. Our punishment 
for alleged crimes we committed to be sent to 
prison was the loss of our freedom, not torture 
while in prison; many guards don’t undertand 
that because they are told by other guards who 
have developed courage as a result of locked steel 
doors, that it’s Blue against Green. 

You might know this but there is actually a gang 
developed in the prison system made up of 
prison guards. And since almost all promotions 
are from within the lower ranks, the promotion 
becomes, or I should say has become, a ‘systemic’ 
criminal chain of command. Thus, the green 
outs and the lack of replacement. Instead, we’re 
locked down. And now the guards have filed a 
motion to the Federal Courts begging the courts 
not to let prisoners out. I found this out because 
one of the  guys in a federal lawsuit lives here in 
my pod. I read all the documents filed in that 
action.
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Bad news. I wrote you that the guard had moved 
a new guy into my Pod who is a good artist. Well, 
they took him to ad seg because he was on the 
hunger strike, soooo I won’t be able to get my 
hands on any of his art to send to you.

You asked me “Who are the greens?” “Who are 
the blues?” Guards wear green; prisoners wear 
blue.

August 25, 2013

Today is Sunday. I’m doing well, My heath is 
good. I feel completely recovered from my 
participation in the hunger strike. I’m feeling as 
though I should consider getting back on it.  I’ve 
been hearing that a lot of people are considering 
this same direction in support of those who have 
continuously been on it almost fifty days so far. 
Bobby Sands, a man who became quite famous 
for being on a hunger strike from Ireland in 
protest against the British government died after 
66 days.

I think what would be beneficial to our cause is 
a letter-writing campaign to California senators 
in Washington and the President mentioning 
names gathered from the community in sup-
port of the hunger strikers attached to a letter 
outlining how CDCR is depriving and torturing 
prisoners peacefully exercising their civil rights 
by increasing isolation and sensory depriva-
tion of strikers, denying visits with family and 
attorneys, suspending inmate programming, and 
attempting to criminalize people in the commu-
nity utilizing an overbroad security threat group 
classification, etc., etc., predominantly against 
people of color (50% Latinos, 30% black, 15% 
white, 5% other in the SHU). 

Things are not getting better here at Pelican 
Bay in the SHU. The administrators are trying 
to break the strike in every form possible. The 
threats are daily. Prisoners are told to eat or 
be sent to ad seg where they are denied TV or 
radio. In ad seg a prisoner is completely isolated 
behind solid steel doors with three separate locks 
within a concrete cell twice as small as the cell 
in the SHU. No visual stimulation or sound can 
penetrate the extreme solitary. More people kill 
themselves in ad seg than anywhere else in the 
prison system.

Because guards are calling in sick as a form of 
work stoppage, trying to get more money and 
less responsibilities in their job description, 
prisoners in ad seg are only getting out of the 
cells once every seven to nine days to a cage            
surrounded by sheets of steel blocking their view. 
These are all added tortures heaped upon hunger 
strikers and threats on prisoners who might 
participate in the hunger strike. Still many are 
considering going back on, myself included. 

August 31, 2013

You asked why I was not moved to ad seg with 
all the others in my Pod? Yes. You remember 
that I mentioned to you that the strike is a wave, 
people getting on, others getting off. When the 
strike began on July 8th, I didn’t begin. I waited 
five days, then began. Because the guys had five 
extra days they were moved. Or, at least that’s 
what I think was the reason. Did any of the other 
guys in my pod stop their hunger strike? Yes, 
some have.  The reason I know this is because 
I’ve heard they were not moved back to the SHU 
if they were still on the strike. I believe they 
would still be in ad seg. Others are still on it and 
I’m very concerned for their health. It’s been a 
long time with no food; I expect death soon. 

You are also correct when you wrote, “Do you 
think I was not moved because I came off the 
strike.” Yes, that is the reason I was not ultimately 
moved. The moves to ad seg were retaliatory in 
nature, plain and simple. The prison is saying it’s 
for medical reasons, but the medical facilities in 
the SHU and ad seg are equal. It’s not because 
guards are keeping a closer watch on those in ad 
seg. In fact, those in ad seg are physically viewed 
less than those of us in the SHU. It’s strictly en-
hanced isolation and punishment. In fact, those 
men believed by the CDCR to have initiated the 
strike are isolated from all prisoners and housed 
in an environment hostile to their obvious medi-
cal needs. They are suffering ‘extremely’ at the 
hands of our oppressors! I don’t like to feel hate, 
but it’s hard not to.

When a man has been denied even the little he 
possesses, or been threatened beyond fear, or 
suffered injury so he no longer feels pain, there is 
nothing left except to fight or die. “Its better 
to die on your feet than to live on your knees” 
(Emiliano Zapata).

August 11, 2013 (continued)

fewer prisoners are going to the prison canteen 
spending their money, all in support of hunger 
strikers. Prisoners are taken to the hospital daily 
but CDCR won’t report that. Pelican Bay is ship-
ping most hunger strikers to medical prison fa-
cilities, so soon Pelican Bay will announce there 
are only a couple of hunger strikers left at Pelican 
Bay to give the impression the strike is over, 
without mentioning strikers are now in hospi-
tals at other prisons. Several more people in my 
block began the hunger strike today. It’s the wave. 
Deception, propaganda, and misdirection are the 
administration’s daily activities. The guard that 
gave misdirection in the 2011 hunger strike was 
given a commendation for his work.   

One last thing. Are you aware I filed an appeal on 
the denial allowing me to receive two books you 
sent me (Frieda Kahlo and Posada Prints). I don’t 
believe I’ll succeed on the appeal, so I’m going to 
send them to you. I’ll let you know when. 

August 18, 2013

Last night I was given three of your postcards 
and one letter. The guards must be holding my 
mail for some reason(s). When they do that it 
takes more time to reach my hands. This most 
recent correspondence seems to have been held 
approximately ten days or so. The postcards were 
delivered to me at night (9:00 p.m.) and the side 
of the card as well as the attached postage was 
torn off. That means the cards were investigated 
for drugs. I have been told that prisoners some-
times try to smuggle drugs into the prison by 
concealing something beneath the postage stamp 
or opening the layers of a card and putting drugs 
between the layers and resealing the paper. So, 
when these rocket scientists shred a post card, in 
most cases it is for that purpose. Unfortunately, 
that also delays delivery.

O.K., let me write about something I’m embar-
rassed about. I’m such a socially stunted indi-
vidual. The book. You made more copies so you 
could send one to my mom. I had the two you 
sent me up here that the guards wouldn’t let in 
and instead of sending one to my own mother, I 
sent both to other people. I shouldn’t have done 
that but my mind works in prison time and 
space. It’s as if I cannot think of anything outside 

these walls that have become my existence. 
The last thing I ever wanted to do is become 
burdensome to you or anyone I hold in my heart. 
Sheila, I could not even remember to send a 
book to my own mother! What does that say 
about me?

Let me answer some of the questions you asked 
or wanted clarification on in your letter. You 
asked me what is the difference between my pod 
and the short corridor. My pod is where my cell 
is located. Example: The SHU consists of two 
facilities, “C” and “D”; “C” facility has twelve
 blocks, “D” has ten; “D” facility has two corri-
dors (long hallways), the long and the short. The 
long corridor has six blocks (5-10), the short cor-
ridor has 4 blocks (1-4). Each block has six pods 
within it (A-F); each pod has eight cells, 4 upper 
and 4 lower. Each cell holds one prisoner. 

The short corridor has been designated by the 
gang unit here at PBSP as the location to house 
all the prisoners the Administrators believe are 
gang members or involved in gang activity. By 
isolating all prisoners believed to be involved in 
gang activity in the short corridor, the guards 
believe they can concentrate their attention more 
directly on mail, visits, and interaction with 
the prisoners housed in the smaller corridors. 
That’s why the prison is telling everyone that the 
hunger strike is gang motivated. It’s because the 
strike may have been initiated in the short cor-
ridor and since the prison holds the position that 
all in the short corridor are gang members or 
involved in gang activity based on administrative 
determination and classifications, the strike must 
also be gang motivated.

I’m classified as a gang member of the Mexican 
Mafia, but I’m not. Just because they say I am 
doesn’t make it true, and that’s the case with 
thousands of California prisoners held for an 
indeterminate length of time in solitary confine-
ment. What is not mentioned is CDCR gets more 
money for each prisoner kept in the SHU and 
more guards are hired because more guards are 
needed to run the SHU than main lines. More 
guards mean more union dues which means 
more political power to buy state representa-
tives to pass pro-prison issues. Something to 
take notice of. Now that the states are short of 
money, SHU prisoners are not so dangerous that 
the SHU population cannot be reduced, which is 
cheaper.
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The strike ended 9-5-13. The world knows about 
PBSP’s SHU, how United States prisoners have 
been treated and the absolute cruelty of indeter-
minate solitary confinement. Many men have 
been able to gauge their fortitude and test their 
resolve. In actual itemization, the three strike 
prisoners have gained the following: we can now 
take a photograph once a year for loved ones; 
order cold weather clothing and undergarments; 
obtain correspondence college courses; art 
supplies; TV/radio communication appliances; 
additional canteen and annual package items; 
stationary supplies; recreational equipment; 
increased visiting; cups, bowls and calendars; a 
phone call once a year; new release policy from 
the SHU; no SHU based solely on alleged gang 
association or membership; legislative hearings 
on SHU placement procedures; legislative hear-
ings on indeterminate SHU placement, etc., etc. 

We have yet to be provided with regular pro-
graming. The guards are trying to get more 
money ($75,000 per year new) for less work and 
responsibilities. Brown has approved overtime so 
guards miss a day of regular pay and then come 
back and work a regular shift and overtime, 
making twice as much money. Of course, the 
money is supplied by the tax payer and denial 
of state funds to other state-funded institutions. 
Organized theft. 

September 11, 2013

Thanks so much for sending a beautiful photo-
graph of a crop circle created by the male puffer 
fish on the ocean floor. You also put the sweet 
scented perfume that resulted in my having my 
nose stuck to your letter two days now (smile). 
How cool is the crop circle design? Extremely 
artistic and very creative. 

Of course, men in all species have been trying 
to impress the female of our species. I guess 
perched on a mountain top of this world or a fish 
at the bottom of the ocean, makes no difference. 
Procreation is a powerful motivator and one hell 
of a way to make a man inventive (smile). The 
more I look at the design the more it reminds me 
of our friend Channa’s work, very geometric in 
style.

I’m enclosing something I wrote on some of the 
men returning from their transfer to Folsom 

Prison as a result of their participation in the 
hunger strike. I remember many of them at the 
beginning of the strike when I saw them. Now 
they look emaciated, skinny little bodies and 
large heads. Most lost 50 pounds. That’s a lot of 
weight.

The guards kept one of the cards you sent me. 
I’m only allowed to get (5) cards per envelope. 
The copies of the drawing are wonderful.

In autumn, California Senator Lori Handcock 
and State Assemblyman Tom Ammiano vowed 
to hold hearings on indeterminate SHU confine-
ment. Now we must build our next foundation, 
one that will hold the proverbial foot to the fire. 

I haven’t heard from my mother yet about my 
book, but I cannot say how much I appreciate 
what you did for me. I didn’t wish to burden 
you but you did and, Sheila, I with all my heart, 
thank you. My mom cannot write very well any 
more. Her arthritis causes her a great deal of pain 
and difficulty in daily activity.

Many of the men who were on the hunger strike 
for a long term duration and arbitrary torture 
beyond, and more seriously, than those housed 
in the SHU, subjected daily to torture, are now 
returning from the imposed forced transfers they 
suffered and endured. Though I supported and 
participated in the hunger strike, I could not help 
feeling deprived of the wonderful environment 
from which long term hunger strikers as a collec-
tive body, were forced to experience.

I understand your ambivalence in my choice of 
phrase “Deprived of the wonderful environment” 
but I’ll attempt to illuminate why I now feel 
deprived. And, why I’m proud of those who had 
their metal tested in the flames of adversity. 

I was exposed to a most horrific adventure. Men 
forcibly extracted from their cells, some which 
have been occupied by the very same individual 
for years. Increased torture with placement into 
‘stand-alone’ administrative segregation (ad seg) 
building. Stand alone, a term guards gladly apply 
because of its enhanced isolation. Deprived of 
personal property, mail from family and friends, 
subjected to cold, enhanced torture techniques 
and existing medical conditions ignored unless 
coerced self-removal from the hunger strike was 
initiated. 

August 31, 2013 (continued)

You wanted to know what I ate when I was put 
on the re-feeding program. I was issued two 
packs of bologna (protein), a slice of bread and a 
pack of graham crackers. I was told I had to eat 
more protein than carbohydrates for a few days 
to see if my body accepted the food.  Sometimes 
it doesn’t. After a few days I was given regular 
meals again, but my body felt exhausted for a few 
days and physically weak a week after. I’m better 
now.

In terms of cleaning the SHU, yes, the prisoner 
housed in the pod cleans that pod only. Because 
of the strike, prisoners were not coming out to 
clean their housing units, and the guards didn’t. 
So everything went to the dogs. Filthy showers, 
floor, and environment. In some areas this had 
changed. Some pods are now glistening clean 
by the prisoner called a tier tender, because he  
tends to the tier. I’m the tier tender in my pod, 
but I wasn’t coming out to clean in support of 
the strike. The tier tender cleans only the pod he 
lives in. Each prisoner is responsible for his own 
living environment. I sweep and mop the tier, 
clean the shower and yard areas in my pod that 
we have access to. This is a volunteer position. 
We do it because we are able to help each other 
out and avoid living like animals. Since the strike 
began the guards didn’t clean.

The men who were shipped to hospitals of other 
prisons will be returned to Pelican Bay. Most 
will, not all, because Pelican Bay has a hospital 
that the administrators here tell the public is ca-
pable of taking care of any medical need prison-
ers in the SHU would have. Then you have to ask 
yourself, why were hunger strikers transferred to 
other prisons? It’s so PB could claim less hunger 
strikers and claim that this means that the strike 
is failing. You have to remember that PB uses 
military tactics on prisoners equal to any mili-
tary prison. In fact, strategies were exchanged 
between PBSP and Guantanamo Bay guards on 
how to address striking prisoners. It’s not nice, 
but it’s a world shrouded in secrets. No media 
allowed, non-disclosure. Why?

Wow! Sheila, the work you are doing in prepar-
ing for your mural sounds really exciting. I close 
my eyes and watch you walk through the botani-
cal gardens at Claremont. I see the evolution of 
the caterpillar into a butterfly and all the many 

varieties of  plants. I inhale the scents of leaves 
and touch the plants. I was fascinated by your 
fascination. I found pleasure in your discoveries. 
Please keep me in the loop of your education.

A guy who used to get the National Geographic 
Magazine received one about the redwoods. In-
side the magazine was an out-folding (five pages) 
of a redwood. I asked him for it and hung it on 
my wall, that is until about a month ago when it 
was torn off the wall and destroyed by a guard.  
But it was beautiful. It had five men climbing it. 
They looked like ants.  Most of these majestic gi-
ants get their water from the mist in their upper 
branches. Extraordinary!

September 8, 2013

I purposely refrain from using the word ‘wild’ 
when referring to animals not owned by people. 
I never thought of the use of the word ‘wild’ 
when applied to an unowned animal. I know 
what you mean or imply. In reality, animals are 
not wild, they are just labeled by someone with a 
different personality as wild. But, I’m a long way 
from placing out a big bowl of food and water at 
night for the survival of urban animals. Please be 
careful when interacting with raccoons, possums 
and skunk. They are still independent creatures.

I have asked myself a million times, do I live with 
regret and relive the pain of the past daily or ac-
cept the past, put it behind me and move for-
ward, only to be considered nefarious for actions 
long ago expelled. It is a single line written in 
one of a million letter exchanges, that facilitates 
disclosure of an emotion, long believed extin-
guished. Reflection of a life, a wonderful life lived 
reminds me that jail/imprisonment denies life, 
instead only allows existence. Thank you for the 
excavation every now and then. I need exposure 
of feelings. 

The hunger strike ended yesterday! I’m relieved. 
Now I know there will not be any more men dy-
ing from starvation. One man died in Corcoran. 
He hung himself in solitary confinement after 
being on the strike for some time. As much as I 
want out of solitary confinement, I’d rather stay 
in the hole forever than for one man to die for 
my release. I was very concerned for all the men 
who put their lives on the scales of justice.
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Now to something beautiful, your photographs 
of Mammoth mountain. Magnificent. The awe-
inspiring scenes are majestically striking. Sheila, 
did you actually look at all these lovely images 
personally? If so, you are very lucky to be able to 
gaze upon these images, to breathe in the scents 
and hear the sounds associated with your im-
ages. Must have been eye-opening. You have a 
wonderful eye to be able to spot all this natural 
beauty. These depictions make a visual experi-
ence through the ecology and environment of 
California memorable to anyone lucky enough 
to participate in your creations. I did, in fact, 
notice the skies, as you pointed out, but not for 
long. As soon as I looked upward I was pulled 
someplace else. I could not look at one depiction. 
I was ‘gluttonously’ seeking to devour all pixels 
displayed but the more I consumed the hungrier 
I became. The landscapes left me longing for in-
teraction, exploration and inclusion. I will share 
them with all around me. I’m sure they will find 
as much pleasure in the viewing as I did.

I found the story of the 100-year-old turtle fas-
cinating and sad. Such an ancient spirit, as you 
described  him, responding to the sound of the 
local woman’s voice and the anticipated treats of 
lettuce and strawberries. I found the description 
of his appearance when you left, as lonely, sad. I 
know what lonely feels like and I wouldn’t want 
anyone to have to experience it, not even a desert 
turtle. I’m glad you spent some time with him, 
even if it was only for the duration of a straw-
berry consumption.

You spoke of a lava flow in 1980, and the belief 
by geologists that the whole area could blow 
again. Where is it going to blow from? Is there a 
volcano near the area? If so, did you look down 
into it? I never heard of Rainbow Falls or that 
rainbows were in the opposite direction from the 
sun (anti-solar point). Why is that, do you know? 
I thought rainbows were a result of refraction of 
sunlight and condensation, and if that is the case, 
why are they furthest from the sun?

Your descriptions are poetic. You said you stayed 
at a motel in Independence, CA, where the sun 
at dawn brushed  the bushes with rays of golden 
light, the birds sang and the valley was filled 
with life. With you experiencing through your 
eyes, the beauty you see, the green pastures, cows 
grazing, and concern for the wayward calf, what 
a great morning. I cannot imagine the freedom 

to experience such a wonderful sight, except 
through you. Thank you. 

So you think me volunteering as tier tender is 
impressive. Well, that’s the first time I heard it 
described that way. Yes, I get out of my cell a 
little more because of the job. On Mondays and 
Fridays I come out on the tier for an hour and 
a half. Because I clean, sometime I get an extra 
tray at dinner or a sack lunch, maybe an extra 
shower now and again. That is the only reason 
anyone comes out to clean, because we can assist 
the men locked in their cells by passing from one 
cell to another if they need help. 

October 2, 2013

The article that accompanied your letter on the 
U.N. General’s request to gain access to Califor-
nia prisons without restrictions was extremely 
interesting. As much as I’d like to see that hap-
pen, I’m skeptical. The prison system has a lot of 
secrets and atrocities to hide.

Only this morning I awoke and saw on the 
bottom line of Channel 11 news video footage 
discovered that showed prison guards pepper 
spraying a mentally disabled prisoner. A scene 
like that may strike the public as cruel, but not to 
me. I’m used to seeing prison guards, most uned-
ucated and only capable of acting based on what 
they are told to do, beat, spray, torture mentally 
ill prisoners daily. Now it’s viewed less frequently 
by SHU prisoners ever since PBSP opened its 
own torture chamber, psy-unit years ago for the 
mentally ill where guards can do what they want 
to helpless people without prying eyes. 

Whether anything will happen as a result of this 
recent discovery by the public of more atrocities 
within the prison system, who knows, but at least 
it’s another curtain pulled back on the California 
prison system’s systemic and continuous torture 
of prisoners.

Now to your ‘fantastic’ photos (wow!). They’re 
beautiful. A guy I know here in my pod has a 
seeing problem so he was supplied with a small 
magnifying clear plastic to see letters more 
clearly. I asked him if I could use it to look at 
your pictures. I cannot believe or imagine how 
awesome they must have been for you to photo-
graph these creatures. I shared with all the guys

September 11, 2013 (continued) 

The prison administrators when confronted 
with peaceful resistance of men determined to 
use their personal existence as the canvas of 
disclosure were subjected to yet another military 
enhanced interrogation technique when admin-
istrators inflicted environmental induced stress. 

Men, some 80 – 130 at Pelican Bay, were without 
notification extracted a second time from cells 
in the stand–alone unit, used in an attempt to 
silence their voices, starving, wrapped in chains 
and loaded onto buses under dark of night and 
heavily armed Gestapo-like security, shipped 
then to unknown destinations. Men were losing 
consciousness during the relocation, strug-
gling to stay lucid themselves. Some were lucky 
they could not see the torture when deprived of 
eyeglasses or other medically needed appliances. 
One man suffering extreme dehydration, weak 
from lack of nutrition, passed out, only to regain 
consciousness in the hospital and told to eat or 
die. He refused.

The comradery built and fortified, developed 
into a support system nourishing the souls of the 
non-starving. The words of strength and encour-
agement freely flowed from one location cell into 
the next. Race and  geographic regions never 
came into play. Only the knowledge that success 
or death would result. 

September 27, 2013

Let me answer some of your questions sur-
rounding the end to our hunger strike. The strike 
ended on the 59th day (9/4). Word was circulated 
by the reps, facilitated by prison authorities al-
lowance to phone access that included all partici-
pants, rolling hunger strikers as well and other 
prisons in California.

Did the strike make a difference? Absolutely! 
A tremendous impact reverberated around the 
world and exposed the atrocities of inhumanity 
shrouded in a cloak of secrecy contained behind 
the walls of indifference. From one end of the 
world to the other, Pelican Bay State Prison’s ano-
nymity has been brought to light. 

More locally, state legislators have expressed the 
need to address the procedures and needs for 

indefinite solitary confinement of thousands of 
prisoners based solely on gang association ac-
cusations by undisclosed informants. Prisoners 
have been given items previously denied under 
the guise of safety and security concerns – which 
highlight the deception of the initial classifica-
tion and should be considered when the prison 
system uses this classification in the future.

You asked me if life has improved because of the 
strike. Yes. I now believe that I have the chance 
to be released from the solitary confinement 
unit. And, while I remain isolated, I have a few 
more comforts, like a cup to drink from and a  
bowl to eat from. I’m able to take a picture once 
a year so I can send it to loved ones and a pull-up 
bar to work on staying physically fit, etc. 

The men who were arbitrarily targeted by the 
administrators for their roles in the strike and 
transferred to harsher conditions, both here at 
PBSP and other prisons around the state, are 
now being returned to PBSP emaciated in ap-
pearance, but proud of their resolute and stead-
fast resolve. And they should be. All are working 
on regaining their health. One death.

You asked if I am considered a three striker? No. 
A three striker is a man who has been arrested 
three previous times for serious felonies and 
convicted of those.  What constitutes a violent or 
serious felony is the topic of much litigation. Me, 
I have previously been arrested, but not con-
victed for all those arrests. Except two, one that 
sent me to Youth Authority jail for 14 months. 
And one which gave me probation. Although the 
new legal amendments to the three strikes law in 
California don’t directly affect me, I’m glad for 
the help and relief it provides others, particularly 
men who have been given life sentences for petty 
thefts or something equally less serious. A future 
arrest will affect me. 

I’m glad you received the second drawing and 
liked it. You asked me where I received the inspi-
ration for it. I was looking through a magazine 
called Savage. It’s a tattoo mag. Inside I saw the 
design. I changed it, added and subtracted from 
it, and made it mine. The concept was from a 
tattoo on a woman’s chest. The Aztec design I 
also tweaked to fit the outer pattern. The colors I 
think add a little passion. I thought the way the 
fluidity of the outside design moved gave the im-
age life, combined with the colors. 
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fighting against in Los Angeles - more jails in 
place of schools. Sommetimes I cannot believe 
how damned dumb politicians can be. More jails 
mean more prisoners need to be created.

I know you want me to start taking vitamins, 
but I don’t know what kind. Any suggestions? 
Vitamins have no medical oversight. How do you 
know which ones are good or not or whether 
they do what they profess to do? Vitamins are 
very expensive!

November 1, 2013

Assembly Member Tom Ammiano
Senator Loni Hancock
Capitol Office Building
P.O. Box 942849, Room 4005
Sacramento, CA. 94249

Dear Senator:

I am a prisoner housed at Pelican Bay State Pris-
on (PBSP) in the Security Housing Unit *SHU” 
Solitary Confinement based on accusations from 
an undisclosed source alleging that I’m actively 
involved in gang activity.

My living conditions are both cruel and unusual 
in legal terms, inhumane and torturous in a 
conscience sense, and unethical in a professional 
form.

Recently, prisoners throughout the United States 
participated in a hunger strike with the purpose 
of exposing the atrocities of long term solitary 
confinement, particularly, in California where 
the practice is used liberally to the mental and 
physical detriment of all exposed, including fam-
ily members who are left with mentally shattered 
sons and daughters as a result therefrom (1)

When those who neglect their responsibility 
by allowing any form of authority to become 
destructive towards its citizens, including prison-
ers, it is the duty of those suffering long abuse to 
seek new authority, courageous enough to stand 
against the majority and speak of decency.
 
We as a collective body of human beings plead 
“End Indeterminate long-term Security Housing 
Unit Solitary Confinement.”

 (1) Numerous prisoners have been in SHU 10, 
20 and 30 years.

November 7, 2013

Thank you for letting me know about the U.N. 
petition by P. Schey from the Office of Consti-
tutional Law, and the fact that my name will 
be added to the law suit. There is another suit 
attacking the solitary confinement of people in 
the SHU. Right now it’s only ten named people 
but the attorneys have petitioned the court to 
convert the civil action into a class action and, it 
looks like that is exactly what’s going to happen. 
The CDCR is being attacked from all sides, and 
it’s only right. They should be held to account 
for all the years of corruption, abuse and torture. 
Whatever transpires with the case, I’ll keep you 
posted. 

I was told that as a result of the new release pro-
gram being implemented here at PBSP alleged 
gang members are supposed to be considered for 
release from the SHU. If that is factual, I should 
be considered for release. Because these guards 
have me classified as a gang member, which is a 
lie, it serves their goal of keeping the SHU full 
and making them seem necessary. I don’t know 
when any of this will take place.

John Swanson sent me a copy of the LMU 
(Loyola Marymount University) catalogue on the 
events being presented through that campus and 
I saw my drawings inside advertising the January 
through March “Voices of Incarceration” show at 
the Leband Art Gallery. Really kool! I did John a 
pastel drawing a while back of a small sail boat
on the ocean. He sent me one done by a famous 
artist with the same concept, sail boat on the 
ocean by Odilon Redon, “The Mystical Boat.” I’ll 
have to write him and thank him for all his kind 
words and for supplying me with the brochure 
on “Restoring Justice.”

I was watching the news and saw a segment 
on the people who recently won elections in 
their respective states as governors. In Virginia 
a Democrat took office with the support of the 
Clintons, specifically Hillary. My question; do 
you like the Clintons in the upcoming presiden-
tial elections? How about NY? It has a mayor 
who is Democratic. That hasn’t been something 
NYC has had in many many years.

October 2, 2013 (continued)

in my section. Did I let you know that some of 
the guys framed and hung some of your pic-
tures in their cells, similar to what I did. You are 
becoming quite the preferred artist here in PBSP 
(smile).

You asked me if I have a book I’d like to read. 
I have been searching for a book on state tort 
practice and procedures which provides ex-
amples of petitions, replies and oppositions, 
including motions, kind of a recipe book on tort 
actions in California State Courts. I might have 
found one. It’s expensive. I say this because I 
know how you are with books. DO NOT BUY 
IT. What I’d like, if  you have the time and op-
portunity so I can verify if it’s the book I need, 
copy the table of contents and send me that or if 
you are able to find it at a greatly reduced price 
($20 or less) or free from your old college legal 
department. 

October 23, 2013

I didn’t like the story you told me about your 
neighbor, not because you told it, but because 
of the injustice disclosed about his situation. 
It’s not right that the man you are helping, the 
man with the mental disability, should suffer 
unduly because of the unscrupulous actions of 
another who sought to benefit at his expense. It 
is, indeed, a nasty characteristic of human nature 
when mobility , comfort and financial wealth 
is sought and/or obtained at the detriment of 
another, especially when gained from a person 
incapable of comprehending the evil intent of the 
perpetrator. A caring, trusting and generous per-
son should never be subjected to such Machia-
vellian deceit, especially after having endured 
such extreme hardship early in his migration to 
the United States. The desire for a better life. It 
sure does expose those seeking such a dream to 
adversity and heartache.

On to another subject. Ted Cruz. He certainly 
presents himself as a fanatic – but it was funny 
reading in your letter he held and marched with 
a Confederate flag while directing our President 
to burn his Koran. That sounds, as you stated in 
your own words, “Nuts!” But, I wouldn’t be too 
surprised if he finds it difficult to regain election 
or at least that’s what I’d like to see (smile).

So you know what I’m looking at? I’m sitting 
here. Its 8:30 a.m. Wednesday. I’m listening to 
the radio on the prison channel, writing you, the 
sweet scent of perfume from your letter drift-
ing throughout my cell and all your wonderful 
photographs spread out on the floor before me 
in direct view. Some of the guys have already 
asked me for a few of the prints so they could put 
frames on them, hang them on their walls and 
pretend they have fish tanks in their cells (smile). 
I told them I’d ask  you.

So let’s talk about your trip to Laguna Beach. You 
described it as a wonderful day. I would concur, 
though wonderful sounds too reserved. Waves, 
pelicans, clear turquoise blue water, sands like 
paradise, children climbing on exposed lava out-
croppings playing with crabs and anenomies.

I read these beautiful words as the images dis-
played in your photographs lay spread at my feet 
depicting a myriad of diversity in the realities of 
freedom. The jelly fish illuminating the darkness 
that encapsulates them like stars in the night sky. 
The giant turtles swimming past your lens as 
you capture their images, mammoth pre-historic 
creatures occupying this earth before man ex-
isted. You walking in the paths of the mountains, 
lilac, water lilies in full bloom and baby does 
seeking nourishment in orchards closely watched 
by mother deers, lizards scurrying beneath your 
feet. It all read like a Southern novel capped off 
by your description of a man comfortably relax-
ing under the overgrown gnarled branches of a 
cypress tree where he sought distraction in print-
ed form (book). Sheila, you stimulated my heart, 
mind and imagination. I thank you infinitely for 
sharing your life and words with me. 

“Einstein On the Beach” must have been fan-
tastic! 4 ½ hours of continuous production that 
flew by. When you say, “Juxtapositions included 
incarceration/freedom” how were these similari-
ties established? And did they complement each 
other? How? I was not aware of the fact that 
Einstein wrote Truman expressing his opposition 
to the use of the A-Bomb during WWII, but it’s 
interesting that Einstein was paramount in creat-
ing this weapon of mass-destruction. Of course, 
his desire for scientific exploration was “Prob-
ably” not weapon creation, wouldn’t you agree?

I’m enclosing an article I read in The Nation 
Magazine addressing the very issues you’ve been 
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written to make it more personal, or is it easier to 
read my type written letters than my hand writ-
ten ones?

Thank you very much for the book you pur-
chased for me. I really do appreciate it a lot. I 
know it was a very expensive one and didn’t want 
you to pay the high price that was being asked. 
But, now that  you did, I want you to know that 
I thank you VERY VERY MUCH!!!. I hope to 
get more familiar with State Tort Law Litigation 
and the book, I hope, is the one that will help me 
accomplish that. When it arrives, I will let you 
know immediately.

Sheila, let me tell you about the rules that must 
be met when sending me a package. You know 
how this place is. There are always rules about 
everything. Here’s the 411 on package sending.
As you are aware, I’m only allowed to get one 
box a year. So the one you send will be all I’m 
allowed. The box can only be 30 lbs. Any more 
and this place is known for not allowing it in. 30 
lbs. is equal to 480 oz. But, this place counts the 
weight of the box towards the total weight. So, 
the box can only be 450 oz. I already did that cal-
culating for you so you don’t have to worry about 
it when you order. As important as the weight 
requirements is the mailing date. Because I’m in 
the SHU and I’m only allowed one box a year, 
the date becomes very important. In my case, it 
can not be sent before January 1st, 2014. If it is 
postmarked prior to the January 1st, 2014 dates, 
this place will not allow it in.

I have documented all the items that I’d like to 
have sent along with the Item No. The vendor 
I’m using is one you are familiar with, Walken-
horst. I’m not totally sure but I believe if you 
order via phone with a credit card, the cost of the 
postage is eliminated. But, you’ll have to check 
to make sure. I hope that is the case because it 
could cost $25 just to send it. So, when you call 
the vendor, ask them for any discounts they may 
be offering. Sheila, thank you for getting me this 
package. One final thing. If the cost of the box is 
too much please feel free to reduce any items you 
feel could assist you in the purchase. 

Now I’d like to talk about some of the matters 
you raised in your letter. WOW, I cannot believe 
how thought provoking your words are to me 
and how profound your topics are. I’m talking 
about the book drafted by Hannah Arendt, and 

how she recalled the testimony by the Nazi Adolf 
Eichman, how he testified that he was respon-
sible for the death of millions of Jews but , in his 
eyes, he was not a monster because he was only 
doing his job. The way you equated that 
statement to the one I told you about the guards 
up here made me think, and of course, you are 
absolutely correct. Just because it is someone’s 
job, it doesn’t make it right and in some cases 
forgivable. Simply following one’s orders should 
not excuse wrongs inflicted on others. But, for 
me, I find it hard to judge other people when 
they do something wrong. Sometimes I don’t 
think I have the right to do that. 

I’ve done a lot of bad things in my life and I 
know that when I did those things I didn’t care 
about others but that was many years ago. I no 
longer feel the same nor do I act the same. I’m 
still judged for some of those acts and it angers 
me. But, it is because of this anger of judgment 
that I don’t want to judge others and have them 
feel the way it makes me feel. I try to understand 
that many of the guards are caught up in the 
environment misguided by false beliefs. This at-
titude allows me to disregard and avoid reaction.

You asked me about the people in the psych units 
and the way the guards treat them, especially the 
ones in segregated cells.  The psych guys used 
to be housed in the SHU with all of us, but they 
moved out because SHU prisoners would raise 
hell with the guards when a guard would abuse a 
crazy. 

One time the guards put a mentally unstable 
prisoner in my cell and told me that they didn’t 
care if I did anything to him. They, the guards, 
wouldn’t give him any clothing or food for three 
days, so I shared mine with him. I think the 
guards got mad because I didn’t harm the guy. As 
soon as the guards took him out of my cell not 
even ten feet they began to beat the hell out of 
the man. That is how a lot of mentally ill prison-
ers are treated in prison. It is as you described it, 
a nightmare. 

Your trip to NYC sounds great. The baklava you 
described made my mouth watery, chopped nuts, 
honey and cinnamon. Those are three things 
I really enjoy. We cannot have sugar in here 
because the winos would make wine, so we don’t 
get to have any sugar. All our sweetners are fake, 
even our jelly is sugar free. That’s why when you 

November 7, 2013 (continued)

Here in California we need major political 
change, particularly in the prison system, and 
elimination of the parole boards. It’s a waste of 
money (tax payer) and employment because 
both the Parole Board and the Governor review 
prisoners based on the information and circum-
stances. The Governor does not grant parole 
because it could affect his/her political career. 
The Board does not grant parole because they’ll 
get fired. 

Today a friend of mine here purchased me a 
typewriter. Now I need to get some ribbons. The 
machine came with one in it but I don’t know 
how long it will last. It’s a wonderful gift and he 
was very generous, don’t you agree? It was more 
than two hundred dollars. Maybe I’ll type you a 
letter soon (smile). I cannot believe I’m allowed 
to have a typewriter in my cell in the SHU. That’s 
something I never thought would happen. 

November 18, 2013

I cannot believe that you would think for even 
one second that the stories of your adventures 
in NYC would be boring for me. Absolutely not. 
I love reading about all the things you did, why 
you did them, who you did them with and what 
you saw when doing them. Moment-to-moment 
activities are what I look forward to. A lot of 
people to whom I have written over the years 
never understood that a person’s everyday activ-
ity and reasons for doing it is what I’ve missed as 
a result of my incarceration. In fact, I’m caught in 
a perpetual recreation of the day before, so read-
ing about the every day visualizations of life as it 
passes before a person’s sight works as a stimula-
tion for my mind in conceptualizing and creating 
a whole other than the one I live in. Soooo, you 
see how much enjoyment I derived from reading 
about your trip? If not, believe me when I say I 
did. What made your letter more exciting was 
that the story was accompanied with visual im-
ages that helped me include more of my senses 
for an even greater journey. Right on, Sheila!

One of the guys here with me just gave me a 
sandwich: Top Ramen soup noodles, freeze dried 
beans and rice and cut-up pickle on bread. That’s 
as good as it gets for us and it works. I saved my 
two hard boiled eggs from breakfast and lunch 

meat so I can make a meal later today. It’ll hold 
me over until dinner at 5:00 p.m. Fish, it’s bad, 
our worst meal and it’s given to us every week 
with macaroni and cheese. That’s soooo not 
good. We’re supposed to have cake and so I saved 
my milk from this morning.
 
Some sad news. Thank you for telling me about 
the seriousness of Margie’s condition. It’s much 
worse than I had heard until your letter. She 
probably didn’t want me to know how bad it is. 
People I care about think my situation is bad 
enough. I don’t need added bad news. But, I’ve 
acclimated to my world, so I need to know when 
people I care about are not doing well. I’ll be 
writing her postcards often so she knows I’m 
thinking of her and she’s in my prayers. 

December 3, 2013

Here’s a funny story about the typewriter that I 
now have in my cell. About ten years ago I had 
written to my niece and mentioned to her that 
I wanted to learn to type. So, in response to my 
letter, she went out and purchased me a book on 
typing. When I received the book, all the guys in 
the pod were laughing at me telling me I must be 
crazy for wanting to learn how to type because I 
was never going to get out of the hole and I most 
certainly would never get next to a typewriter. 
Here’s the funny part. The guy that told me that 
ten years past is the same guy that purchased me 
the typewriter that I’m now using. 

I reminded him of what he told me all those 
years ago and we both got a good laugh out of it. 
I recall finding a copy of a keyboard in a maga-
zine and I wrote it down on a piece of paper. 
Then I made small rolled up dots and attached 
them to my writing board. It resembled a key-
board of Braille. I would sit and practice typing 
by hitting the keys and feel the rolled up toilet 
paper. The guys would ask me how do I know if 
I’m hitting the right keys. I would reply, “I don’t 
know if I am.”

You asked me if I knew if ribbons could be 
purchased from the vendors that sell us annual 
boxes. Yes, in fact, I included two packs of rib-
bons. Each pack has two ribbons inside. They are
very expensive, so I do not anticipate typing a lot 
unless I’m doing legal work. Besides I know that 
when I write you a letter you like to have it hand 
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failing to satisfy my friend’s request, I tried, men-
tally, to figure out a way to help my process.

Well, this quiet morning it hit me. I now know 
why I have been negligent in satisfying the 
desire of my friend. I believe I have discovered 
the reason for my failure to put into words the 
acts I have been subjected to for more than two 
decades.

When I first arrived at PBSP I was in serious 
concern for my mental health. I would awake in 
the morning or sleep at night wondering if this 
would be the day I would lose my battle to insan-
ity. My mind would stress me out, so much that 
I knew if I didn’t control it fast I wouldn’t be able 
to and I would lose touch with reality (1991).

At times I wondered if it would be sooo bad to 
lose my sanity especially since it would allow me 
to escape the realities of my entombment. I guess 
the reason I fought it so hard was simply stub-
born pride. I did not wish to give my captors the 
satisfaction of knowing they could inflict upon 
me any method of torture that could break my 
mind, spirit or body completely. So, I continued 
to fight daily to keep sane, to stay healthy and 
transform my spirit. 

Thus, my dilemma was in this battle that I now 
believe I lost the ability to satisfy my wonderful 
friend’s request, that is, to describe my feeling of 
my environment. My emotional expression of 
my physical reality or even that of those around 
me. 

How do I adequately describe the mental torture, 
and that is the only word that captures the true 
conditions of my confinement, “torture” when 
my mind has acclimated itself to mental dismay? 
Can I put into phrases the insanity of my mind 
when now after decades of solitary confinement 
sanity would be my destroyer? Do I describe the 
harsh and inhumane conditions I live in daily 
– locked in a windowless concrete box to feast 
upon my own existence until I no longer exist. 
Do I tell you the lack of human contact is some-
thing I now desire because any physical exchange 
now angers me and feels unnatural? Or do I ex-
press the confusion I feel when my Pavlov’s dog 
is altered and I am left to consider why my world 
of repetitive existence is being shattered.

The thousands of ways the guards utilized to ini-
tially break me are now as normal as breathing. 
All have been replaced with hatred and anger 
aimed at my captors. Their failure to shatter my 
mind, dispirit or break my body is testament 
to their weakness. And, now that I understand 
the actions of both, past and present, are acts of 
fear by guards, not necessarily of prisoners, but 
one’s own fears, I can try to forgive, yes forgive. 
How can I do that, a man tortured for decades 
by captors? It’s because I know that the actions 
of one man based on his perceptions of life are 
not the same for other men. What I may be able 
to endure does not mean another man is capable 
of. What my mind endures, another’s might fail. 
That I choose to judge my actions only as I con-
tinue to endure and exist while I await to live my 
life. And it slips by. 

With that said, I now believe I can write some-
thing because I now know I must to exit my 
torture and experience the atrocities inflicted 
upon me so I can fight to change them for future 
subjects. Just this morning as we completed our 
morning meal, one of the guards called into 
our pod and yelled to an inmate, asking him to 
decide, did he wish to see the eye doctor to get 
glasses to see. Or did he wish to see his attorney 
working on his case to get him out of the SHU 
which could alleviate his subjection to solitary 
confinement. It’s interesting, he choose his attor-
ney. This tells me that solitary confinement tor-
ture is more profound upon him than his need to 
see. That is how bad my living environment is. I 
equate the choice sight over existence. 

The atrocity here: by law, he’s entitled to both. 
Morally, the question shouldn’t even have been 
asked. In reality, the world of the free will never 
know unless I write and set it on paper. For that, 
I thank you. You remind me that I’m worth 
more. 

You’ll notice I’m writing on two types of paper. I 
was going to type this letter but decided to write 
it and after I started I realized I only had three 
sheets of the unlined paper. I was looking for 
identical sheets but couldn’t find any, thus, both 
lined and unlined.

I’m hoping to get to our canteen before Christ-
mas. I bought some ingredients to make a pie to 
share with all the guys here in the pod. It won’t 
be much but hopefully, it’ll remind everyone 

December 3, 2013 (continued)

write me and tell me about the meals you make, 
it drives me crazy just thinking about them.
 
You wrote that you were having people over for 
Thanksgiving Holiday dinner. What did you pre-
pare and how was your party? Did a lot of people 
show up? I have to admit that the meal I was 
given here was not at all bad. I should say that all 
the guys in the pod did not like it at all, but that 
was not the case with me. I saved the lunch meat 
that was given to me in the morning and put it 
in a sandwich with the small piece of turkey I 
was given at dinner. I was also given some sweet 
potatoes, macaroni salad, cranberry, a chocolate 
milk and a dessert that we had never had here 
before. Yes, I enjoyed the meal, and yes, it was 
small but better than any of the previous Thanks-
giving meals I’ve ever had at PBSP.  I think my 
standards for what constitutes a good meal have 
greatly diminished over the years.

My world has not changed since the last time I 
wrote you. I’m trying to keep busy and healthy 
as best as I can. It’s not good to get ill in this en-
vironment. When one person gets sick the whole 
pod ends up getting the same ailment. 

The perfume that was put on your letter smells 
great. I sent your letter down to a friend of mine 
here so he could read about Margie. He and his 
family know her very well and he commented on 
the scent. He wanted to know if I knew what the 
name was. I told him no and to return my sweet 
smelling letter:) I leave it out and on top of the 
bunk so my cell can have a sweet scent all day.
Thank you for the beautiful picture of the 
country shot. What a fantastic and breath taking 
image. Were you actually there in that forest next 
to the pond? I was looking at the shot and could 
almost hear the birds sing in the trees. I’m going 
to put it up in my cell.

December 10, 2013

Tell me, Sheila, are you drinking a lot of egg-
nog and if so have you had some for me? I like 
that stuff a lot, so much so that it’s been almost 
twenty years since I’ve had any and I still remem-
ber how it tastes. I look forward to the day I can 
drink some again.

The other day up here the guards ran a special 
committee and started to let some people out of 
the SHU that before the Strike would never have 
been let out of the hole. That is good news for all 
of us because that means that these people are 
really letting people out of the SHU. Hopefully 
my name will come up soon.

What I’m hearing is that the committee is 
reviewing people based on the date that the 
individual was validated as a gang member or 
associate. I was originally validated in 1988. So, 
I’m hoping that my case will be reviewed before a 
year is up. Not this year but next year.

I heard from Geri the other day. She was telling 
me that Margie is not doing real good and that 
her cancer is much worse than they had original-
ly thought. Have you seen her recently? I cannot 
believe that two of your best friends have to deal 
with cancer. How are you doing?

December 20, 2013

Its very early in the morning and the captive men 
around me have not yet begun to move in prepa-
ration for the new day. I sit and find some peace 
in the silence of this commencement. I contem-
plate the question you have asked me in the past. 
More specifically, why don’t I write and describe 
my world and how I see it from inside of a cell.

It has troubled my mind now for some time 
because if you ask me to do something I would 
most certainly do it. Thank you for asking me, 
would be my response, for your interest and 
concern in my life. But this time I have found it 
somewhat harder to respond to your interest.

I have sat and thought about how to express and 
describe my world so that my  extraordinary 
friend could comprehend and truly grasp the 
magnitude of my entombment. My problem was 
I couldn’t adequately discover the words and 
phrases to express what I knew to be torture. 
Conditions, if known by the free world, would 
shock the minds and hearts of those exposed to 
my reality.  

I sat for days, in fact, weeks, thinking about this 
task. I have lived locked in a concrete box but 
sit and think about things. So while this issue 
weighted on my mind, and I felt “not right” for 
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January 28, 2014

I was just issued a book from the California Law 
Book Store called Continuing Education of the 
Bar: California Government Tort Liabilities 4th Ed. 
(WOW)! I cannot believe you did this for me. 
There is no doubt I will use this book produc-
tively for years to come. It will benefit me and 
those around me in my general area. I am actu-
ally at a loss for words that I believe would prop-
erly and adequately express my joy in receiving 
the book and the unexpected nature of its arrival. 
It means a great deal to me. 

Oh, while I’m on the subject of books you sent 
me, I just finished Imagining Argentina by Law-
rence Thornton. WOW! What a good book. As 
I read I would reflect back in time when I heard 
of people disappearing and the government be-
ing responsible for the abductions. Carlos, the 
main character’s name and the way Thornton 
presented his journey through time and imagi-
nation was addictive, so much so, I read the book 
all in one day. Thank you for introducing me to 
Thornton’s work. I also finished The Dancing Wu 
Li Master which is a great book for people unfa-
miliar with physics. 

I’m doing GREAT! The package you sent me has 
been putting weight on my bones. I can feel it but 
I like it (smile). I’ll worry about working it off in 
a few months. It was a great package, Sheila, and 
I Thank You.  I still have some items which I’ll 
eat when I get a sweet tooth.

There have been some changes up here at Pelican 
Bay. The Warden just issued a memorandum 
identifying additional items we are now allowed 
to have and possess in the hole. Plus, I have been 
hearing that some more men have been let out 
of solitary confinement unit under the new Step- 
Down Program. These guys have been in the 
hole as long as I have so that’s good news. 

I have not received any notification relating 
to my possible solitary confinement release or 
retention, but I have learned to be extremely 
patient when it comes to relying on the decision 
making schedules that are made by employees of 
CDCR. I have grown old clinging to the memo-
ries of my youth while sitting in isolation where 
I have measured time in moments gone by, 
whether real or imaginary. I have lost the ability 
to distinguish truth from hallucination and I 

have welcomed both as a means of escaping the 
insidious and constant bombardment of mental 
torture inflicted upon my sanity, to no greater 
good than for the means to inflict itself. 

I wonder if the anger and hatred in my heart 
encased in penitentiary steel and cold concrete 
will, on its own, evaporate and dissipate. Or will 
it some day, like rust erodes steel, eat through 
its imprisonment only to be released to seek its 
creator? How does one forget atrocities embed-
ded in the mind or assaults inflicted on the spirit 
when the only reality one knows is pain? These 
are questions one must answer in the heart. 

You know, I have become so acclimated to my 
torture I hardly feel the physical pain anymore. 
In fact, without it I truly feel I would feel a void 
in my soul. It has allowed me to feel in a world 
where all feelings are stripped away, as easily as 
our clothing until I stand naked before the ele-
ments of existence and question the meaning of 
humanity. You allow me to see, experience how 
good, decent people act towards other people. 
This simple understanding would be lost to me 
if not for you.  Beauty seen through your eyes 
exposes me to beauty I had lost years ago.

Let me move to a more enjoyable and lighter 
note. This weekend is the Big Game “SUPER-
BOWL.” Will you be watching and if so, who will 
you be cheering for? I’m going for the Denver
Broncos. I heard something funny the other day 
on T.V. about the two teams playing. Both teams 
are from states that have legalized marijuana. 

February 1, 2014

I’m glad you have been receiving the letters and 
cards I’ve been sending as well as the drawings. 
I hope you like them. I was notified that a few of 
the Christmas cards that were sent to me were 
not going to be allowed into the prison because 
of the reasons that are used here. It happens 
every now and again, when the guards get a wild 
one up the @#*. At least I was notified of the fact 
that you sent one and it was not allowed in. I 
thank you for thinking of me.

You mentioned that you believe that my package 
is supposed to last all year. No, beautiful Sheila, 
that’s not going to happen. In fact, a package usu-
ally only lasts around a month at the long run, 

December 20, 2013 (continued)

there is more than solitary confinement and 
deprivation.  

I had to return the book you sent because it 
wasn’t giving me the information I need. I need 
a recipe book: step-by-step of process to file tort 
and examples of complaints, oppositions, replies, 
motions, discovery, service, citations, appendi-
ces, etc., etc. I also need medical malpractice, 
excessive force, property issues, etc., jail house 
friendly. 

December 28, 2013

How was your hol iday season? And, now that 
it’s coming to an end, did you enjoy it, as most 
people do, surrounded by loved ones?

I spent the evening before Christmas and the 
day of its celebration just getting a feel for all 
the guys. Trying to understand how and what 
they might be thinking about since they were so 
far away from their loved ones. I must tell you, 
beautiful Sheila, I did notice a difference with the 
tone within the pod and in most of the exchang-
es over the tier. Of course, I may have noticed 
the differences I’ll speak of because of my own 
feelings experienced Christmas night.

The night before Christmas (Christmas Eve) 
mostly everyone took on a more reserved inter-
action than is the norm in our section, particu-
larly when night time came around and the eve-
ning meal was completed.  The radio was playing 
nothing but Christmas music and the guys were 
beginning to think of their families at whatever 
location they could remember them being in the 
years past. I know this to be true because I was 
doing the same thing. I was trying to recapture 
some old memories stored away in my mind 
some place that I might not have used in the past 
to allow me to escape my reality, if only for a few 
moments.

It’s funny, if not tragic, that when people (men) 
arrested, first arrested, experience any holiday or 
significant moment, they (we) try not to think 
of them. We block them out or attempt to block 
them out so our time away is not as painful. 
The term used for doing this is called not “Hard 
timing”.  But the life of a lifer is different. We 

are always trying to capture some moment in 
time that has been originally lived years in the 
past so as to experience a joy long since forgot-
ten. We try to rob the state of one moment of 
time they would have deprived us (lifers) of. It’s 
a sorry existence but it’s one we must live until 
it runs out. I spent my Christmas attempting 
to recapture memories recycled a million times 
and long since faded into fantasies. Made up 
dreams within my mind of moments that never 
occurred and never will. But, among all that, I 
had new memories you supplied me. I used them 
as Christmas memories. I hope you don’t mind. 
I was remembering one of your chocolate berry 
cakes and the big gathering you had to celebrate 
all the artists that reunited for the “Multicultural 
Art Show” more than 20 years later.

I know it wasn’t Christmas but your description 
of the event and all the people and food and art 
was nothing short of it. Plus, your narrative of 
the event sounded then and lives in my memory 
now as ‘festive’. Fantasy and reality, the life of a 
lifer. I added a cup of eggnog next to the cake 
(smile) and while I walked back and forth in my 
cell listening to Christmas songs, I thought of 
your cake, my eggnog and your party. For that 
I’m thankful. 

All our mail has slowed down, but it’s to be 
expected around this time of the year because 
these guards want to search all the mail before 
allowing it into the SHU, checking everything for 
contraband because of the volume of mail due to 
Christmas cards. It takes a little longer for it 
to get processed. I expect come New Year things 
will get back to normal.

Your Christmas card had me cracking up with 
laughter. the one about me being tired because I 
was running through your mind all season. I told 
one of the guys in here, because he once told me 
he used a line on a girl that read “You must be 
tired because you’ve been running through my 
mind all day!” The line is soooo old, it’s like tell-
ing a girl, “Are you from Tennessee because you 
are the only “Ten” I see.:) Or, “Are those astro-
naut pants because you look out of this world in 
them!” It was a GREAT laugh, Sheila. Thank You. 
Eight hundred miles away and you tickled my 
funny bone. Right on!
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in saving one’s teeth and there is no cosmetic 
care provided.

My medical care is easy because right now I’m 
healthy and only require check-ups that I can get 
any time I want. Several months ago when I saw 
the doctor she put me on a list to be called back 
into the clinic months later. She ordered a blood 
work-up, gave me a physical examination and 
ordered an EKG which was given to me right 
after my physical exam. Everything checked out. 
I, like you, received an A+, but I work at staying 
healthy every day because if you get sick in these 
walls, you are in big trouble.

Some of the guys in here suffer severe medical is-
sues and have been for years with no relief. There 
are times when some of the men have been told, 
if you want better care, get out of the SHU by 
providing us (guards) with information on other 
prisoners, and we (guards) will transfer you to a 
prison that’ll give you better care. I have per-
sonally seen men die because they were denied 
medical care. That is why the United States Su-
preme Court and California Federal Courts have 
ordered Gov. Brown to release prisoners. The 
Federal Courts have found California’s medi-
cal delivery system to prisoners constitutionally     
inadequate and violates the 8th Amendment 
under cruel and/or unusual punishment.

I believe I mentioned to you a few letters back 
about a guy here in my section who went to 
classification last year and was told he was being 
granted a hardship transfer, something that is 
extremely rare, out of PBSP. He wrote his fam-
ily and told his mother he would be transferred 
closer to home so he could see his loved ones and 
they would be able to see him with less hardship. 
Well, the other day, his prison counselor came 
to his cell and told him “We have changed our 
minds. Your hardship transfer is being denied.” 
So, he had to write to his family and tell them he 
was not being moved closer to them after all.

A hardship transfer is when an inmate’s fam-
ily is unable to travel long distances to see their 
loved ones incarcerated. An inmate presents 
documents to the Classification Committee here 
proving a family member is unable to travel 
the long distance because of medical reasons or 
some other purpose. Once these documents are 
verified, the Committee will either grant a trans-
fer closer to home and loved ones or they’ll 

deny it. Most of the time, we are denied. PBSP 
tells inmates, if you want to see your loved ones, 
provide guards information about the gangs and 
we’ll transfer you closer to home. If not, you stay 
in PBSP. So, you can see why an inmate would be 
excited about receiving a hardship transfer. Aside 
from leaving solitary confinement you also get to 
visit with loved ones. 

The prison system uses this as a torture tool 
against inmates, just like it just did against the 
guy in my pod, provide hope and then deny it. 
Now, that’s cruel!!!

I have met and experienced prison guards who 
have been humane to me and other prisoners. 
But this requires courage on their part. So, it’s 
not common. Guards are taught through fear 
tactics in training to never believe a prisoner. It 
goes both ways. Prisoners feel the same way.

Guards in the SHU do not act the same as in 
general prison population where steel doors do 
not separate and protect them. I know this for a 
fact. Most guards in the SHU develop courage as 
a result of locked doors. I expect prison guards’ 
attitudes will change over the next few years now 
that they will be exposed to men being released 
from SHUs who may remember the bad treat-
ment received while in the SHU.

I’ll give you an example. For years, decades, in 
fact, those of us in PBSP SHU have been pur-
posely deprived with the purpose of breaking 
our spirits. We were stripped, at times, of ev-
erything, so that we stood in a cell naked. These 
guards shrouded their acts in security justifica-
tions. Every item we owned was placed into 
paper cups, even our bars of soap were broken in 
half. We stepped out of our cells, stripped naked 
and placed in chains. We could not use a phone 
or even own a stamp for a letter, only embossed 
envelopes. Anything that could make life hard on 
us was done. No pictures so our families couldn’t 
even see us unless they could travel a thousand 
miles. We couldn’t be in general prison popula-
tion because we, gang classified inmates, were a 
serious threat to safety and security of other in-
mates, guards and the prison system as a whole. 

The prison system made all these claims and got 
billions of dollars to support their theories. Now 
we are being let out. Now we can get pictures 
taken of ourselves. Now we keep canteen items 

December 20, 2013 (continued)

but it’s a great month, because we all share our 
packages among ourselves. We, myself included, 
get things from the other guys’ packages as they 
get theirs through the year. So, although one 
individual package lasts only one month, because 
we share, we can continuously eat food from 
each other’s packages throughout the year.

You see now why I told you that all the guys in 
the pod said ‘thank you’ for the annual package. 
Plus, like you, when I get around chocolate I en-
joy myself. I mean, I don’t eat everything up but 
I like chocolate. In fact, I tend not to eat unless 
I’m hungry, so when I do eat something I just eat 
a small piece. The fellows make fun of me a lot 
of the time because of the way I eat a candy bar. 
I’ll cut a candy bar up into six or seven pieces 
and only eat a piece maybe once a day or so. I 
like chocolate but I have learned a long time ago, 
chocolate is to be eaten for pleasure and not to be 
eaten to get full on, unless, of course, it’s one of 
those GREAT cakes you have described to me.

Talking about cakes, let’s talk about the one you 
described to me in your letter or should I say the 
one you deliciously tortured me with (smile). A 
Sicilian birthday cake made with pumpkin and 
loads of fresh ginger. Layers of fresh oranges 
picked from your own tree soaked and boiled in 
sugar, left to marinate a few days, layered four 
times and smothered with chocolate coffee and 
butter (ohlala). I think I would not be exaggerat-
ing if I was to say just by the description you gave 
it, most certainly it is the most delicious cake 
ever. 18 oz. of chocolate chip pieces. Really !!!. I 
hope you cut a piece and froze it for me.

You have told me about your grandfather but 
you did not tell me that his name was MORRIS. 
It’s funny what we remember about a person, 
like you remembering that he gave you $50.00 
just before he died and you using it to buy some 
boots, or the fact that he was a storyteller but 
you cannot remember any of his stories. It is 
our memories that give life to the people that no 
longer live. The greater the memories  the longer 
we live after we die, and it’s the acts we perform 
that give people memories of who we are. You 
have given me some great memories of you, but 
let’s hope you have to use the ones of me before I 
need to use the ones of you (smile). 

So you are going to start a garden, right on. I love 
mother nature and all she has to offer. My father 
before he died owned his own business. It was a 
landscape business and he had to know about all 
the different types of plant life, so he could plant 
and design layout for residences and businesses 
he designed for. Like you he had fruit trees in his 
back yard. I think he had lemon, peach, apricot 
and oranges, not to mention all the chili he had 
planted for my mother.

I like avocadoes but its been so long since I’ve 
had any I wouldn’t know how they taste these 
days. Check this out. Yesterday we were given 
our new canteen list which included items we are 
allowed to buy and there are several new items 
on our list, including chili. I mean it’s not like the 
chili you can buy out there in the free world, but 
for those of us in isolation who have not had any 
seasoning to give taste to our food, Louisiana hot 
sauce, even though it’s mostly vinegar, will still 
be better than no taste at all to the food.  We’re 
also allowed to buy sardines in hot sauce and 
baby powder and a few other items. The hunger 
strike has been having a change on our living 
conditions and it’s for the better. If these people 
will only let us out of isolation to demonstrate 
our parole suitability, things will be good.

February 10, 2014

What happened to your teeth, Sheila? You stated 
you had to have not one but two caps replaced. I 
believe what you wrote about the cost of dental 
care. It can be extremely expensive. I discovered 
this by reading magazines and seeing T.V. pro-
grams that mention the expense. So, when you 
wrote it cost the same as a car, I was blown away.
Here in the prison we have dental care also. If 
you have money on the books, each dental visit 
costs $5.00. If you are indigent, the care is free. 

Of course, I should define dental care and its 
meaning here inside the walls. Once a year you 
can get your teeth cleaned. You can also get a 
filling if you lose one or need one. You can be 
supplied with a mouth guard if you grind your 
teeth while you sleep. Everything else, as far as I 
know, results in the pulling of one’s teeth. Tooth 
ache, pull it; bridge, pull it; cavity, pull it. The 
men don’t like going to the dentist because they 
come back missing teeth most of the time. The 
dental department is not particularly interested 
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several items not on our canteen list, but which 
we could choose so that the canteen manager can 
consider items of our liking to be placed on some 
future canteen order form.  I’ve been in PBSP 
since 1991 and this is a first. We were asked what 
we wanted. That’s a Christmas miracle. 
A good friend of mine who has been in isola-
tion almost 20 years was told he was going to be 
taken to a special Director’s Review Board for 
consideration for release to general population. 
I’m totally happy for him. It’s been two decades 
since he’s held his children. They don’t know yet, 
and he won’t mention it just in case these people 
don’t let him out.

Let me tell you on behalf of all the fellows here 
with me. Thank you, thank you for supporting 
me (us) at the Hearings in Sacramento. I was 
soooo proud and happy when I read in your card 
that you did that.

Have I mentioned to you that I filed a Civil Right 
Action in Federal Court asserting a violation of 
my due process rights when the prison changed 
my gang status without notification or opportu-
nity to assert any opposition to the allegations 
which resulted in me having to stay additional 
years in solitary confinement? If not, I did.
Last night I heard back from the Court and they 
ordered the Marshall’s department to serve the 
defendants I named in my Complaint. I’m now 
going to begin Discovery, seeking out documen-
tation that supports my position. 

If you would like to read any of the papers, you 
are able, because the papers are public infor-
mation and available on the Court’s website. 
Here’s the information: Jack L. Morris v. Clark 
E DuCart, Case No. C-13-5824 CRB (PR) U.S. 
District Court Northern District of California, 
filed 12/16/13. I’m glad to have a typewriter now. 
It makes drafting documents for submission to 
the Courts much more simple. I still have to draft 
them by hand because my typewriter doesn’t 
have spell check or the ability to move  lines, 
paragraphs or words. But, I’m thankful. It will be 
less writing. It’s also much easier for me to write 
letters to people, politicians and organizations 
about torture conditions in the SHU, and I’m 
always doing that.

I want to write people and tell them about the  
art show. Can you send me some information?

March 10, 2014

I am soooo sorry to read about the passing of 
Jim. I know how much both he and Channa 
meant to you and your life. I’m only sorry I was 
unable to get to know them both. I do, nonethe-
less, consider myself lucky because I’ve been 
exposed to them both through your descriptions, 
tales and art, as well as my ability to exchange 
stories with Channa’s daughter. They both lived 
wonderful lives, wouldn’t you agree? May they 
forever walk hand-in-hand where they are now. 
I sent Ellen a condolence card the other day and 
let her know I was here for her if she needed any-
one to talk to or just to listen. I’m a better listener 
than talker, especially in person. On paper I’m 
able to express a great deal of emotion and re-
flective thought, but face to face, I’m too caught 
up in viewing the people around me who are 
talking. I think it’s because the visual stimulation 
deprived me over decades overwhelms me when 
I’m exposed to it, especially if it’s unexpected. I 
wrote and let her know how sorry I was to hear 
about Jim and offered a hand. I let her know I 
don’t know how I could help but was prepared to 
try.

Over the tier I described the meal you told me 
you and your friends enjoyed after visiting the 
Getty Art Museum, babaganush, fessengen, 
tadik and a Greek salad made of black olives and 
feta cheese, all while in the company of great 
people. I’m right there, Sheila. I’m imagining the 
surrounding scenarios and people in subdued 
conversation under dim lights. It’s all so welcom-
ing and life affirming.

You wrote, “I hope you are proud.” That’s what  
you asked me after telling me about ALL the 
wonderful things you are doing for me. Proud is 
not the word I would use to describe the won-
derful events you have organized and developed 
for me. I’m overwhelmed, astonished, shocked 
and humbled. You, by doing the things you do, 
make my existence meaningful. You have given 
my name to people who give relevance to life 
in general. You have exposed my feelings about 
human nature through my art. You have allowed 
my voice to be heard by reading my words. You 
have presented me to the very world I have been 
denied the right to know. 

When I looked at the two pictures you sent me 
of the show at LMU I was knocked out! I showed 

February 10, 2014 (continued)

in original containers. Now we get different food. 
Now I can own a stamp, etc. etc. All those denials 
for years are no longer threats because they never 
were!! The same way none of the new rules to 
keep people in the SHU address any claimed 
security threats. The threats are made up. Yes, 
shit happens in prison. It did before the guards 
locked all of us up. It did when we were all 
locked up and it will when we are let out. When 
I say “we all”, I mean prisoners incarcerated. But, 
the lie perpetrated by the Prison Guards Union 
was strikingly a financial propaganda machine 
that milked billions of dollars from tax payers at 
the cost of human suffering.

Now, per the Warden’s direction, we can have 
two appliances which means either a T.V., type-
writer or radio. I have a T.V. and typewriter. We 
can also get clothing and some religious articles, 
like prayer rugs or chains to hang around one’s 
neck. We’re allowed to purchase additional can-
teen items and we can keep them in their origi-
nal containers. That’s a big deal because they stay 
fresher and don’t seep through the paper cups 
(smile). I ate some sardines the other day with 
jalapenos. One of the guys gave me some squeeze 
cheese he purchased and I put it all on a saltine 
cracker (oh la la).

March 4, 2014

Thank you for the wonderful Valentine’s Day 
Card. I enjoyed it a lot. Yours was the only one I 
received. I think it’s a sign I’ve been in the joint 
too long (smile).

I’ve been preparing to go to my Classification 
Committee this month. I’m going to ask the 
Classification Committee to consider giving me a 
transfer to a prison closer to Southern California 
under the hardship language. What the hardship 
transfer committee considers is what the purpose 
for the request is. Example: my mother suffers 
from severe arthritis and circulation difficulties 
in her legs. Because of this illness it’s difficult 
for her to travel long distances, especially if it 
requires her to sit for long periods of time. And 
the drive from Southern California to Del Norte 
County takes between 12 – 15 hours one way. A 
round trip is over 30 hours of driving time. That’s 
a lot of sitting. My mom’s medical condition can 

not accommodate the trip. What I did was con-
tact my sister who, in turn, got copies of some of 
my mother’s medical records and sent me a copy 
and  a copy to my counselor. When I go to the 
Committee I’ll argue that my mom cannot make 
the trip and ask, for the purpose of developing 
family ties, for a transfer to a prison closer to 
Los Angeles as a way of eliminating the burden 
of having my mom travel the long distance up to 
Pelican Bay. 

These guards in almost every situation deny pris-
oners up here when we make a request. We’re of-
ten told, if we want to be closer to our family and 
loved ones we need to become informants for 
the guards. As a result I (we) don’t get our hard-
ship requests granted. I expect the same thing to 
happen to my upcoming committee meeting, but 
I have to give it a try. I’ll let you know what hap-
pens. I don’t know the date yet. 

I”ve been hearing Southern California has been 
getting a lot of rain. Is this the case? I know the 
state needs it and I’ve been hoping we get more 
because of all the suffering people have been 
experiencing. I don’t like being out on our yard 
when it is raining because it’s like being in a fish 
bowl with nowhere to escape. I get soaked and 
after an hour of having to be subjected to wind, 
rain and cold, I come in looking and feeling as 
though I’m a member of the polar bear club 
(smile), teeth chattering and bones frozen stiff 
(hahaha). You would laugh if you saw me  and 
then feel sorry, but I don’t mind suffering if more 
people will benefit from the rain as a whole. It’s 
like Spock on Star-Trek states “The good of the 
many outweigh the needs of the few.”(lol)

One of the guys in the pod received a radio 
today. Actually, he got a cassette player/radio 
combination although those of us in the hole are 
not allowed to get cassettes or CDs but his radio 
gets a few more stations than the radio we get on  
T.V. As a result of the hunger strike we’re now 
allowed to have two appliances. I have a T.V. and 
a typewriter which I’m happy with. Others are 
going with T.V. and radios. If I ever get out of the 
SHU, which I believe I will, I’ll be able to have a 
radio also.

You’re not going to believe this, but yesterday 
when the guard passed out our canteen order 
form, the form similar to the one I sent you, 
we were also given a questionnaire which listed 
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Of course, I’d be concerned about the animals 
(smile). Tomatoes, grape vines and home-made 
jams. How do you ever make orange/tangerine 
jam?

Do the animals leave you any food? When you 
say you have to go out back to water and repair 
what the animals have damaged, what are you 
talking about? I’ve heard that skunks, possums 
and raccoons can be very destructive. Is that the 
case with your garden?

Your New York trip sounded great. It makes me 
feel good and it brings joy to my world reading 
about and knowing you experience and enjoy 
as much life as you can. I love reading about 
your every day experiences, like your visit to the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art where you viewed 
very innovative and political films by a Chinese 
artist or the William Kentridge Black experi-
ence projected on three screens depicting the 
Black history perspective, while a machine in the 
middle of the room moved objects symbolizing 
mechanization of industry and enslavement of 
Blacks as a result. One question: I thought indus-
trialization helped to end slavery as we  know it. 
Is Kentridge’s theory, that mechanization simply 
shifted the labor from fields to factories, and 
if so, isn’t that a bit simplistic? I mean, didn’t 
industrialization shift the entire populace from 
agriculture to manufacturing?

You see, Sheila, I didn’t even see the exhibit and 
it provoked thought. And that’s one part of art, 
isn’t it? I should rephrase. I didn’t physically see 
it, but your eyes and heart allowed me to imagine 
it. You are my novel to life. I read your words and 
experience the world I’m deprived admittance to.

I have a friend I write in Pasadena (Hank and 
Celia). They have some hummingbird feeders 
hanging on their front porch. They have sent 
me pictures of the birds feeding. I think it’s sooo 
kool that you love and care for different animals, 
plus you get fresh honey from your homemade 
bee hive. I saw a good program on PBS on honey 
production and all the things you can make, in-
cluding alcohol to drink, lip balm, hair products 
and great food.

I received Lawrence Thornton’s second book 
Naming the Spirits and I read it. I really enjoyed 
it, especially since it continued from 
Imagining Argentina, only from a different 

perspective, you know, through the eyes of 
another viewer. It’s always interesting how two 
people can see  the same thing yet experience 
it totally differently. I thought the renewal and 
affirmation of life gave the book power over evil, 
biblical in nature, strong in human acclamation. 
As is always the case, I passed it on to others in 
the pod to read.  The guy I gave Imagining Argen-
tina to wants to read it when he finishes what he’s 
reading right now. He told me he liked Imagining 
Argentina, which is a huge compliment because 
this guy is very angry at the world and speaks 
very little. When he does, in most cases, it’s nega-
tive, but he’s a voracious reader, so his comments 
about liking it mean a lot!

We heard this past weekend over the radio, 
which we get from Humboldt College station 
that Loni Hancock introduced SB 892, “Re-
form Solitary Confinement Bill.” Some of the 
highlights are improved human conditions and 
judicial oversight. The fact that the legislature 
has now introduced two bills to change the 
way CDCR runs its SHU is GREAT! Ammiano 
introduced a bill seeking to repeal the law that 
deprives all prisoners in the SHU from gang 
labels and good time/work time credits toward 
reduction of their sentence, which was passed 
a few years ago. Whether either of these bills 
will pass I don’t know, but hopefully we can get 
the courts to recognize that prolonged isolation 
destroys minds.

Solitary is something I don’t understand. People 
in the free world seek it out. Some say “I want 
some time alone.” The other day the lights went 
out here in the hole, I mean, all electricity. The 
hole was in Blackness! The solitude at that mo-
ment was as if every affirmation of my existence 
ended. I was left with only darkness that sur-
rounded me, engulfed me so much so that only 
closing my eyes allowed me excape from that 
which I could not see with opened eyes. The exis-
tence and visual nothingness was profound. And 
what little sensory stimulation I’m privileged to 
was eliminated! Solitary when absolute kills. 

There is a man on the lower tier. He has been in 
semi-darkness five days now. When his light 
burned out, the guards have yet to replace it. This 
has left him with the inability to read or write 
his loved ones between specific hours of the day. 
And, living in a concrete box without windows, 
darkness comes early and stays long. He sits in 

March 10, 2014 (continued) 

everyone in my pod and, like me, all were im-
pressed. Yes, you were the topic of conversation 
for the next half hour as I described your presen-
tation and what it represents. Of course, most of 
the fellows asked me the same question I asked 
myself. How did she know about manufacturing 
jobs here in the prison system and the slave labor 
required to develop all the furniture depicted in 
the displays?

You won’t believe what happened yesterday. I 
was doing some legal work when a few of the 
guys here in the pod told me to immediately 
go to Channel 8, our Spanish-speaking station. 
Because of the urgency in their voices I jumped 
up and did as directed. When I got there I saw a 
story on the Art Show at LMU “Voices of Incar-
ceration.” I only caught the end of the story, but 
I was excited because I had shown the pictures 
you sent of the show to all the guys here. They 
were familiar with the show. They also saw the 
pamphlets and posters. But, what was the most 
exciting was when the guys told me they saw 
your piece on prison labor. All the furniture and 
your display, and they immediately recognized it 
as yours. Did you see it? How exciting, don’t you 
agree?

I also shared the article “The Science of Soli-
tary Confinement.” The part I found the most 
interesting was by a neuroscientist by the name 
of Hudar Akil who stated “circadian rhythms, 
which are set by exposure to the sun, affect pris-
oners in solitary confinement and is prevalent in 
depression.” Thank you for sending it.

I haven’t had time to read because I’ve been 
working on my Civil Rights Action. Right now 
I’m doing motions for discovery, specifically pro-
duction of documents. I don’t like doing discov-
ery. It’s very time consuming but it needs to be 
done. I’m attacking my solitary confinement and 
my classification as a gang member which has 
deprived me release from the SHU an additional 
three to four years. I’ll keep you in the loop.

How are your solar panels working out? Are 
you saving on your electricity? How many watts 
per month? To tell you the truth, I do not know 
why everyone doesn’t do what you did. You save 
money and you make money and you’re good to 
the environment. 

March 23, 2014

I just finished reading the second copy of the 
transcripts from the February Hearing on Soli-
tary Confinement held in Sacramento. I read 
a copy before this most recent one but it was 
missing a lot of the comments from family and 
friends. Your statement was of particular                   
interest to me. I’m glad I had a chance to read 
it. You began by telling the panel members that 
you’ve been writing to a man who has been in 
Solitary Confinement approximately twenty-five 
years. Are you talking about me (smile)? I have 
to tell you, I was very proud  that you were refer-
encing me and had me on your mind. I feel hon-
ored.  You told the panel how it was a struggle to 
hold onto my sanity under torturous incarcera-
tion conditions, deprived of sunlight and judicial 
oversight resulting in medieval practices that 
demand change. 

I agree with everything you said. I told all the 
guys in here with me, as they, in turn, read the 
transcripts themselves, who you are and directed 
them to your presentation. You’re too Kool!

You know, it’s funny. When I was younger, I 
never liked doing yard work. I thought of it as a 
chore. Now, all I’d like to do is develop a garden 
of edibles and beauty. My father, after spending 
twenty years in the Navy, did a few jobs when 
he retired. He worked building boats and in a 
bank as a property appraiser. But, his last job, his 
“business” was landscaping and gardening. He 
seemed to enjoy it. Of course, I wasn’t there to 
see any of it because I was always in jail, even at 
a young age. And before that, he was not home 
very much (military). But he used to write me 
about the fruit trees and other plants he had 
planted and was now enjoying the fruits (pun 
intended) of his labor (smile). He would make 
wine out of some of his fruits and my mom used 
to cook using the other edibles. I loved reading 
about his gardens and all the foods and meals. 

Your garden sounds quite extensive. Gardenias, 
white and yellow lilies surrounded by roses and 
an old orange tree as the centerpiece. I’ll bet it 
smells fantastic. WOW! I can almost smell all 
the great scents right here in my cell. I would get 
a blanket, lay it in the grass, eat an orange while 
looking up at the stars, smelling all the wonder-
ful scents. Now, that’s what life is all about! I’d 
probably do it naked just to be closer to nature. 
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mind. In fact, I thought that you mentioning that 
in your letter must have been something that you 
and the students found interesting. 

I immediately called down to the guy who ex-
perienced that darkness and told him about you 
and how you shared that story with your audi-
ence. He, like me, found it incredible. I also told 
him about how you had asked me to talk to some 
of the fellows here in my immediate area and to 
write down the stories that we exchange so as to 
send them to you. He told me I could write about 
him if I wanted to and that I could share the 
stories with you. I thanked him and told him that 
I would consider his statements as a go-ahead if I 
decided to do so. 

He and I have known each other for many many 
years. And, in the free world we did not live too 
far from one another. I should say that we used 
to live by one another in the free world before we 
both came to prison. I know almost everything 
personal about him and he about me. After being 
locked in cells next to each other for more than 
a decade it’s only natural. You met his mother at 
one of the rallies during the Hunger Strike (Con-
nie). Do you remember her?

The other day they brought me the book you 
sent to me by Lawrence Thornton called Ghost 
Woman. I haven’t started to read it yet, but I’m 
looking forward to starting it in the next day or 
so. The last two books you sent me by Mr. Thorn-
ton I enjoyed, so I don’t expect anything different 
from this one. Thank you, Sheila, for thinking of 
me and sending it.

I misspoke when I mentioned to you that I was 
reading about a ruling in the Federal Court on 
Proposition 9 and 89. From my understanding, 
the Federal Court has already decided that the 
laws as they were applied were unconstitutional. 
If that is the case, then, that is FANTASTIC news 
for all life prisoners who were sentenced before 
2008 and for those of us who were sentenced 
before 1988 (89) both of the laws will have a 
profound effect on me if they are, in fact, passed 
and if the State of California has not appealed the 
Federal Court ruling. 

Like you, I was shocked when I read that the sen-
ator told you she didn’t know how the legislature 
could interact and oversee the prison system. 
But, I should not have been. The prison system 

has become so big and powerful that most agen-
cies cannot do anything to influence the inter-
nal decisions. Not even courts have very much 
authority to interfere with the running of the 
prisons. The United States Supreme Court has 
told almost all state courts not to interfere with 
the internal running of prisons because prison 
authorities know how to run their prisons better 
than the courts. That is one of the reasons we 
had hunger strikes, because the courts would not 
help us in our attempt to not be tortured, even 
after explaining all the unconstitutional viola-
tions being perpetrated by the prison authorities.

I have not told anyone this, either in letters or 
over the tiers because it could serve no posi-
tive purpose. All we can hope for is a cap on the 
number of years CDCR is allowed to keep us in 
isolation. If we can push through legislation that 
sets a three-year cap on isolation, then I would 
consider all of us lucky. That is not to say I feel 
anyone should give up the fight. On the contrary, 
I believe that the fight should go on as long as 
we can keep it going because time as you and I 
know keeps rolling on and as time changes so do 
circumstances. We hope for the best and fight 
against the worst.

Sheila, how is it that you can cook wonderful 
dishes and not smell them? When you are cook-
ing, do you smell your creations? Does the fact 
that you cannot smell well affect your ability to 
get the full enjoyment out of the taste of your 
food? I read a book that indicated that a lot of 
our taste receptors come from an ability to smell 
as well as taste our dishes. Is that true? When you 
stopped smoking was there a reason for doing 
so, like maybe your blood pressure? When was 
the last time you smoked? I used to smoke a long 
time ago, but its been more than a quarter 
century. But, I would like to smoke a good cigar 
while drinking a Bourbon, Tequila or Scotch out 
on the front porch while the sun descends into 
the night sky, light breeze in the air and the scent 
of wild flowers exciting my memory. But, alas, its 
just a dream, a damn good one! :)

I want to thank you for correcting me on the 
view of industrialization and slavery in the 
United States. I did not consider the fact that 
when slavery ended and negroes went to work in 
factories the conditions were so bad that all that 
happened is that people who were now supposed 
to be free were subjected to brutal and dangerous 

March 23, 2014 (continued) 

darkness, eyes closed, left only to the memories 
developed in the past.

I loved reading about your garden. Of course, it 
made me hungry (smile). I’ve never had home-
made jam. We’re not allowed to have sugar. The 
guys make wine, so the prison has eliminated 
it from anything we buy or are given, like jelly, 
syrup, etc., even frosting on cakes (smile).

April 13, 2014

I would like to say that the story you told me 
about Bryan Stevenson from the Equal Justice 
Initiative was great. When I read it I was also 
galvanized. In fact, I immediately sat down and 
wrote Bryan to tell him how artfully you shared 
his experience in life with me. And how much I 
enjoyed and appreciated the story.

The story you/he told was unusual, even for me 
here in Pelican Bay State Prison. But, the fact of 
the matter is, it isn’t. I have seen too many men 
lose touch with reality, experience their sanity 
disperse and dissolve as it slipped through the 
perforated steel doors of their captivity. I have 
seen the cruel nature of the guards untrained 
and unfamiliar with how to deal with men who 
are mentally disabled, unable to understand or 
comprehend the acts of violence inflicted upon 
them like some dumb beast of burden beaten for 
not performing as their masters would like.

Twenty years ago when PBSP was being attacked 
as a place of cruel and unusual punishment by 
us prisoners, an incident took place that “should 
have demonstrated the truth. A mentally ill man 
who lost his sanity while locked in a windowless 
cell began to rub human waste over his body. The 
guards got mad because they would be respon-
sible for cleaning the contaminated cell and 
cleaning the prisoner. Sooo, they took this poor 
person to the medical facility and tossed him 
into a metal tub of scorching hot water where he 
began to boil until his flesh began to fall off. The 
guards’ comments, “We’re going to make him a 
white boy!”.

I wrote to Bryan Stevenson and thanked him 
for his dedication to compassionate recogni-
tion and all his work relating to Equal Justice 

organization. As far as your statement about the 
more people I write the more dimensions I show, 
you can not believe how much I like to attempt 
to experience new and different aspects of my 
personality via writing. For me writing is like 
you walking up to someone in the free world and 
talking. You experience multiple dimensions of 
your personality in your exchanges which are 
so normal for  you. You do it without conscious 
thought. Me, I’m locked in a cell with no one to 
talk to except through written words. I’d like to 
have soooo many correspondences that I develop 
a multi-personality (smile). 

One of the fellows in the pod, who is a member 
of the civil action filed in the Federal Court, not 
by the Center for Constitutional Law but a dif-
ferent one, received word from his attorneys that 
the psychologist and psychiatrist representing 
the prisoner’s position are supposed to visit and 
tour inside PBSP SHU today (4/11) to see how 
their clients live and the environment they are 
subjected to. 

Everyone is excited to see them. Picture this 
in your mind, every time someone comes into 
our pod, imagine dogs in a pound pressing 
their noses up against the front of the cage that 
confines them. That’s how we are, the door opens 
and everyone stands at their cell door front try-
ing to stimulate their visual senses, faces pressed 
up against the perforated steel, looking through 
the small holes, trying to catch an image of the 
invaders.

The doctors came by as we were told and talked 
to a few of the guys in the pod. I wasn’t in the 
pod. About 30 minutes prior to their arrival, 
I was taken to the law library. We’re allowed 
to visit the law library once every two to three 
weeks for a couple of hours, and when you get 
the change you don’t want to pass up on it. I 
needed to do some legal research for my civil ac-
tion. When I returned to the pod the fellows told 
me all about it. It was productive.

April 15, 2014

The photos of the exhibition you curated are 
fantastic. You wrote that you told students about 
the guy I told you about who had to live in dark-
ness for a few weeks and how I experienced the 
black out in my cell. Wow, Sheila, that blows my 
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become empty and the need eliminated which 
means millions of dollars lost by the prison 
system and ‘work force’ which equates to loss of 
political power. That’s the goal, Sheila, the clos-
ing of the SHUs and elimination of the “Parole 
Board.” 

I’ve been trying to get information on Prop 9 and 
89 issues dealing with lifer prisoners because 
both matters will affect my time in prison. I came 
to prison before either proposition became law. 
I read the case out of the Federal Court and was 
overwhelmed by the court’s determination but 
I have not been able to determine if the state 
has filed an appeal. Do you know? I’m trying to 
find out if the state has not filed an appeal, what 
I have to do to get back before the Parole Board 
for release consideration. At my last hearing 
(2009), the Board denied me ten (10) years. That 
was crazy! 

There’s a guy in my pod who came to prison as a 
juvenile (16). I sent him the newspaper articles 
you sent me. He’s been staying on top of the 
issues dealing with juvenile sentence to life with-
out possibility of parole (AWOP). I don’t think 
he’ll get any action on his sentence because he’s 
here for killing a cop, and even though he was a 
kid, it doesn’t make any difference to cops. The 
most he can hope for is release from the SHU.

I don’t think I’ve ever mentioned this to you 
before. Up here there is a radio station called 
Sista Place out of the college. You can get it on 
the radio. Anyways, every Sunday at 2:00 p.m. 
the host plays music and dedicates songs to the 
men in the SHU from family or friends as well 
as discusses prison issues. We used to get the 
station on our T.V.s but the prison cut us off, at-
tempting to deprive us of the information given 
to us (denial of 1st Amendment) but now that we 
can have radios most men are now reconnected. 
I thought I’d mention it to you in case you ever 
want to hear it.

How is Margie doing, Sheila? Have you seen her? 
I need to send her a card for Mother’s Day. Do 
you know if Ian is still in Germany? How is the 
alternative cancer treatment working for her? Do 
you know what her diet consists of? I was think-
ing about it and many of the vegetable meals you 
make using Eastern recipes would probably do 
her very good.

I made a candy yesterday for one of the guys’ 
birthday here. I used cookies, chocolate bar, 
peanuts and peanut butter and syrup. It came out 
very good. We all celebrated his day.

You know, Sheila, I often try to practice the 
things that attach me to the free world, like 
the celebrating of a guy’s birthday or a holiday, 
whatever can attach me to the world not of incar-
ceration. I try to dream of memories developed 
before my imprisonment. I try to meet people 
through letter writing or any means possible. The 
reason I do this is because it allows me to retain 
my humanity. Pelican Bay’s  efforts to destroy 
me have failed because people like you let me be 
human. You and people like you remind me daily 
that I’m someone. As much as this place would 
want me to be invisible, you give me substance. 
You and the people in my life deny Solitary 
Confinement the ability to deprive me of social-
ization through concrete walls and steel doors. 
Isolation and solitary confinement fail because 
of you.

May 6, 2014

Thank you so much for making copies of my 
photograph. I’m going to send some to family 
and friends so they can see what I look like with-
out a mustache. I cut it off so I could take this 
picture. Most people have not seen me without 
a mustache but I’m beginning to realize that it’s 
more gray these years than black and I tend to 
look much older when I’m wearing one. Tell me, 
Sheila, which way do you like the pictures I’ve 
sent you? Do you like the one with the mustache 
or the one without it? Personally I think I look 
very pale due to the lack of sun.

I read the article you sent on the Federal Prison 
system getting ready to grant a lot of people the 
opportunity to get out based on their convic-
tions. WOW! Hopefully the State of California 
will take the step and change the way the parole 
system is implemented. That would go a long 
way to changing the way the prison system is run 
in this state. Right now it’s very bad for all people 
doing life sentences, myself included.

Did I tell you about the prison adding new TV 
channels we prisoners have access to? We actu-
ally have a couple of channels that run movies all 
day long, which has been showing old movies. 

April 15, 2014 (continued)

working conditions in order to survive. It’s like 
you said, slaves went from slave conditions on 
the plantations to slave conditions in the facto-
ries. 

April 27, 2014

You mentioned the story of meeting Connie in 
your letter, when you came to the Norwalk dem-
onstration for the hunger strike and how you 
asked her if her son was me, which for the record 
I don’t think I look at all like her son. I just 
called down to her son and told him the story. 
Everyone in the pod began laughing because 
I’m always telling him he is not good looking. 
He reminded me of my statements and told me 
to remember the statement in your letter next 
time I have something to say about his physical 
appearance. I was hesitant to tell him what you 
wrote because I knew he would use it against me 
in the future. But, we all had a good laugh over 
it.  I also tell him his brother is the ugliest man 
I ever saw and I’ve often told him he looks like 
his brother. He told me, remember what you said 
about me and my brother? Now you know what 
you look like (smile).

People who have been here a while and have 
appeared before the Director’s Review Board 
(DRB) for consideration for release to the gener-
al prison population have been waiting anywhere 
between 50 – 60 days for transfer out of the SHU. 
50 or 60 days isn’t really a long time after years 
in solitary confinement to have to wait, but for 
those who are waiting, those days drag by soooo 
slowly that time seems as though it stopped. Me, 
I’m waiting to hear when it’s my turn, as slow as 
the DRB is at reviewing people. It may be a 
while, but even if it’s a while, at least I know I’ll 
get the chance now, not like before. 

I don’t know if I told you this before, so I’ll do 
so now. As you are aware, because of the hunger 
strike CDCR is changing the policy for plac-
ing and releasing men from isolation. This new 
policy runs parallel with the old, which allows a 
prisoner the opportunity to be considered for re-
lease from the SHU if you have six (6) years with 
no gang activity (which is impossible for anyone 
to have). Anyways, I believe I’ll be available for 
consideration for release from the SHU under 

the six (6) year program before I’m eligible for 
DRB. My six-year review is in 2/15, ten months 
from today, whichever date of consideration 
comes first will be the one I’m considered under. 
In any event, I believe within the year I’ll be con-
sidered. Keep your fingers crossed. 

I haven’t had time to read “Ghost Woman” by 
Lawrence Thornton yet because I’ve been doing 
a lot of legal work, not only mine but I’ve been 
helping some other prisoners prepare some civil 
rights actions based on denial of medical care. I 
have a very strict discipline. If I have legal work 
to do, I do it before anything else. I do this be-
cause the courts will not wait and in most cases 
it’s very important if not only to me but in help-
ing someone else.

I’m looking at the two posters you sent me. One 
appears to be a book cover. “The opposite of 
poverty is justice” for the Equal Justice Initiative. 
It’s very visually stimulating I found myself star-
ing into the center of the shell, pulling me into it. 
The background facilitates the journey inward.  
I noticed the fading pyramid pushing upwards 
into the light. Was that by design? It works. The 
second piece presents a telegraphic circular view 
into the vast universe. “Every person is a uni-
verse.” Looking into this image allows me the 
right to recall how very small I am but also how 
I make up some part of the infinite unknown. 
Thank you for sharing both with me.

That reminds me. in a few days I need to change 
the images you have sent me over the years. I put 
new pictures into frames to hang on my cell wall 
every 90 days. It’s my way to seeing outside of my 
windowless cell. I change the pictures as if I’m 
moving. I like seeing the world. 

I agree with you when you write that a three-
year cap on solitary confinement is better than 
indefinite confinement. I would be happy to hear 
a three-year cap has been implemented. But, I’ll 
tell you, Sheila, most people cannot endure more 
than a few weeks in isolation. A prime example is 
the Warden who secretly went into the SHU for a 
few hours. 

But, all that said, what’s happening in CDCR is 
developing a program based on a revolving door 
where they could have prisoners continuously 
moving in and out of the SHU. They have to 
have that revolving door. Otherwise, the SHUs 
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this new Danish we’re sold called “Apple Ugly” 
(what a crazy name). Every morning we’re given 
a milk. So, I’ll save it to drink with my meal and 
candy later in the day. Who knows, I might even 
sing myself the birthday song, under my breath 
of course (smile).

To tell you the truth, in July I’m going to forgo 
any breads and sweets so I can drop some weight 
that I plan to put on for my birthday. Right now 
I’m approximately 200 pounds, so I’ll drop five 
or ten pounds.

I’m still waiting to hear something about my 
hardship transfer. It takes a while. But like I men-
tioned in my letter where I first told you about it, 
this prison very seldom gives them out. But it’s a 
long shot worth taking. When I hear something 
I’ll let you know.

June 16, 2014

I just received your letter dated 6/5 with the ad-
ditional letters dated May 18th and May 28th, 
2014. I’m glad you checked with me to verify if 
I was receiving your mail. You should always do 
that because these people will keep, dispose or 
misplace mail without notification to either the 
sender or receiver. 

It’s like the time you sent me a copy of my book. 
These people tried to tell me that they didn’t 
receive it for over three months. Numerous 
requests of confirmation were disregarded until 
finally I was told I couldn’t have either copy of 
my book.

Thank you very much for letting me know about 
the court action to classify the law suit against 
PBSP as a class action suit. That’s GREAT news 
and could prove to be of benefit to all of us, not 
only in PBSP but quite possibly throughout the 
country. Of course, I doubt anything will happen 
for several more years. Thank you for letting me 
know.

Some bad news. Do you remember the two bills 
that were introduced by Hancock and Ammiano 
over the hunger strike? Well, we just heard both 
bills were struck down by Democrats and that 
Hancock’s bill was altered in language and would 
have sold all of us out. Politics, it’s a dirty busi-
ness!! Now CDCR is trying to pass a rule that 

will effectively deny me delivery into the prison 
publications that express any opposition to the 
CDCR. 

What this means is the publications that provid-
ed prisoners throughout California information 
on the hunger strike could and will be denied de-
livery in the prison system. These dogs are trying 
to slip it through into the rules under the denial 
of pornography prohibition section. It’s a move 
only a snake would make. It’s a denial of First 
Amendment rights. The prison system locks us 
up for breaking the law and then they try and do, 
in most cases, deprive us of rights secured by law. 
That’s why I’m in court trying to win my freedom 
from solitary confinement achieved in violation 
of my due process rights. I’m fighting for what’s 
right. It’s very difficult fighting for my rights, but 
it’s like the saying goes, “Anything worth having 
is worth fighting for.”

I remember you telling me about the sun dial 
you were going to work on at the college campus. 
I remember you describing it to me. I would love 
to see some drawings of it. What really excites 
me is your work with black and white images 
that change color when viewed through a prism. 
WOW! I know how light changes color when 
passing through glass, but, can you explain it to 
me so I have a better understanding. Is it like 
light passing through a lens? 

When you receive this letter it should be only a 
few days from my birthday, and I’ll be prepar-
ing to make my sweets and tamale. I’ll be glad to 
know you and Margie will be celebrating right 
along side of me, a giant piece of chocolate cake 
sounds nice to me.

June 24, 2014

I’m doing fine or should I say that I’m doing as 
well as I can be expected to be doing while sitting 
in an isolation cell in Pelican Bay State Prison. I 
just heard over the tier that a few more guys have 
packed their property and will be leaving this 
place for another prison somewhere. It doesn’t 
really matter where they will be going. The most 
important thing is that they are leaving this place 
and that’s always good news to hear, even when 
it’s not you, or in this case me.

May 6, 2014 (continued)

We just watched one today called “Kingdom of 
Heaven.” Have you seen it? It’s not extremely old, 
but I enjoyed it.

My friend who I’ve known many years left for 
general prison population after spending more 
than 17 years in Solitary Confinement. I’m so 
very  happy for him. Hope he gets to see and 
hold his loved ones soon. It’s hard to see him go 
but I’m very pleased.  You would think I have 
emotions. I don’t like it. You must be affecting 
me.

Oh, you remember me letting you know that 
my birthday is on June 27th. Will you make me a 
chocolate cake and enjoy it for me? Then write 
and tell me all about it.  

May 26, 2014

Bad news. Remember the motion I was trying 
for a hardship transfer based on my mother’s 
failing heath? Well, these people denied it. I was 
told that because of my gang classification by 
the prison administrators, Pelican Bay was the 
correct prison to hold me. It was a long shot but 
I wanted to try it in an attempt to get closer to 
home and all the people I care about.

Pelican Bay tries to use hardship requests to force 
men held inside its walls to become informants 
for the guards. In fact, its not unusual to hear 
the administrators tell men they could have the 
hardship transfer if they’d debrief first. I’ve seen 
it work, but not on me. I’ll wait to see if I get any 
action when I go before the Directors Review 
Board ( DRB) for consideration for release from 
the SHU. Of course, I’ll let you know who and 
what happens. Right now I’ll need to stay in soli-
tary confinement a little longer. 

Today is Memorial Day and I honor my father 
who spent more than 20 years in military service 
for this country. He was very proud of his service 
and I’m very proud of him.

June 1, 2014

I am so excited about the success of your work. 
Now you see why I asked you for prints of your 

X-Rays to use as cards. Hell, I myself have a few 
hanging in my prison cell in solitary confine-
ment in Pelican Bay State Prison. I’m in a man’s 
prison where almost every picture hanging on a 
wall in any given cell is of a scantily clad female 
except in my pod, where I and a few other men 
have X-Rays, lens scans or acquatic images hang-
ing. I don’t know where all of your success will 
end up but then again, that’s not really impor-
tant. It’s the journey. It’s always the journey.

Thank you a million times for being so gener-
ous with me. What I’m talking about is the three 
shows you have arranged for me for the coming 
year, Chaffey College, Valley College and Hamp-
shire College in Massachusetts.  WOW!! I don’t 
even know people in Massachusetts. I’ve only 
heard names like Kennedy or Kerry. Through 
you I have been rubbing shoulders with people 
I would never have known. You have broadened 
my world. Be careful because soon I’ll be a cul-
tured indivdual, speaking with a British accent 
(smile).

You asked me about whether correspondence 
courses are allowed in solitary confinement. Yes, 
we’re allowed to take classes. A few years back 
Margie supported my education with assistance 
but I have not taken courses since my return to 
Pelican Bay in 2010. In fact, Sheila, when you 
and I first began writing one another I sent you 
my grades seeking your direction in course of 
studies. You were teaching at the time. I have 
a 3.86 GPA and I’ve completed all my college 
requirements towards my AA but I need to ac-
cumulate elective units. Right now it’s not a good 
time to re-enter my educational pursuits but I’ll 
keep an open mind for the future. 

So, let me tell you what I have planned for my 
birthday. Me and the guys here in the pod are 
going to make tamales and a candy. When we go 
to the store we’ll buy corn chips, hot sauce and 
some meat. We’ll also save our dinner when we’re 
given chicken fajitas. It’s like chicken mole. I’ll 
soak the chips which have a hot pepper on them, 
in water, just enough to make them soggy. Then, 
I’ll crush them into a masa, flatten them out and 
fill them with meat, saved cheese, chicken fajitas 
and some jalapenos for taste. I’ll put them up on 
my light (that’s my oven) for hours to melt the 
cheese. Does that sound good? I’m also going 
to make a candy by crushing cookies, peanuts, 
melting some candy bars (chocolate) and adding 



132 133

plish that these guards look for ways to deprive 
us anything they can. Using art is one way that 
they do it because they know there are some 
wonderful artists in here and if the outside world 
knew about them they would be famous.

I’m sorry to read that Margie is having a hard 
time because of the loss of her hair. But, if that is 
the worst that is happening in relationship to her 
illness, then I feel good that is the only problem. 
Vanity one can overcome, and hair can grow 
back or not, but life lost is over and there are no 
get backs to that. So, if it is her hair, then so be 
it, better her hair than her life. And, I’m sure I 
speak for all of us that love and care for her. How 
is the rest of her treatment coming along?

You mentioned that you were going to send me 
some art books. That’s not a good idea right now 
because these people are going to be searching 
my cell for the next few months as a result of me 
getting ready to go in front of the Departmental 
Review Board (DRB) and because I’m going to 
be getting ready to have my isolation classifica-
tion reviewed based on my inactive/active status 
evaluation by the gang investigative unit. It’s 
what happens when a prisoner is being consid-
ered for release from the SHU. I still have many 
more months before that happens but I like to 
get ready very early and that means getting rid 
of any excess property and other types of paper 
work so when the guards come and confiscate all 
my property, I have already limited a great deal, 
which in turn cuts down on how much time the 
guards keep it, and how much they destroy it in 
the process of searching it. Also, they make you 
get rid of any amount of books you have over the 
limit of ten, which we are allowed to have, not 
counting legal books. So, thank you for the offer, 
but not at this time on the art books. 

On the subject of writing, you asked if the writ-
ing that I’m doing was done in the past. Yes, I 
have written hundreds of pages of a book years 
ago. I did it to retain my sanity when I first came 
to Pelican Bay and before I had acclimated to 
the extreme isolation and gotten used to solitary 
confinement. But, as I progress I will write from 
my perspective now, so don’t be surprised if you 
see a mutation in my personality and my writing. 
As for the numbering of the pages, I will number 
them sequentially so we can keep track of them 
when I send them to you. 

Thank you for supplying me with information 
on the Center For Constitutional Rights and the 
fact that the Class Action Suit has been certified 
as a class action. That was very good news to all 
of us up here in Pelican Bay. What that means is 
the lawyers for the Center will now have a wider 
pool of information from which to make the 
case.  Everyone I’ve talked to wants to help that 
organization out as much as we can. 

The prison administrators are not doing any-
thing that they have said they were going to do as 
far as isolation and solitary confinement hous-
ing is concerned. They do not want to put a cap 
on the number of years they can keep one of us 
in the SHU. The men who have been let out are 
being given rule violation reports for extremely 
innocuous activity for the purpose of returning 
them to the SHU. Yes, we have been given some 
items while in the hole but these things should 
have be given to us from the beginning and were 
only denied us for the purpose of torture. 

Nonetheless, I’m still waiting my turn at a chance 
to see the review board. But, let me give you an 
example of what I’m talking about. This week 
over the television stations we’re given here was 
the bulletin that was posted which stated that be-
ginning July 1, 2014, the institutional radio chan-
nel will be changed once a month so as to give 
the prison population an opportunity to hear a 
wider variety. The prison has had the ability to 
provide this variety since it opened up in 1989 
but elected not to do so. Everything was done to 
isolate us, including radio and TV access. Now 
we are allowed to listened to two different radio 
stations, one rock and the other country. I just 
might learn how to line dance like a cowboy. :)

Your garden sounds delicious, tomatoes, beans, 
eggplants and grapes. You must be a farmer at 
heart. What are you going to do with the grapes? 
I think you have told me in the past that you
make grape jelly. 

Have you ever made homemade wine?  When I 
used to drink I would make wine every week and 
I used to be pretty good at it. One 16 oz. cup and 
you would be feeling no pain. Of course, I used 
to get into trouble with the guards because of it 
but, back in the early days I didn’t much care. I 
have long since quit drinking. I don’t even like 
to do it anymore. I also made white lightning by 
distilling the wine to extract only the alcohol. 

June 24, 2014 (continued) 

I was reading a book one of the guys gave me on 
the tier. I asked him a question about math, 
 specifically some formulas that I had studied in 
the past but had forgotten. Anyway, he sent me 
this book called “The New York Times Guide to 
Essential Knowledge” by a guy named William 
Safire. The book is full of information about all 
kinds of different subjects. I came across a sec-
tion that gave the history and what appears to be 
significant dates in the development of photogra-
phy. Of course, I read it because it had something 
that you are interested in and I found it both 
informative and interesting. I read about lens 
creation, shutter development and every other 
aspect of the world of photography. There was 
one section in the book that talked about a group 
of people that referred to themselves as f/64’s. 
It was in reference to narrow aperture depth of 
field and focal sharpness.

They were part of the straight photography prac-
titioners who believed in strict realism. Then, 
there was something that is right up your alley, 
I think. Of course, I could be wrong. I think it’s 
right along your lines because of what you told 
me a few years back when you were still teach-
ing. You said that you were very impressed by 
one of your students’ work because it dealt with 
real life. If I can remember correctly, she, your 
student, did a piece on physical deformity of a 
family member that deals with straightforward 
depictions of every day life. 

You remember me telling you about the hardship 
transfer I was trying to get but that I was shot 
down for. Well, this guy in my pod requested one 
a week after I had and he just received word that 
his was approved. I’m very happy for him as I am 
for anyone getting out of here, but it’s an example 
of how this place works, completely arbitrary. 

July 4, 2014

It’s official. I’m on a quest to lose some weight. I 
went to medical yesterday and weighed myself 
and I’m sitting at 205 lbs. which isn’t too bad for 
a man that stands 6’ tall and works out almost 
six times a week, but I don’t like to be over 200 
lbs, soooo I’m going to lose some weight, maybe 
around ten pounds. I have cut out almost all 
sweets from my diet and all bread. I believe that 

will have an effect on my weight situation for 
the positive, and after all I ate on and around my 
birthday, I need to cut my intake of bad foods.
So, I put together a large piece of candy and I 
also made a tamale for me and a few of the guys 
here in the pod with me. I used cookies, pastries, 
cocoa mix, wafer cookies, peanuts and almonds 
with some punch flavor kool aid mix. Plus, I 
made a frosting for the top of the candy from the 
cream filling from cookies. It was so big I could 
not eat all of it in two days, so I gave some of it 
away. The guys here with me helped me to pur-
chase the items needed to prepare it, as they did 
with the ingredients to prepare the tamale. For 
that I used chili corn chips (three bags), squeeze 
cheese, chili beans in a pouch, and dry beans in 
a bag, rice, jalapenos and hot sauce, pickle and 
tortillas. Each tamale must have weighed four 
pounds and the candy the same. When all the 
cooking and eating was done it was all worth the 
time spent to prepare it, and that was hard.  So 
now you know why I’m going to go easy on all 
the food this month and particularly the sweets 
and breads. 

Thank you for sending me copies of the drawing 
I sent you of the butterflies and skull. I’m glad 
you liked it. You do know that I did not draw it. 
It was done by someone else. I know you asked 
me if I know who did it and I’ll tell you yes, but 
I cannot tell you his name because if I write his 
name or any one’s name in a letter it could ex-
pose me to disciplinary action by these dogs for 
gang activity. 

You know me. I’m very careful not to expose 
myself to these guards so as to allow them to use 
information against me as gang information. If 
an inmate possesses another inmate’s name, that 
is classified as a gang associate or member, and 
that name is used or found in the possession of 
another inmate, the guards can and will use that 
against the inmate possessing it to claim gang 
activity. It’s the same if you possess a piece of art 
from another inmate and the art has the other 
inmate’s name on it. These guards will use that 
to say you are involved in gang activity. So, yes, 
I could send you other pieces of art from other 
prisoners, but it will make these guards deny you 
the ability to write me or visit. That’s what hap-
pened to Margie, and to this day, these guards 
will not allow her to visit me any more.

The purpose of Pelican Bay is to deny those of us 
inside its walls any outside contact and to accom-
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was a conspiratorial individual I’d assert his was 
granted while mine was denied because of my 
civil litigation against prison officials. Instead, I’ll 
just chalk it up to good luck for him and bad for 
me on this turn.

I just got back from my medical checkup. Some 
tests were ordered, cholesterol, white and red 
blood count, prostate and a few other things I 
cannot remember, all standard. My blood pres-
sure was good, eyes, ears and heart good. Oh, my 
weight was down two pounds. It’s working but I 
sure do miss eating sweets. 

I never realized that after all my meals, except 
breakfast, that I ate something sweet. It was al-
most as if the meal wasn’t over until I ate dessert. 
I now understand I fell into a pattern of eating at 
specific times and I sought out specific meals not 
because I was hungry, but because it was time. 
It’s a bad habit on my part. I’m going to work on 
changing that habit. 

July 20, 2014

Things with me have been going good as can be 
expected. I’m catching up on my legal work and 
I’ve been helping a few guys right here with me 
with some of theirs. It seems as though I never 
have extra time these days with all the items on 
my plate. But, I can’t complain, because it keeps 
me busy in a world designed to drive you crazy 
with boredom. I expect to file my opposition to 
Defendant’s Motion for Summary Judgment this 
coming week, providing the guards bring it so I 
can. I worked on it for a few weeks straight, ten 
hours a day. A lot of work!. Once I file my papers 
I simply wait for the courts to rule on them. 
When that will be, who knows? 

In the meantime, I’m going to help a guy file an 
Appeal on his criminal conviction and I’m going 
to help draft and file documents for someone else 
so he can get married. He has tried in the past 
but they keep telling him he’s already married, 
which isn’t correct. I’m going to correct the error 
before he is let out of the hole, since he’s not a life 
prisoner. He’s allowed to have conjugal visits on 
the main line, and what man doesn’t appreciate 
the touch of a woman while in the joint? Right?

July 28, 2014

I have to apologize for not writing much more. I 
have no excuse but I offer an explanation. As you 
are aware, I’ve been litigating a civil complaint 
against my captors for my confinement in the 
SHU and recent gang classification status change. 
As a result I have been working steadily, hours 
per day, seven days per week preparing and try-
ing to get my documents filed. Right now, as it is, 
I have completed all my opposition documents 
and exhibits for filing but the prison authorities 
are making it difficult to file the papers with the 
court.

Per court order, I was supposed to file my oppo-
sition to defendant’s motion for summary judg-
ment by July 21, 2014. But, when I submitted 
my paper work for photo copying and mailing 
they returned my paper work to me on July 22, 
telling me I had to give them an explanation why 
my opposition was more than 50 pages. Mine 
was 54. This prison has an internal policy that 
requires prisoners submitting legal documents to 
the court to explain the necessity of filing docu-
ments over the count of 50 pages. 

Here’s the problem. The explanation given by 
the prisoner for requesting copying over the 50 
page amount is subject to interpretation for the 
purpose of acceptance of the explanation. In my 
case, the guard didn’t like my explanation. So, 
I had to resubmit my papers a second time for 
photo copying and mailing on the 22nd. It is now
the 28th and I’ve yet to hear anything. 

My difficulty comes from the fact that I’m suing 
the very same people who have the authority to 
accept or deny my documents, plus their sub-
ordinates are acting on their behalf in attempt-
ing to block my right of access to the court. Of 
course, these people cannot actually cause me 
harm, because I know how to deal with them. 
I should after almost 40 years. It’s just another 
form of torture. Any little thing they can do is 
designed to have an effect over all, and I recog-
nize it for what it is.

This week the Departmental Review Board 
(DRB) is up here reviewing cases of guys who 
have been in the SHU a long time and are now 
being considered for release. I don’t know how 
this is going but that’s because my focus has been 
elsewhere. 

July 4, 2014 (continued)

I used to sell it for twenty dollars a cup. Prison 
hustles. There are a thousand of them in the 
joint. Selling white lightning was one.

The other day I saw a program on the PBS sta-
tion. This guy lived off the land that he owned. 
Like you, he grew a lot of his food and like you, 
he had/has bee hives for the purpose of get-
ting honey. Anyway, he showed on TV how he 
made wine and white lightning from the honey 
he grew and harvested. I have made wine using 
honey in the past. 

July 9, 2014

The letter I have here in front of me responds to 
my book where I described my experience as a 
young child, in kindergarten, when I sat in the 
giant sewer pipe and experienced isolation and 
alienation. You described having experienced 
a similar situation when you were a young girl, 
seeking to substitute loneliness with love and 
going as far as hugging a tree on your trip home 
from school. I was sorry to read that sentence. 
Sadness in many cases is a by-product of loneli-
ness. That’s what I experience being locked in a 
cell hours a day for years on endless end. But I 
believe your statement about situations we ex-
perience as youth can prepare us to understand 
and, if need be, withstand future events that 
affect our lives. 

You know, that’s one of the reasons I cannot 
understand when people write me and tell me 
they wish they could be alone because people are 
always around them. Me, I’d like to have  people 
around me and I guess it’s because being in 
solitary confinement makes me experience the 
loneliness I felt when I was a child. What about 
you? Don’t you even now, that you are older in 
life, feel the need to be hugged or give a hug? I 
hope you never have to experience the absolute 
denial and deprivation of being able to hug or be 
hugged. 

You wrote that you think my exposure led to 
my ability to withstand such aggravated abuse 
in solitary all the years I’ve been subjected to it 
while retaining humor, compassion and grace.  
You believe my youthful isolation may have con-
tributed to my gregarious personality. Whatever 

the case, I do like a good gathering with body-to-
body movement but it’s ironic that I’m denied it.

Another statement you wrote was you don’t 
know if you could cope as well as I have. You 
already have the first hurdle conquered. That’s 
accepting it’s reality and you did when you wrote 
“don’t know if I could cope as well as you have.” 
Well, I don’t believe the question is could you 
cope, but more a question of how do you wish to 
cope?

You mentioned you were having some problems 
figuring out the front and back of the sun dial 
but that in the middle of the night you finally 
solved the problem, which of course filled you 
with satisfaction. You described it as “always in-
credible, being creative.’ Do you remember how 
you came up with the solution to your situation? 
What was it that sparked that aha moment? 

I have found that most of my moments of aha are 
a result of continuous work, 99% of the time and 
1% aha. Kind of doing and redoing over and over 
either physically or mentally, until it’s like I want 
it. My ideas or the time I like working most is in 
the early morning hours. My mornings are ana-
lytical moments and evenings are my emotional 
time. Do you experience existence at particular 
times more so than at others?

So, I’ve been doing o.k. on my quest to drop 
a few pounds. I have been laying off sweets, 
overwhelmingly. On the 4th of July we were given 
ice cream and a piece of raspberry pie. I ate it, 
but I’ve not eaten any bread, except corn bread, 
which is made of corn. So, I consider this ac-
ceptable. Today, I’m supposed to go to medical 
and I’ll be able to weigh myself, just to see if the 
above is having any effect. I know it is because 
I’m already feeling less weighty. 

Word is circulating around here that some more 
men are being let out of the SHU under the SDP. 
I’m hearing approximately six (6). I don’t know 
who they are or where they all are going but it 
doesn’t much matter. All that does is that some 
more are getting out. What it means is that I’m 
getting closer to my case-by-case review. Also, a 
guy in my pod is leaving this place tonight. He 
received a hardship transfer and will be housed 
at a prison closer to his home. He sought a hard-
ship transfer approximately one week after me, 
only his was granted while mine was denied. If I 
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behaving the way they were. We, the prisoners 
demonstrated the similarities between what the 
young person was doing and what we (prisoners) 
had done in the past that resulted in our impris-
onment. We held ourselves up as mirror images 
reflecting behavior and attitudes. 

Years later, courts in the area of San Quentin 
used to sentence youthful offenders to our group. 
When I was sent to Pelican Bay, me and a few 
convicts here started a similar program called 
P.R.O.T.E.C.T. (Prisoners Reaching Out to Edu-
cate Children and Teens). We would produce art 
and donate it to outside groups to support those 
groups working with youth at risk and we would 
write the kids in these groups letting them know 
how we ended up in prison in hopes of deterring 
them from criminal activities. 

This place gave me a disciplinary for gang 
activity and disallowed me from continuing the 
group. Later, I got involved with “Teen Court”, a 
program similar to the other two above. Today 
I write a group of kids at a continuation school 
for kids at risk. Whatever I can say that’s helpful, 
I try. Hopefully, the kids will see their actions 
as actions I participated in and alter their path. 
Whether it does or not, who knows, but it’s 
worth the time and effort based on a ‘maybe’.

Restorative Justice sounds interesting if the goal 
is understanding and forgiveness. Both ideas 
require bold and courageous hearts. How does it 
work with the absence of such characteristics?
The guys up here who have radios are able to 
pick up the same radio program you listen to, 
KPFK’s “Democracy Now.” A lot of the guys like 
it. I’ve heard it before when I was at San Quentin. 
A station used to play re-broadcast of its pro-
gramming.

Up here we’re told that the prison administra-
tors are going to change the radio once a month. 
Hopefully they will allow us to hear the college 
station which also plays re-broadcasts of “De-
mocracy Now” and if our radio is changed I’ll 
listen to it. That’s a big ‘if ’. 

You wrote that you run four miles at the gym. 
Am I correct to assume you run on a treadmill? 
And if so, why? Don’t you like running free on 
the streets as opposed to indoors on a machine’s 
treadmill? I always wondered about that. Why 
not run in the world and see it, as opposed to 

indoors with a view of the wall? Of course, it 
probably stems from my inability to be outside 
or walk or run in a straight line for more than 
seven steps. I used to run here in the hole, but 
after years of running on concrete and making 
sharp turns it could be hard on the knees. So 
instead of running, I do more squat-thrust with a 
push-up (burpees).

You mentioned in your letter that you’d like to 
see the documents I’ve prepared and have filed 
in my Civil Action in Federal Court. You can. All 
the documents are public information, except 
those papers filed under “Seal of Confidentiality”. 
All you need to do is get on the computer, log 
into the Northern District Court San Francisco 
using my Case Number (C13-5824 CRB (PR)P. 
Let me know what you think.

August 10, 2014

Tell me, Sheila, how can you be preparing for a 
protest, write me and still find the time to enjoy 
the songs sung by squawking wild green parrots 
in your trees, which, by the way, sounds beauti-
ful. 

I can close my eyes and imagine the sweet 
sounds of songs sung by birds in the trees, but it’s 
been so long my memory is fading and I’m now 
simply creating the sounds of what I imagine 
them to be, based on description via letters, 
books and television programs. First-hand recol-
lection has long since dissipated. Thank you for 
sharing the wonderful image with me. I don’t re-
member what a persimmon tree or its fruit looks 
like but I made a creation in my mind. I see tree 
branches filled with green parrots, leafless and 
brightly hanging grapefruit-size fruits being 
consumed by the numerous parrots, all squack-
ing loudly as their heads move from side to side, 
vigilant for danger.

I’m going to talk about something I know 
nothing about really. But, it is as I see it. Please 
enlighten me if I’m wrong in some historical or 
factual form. You wrote you are appalled by the 
actions and behavior of the Israeli invasion of the 
Gaza area. I have to ask, what alternatives do 
they have? If a government is shooting rockets 
on your citizenship, your government has the 
responsibility to protect you from harm. Wasn’t 
it the Palestinian government that originally      

July 28, 2014 (continued) 

One thing is absolutely clear, the process of re-
viewing those of us in the SHU is progressing 
at a snail’s pace. There are thousands of us in the 
hole and isolation units and the DRB is seeing 
men every other month at a rate of five to twelve 
men per visit.

A lot of the guys are starting to discuss taking 
some action that will illuminate this situation. Of 
course, it needs to be one that will impact 
the CDCR in a fashion that is not acceptable. 
That is the subject right now, and in that arena 
there seems to be a picture developing. It’s totally 
ridiculous that the CDCR would implement a 
program and then be too fearful to execute it. 
That’s the case here. They have locked us up and 
tortured all of us for decades. How the fear in 
their heart over possible repercussions as a result 
of their behavior scares them. So, they are trying 
to filter people at a snail’s pace, into the main 
lines, thinking they can avoid what they fear.  

They (administrators) have been telling us for 
a very long time that additional committees are 
being trained so as to expedite reviews, but it 
is obvious this is only to serve as a delay tactic 
designed to support the apprehension they have. 
Another tactic these people are using to arbi-
trarily harm those of us here in the SHU is the 
random drug testing given to prisoners.  

I have known two prisoners who were tested. 
Their test came back positive for alcohol and nei-
ther of these individuals drink. Now, when they 
go before the disciplinary board they will both 
be found guilty and will lose privileges (canteen, 
yard, TV, etc.) for months.

Their only avenue to address the wrong will be 
through an inmate appeal which will consist of 
a guard deciding who to believe, another guard 
or the prisoner. How do you think that’ll turn 
out? Me, I would litigate in the outside court 
and through discovery expose the faulty form of 
testing, but for most prisoners, that is not an op-
tion because most can hardly read.  The inmates 
tested were on medication which in all likelihood 
tainted the results. Since the prison won’t take 
credits to reduce prisoners’ sentences, the test 
will not be independently tested by an outside 
laboratory. In this way we can be deprived by our 
captors without justification. 

I’m counting down to your birthday. I’m already 
looking for a party planner (smile). You can be-
lieve I’ll be celebrating right at your side. Do you 
still go out dancing or clubbing?

August 3, 2014

Let’s talk about your health and what you wrote 
in your letter. You had me rolling on the ground 
with laughter when you described your colo-
noscopy. First, I know it’s a very serious matter, 
polyps and exploration for possible cancerous 
signs, but a camera in the back door and a Jules 
Verne fantasy journey is not how I would have, 
in my wildest dreams, described it. And viewing 
this, what I could only assume to be a painful ex-
perience, is not something I’d particularly enjoy 
reliving over and over again on film. So, I’d have 
to forgo the DVD (smile).

Of course, it could be a prison/prisoner thing. 
Men in the joint tend not to like anything, for 
any reason, exploring their rear end (smile). I 
have asked for a colonoscopy but, instead of this 
extremely invasive process, I had a simple blood 
test which checks something in my blood for in-
dicators of possible cancer. I was told if the blood 
test discloses something, I would have to have a 
test like you exprienced. 

You stated you treasured the letter I wrote Mar-
gie relating to your art. I’m glad for that. I’d like 
to be able to make you feel the same way about 
everything I write you, but sometimes my con-
versation is weak (smile).

You talked about the program “Restorative 
Justice.” I’m familiar with it. I saw it on televi-
sion being practiced here in California at some 
unidentified prison, but I only saw it once and 
never heard about it again.

Years ago when I was in San Quentin Prison I 
was involved in a program called S.Q.U.I.R.E.S.. 
It stood for San Quentin Utilization Inmate 
Resources Experiences and Studies. The group 
had discussions with youth at risk of becoming 
criminals unlike the scared straight program 
where convicted criminals scared children in 
group settings trying to dissuade them from 
committing criminal acts. S.Q.U.I.R.E.S. treated 
them like young human beings and talked with 
them in an attempt to discover why they were 
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September 7, 2014

The paper I used for the drawing I sent you was 
sent to me by Ellen. She wrote lightly on it in 
pencil just a small greeting and sent it to me. I 
erased it and saved the paper for use later. When 
she sent it to me she told me it was the type of 
paper that her mother would use in some of her 
artworks. Along with the large piece she also sent 
me, she sent three blank card size pieces. That’s 
what I put your smaller drawing on.

The article on Restorative Justice was very in-
teresting and enlightening. It’s a new look at the 
penal system in combination with community 
building. Prisoners in the California system don’t 
have the chance to see how one’s actions affect 
those harmed by them, nor the effect on the 
community as a whole.

I believe if more prisoners were exposed to and 
confronted by those affected by “OUR” actions 
we would put a face to those actions, particularly 
if those actions are exposed to our family and 
friends in combination with those who are the 
victims of those actions. Everyone in a single 
room, “intense”.  Only a truly psychopathic indi-
vidual could not help but feel profoundly affected 
and/or regretful.

I’m glad you enjoyed The Rock newspaper. That’s 
one of the publications that PBSP is trying to 
ban prisoners from receiving under the new 
(proposed) rule change because it informs the 
prison population of up-coming events and 
issues concerning the incarcerated. The prison 
authorities claim it is a threat to institutional 
security. It’s censorship! In any event, the Editor 
has informed its readers he has cancer and it will 
affect the distribution of the paper.

So…. Here’s the latest. The other day we heard 
guards have changed the procedures they’re 
using to evaluate prisoners for release consider-
ation to the general population. In the beginning 
it was based on the earliest validation date. That 
means, what year CDCR classified a prisoner 
a gang affiliate. The earlier one was validated 
the sooner one was reviewed for release con-
sideration. What that means is those who have 
been in the hole the longest were the first to be 
considered. Now the reviews are erratic based 
on some made-up criteria constructed by the 
CDCR. People are still being released and that’s 

a good thing, but how it’s working I don’t know. 
What a bummer!

Your article “Site Unseen, Incarceration” is 
FANTASTIC. Growth of the penal system, 
alternatives for the criminal justice system and 
the exhibits and illustrations create a dialogue. I 
found all of these characteristics addressed in the 
body of the article. And your questions raised 
were thought provoking. Specifically, why has 
the penal system in the United States become so 
pernicious and separate from the civil fabric of 
civil society? Also, is the current system capable 
of correction or must a whole new system be 
established?

Personally, any change that results in a positive 
direction, I see as a form of penal system over-
haul. It’s changing the current system towards 
a necessary overhaul of the entire system even 
though it’s at a snail’s pace, one brick at a time.

What I don’t see changing for the prisoners but 
generating more revenue for the system is the 
creation for sale of goods developed by slave la-
borers for pennies on the dollar. You document-
ed the pay numbers at $.35 - $.90 per hour. Most 
prisoners only receive $.11 per hour. The lowest 
pay number years ago was $.22 per hour but 
the CDCR split the pay numbers so they could 
pay more prisoners to work at a cheaper pay 
scale. For most prisoners $.11 per hour is better 
than nothing at all, and the prison could claim 
it pays more prisoners these days than they did 
in the past. CDCR puts more prisoners to work 
at a reduced rate while CDCR profits increase 
continuously. 

One of the guys in the pod with me left PBSP. 
He was sent to another prison under a hard-
ship transfer. He’s now closer to his loved ones 
(family). They were not able to travel to PBSP to 
visit him because of the long distance. He was 
granted a hardship transfer similar to the one I 
was denied. A second prisoner is leaving the pod 
also but he’s being transferred relating to a medi-
cal condition in his back. They operated on him 
several months ago after he complained for 
more than eight years. After the operation he was 
unable to walk without pain or a walker. Now, 
he has to go to another prison and have another 
operation. What does this mean for me? Well, it 
means that these people will be bringing a few 
more new people into the section I live in which 

August 10, 2014  (continued) 

attacked Israel in the 1940s? And now they want 
to attack what they deserve to lose. If someone 
tried to hurt someone I cared for, I would          
attempt to protect them from harm. Isn’t that 
what Israel is doing? Why were you protesting, 
or I should say, what were you protesting about? 
Don’t be angry if my position is opposed to 
yours. Just remember, I’m not well informed 
and only know what I’m being provided in the 
local and national news media outlets. If I have it 
wrong, I’m open to enlightenment.

I sat down and wrote Margie the other day. I’ve 
been sending her postcards regularly, so she 
knows she is not alone in her struggles, but I sat 
and drafted a very long letter to her. Please keep 
me up on her medical condition whenever you 
have information. You know that she does not 
like to speak about her cancer in her letters.

I was just looking at some of the older photo-
graphs you’ve sent me over our corresponding 
history, including the shots taken the last time 
you went to New York City. I have a few of you 
and your friend at Irish Park and walking the 
High Line past construction sites, a tyranosau-
rus at the Museum of Natural History, the 1766 
church and graveyard by the old World Trade 
Center. How about your shots of the trees along 
the Hudson River, their autumn leaves in shades 
of yellow, orange and browns. They look beauti-
ful. And what about the guy you photographed 
in Central Park covered with pigeons feeding the 
birds. He looks like a homeless man. They are 
wonderful photographs and even today I take 
them out and enjoy looking at them.

August 25, 2014

Tell me, how was your birthday? Did you cele-
brate with friends and loved ones? Were you able 
to create some wonderful memories to reflect on 
in years to come? I sure hope so.

Yesterday one of the guys here in the pod re-
ceived word his brother died of leukemia. He 
wasn’t even aware he had it. The guy here was 
called out of his cell and taken to the holding cell 
where the guard told him the prison received a 
phone call from his sister notifying them a death 
in the family had occurred and they, the 

family, would like to arrange a phone call be-
tween family in the free world and their brother 
here at Pelican Bay. The guy’s brother was only in 
his early 30’s. Monday or Tuesday he’ll be given 
the phone call. That’s how men here in the hole 
are informed of the death of loved ones in the 
free world. A guard tells you the prison received 
a phone call. Sometimes you are allowed to 
call out to the family house while guards stand 
around monitoring this very private and emo-
tionally filled moment.

A lot of times guards take this time to ask the 
prisoner to become an informant for the guards 
and they will move you closer to home or put 
you in a prison so you can visit with the loved 
ones in your life that are still alive. It’s a hard 
environment I live in sometimes. 

I’m sending you a drawing I just finished. I’ve 
been working on it for almost a month. It took 
longer than I originally thought because I had 
to re-do the pattern a couple of times and the 
amount of ink required to complete the piece. 
Hope you like it.

A couple of guys here in the same block as I’m in 
just received notification by the prison that they 
were approved for hardship transfer to joints 
closer to their homes. If you recall, I recently 
attempted to receive a hardship transfer also but 
was denied. I won’t speculate why I was denied 
and they were not. Instead, I’ll be happy for them 
for getting the opportunity to get out of Pelican 
Bay. They will still be kept in the hole at the 
receiving prison but it’s a different prison, closer 
to loved ones and that’s the important issue. Plus, 
now that they will be at a prison with less identi-
fied gang members, they may appear before the 
Director’s Review Board sooner than they would 
have if they would have to remain up here where 
more men need to be reviewed.

I finally got all my legal papers filed with the 
Court. These people attempted to be dirty but 
I know they are sooo I took preventive precau-
tions and filed the necessary motions to support 
my late filing. I just heard from the Court who 
granted my motion. Now I’m waiting for defen-
dants to counter.
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we attend. So, now I’m waiting for the results of 
my test to come back to see if I’ll need to defend 
myself of false accusations.

Here’s a funny story that just happened here. You 
remember me telling you about the two guys that 
lived in my pod that received  transfers to other 
prisons. Well, the other day a new prisoner was 
brought into the pod to fill the cell, a somewhat 
older white guy. A lot of times prisoners like to 
help each other out, in an attempt to make our 
time in solitary confinement easier.

Anyways, the new guy they brought to our pod 
had not made it to the inmate canteen. So, all of 
us that were lucky enough to go, purchased him 
a little something to help him out. I purchased 
him a few top ramen soups and some cookies. 
Other guys purchased other items that would 
help him like cosmetics. One guy bought him 
some tooth paste. 

So, we’re all kicking back and the guy calls out 
over the tier, “Hey, who bought me the tooth-
paste? One of the guys tells him, “I did,” so 
he tells him, “I’m going to return it because I 
don’t brush my teeth, because I don’t have any.” 
(smile). “Instead, I take them out and use soap, 
so if you see me foaming from the mouth, don’t 
worry.” (hahaha) All of us laughed so hard for 
so long I had tears in my eyes. WOW. It sure did 
feel good. We didn’t know because as you would 
guess not many men have reason to smile in 
isolation. 

I was just informed I’m scheduled for the law 
library this morning. I’ll go at 10:30 a.m. How 
it works is, I submit a request to the law library 
asking for time at the computer. Most times in 
three to four weeks you are called for a two- 
hour visit. The computer has a pre-programmed 
limited access availability which means, specific 
books loaded and no outside access. So, although 
we cannot leave the prison, we do have some 
available legal citations. I like to go because 
althought I have legal books in my cell, the 
computer gives me hands-on experience on the 
machine. It’s not much, but it’s something.

P.S. FYI: $70,700 to house one prisoner in 
solitary confinement for one year, tens of thou-
sands of dollars more than to house an inmate in 
general population.

September 22, 2014

Did you know that to this day the CDCR still has 
not met all of the demands that were the basis of 
the hunger strike. And, they most certainly have 
not met the demand of discontinuing isolation 
and the debriefing program. In fact, the CDCR 
has now classified more men as Gang Associates 
and Members since the implementation of the 
new Step-Down Program and that includes peo-
ple out in the free world. The struggle continues.

The other day I went to the Law Library and 
while I was there I looked up a few of the cases 
I have litigated over a few years and I wrote 
down the citations to them. I’m enclosing them 
here in case you want to read them. Most of the 
language is that of the courts but I’m in there 
nonetheless. The prison uses the Lexis program. 
The case I’m working on right now is the first 
and the citations thereafter are a few of the 
cases I litigated in the past. (2014 U.S. Dist.Cal. 
LEXIS 24622, MORRIS V. DuCART 2/21/14); 
(2009 U.S. Dist Cal. LEXIS 81855, MORRIS V. 
McGRATH, 9/9/09); (2009 U.S. Dist. Cal. LEXIS 
113168, MORRIS V. McGRATH, 12/5/09). These 
are just the cases I pursued in Federal Court, not 
the cases I litigated in State Court.

I read what you wrote about the movie you went 
to see called “Race” and I will have to agree with 
the concept that most people have racial tenden-
cies but to different extents. Here’s how I make 
that determination. I was once watching a TV 
program and I saw and heard this person refer 
to his friend as a white friend. The person who 
made the comment was black. What I found 
interesting is that the topic of conversation was 
race and he made that remark.

I realized that when you have a friend he/she 
is neither black nor white but instead is your 
friend. If you refer to the person by color you 
yourself are presenting racial identification and 
classifying and categorizing. It’s the same if you 
do it with anything else, sex, religion, etc. It 
doesn’t matter who you are if you, in my opinion, 
make these types of references, then, you are dis-
playing racial bias. This also applies to other situ-
ations, but it’s human nature. How can one not 
be biased, especially towards people or events 
that affect our existence. The trick is recognizing 
the bias and dealing with the situation without 
allowing that bias to determine or influence the 

September 7, 2014 (continued) 

means new stories to hear. :) As bad as it is that 
the guy has to go to another prison so as to get 
better medical care, it’s good that he’s getting out 
of here and sent closer to his loved ones. There 
are a lot of men in the hole at PBSP who would 
relinquish a limb to see their family members.

Before the recent policy change regarding gang 
affiliates in solitary confinement, men would 
never get a hardship transfer to another prison 
close to loved ones unless they became infor-
mants for the prison administration. In fact, the 
hardship transfer was used by guards as a tool of 
coercion. I’m glad for both these guys. 

As for my court case, John Swanson wrote me 
and told me he talked to Scott Wood, a lawyer 
professor at Loyola University, about possibly 
finding a student (s) to assist me in my litigation. 
I thought that was very generous of him. It’s a 
long shot but kool, nonetheless. Right now I’m 
waiting for the courts to make a decision wheth-
er to grant or deny summary judgment to the 
defendants. I’ll let you know what happens.

Today I was listening to the radio. On Sundays 
we get a radio station up here that plays a lot of 
music that I like. It’s called “Sista Place”. Any-
ways, she played a song that was soooo appli-
cable to my situation and I totally enjoyed it. I’ll 
send it to you so that you can listen to it if you 
want. It’s called “It’s a world of fantasy”. 

September 11, 2014

On Wednesday, September 10th, I was provided 
the enclosed notification of disapproved mail be-
cause it had perfume on it, which is a rule disal-
lowing delivery. I was permitted the opportunity 
to view the letter prior to destroying it, which I 
opted to do. As much as I like the sweet scent of 
the perfume on your letters, I like your letters 
more. They disclose what’s in your heart and that 
I have found to be incredible.

Procedure of odor requires a copy of the disap-
proval be sent to you, identical to the one provid-
ed me. But, I’m sending you the one I was given 
in case you are not sent one. It’s just for personal 
knowledge. Sheila, like most things a life pris-
oner has experienced the sweet scent of your 

perfume will now have to be a memory which I 
draw from when seeking escape from but what is 
only a moment in a life time of time.

September 21, 2014

It’s 5:30 a.m. and I’m waiting for the guards to 
pass out our morning meal. I have the radio 
on coming over the TV prison channel and the 
morning is still somewhat quiet.

I know I wrote you about the letter you wrote me 
that these people refused to allow me to have be-
cause of the perfume on it. I inquired why I was 
deprived of your letter. What I was told is that 
letters with foreign substances on them were not 
allowed in because there could be some kind of 
drug saturating the paper which could, in turn, 
be consumed by a prisoner. That was the expla-
nation given, I guess not entirely unrealistic. I 
was somewhat satisfied, but I remained angry for 
the denial, not so much for the act, but more so 
for the inability to see you through your words. 

In my world things are the same and different at 
the same time. The other day while I was sitting 
in my cell reading some legal cases in prepara-
tion for up coming rulings in my Civil Action, 
a guard came to my cell and told me I had to 
submit to a urinalysis, which has been happen-
ing to inmates throughout the SHU ever since it 
was decided prisoners would be held in the SHU 
longer if they were found to have violated a Rule 
or Regulation. So the guards and the CDCR are 
trying to keep the population count in the SHU 
up via dirty urinalysis tests. And when I say 
dirty, I mean false test results.

The other week a few guys were given urine 
tests and given Rule Violation Reports (RVR) 
for givng dirty urine tests for alcohol. I happen 
to know both of these men and I know neither 
drinks because they both suffer from Hep C and 
both are on medications for Hep C and other 
medical issues.

Yesterday the Administrator here in the SHU 
passed out a memorandum telling everyone the 
tests were coming back positive because in-
mates were on medications that produced false 
positives and we, the prisoners, should produce 
evidence we are on meds if given a urinalysis that 
returns as positive at any disciplinary hearing 
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always feel cleaner after I get a hair cut. We get 
them once a month most of the time.

October 7, 2014

I’m glad you got a good laugh from the story I 
mentioned about the toothless guy in our pod 
and his lack of need for toothpaste. I closed my 
eyes and tried to see you having a good laugh. It 
made me smile.

As far as being generous with people who move 
into or live in one’s pod, its pretty natural. All of 
us live under the same oppressive control and as 
a result we try to assist each other as best we can, 
which includes providing cosmetic or canteen 
items to the individual who is not fortunate 
enough to have someone in the free world as-
sisting him financially. Since all give a little, it’s 
usually enough to last a month or until the next 
opportunity to go to canteen. It’s not a lot but I 
remember when I had nothing and others helped 
me, soooo I’m just “paying it forward.” Have you 
ever heard that phrase?

I read the ingredients and the preparation re-
quired to make Salmon Tachin and I was blown 
away. I have seen how beautiful it looked and 
like you, I have heard as your guests crunched on 
the crispy rice. Wow! You painted a wonderful 
picture with words. And the blintzes your grand-
mother taught you about. I know of no one who 
could resist ricotta cheese filled blintzes topped 
with blueberry compote and yogurt. Damn, 
Sheila, I’ve gained five pounds just thinking 
about your cooking (smile).

And now, the ‘Stanford Mural.’ What is going on? 
You know what it is, don’t you, Sheila? It’s life. It’s 
your time of ebb and flow. Its my perspective on 
life. There are times life is easy, things go our way 
or at the very least do not go against us and our 
existence. Then, there are times when life is not 
in our flow and we must face adversity, struggle 
and in some instances battles. It’s at these mo-
ments our mettle is tested. We are either victori-
ous, survive or are defeated. But, it’s all about 
the ebb and flow. We just need to endure so as to 
allow the ebb and flow to take place again.

As far as typewriter ribbons, right now I’m o.k. 
Maybe when I order my package we can get one 
or two. What I need is some correcting tape for 

the nylon ribbon, but it can now be ordered ev-
ery three months. Before I used to have to wait 
and order typewriter supplies when I received 
my annual package, but that’s no longer the case 
for people ordering typewriter supplies. These 
guards changed the rules on that, so all I have to 
do is order them when I need them. 

Another thing that was just changed is my ability 
to purchase a CD player/radio combination. I 
was wondering if you’re in the position to order 
one. I’m not allowed to have CDs yet. If I make it 
to a main-line, then I can, but for now the radio 
would be kool. ClearTech Personal Clear AM/
FM Player, Order No. 3068-201, $55.90.

There is this radio program up here that broad-
casts out of the college. It’s called “Sista’s Place.” 
She plays oldies and she talks a lot about prison 
issues and has guests. She’s a major source of 
information to us guys. She also broadcasts on 
the internet. The guy in the cell next to me hooks 
me up to his radio on Sundays so I can listen. I 
appreciate his kindness.

I wanted to write you this short note to let you 
know I heard from Doctor Oona Hatton from 
the University of San Jose State. She wrote me 
and asked me if it was o.k. for her to put on a 
play, a one-man play using the letters from the 
book you put together. She said that her goal was 
to bring awareness to the public about the condi-
tions in the prison system and more directly, the 
situation in the Security Housing Units.

I wrote her back and told her that it would be 
fine if she wanted to put on a one-man show for 
the purpose that she indicated in her letter. I let 
her know that what she wants to do is the very 
reason you put the book together, to inform the 
population of the conditions in isolation units 
and the prison system in general.

It’s hard for me to tell you this, but our friend 
Margie is not going to be with us much longer. In 
the letter I wrote to her I let her know how much 
she has meant to my life and the impact that she 
has had on my existence. I’m glad that you spend 
time with her. She needs people around her even 
if no words are spoken. Sometimes, all we need 
is someone there while we as individuals experi-
ence what we need to endure. That’s what Margie 
needs. She doesn’t need conversation, just the 
presence of a friend.

September 22, 2014 (continued)

job that needs to be done, or to give the response 
that should be evaluated.

Of course, this is all really easy talk when you’re 
not confronted with the realities of the moment 
and you’re sitting behind the keyboard of a type-
writer in some cell where you have all the time in 
the world to think about it, Right?

October 5, 2014

On the 3rd of this month I was sitting in my cell 
running around in my mind and seeking some-
thing new, which  isn’t easy when one lives on 
memories. It was 4:00 p.m. Mail call, a time every 
man confined in a concrete box looks forward 
to and at the same time dreads. It’s a moment we 
prisoners find out if we’re thought of or remem-
bered. Because of you I enjoyed the pleasure of 
existence, acknowledged in the way of a letter. 
This particular letter was sent by a stranger. How 
can I express the radical experience of receiving 
mail from a stranger?

In prison, at Pelican Bay in the SHU we do not 
experience ‘interaction’. We don’t meet new peo-
ple or hear what someone we never met before 
thinks. We usually tell our life stories over and 
over again and the only change is in the inflec-
tion of sound used on particular words, syllables 
and nouns.

Back to the letter. Do you remember Dr. Oona 
Hatton? You sat next to her at the Legislative 
Hearings in Sacramento on Solitary Confine-
ment. Or, as Dr. Hatton described it, “I had the 
good fortune to meet Sheila Pinkel.” She de-
scribed how you told her about us and our cor-
responding. She told me about our book and her 
copy. Here’s what she told me and did as a result 
of meeting you.

As you know, she’s a Doctor who teaches at the 
University of San Jose in the Department of 
Communication Studies. At the time she was 
teaching a class called “Ensemble Performance” 
which put on a theatrical performance called 
“devised theater”. It’s a performance without a 
pre-existing script.

Dr. Hatton picked the 2013 Hunger Strike as 
her class’s topic/performance, extending to the 
Security Housing Units as well. She told me her 
class used our book extensively as a source of 
information and direction. She and her class 
constructed a cell of the SHU in their last perfor-
mance and posted a copy of one of our drawings 
from the book on the wall. 

All the people who performed in the play, all 
the people who saw the performance and all the 
people who were told and repeated what they 
were told or saw was a result of your contact. Do 
you see how much you impact my life?

Oh, I’m sending you a copy of the Prison Legal 
News, one of the guys in here gets it. I thought 
you’d find it interesting, particularly the article 
on “Slavery in American Prisons.”

Something else new for those of us here in the 
SHU is additional items on our canteen list. 
We’re now allowed to purchase salt and pepper 
(WOW!) and ear plugs to reduce noise, which is 
necessary if you’re not acclimated to it. 

We live in pods and sound echoes severely 
within, even more so at night. Here’s what we 
contend with. Because Pelican Bay is a new 
type of prison, everything is electronically run, 
including all of the doors. Imagine late at night 
starting at 10:00 p.m. You’re asleep and someone 
comes up to you and bangs metal pots at your 
bedroom door. That’s what it sounds like every 
hour. Also, do you know what that bell sounds 
like when a big truck backs up, a loud beeping 
sound. Next to each cell there is an electronic 
device that the guards have to clock in with, 
verifying they walked and checked each cell to 
verify the prisoner was still in his cell and hadn’t 
committed death. At night more so than dur-
ing the day, those sounds are “Extremely Loud”. 
twenty four hours a day, every hour on the hour. 
Ear plugs, way overdue.

I just returned from cutting my hair. Over all 
these years of having to do it myself  I’ve become 
very good at it. When I was in the California 
Youth Authority (jail for older boys and younger 
men) the trade I took was barbering courses. So, 
I’m very capable of cutting other people’s hair or 
giving facials and a wide range of other activities. 
But, cutting one’s own hair, now that’s something 
quite different, and I’m pretty good at it now. I 
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will some day not need human beings to con-
tinue their existence. I believe that is exactly 
what the future holds and, in fact, that is exactly 
what people who create computers want them to 
do, that is, create a self, independent and self-
sustaining for the future, including computerized 
soldiers for combat for the purpose of eliminat-
ing loss of life. 

People will accept this creation because of the 
reasons I stated but eventually it’ll kill human 
beings. You are familiar with the Nostradamus 
Effect? It states whatever man can conceive, he 
can do and it will be achieved. Something that 
we in this day and age find to be soooo way out 
there will in the future come to pass if society 
feels it can be beneficial. Computers will replicate 
humans. Whether they’ll take over, who knows 
that except them. 

Do you remember a movie a few years back 
called “Wall-E,” pronounced Wally? That’s what 
that movie was all about in a way. Human beings 
became so totally dependent on computers that 
they became inconsequential.

You asked me if I felt at all inspired to continue 
to write my poetry. I still want to write poetry. I 
just have not put any to paper in some time. But, 
I’m still passionate about it and enjoy it when I 
read a good line. One of the reasons I have not 
written anything lately is because I’ve been fo-
cussing on the new policies taking place here.

How come you hang your clothing inside your 
house? You wrote that you did laundry and that 
you hung all your wet clothing all around in your 
living room, because you wanted to save elec-
tricity. That I can understand, but what I don’t 
understand is why did you hang it inside as op-
posed to outside? Don’t you have a clothes line? 
I remember when I was young and living in the 
free world my mom would hang wet clothing on 
the clothesline in the back yard. Don’t people use 
clotheslines any more? 

Like you, when I wash my clothes here in my 
cell I have them on lines I made from twisting 
clotheslines out of old pairs of boxer shorts. I 
stretch these lines to my bars and I have one 
hanging from my air vent. You don’t want to 
send any personal clothing to the laundry to be 
washed because it’ll be stolen. In fact, my neigh-
bor just had his sweat pants stolen when he sent 

his laundry in to be washed. I send only state 
issued clothing to the laundry to be cleaned. 
This way, if the laundry bag is lost, the state will 
replace it but they will not do the same thing if it 
is personal clothing. Anyways, why inside?

I found the topic you told me about in your letter 
interesting relating to youth and the incarcera-
tion rate. You stated that the reading level of chil-
dren in the fourth grade and the incarceration 
rate have a connection. I totally believe it, and I 
would hold myself up as an example of that fact.  

When I was sent  to the California Youth Au-
thority and even before that, my educational 
reading level was at the fourth grade level, until 
I was incarcerated in the Youth Authority. It was 
there that I began to get some education, raised 
my overall level of education and before I was 
released from jail, I obtained my high school 
diploma which made me very proud. 

I wasn’t familiar with Prop. 47 or how it was go-
ing to affect sentencing until you mentioned it in 
your letter. Did it pass and if so, what will it be 
doing?

The other day I was watching a TV program, 
which I cannot remember, but a question was 
asked by the host of the show, which they would 
prefer, a good night sleep or a good night of sex? 
I found it interesting that the females on the 
program responded by saying they would like a 
good night sleep, but the men stated they would 
like a good night of sex and would forgo the 
sleep. Why is that?

Yesterday I wrote to the property room here and 
asked them if they had a radio sitting on their 
shelf for me. They got back to me and told me 
no. I remember your telling me that you were 
going to send me one last month on the week of 
the 12th. That was more than a month ago and it 
has not arrived. I’m going to write to the com-
pany and ask them why they have not sent it or 
if they have, on what day it was sent. I thought 
maybe you should write them as well, just in 
case something has gone wrong. I’ll let you know 
what I find out. 

Last week I was finally taken to my Classification 
Hearing. It’s called a 180 day review. Anyways, I 
was told by the committee that my name was be-
ing submitted to the gang investigations unit and 

October 7, 2014 (continued) 

I have to tell you, Sheila. I’m very envious. I 
would love to have a heart as open as yours so as 
to just simply converse with someone you don’t 
know, to talk about some of the most personal 
aspects of your life without fear of having that in-
formation being used against you at some point 
in the future. I read your letters and I understand 
just how profound the effects of isolation and 
solitary confinement have had on my mind and 
my soul. I hear a conversation and I listen for 
information I can use at some future point in my 
life, and when I talk to someone I measure each 
word I speak so as not to disclose any informa-
tion that could be used against me at any time in 
the future. I know that it is out of fear that any-
one uses this position and that only a courageous 
heart like yours can be open and susceptible to 
vulnerability which, in turn, makes your heart 
stronger.

I purchased some ear plugs the other day and 
you will not believe how much better I am able 
to sleep. I sleep almost the whole night through 
and that is very new for me here in the SHU with 
all the steel doors opening and closing all night 
long and the night guard walking on the steel 
stairs wearing boots and carrying a set of keys 
that sound like they are at some carnival. The 
problem is that once I put the plugs into my ears 
I’m unable to hear what is going on around me 
and that is not a good thing when you live in an 
environment where not knowing what’s going on 
around you can prove dangerous. Nonetheless, 
I’m glad I have the option and at $.50 a pair, it’s 
not a bad investment. 

How can I thank you for your generosity in 
purchasing me a radio. I didn’t think I needed 
one because of the TV station here at Pelican 
Bay where we have two radio stations as well. I 
had forgotten how much this prison loses power, 
especially when it rains. When it rains up here 
it does so for a few months. We’ve been get-
ting some good rain up here the last few weeks, 
and sure as taxes, we lost power. When we lose 
power, it usually comes back on within a few 
hours but the TV stations do not, nor do the TV 
cables that allow us to watch TV. Now that we’re 
allowed to have separate radios, it doesn’t mat-
ter too much if the TV channels come back on 
because we have radios that we can listen to. The 
other day I sat in my cell for a few hours in the 

dark when we lost power and when it came back 
on, I had to sit by the cell door so I could listen 
to someone else’s radio over the tier while trying 
to read. 

Don’t feel too bad for me because I have been 
doing this for years and I’m used to it. It sounds 
worse than it is, especially when I write it out on 
paper to explain it. Some of the guys in here are 
buying a radio that can work on both electricity 
and can be cranked up so they don’t need elec-
tricity so when the power goes out they’ll have 
nothing to worry about. Most of the people who 
are getting the radio with the crank are the men 
in the Administrative Units because in there they 
do not have electric outlets to plug in their appli-
ances or TV cables to attach their TV’s to. 

November 16, 2014

I was finally able to make some time for the 
things that I like to do and that’s spending time 
with you on my mind and in my heart. This week 
I’ve been somewhat busy doing some legal work 
for a guy here in the area that wanted to file a 
State Tort Action against the guards here in Peli-
can Bay for setting him up for an assault.

I’ve been doing some research for him and 
preparing a Civil Complaint for the State courts. 
I had to tell him that it was an uphill battle right 
out the gate because he has taken soooo long 
to file the Government Claims Form which has 
to be filed to the Board of Government Claims 
Office before any person can file a State Civil 
Complaint. He has violated the six month filing 
deadline for filing but there is an exception to the 
filing up to a year under a late claim if there is a 
justification for the delay. It is that justification 
that I was preparing for him in an attempt to get 
him over the delay bar to filing his action. Since 
I/he was on a very strict deadline I had to put 
everything aside and put my head into prepar-
ing the petition so as to get it filed under the 
one- year deadline, which we did. Now we have 
to wait to see what the Board does before we can 
take our next step.

I read your comments on the movie you saw 
about the computer that can replicate dialogue 
the woman might have with her husband who 
died. I agree with you that for years people have 
been having the conversation that computers 
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of her devotion to the caring for the baby. That is 
extraordinary and a show of love. Incredible!!

I heard from Leslie Hendricks the other day 
and she sent me some information on Alcatraz 
Prison. As you are aware, Alcatraz was supposed 
to be unescapable but three men did, in fact, 
escape. One of the men’s name was “Morris”. I 
was thinking of drawing a man sleeping in his 
cell most in shadow except for this head covered 
up almost entirely as viewed by the guard look-
ing down into the cell as he passes for count. The 
name tag on the front of the cell identifying the 
occupant is prisoner Morris. What’s significant 
about this image is, at the time of this visual 
viewing Morris was, in fact, escaping. The image 
in the bed was a constructed dummy. What do 
you think?

November 24,  2014

Years ago when I first started writing to Margie, 
it was for the purpose of sending her art so she 
could have an art show at her book store (Mid-
night Special Book Store in Santa Monica). The 
art was all prison art by me and some of the guys 
around me. When the guards here at Pelican Bay 
discovered that we were doing this, every person
was given  a Rule Violation Report and suffered 
loss of some privileges. The Rule Violation we 
were given stated that, because we were sending 
art to Margie and because we, the fellows send-
ing the art, were classified as gang associates and 
gang members, the purpose for the art shows 
was to generate art for sale so that the Mexican 
mafia could profit. 

Also, as a result of this art being sent to Margie, 
she and I were denied the ability to write to each 
other and she was banned from coming to visit 
me. To this day the prison system still refuses to 
allow Margie to visit because she set up a web 
site to advertise our art and the shows we were 
having. The web site is artrelease.org. Have you 
ever seen it or has Margie ever told you about it? 
I’ve been told off the record that if Margie takes 
down the site she’ll be given back her visiting 
privileges. 

You see how these dogs work intimidation of 
friends and family members in the free world. In 
fact, these prison guards sometimes think they 
are something more than simple prison guards 

and go to family members’ homes and try to in- 
timidate them, even those who have no authority 
to do so. For the record, if they ever show up at 
your home, run them off like stray dogs. 

The prison system has what they call LEADS, 
which stands for Law Enforcement Address 
Detection System. Any prisoner in the prison 
system who writes to an address has the address 
entered into this system so if anyone in any other 
prison writes to the same address, the system 
alerts the prison that the address is being writ-
ten to by two or more persons and the prison 
in most cases documents the address as a mail 
drop or third party mailing address. If any of 
the people writing to the address is classified as 
a gang member or associate, then the mailing 
address is classified as a gang mail drop and it 
can result in the parties both writing to the ad-
dress and the address inhabitants being banned 
from writing. It does not matter if you are a gang 
member or associate or whether you are actually 
writing gang or alleged gang messages because 
that is at the discretion of the prison authorities 
who run gangs and they are very zealous.

Here’s an example. A few years back I wrote to 
Beverly Walton. It was around the time of the 
hunger strike. I mentioned in one of my letters 
that as a result of the hunger strike the prison 
was going to sell art supplies. I drew a card and 
sent it to her. She wrote back and told me ‘thank 
you’ for the card I sent her and also stated that 
she was sending me a few dollars so I could 
purchase the art supplies we had discussed in our 
letters. The guards here took my letter and gave 
me a rule violation report for unauthorized busi-
ness dealings and told me I could not have the 
money that Beverly sent me. These people kept 
the money almost nine months before I wrote 
to the Warden and told him the guard unit took 
some money from me and had not returned it or 
allowed me to send it back. Eventually, I returned 
the money, but it was at an inconvenience to my 
correspondent which was the purpose and to me 
as well. 

You send me money. If you should send me some 
in the future, please do not mention you received 
anything from me that would allow these prison 
guards to assume the money you are sending is 
in response to something I sent you.

November 16, 2014  (continued) 

added to the list of inmates that are to be
reviewed for inactive gang status consideration. 
What does this mean? It means that on or about 
March of 2015, I’m to be reviewed by the gang 
unit for the purpose of determining if I have 
been free of any gang activity for the last six 
years and if it is determined that I have, I can be 
considered for release from the Security Hous-
ing Unit, but if it is determined that I have been 
involved in some gang activity, I’ll be denied for 
consideration for release from the SHU. Just so 
long as you know, the Institutional Gang Unit 
very seldom finds that an inmate has not  been 
involved in gang activity, because any activity is 
considered gang related. This is not the same as 
the case-by-case reviews that are being done by 
the Directors Review Board as a result of the new 
policy changes that have taken place. This review 
is something totally different. In any event, I 
don’t expect anything to happen for at least 90 
days, but it’s movement, right? I’ll keep you in 
the loop.

P.S. Here’s a poem style called Haiku:

With contemplation 
I seek escape, absolute.
Yet, prison lie’s in thought.

November 19, 2014

Sheila, you wrote that you are on the same page 
as me when it comes to noise and the way it 
affects you. You stated that you try to limit the 
amount of noise in your environment. How and 
what type of noise is in your world? Of course, 
I’m talking about the noise in your home. Does 
the noise from the outside world come inside 
your home? 

Does your house guest or his lady friend make 
noise or do the cats? I thought cats were very 
quiet, unless, of course, it’s feeding time, right? 
Is your home next to a big street that exposes 
you to added sounds from the outside world? I 
have to tell you, Sheila, I wish I could be exposed 
to all those sounds that probably irritate you, 
a car honking, a bird chirping, kids yelling or 
a woman and man in a disagreement. All the 
sounds I hear and have been hearing for decades 
are artificially brought to me via the TV and 

soon the radio. In terms of voices, none of them 
are friendly, comforting or reassuring.

I can understand the story you told me about the 
person who was recently released from the joint 
and described how he felt when he heard the 
sounds of his parents in the kitchen in the morn-
ing, however not the emotions behind it. I would 
love to awake and hear my loved ones making 
noise in a home that I’m in and when I say noise, 
I mean any kind of noise. He is correct in one 
aspect. In most cases noise is limited to specific 
times of the day and discouraged at other times, 
specifically, in the morning and evening hours. 
This is how it works here in Pelican Bay in most 
blocks and pods. There are some exceptions and 
situations that may change the situation.

Most guys in the SHU start to get up around 5:30 
a.m. Some start to get up earlier and some a little 
later, but the majority around 5:30 a.m. You don’t 
want to talk over the tier or make unnecessary 
noise until at least 6:00 a.m. That’s when the days 
here in the SHU start. Even though the day starts 
at 6:00 a.m., you still want to be considerate of 
the amount of time you talk and the volume of 
your voice as you speak due to the environment. 
Because of the architectural design sound rever-
berates off the walls and sound is amplified, plus, 
since there are seven other men in the same pod, 
how long you occupy the tier in your conversa-
tion is important. At the last count probably 
around 8:30 or 9:00 p.m. most talk over the tier 
stops. Most people won’t even talk to anyone af-
ter the last count until 6:00 the following morn-
ing. The noise at night that keeps waking people 
up is by the guards when they make their count 
during the night or sit at the desk in the front 
and talk to each other. Like I said, because of the 
architectural design, sound travels and is ampli-
fied, even when you are not talking inside one 
of the pods. The guards talk all night. But, I have 
to state again, there is no sound that I would not 
like to hear in any home outside these walls.

You know, I’m familiar with your friends in 
India. I know of and remember very clearly the 
conditions they live in and the children, includ-
ing the handicapped one. I can close my eyes 
right now and see their home and the bird that 
entered it when you were there last. You sent me 
pictures after your last trip and I enjoyed them 
very much. What I did not know was the mother 
Azra has not left the third floor in years because 
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be expected, a confrontation occurred and my 
fellow prisoner was shot with a burst of pepper 
spray and the block gun. The block gun fires 
individual projectiles, sometimes wooden blocks 
and sometimes bean bags. Both types are ex-
tremely dangerous and painful, possibly deadly if 
one is struck in the head.

The guy I’m helping with his paper work has had 
his cell door opened on several occasions, expos-
ing him to physical assault. What’s crazy is that 
it’s taking place in a prison that is supposed to be 
High Security. He is suing them in State Court 
and I am helping him exhaust his mandatory 
preliminary judicial requirements with the State 
Board of Controls, prior to filing a complaint 
in State Court. I first met this guy when he was 
housed on Death Row and I was housed with the 
guys on Death Row in San Quentin. He got his 
death sentence overturned. 

You also wanted to know what I meant when 
I mentioned that I was preoccupied with rule 
changes up here. This is what I meant. As you 
may recall, people were being evaluated by the 
Director Review Board on a case-by-case basis so 
as to determine if they were going to be let out of 
the Security Housing Unit  and placed in general 
prison population or into one of the Step Down 
Steps (1-5). People were being evaluated based 
on when they were initially validated by the De-
partment of Corrections and Rehabilitation. This 
meant that those who have been in the SHU the 
longest would be considered for release first.

Well, there is a law suit against Pelican Bay, spe-
cifically the SHU, about the amount of time men 
have been in solitary confinement. Under that 
law suit, all the men that have been in the SHU 
ten years or longer have become a member of a 
Class and that class is supposed to come before 
the court this coming year. What is happening 
now is that the CDCR is taking all the people 
who have been in the SHU more than ten years 
to the DRB for review and placement into the 
SDP before the court date in 2015. What this 
will do is eliminate everyone in the SHU from 
the Class Action suit because once you’re in the 
Step-Down Program, you are no longer a part of 
the class of prisoners who have been in solitary 
confinement ten years indeterminately, because 
SDP makes you ineligible for release to the main 
line even if you are put into the Step-Down 
program which means you have to remain in the 

SHU possibly for an additional two years. It also 
means that my case-by-case review may be put 
off for some time if my inactive review which is 
coming up in a few months is denied. I still have 
to try and figure it all out.

I think I should clarify something for you. I told 
you about how we use old underwear to make 
clothes lines. We do but first, we unwind the 
elastic in the waist bands. Then we re-spin the 
cloth into line. After rewinding several of these 
unwound waist lines, we tie them together to 
make clothes lines and fish lines. Fish lines are 
used to pick up things from someone else’s cell, 
kind of like a pulley system. I tell you the above 
because I didn’t want you to think that I had a 
bunch of dirty underwear hanging in my cell 
(smile).

December 10, 2014

The other day I heard from the courts on my 
civil action that I filed relating to my SHU place-
ment and the classification that is associated with 
it. I was trying to challenge the fact that my gang 
classification was changed from that of being 
an associate to being identified as a member 
without any evidence of that assertion. Also, that 
because of the incorrect gang classification I was 
forced to remain in the SHU for several more 
years than had my classification been that of an 
associate, based on the new rule policy under the 
Step-Down Program and the fact that gang as-
sociates were being reviewed for release from the 
SHU years before any gang classified members 
were. 

The court denied my action on a few grounds. 
First, the court reasoned that since I was already 
in the SHU classified as a gang associate at the 
time the department changed my gang classifica-
tion from associate to member, my housing sta-
tus would not have implicated a liberty interest 
because I still would have remained in the SHU 
as a classified gang associate. Thus, the atypical 
and significant hardship criteria was not met.  
Further, the court reasoned that even if atypical 
and significant hardship was implicated, there 
was some evidence to justify my placement in 
the SHU indefinitely. The Some Evidence criteria 
is a very low standard of proof. The courts have 
reasoned that the evidence does not have to be 
true or even proven. It just has to exist so that 

November 24, 2014  (continued) 

Tell me all about your Thanksgiving meal. Did 
you prepare one or did you share one with 
someone special? I already know you are a 
wonderful cook. I cannot even begin to imagine 
your Thanksgiving feast. I’m going to make some 
burritos and a piece of candy. I count it a feast. I 
know I told you this already, but I’ll say it again. 
It will be you that I’m thankful. 

December 7, 2014

First things first. Let me say thank you for the 
WONDERFUL Christmas Gift. Yes, I’m talking 
about the CD player you sent me. I’m digging it 
a lot. I have to tell you that I did not know how 
to get the radio stations on it, even after reading 
the instructions, but lucky for me, there was a 
younger guy in the pod who had a similar one as 
the one you just purchased me. So he hooked me 
up and plugged in all the stations that I would be 
able to receive up here.

You will not believe how technologically igno-
rant I am when it comes to any electronics. Hell, 
the last time I was on the streets, I was still mak-
ing phone calls with the phones that you spin the 
number dial. These new electronic devices all re-
quire some prior knowledge of how to program 
similar equipment.

Because of the architectural design of Pelican 
Bay State Prison and its remote location, the 
radio stations we get are extremely hard to pick 
up. I might get four or five if I’m lucky. But, the 
four or five that I get are a lot better than not 
getting any any at all and so I say it again, thank 
you. Once again you have made my life easier 
and better.

You wrote in your letter that you prepared a 
Thanksgiving meal for 22 people (WOW!). You 
made 31 pounds of turkey? That bird must have 
been humongous. Do you have one of those large 
restaurant style stoves that can fit six burners and 
four pies all at once? I was watching a program 
on TV yesterday and they were stating that the 
first hour that the turkey is cooking, it should 
be cooked upside down. Is that how you cooked 
your bird? 

I also saw a cooking program on the PBS sta-
tion. They were showing how to cook turkeys for 
the holidays. On this particular program, they 
were cooking the turkey on an outside grill and 
it was being cooked with a can of beer and other 
seasonings in the can inserted up in the bird. The 
turkey was standing up, or I should say, placed in 
an upright position so that when the heat evapo-
rated the liquid inside the can it was absorbed 
into the turkey. It looked really good when they 
showed it being cut into. Have you ever cooked 
in this manner?

You know that I love to read about the dishes 
you prepare. But, I’ll tell you, Sheila, every time I 
read about your home-made bread, blue cheese 
and melted butter, my mouth begins to water 
and that’s what happened this time as well. The 
turkey soup you told me about sounds totally 
GREAT. I love to have soup. 

Our Thanksgiving meal was not good at all. In 
fact, I didn’t even eat it. I gave it to one of the 
guys on the tier. I did eat the small cup of ice 
cream and the piece of store-bought cheese pie. I 
let the ice cream melt. Then I put it over the pie. 
It was FANTASTIC. Another reason I didn’t eat 
any of the meal was because one of the guys on 
the tier made us some burritos and a tamale and 
a piece of candy. It all sounds good on paper, but 
it isn’t anything like the meal you described in 
your letter.

 So, you are interested in hearing about the guy 
I’m helping with his legal work and the assault he 
suffered. About seven months ago the guards put 
a guy living in another block in a section where  
there was a guy who was the enemy of this guy, 
which isn’t all that unusual to have happen. But 
what is unusual is what took place next. 
As I have mentioned in the past, all the doors are 
run electronically by the control booth guard. 
That means, no cell doors can be opened unless 
the guards open them, and that is exactly what 
happened here. The guard opened the door of 
the guy that I’m helping with his legal work at 
the same time the documented enemy of the guy 
was out on the yard. The guard left the yard door 
open so that one had access to the other.

You should know that the guards ‘mistakenly’ 
open cell doors in this manner and have been 
doing this for years, especially when they, the 
guards, don’t like a particular prisoner. As would 
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that you don’t hear from me, it is not because I 
have not written. It is more likely that my letters 
are not reaching your hands.

I’m sitting here and I just finished dinner and 
right now I’m eating a piece of chocolate from 
the package. Yes, I still have some and I’ve been 
enjoying myself for more than a month now. I 
went to the medical department this past week 
and weighed myself. I’ve gained five pounds, but 
I don’t mind because I’ve been enjoying putting 
it on. When the package is gone, I’ll lose some 
weight, but until then, it’s party time.

The other day the guards came to my pod and 
told another guy that he will be going to the 
Directors Review Board for consideration for re-
lease from the SHU. So, I’m going to take that as 
they are getting closer to me every day. Nothing 
yet, but for each person they take that is not me, 
it means that I get that much closer, right?

I think I mentioned to you that John Swanson 
purchased me a subscription to the National 
Geographic Magazine. Well, the other day I was 
reading a story in it about the Christmas truce 
between the British and German troops in 1914. 

I wrote to Oona Hattan and gave her some of the 
nuances of my existence and the daily sounds 
and activities that take place in here, like the 
voices and words spoken over the loud speaker 
via the intercom system or sounds of daily activi-
ties generated by the men in the mornings or late 
at night, small things like that which make this 
existence real. I also sent Leslie two drawings for 
her art show celebrating 100 years of Alcatraz. 
She already wrote me back acknowledging the 
receipt of both.

February 14, 2015

The other day I heard this lady speaking over the 
radio. The station I listen to up here on Sundays 
at 2:00 p.m. is out of Humboldt State University. 
Her name is Gloria. She spoke on prison issues 
including the Hunger Strike and reform as well 
as prison construction. She sounded well in-
formed on all topics she discussed. The reason it 
caught my attention was she mentioned Califor-
nia Families to Abolish Solitary Confinement, an 
issue close to my heart.

Me and the guys are still enjoying the wonderful 
package you sent me. I put aside some sweets so I 
could share with the guys on Super Bowl Sunday, 
which is tomorrow. 

I hope you don’t mind me writing this letter as 
opposed to typing it. I had no intention of sitting 
down to write a longer letter. Instead I wanted to 
send you a Valentine’s Day Card. But every time 
I started to think about you, I get long winded 
and I end up having a million ideas, responses 
and questions for you, mostly about nothing 
at all except the chance to hold a conversation 
with you, even though initially all our conversa-
tions are one sided, pending responses. Have 
you ever noticed that when you write a letter you 
are actually holding a one sided conversation in 
anticipation of a response? In other words, you 
are talking to yourself!

The other day I wrote one of the counselors up 
here that are reviewing prisoners’ central files 
and scheduling us for the Directors Review 
Board(DRB) for the face-to-face reviews for 
consideration of release from the SHU. 

I asked her when I was scheduled to appear 
before the DRB to be considered for release from 
the SHU. I was told the DRB is reviewing only 
prisoners who have been in PBSP for ten years 
and that isn’t me. I’ve only been back at PBSP for 
5 years and because of the court litigation in
Federal Court, the administrators are trying to 
get in front of the case by placing all prisoners 
who have been in the SHU ten consecutive years 
into the Step-Down program. Then, they can 
claim the prisoner no longer has an indetermi-
nate SHU program even though the prisoner is 
not released from the SHU. It’s a technicality. The 
prison administrators can claim they don’t have 
prisoners in the SHU indeterminately any more. 
And that would be correct because they’ve been 
moved into the Step Down program. Thus, the 
courts will reconsider the merits of the case. In 
the mean time many of us spend time continu-
ously in the SHU in limbo.

On the good side, one of the guys here in the 
pod was placed on a medical tray (special meal). 
That’s not good. But this is. He gets different food 
than we get on the standard trays. He shares with 
me and some of the other guys. This morning 
he gave me a dozen corn tortillas, cottage cheese 
and some carrot sticks (fresh). All three of these 

December 10, 2014 (continued)

someone working in the gang unit can say it’s 
there. 

Finally, the court reasoned that I was not due any 
Due Process to receive any formal notice that 
my gang classification was being changed from 
associate to member unless the Department of 
Corrections relied on some new evidence apart 
from the evidence they used to validate me a 
year earlier, and then the court said that the 
documents issued to me by the Department of 
Corrections that identified  me as a gang as-
sociate as opposed to a gang member were only 
typographical errors as subject to corrections by 
the gang investigative unit.

I filed the action because I thought I had a Due 
Process to be notified of any gang classification 
changes to my status, but the court did not agree 
with me. They ruled against me. Oh well, I gave it 
a shot. Now, I’ll just wait my turn at the Directors 
Review Board and see what they tell me. Keep 
your fingers crossed and your toes. 

There was some good news from the pod. One of 
the guys was told he would be going to the DRB 
this week, so everyone is waiting to see what he 
is told. I hope it’s good news. It won’t affect me 
but I like to see and hear about people getting 
out of the SHU, especially after decades of con-
finement therein.

January 13, 2015

Thank you very very much! I’m talking about my 
annual package. I received it today and all of us 
want to say we (I) really appreciate it a lot. This 
year we are allowed to keep all the articles sent in 
the original packaging whereas last year every-
thing was removed and placed into bags and pa-
per cups. Now, I can keep it much longer because 
it will stay fresh a lot longer. It seems strange not 
having had everything I own packed into paper 
cups and bags. This may sound strange but hav-
ing items in their original packaging gives my 
cell color not normally seen, bags, bottles and 
wrappings. It’s not normal. But, I’ll get used to it 
or more used to it as time passes.

As you know, all of us share items from our 
annual packages with the rest of the guys in the 

pod. This year is no different, and since you sent 
my package first, all of us enjoy it tremendously. 
It is the first free food/goodies we’ve had since 
the last package arrived into the pod last year.

Right now people are talking over the tier. 
Everyone has a little chocolate in them, myself 
included (smile). We were not allowed to receive 
individually wrapped bite-size chocolates until 
this year. It wasn’t until the last 24 months we 
were allowed to receive more than 1 lb. of choco-
late. Because the guards, who opened each item 
received, didn’t like opening too many candy 
items, such as individually wrapped chocolate 
bars, now that we got our stuff in the original 
packing it is not an issue.

I talked to a friend of mine who is an artist. If 
you’d like to see some of his work and hang some 
you can contact his friend and she’ll lend you 
some pieces. You can contact his friend. Here’s 
the thing. You can never mention me to him 
or him to me. Nor, should you ever write him. 
These people will use any effort to hinder the dis-
closure of secrets within the walls to the public 
and that is done a lot by denying our ability to 
write. 

I saw a wonderful movie the other day. Have 
you ever heard of the movie called “Kingdom of 
Heaven”? It was about the holy wars during the 
Crusades. 

February 10, 2015

I’m concerned that you are not getting my mail 
because you asked me if I received the package 
you sent me when you went to NYC. 

I immediately wrote you when I received your 
generous gift and thanked you and then a few 
days later I wrote again I mentioned the receipt 
of the package and along with the rest of the fel-
lows here with me thanked you. I hope you know 
that I would never neglect writing to you.

I understand that life in the free world is not like 
my life locked in a cell where I can at my whim 
do nothing for days at a time if I so desire. Or 
that you cannot sit at any time you want and just 
spend the day writing letters or thinking about 
what you would say in letters such as I do. I men-
tion this to you because if there is ever a time 
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given week. I have your two pieces right here in 
front of me and I enjoyed reading them both.

The Directors Review Board was up here this 
week and saw a few people in the same pod as 
I’m in but my name wasn’t called out so I still 
wait patiently. I believe it’s going to be a while 
before I go because of the fact that I went out to 
the main line in 2008 and that pushes my time 
here in the SHU to less than ten years. The DRB 
is only reviewing people with ten years or more. 
Yes, it’s messed up for me, but it’s not messed up 
for others who should also be out in the general 
population, a few being in the SHU for decades.

Since these people are still running the old 
program and the new program for letting people 
out of the SHU, I may still be reviewed under 
the old program. What that consists of is anyone 
that has been in the SHU for more than six years 
can be considered for release from the SHU by 
the DRB if the gang unit reviews the prisoner’s 
central file and does not find any gang activity on 
the inmate’s behalf. Next month I have been in 
the SHU for six years so that makes me eligible 
for review by the gang unit for possible release. 
This is how I was released from the SHU back in 
2008 so I know it is possible. The most important 
issue is whether there has been any information 
disclosed on me by confidential informants to 
the guards and that is usually the case with these 
six year reviews. But I’m keeping hope alive. The 
reviews are at least two months behind so even 
though I’m supposed to be reviewed next month, 
I probably won’t be seen and reviewed until May 
or June. That is what seems to be happening, or 
at least that’s what happened to a few guys in 
here in the pod with me. Their review dates came 
up and almost two months later they were still 
waiting.

One of the guys received his package today 
and he gave everyone some of it. It’s like I had 
mentioned to you in the past. We try to share 
with each other in here and that includes annual 
packages. I still had a little of the package you 
sent me and now I have a little more. The guy 
that got the package is pretty close with me and 
we help each other out whenever we can. Food 
we’re always sharing. He is a big guy and he eats 
a lot. Me, on the other had, I don’t eat too much, 
especially when we’re talking about state food 
which I’m not all that interested in, so I give a lot 
to him when I don’t eat it. He takes care of me 

with items from his package. He even gave me a 
bar of soap (scented), aside from all the choco-
late chip cookies that I always like to eat.

Since I’ve been writing to you and Oona Hat-
tan, my understanding of what is beautiful has 
changed a lot. I now find myself looking at TV 
and I catch myself looking behind the subject of 
the story and instead I’m looking at the art hang-
ing on the walls or the sculptures sitting on the 
tables in the background. I’m finding beauty in 
more of the real world and that’s because of you.

Earlier today I was writing to this group up here 
that works with youth at risk of going to jail. 
It’s called Teen Court. This young kid wrote me 
because he was found with two ounces of weed 
on him while at school. Instead of sending him 
to jail, he had to write to me. I responded and 
showed myself as a mirror reflection so that he 
can see that I, too, once had weed and it was just 
the beginning of a long line of law breaking. I 
like trying to help kids stay out of jail and this 
allows me to do just that. I don’t know if it helps 
but I like to think it does some times.

This morning I was watching TV and I saw this 
program on VASTU ARCHITECTURE. VASTU 
is a form of feng shui using the four elements 
wind/air/fire/earth. These elements are placed 
inside your home to give it balance and help 
the occupant live a more balanced life within its 
walls. What caught my attention is the fact that 
the people who were telling of the positive effect 
indicated that it was beneficial to the digestive 
system. What I didn’t catch is that these elements 
are supposed to be placed in specific areas of the 
home, such as east/west/north/south corners. 

Thank you for the offer of typewriter ribbons. In 
the past I could not buy typewriter accessories 
through the canteen. But the prison recognized 
that we need access to typewriter ribbons and 
correcting tapes more than once a year so they 
are allowing those of us who have typewriters to 
purchase accessories once every three months 
via a special purchase. If I need something in the 
way of a ribbon or correcting tape, I’ll be allowed 
to get it as if I were ordering a package, only it 
would be limited to accessories. 

February 14, 2015 (continued)

items were fresh. I wrapped a few carrots in the 
tortilla and put a spoon of cottage cheese on it 

with some chile from our package. Mmmmmm 
good!  I know it doesn’t sound anything like your 
Challah braided bread and Taschin of Salmon, 
baked pears in brown sugar, rum and fresh gin-
ger. But it was fresh and different.

February 18, 2015

We just finished dinner and I’m sitting here in 
my cell thinking about it. My stomach is full. I’m 
not still hungry, even after completing my meal. 
That is not something I’m used to experiencing. 
Let me explain. For years here at Pelican Bay, 
especially here in the SHU, we have been collec-
tively losing weight. I’m talking a few pounds ev-
ery month. It’s not that we’re being denied meals. 
That isn’t the case. In fact, we’re issued three 
meals a day, two hot, one cold. The problem is 
many of our meals lack nutritional value. Yes, we 
are being fed but our diet consists of an overload 
of breads and potatoes. I’m given at least a loaf of 
bread in a five-day period. But, even this I do not 
complain of. The ability to eat bread when there 
is nothing else is fantastic. 

Our problem, for years, decades is that we have 
been on a binge/starvation diet. That means the 
food we consume lacks nutritional value and 
the quality of the food is at times criminal. Most 
of us here in Pelican Bay live off the food items 
purchased from the prison canteen once a month 
if you were lucky enough to have someone in the 
free world who would send you money to buy. 
And, of course, most of the items available to us 
were loaded with sugars, starches, preservatives 
and salt.

What this means is we’re forced to eat to stay 
alive eating Pelican Bay State Prison-issued food 
for two to three weeks per month and for one 
week per month we live off canteen items. 

This resulted in prisoners eating good for one 
week and when I say eating good, I am not refer-
ring to eating nutritionally. Instead, I mean eat-
ing to fill one’s stomach. Pelican Bay Prison being 
a maximum security institution bent on depriv-
ing and torturing those of us confined therein, 

removed all items purchased from the canteen 
from the original containers and placed them 
into either brown paper sacks or paper cups. The 
result, all our purchased food items became stale 
or would spoil more quickly than if not removed 
from the original containers.

So we eat all store items immediately, binging for 
a week or until the canteen items are gone. Of 
course, for the next three weeks we live off the 
stored up fats in our bodies while we consume 
state issued food slowly, losing the weight we put 
on the week before. 

For years all of us in Solitary Confinement lived 
this same way, binging/starving. But, now things 
are changing. As I sit here in my cell with a full 
stomach I think how I have to teach myself how 
to eat properly all over again. Now that I’m al-
lowed to purchase canteen items and the items 
remain in the original packaging it means I don’t 
have to eat everything in one week. This means 
I have food to last weeks at a time. I even have 
some food when the next month begins and I’m 
allowed to purchase additional items from the 
canteen. This has been unheard of for years. 

As I sit here today I think about the Hunger 
Strike and all that has changed. As well as what 
I’ll have to change about myself as a result of it, 
like my eating habits. The package you set me 
in January, I’m still eating from it more than a 
month later. That is something that had never 
happened in the past. Now I have to develop 
discipline in relation to my eating habits. Just 
because I have chocolate candy in my cell doesn’t 
mean I have to eat it all. Or any other food items 
that I can store in my cell for much longer than 
one week. In fact, underneath my bunk in the 
concrete locker I have a case of Top Ramen soup 
in their original wrapping. If I get hungry I can 
eat one at any time, something I was not capable 
of doing in the past.

February 22, 2015

It’s wonderful to hear from you, as always. Yes-
terday I was given eight letters that these guards 
have been holding onto. It’s not unusual for that 
to happen every now and again. All mail coming 
into the prison is read for content and contra-
band by the security unit and some times it gets 
backed up based on the volume of mail on any 
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of what my eyes no longer see as anything except 
isolation. 

It’s funny, in the most sad way, when a man 
begins to no longer consider life as something to 
live, but instead to exist within until it ends. 

Now to the art show that you went to see at Alca-
traz. I’m glad you wrote a letter describing all the 
exhibits in the pictures. It made it a lot easier to 
see the art and understand the ideas behind the 
pieces. I am familiar with the arist (Ai Wei Wei) 
you mentioned in your letter. I could not remem-
ber where I had heard his name before until you 
told me about the Olympics in China.

I don’t even remember how long ago those 
Olympics were. But, I totally remember the show 
that was put on. I think it was the most creative 
and beautiful opening to ANY Olympics I have 
ever seen prior to and subsequent to. 

The most interesting creations are the images 
made from the Lego blocks of dissidents from 
around the world laid out on the main floor. I 
saw that you took a picture of Edward Snowden. 
Why him specifically? I there any reason you 
took his picture as opposed to one of the other 
important people represented? I’m just curious.

March 15, 2015

Thank you Thank you Thank you for the won-
derful catalogue. It is Sunday and I was given the 
catalogue on Friday so I was unable to write to 
you immediately, which I wanted to do. I have 
read it four times already and I anticipate read-
ing it again a few more times. 

I passed the catalogue around so that everyone 
in the pod could see it and, like me, they all 
thought it was GREAT. Everyone was asking 
questions about it and we were all talking about 
it over the tier for more than an hour. So, the 
purpose of creating and stimulating a dialogue 
about corrections institutions was achieved, at 
least here in this pod and amongst the prisoners 
here with me.

The other day one of the guys here in the pod 
was moved out to another unit for medical rea-
sons. The guy had been complaining about 
his health for at least six months and finally last 

month he was taken to the outside hospital for 
some tests where it was discovered he had blood 
clots in his leg and a brain tumor that has been 
affecting his ability to think. The medical depart-
ment just recently diagnosed him with onset 
dementia.

Because they put him on some medication that 
prisoners cannot take here in the SHU per court 
order, the guards moved him out to the psychi-
atric unit until they can transfer him to Folsom 
where there is a medical unit for prisoners that 
suffer from old age and onset dementia.

Prison is no place for older people. I have heard 
of older prisoners being subjected to the evils of 
men as a result of not knowing what is taking 
place. The problem is that the guards do not care 
or keep an eye out for such behavior character-
istics.  Even when the prisoner is identified and 
sent to a facility for care and supervision, that 
care is subjet to abuse by the keepers. I do not 
know this first hand, but the stories circulate like 
all things in the prison system.

Something else that is taking place here at PBSP 
is a change in the policy of how we are allowed 
to receive money from family, friends and loved 
ones. Yesterday, there was a memo issued to all 
the pods in the prison telling us that after May of 
this year, the prison will no longer accept 
Money Orders or Personal Checks as a way to 
put money on our books for use in the prison 
canteen. If any does come, it will be returned to 
the sender. We’re now allowed to receive money 
through J-Pay. I think by the prison establishing 
this policy they have created a monopoly for the 
J-pay institution and kick backs for the prisons, 
especially if J-pay decides to raise the rate they 
charge our loved ones to send us money. 

Some good news. I’m sitting here typing to you 
and listening to the CD player you purchased for 
me. I’m listening to the Sista Soul radio station 
as I always do on Sunday afternoons. Sista tells 
us about prison issues and developing events 
around the state dealing with prisons and prison-
ers. Anyways, here is what she told us just a mo-
ment ago, that the Federal Court  that is hearing 
the Class Action on Solitary Confinement has 
ruled that the CDCR cannot get out from under 
the class by transferring prisoners out of PBSP 
to other prisons around California, which the 
CDCR was trying to do. That means, if you were 

March 2, 2015

I’m 55 years old and I can remember a time I was 
in the isolation unit in the local juvenile hall. It 
was much harder then because we as kids were 
not allowed any of the things that as an adult I’m 
allowed here in Pelican Bay. I laid in a concrete 
cell alone and I felt the world crushing my tiny 
little body. It was a stark empty environment. 
Even the windows were blacked out so I couldn’t 
see out nor could anyone see in. There was noth-
ing but a concrete bed and a toilet sink combina-
tion and every part of the walls had something 
scratched on it: God forgive me;  I miss my 
mother;  I’m dying, etc. etc. I laid in the cells over 
time and lost my soul to the isolation of existence 
and the words carved into them. 

I stepped away from the typewriter for a minute 
so I could go to the yard. I was out there talking 
to a guy I’m helping with some preparations for a 
disciplinary hearing he has coming up within the 
next week or so. They released him from his cell 
when there was another guy on the tier and the 
other guy was a documented enemy.

Anyway, the guards gave the guy a Rule Viola-
tion report for attempted murder but since the 
district attorney’s office wouldn’t pick up the case 
for prosecution the prison is going to charge the 
guy for being in a fight and they are calling 
it Attempted Murder to take more privileges 
from him. I read the reports of the guards and 
they are lying through their teeth. Some guards 
are reporting that they saw the guy I’m helping 
attempting to strangle the other guy and then 
there are a few guards that are stating the guy I’m 
trying to help was being attacked. 

My role is simple. I’m interpreting the docu-
ments for the guy who has a difficult reading 
ability and cannot understand  the way these 
guards write up their paperwork that’s easily 
understood. I’m also giving him some direc-
tion on the questions he should ask the hearing 
officer that will hold his disciplinary review. He 
will be found guilty of the charges. That isn’t even 
a question. What I’m trying to do is help in the 
punishment he’ll receive. 

That’s why I had to stop typing for a minute and 
go to the yard. We are able to talk through the 
steel solid door. You just have to press your ear 
up against it and listen carefully, which on this 

particular day was extremely hard on my ears be-
cause they got frozen when I was in the yard. By 
the time I came back into my cell my teeth were 
chattering and I had to drink hot water to try to 
warm up my insides.

Did I tell you that a friend of mine who I met 
through Margie years ago sent me a CD to play 
on my CD player. The problem was I’m not 
allowed to receive CDs because of a security 
asserting by the guards which is ridiculous. Any-
way, as I expected, the CD was stopped and de-
nied. She had sent me a CD by Santana and an-
other by a local artist that sings the Blues which 
I had mentioned to her that I liked to listen to on 
a radio station up here on Saturday mornings. I 
wrote to the property room and asked them if I 
could return the disk in the mail, postage paid. I 
just heard from them today and they told me yes, 
so I’ll do that tomorrow.

March 8, 2015 

I have shots from your trip to San Francisco and 
Alcatraz as well as your package from the show 
back east. Both sets of prints are great. Right 
now, all the pictures are out on the tier. The guys 
are all checking them out and asking questions 
about them, the normal reaction I usually get 
when I get mail from you that I share on the tier. 
Now let me address the show that was held at 
Hampshire College. I like looking at my work on 
the walls of a gallery and seeing all the people 
looking at the prints. Thank you for putting my 
art and my individuality out there in the world 
so other people can see and hear my words. 

I also like looking at all the people sitting in the 
audience listening to the speakers during the 
discussion period of the show. They are such a 
diverse group of people. I feel even more hon-
ored that they showed up to experience the show 
being that it was -10 degrees outside.

Thank you for sending  me the prints of the show 
and including me in the experience of the event. 
I only wish I had the words to properly articulate 
how it makes me feel. For soooo long I have been 
confined in a world that has excluded me from 
anything and everything not contained within 
concrete walls of separation, until you and other  
people allowed me to see the world in a different 
shade presenting me with different perspectives 
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accomplished I’ll tie an envelope to the line and 
place whatever I want to send inside. Then, it’s 
just a matter of pulling the line one way or the 
other. That is how I’m able to send and share 
with the other guys in the pod.

Another way is to simply wait until the tier 
worker is allowed out of his cell to clean up the 
pod, showers, floor and yard. Then, I can simply 
give it to him and ask him to pass it, but they 
only let the guy out of his cell twice a week. Right 
now as I’m typing you this letter the tier tender 
is out of his cell cleaning up. He just stopped by 
and asked me if I needed anything passed. I let 
him know I was kool for now. He also brought 
me some powdered soap. I think it is Borax. I 
use it to clean my sink and toilet area every day 
after I shower (birdbath). I like to keep my cell 
as clean as possible because if you’re not clean in 
prison it could be bad for your health and getting 
sick in prison isn’t very healthy and treatment 
isn’t always forthcoming. So, I try to stay clean. 

I’m still really STOKED about the show and it’s 
success as a result of your hard work and dedica-
tion. I have read the catalog more times than I 
can count and I intend to read it some more. I 
cannot believe how nice it came out. I should say, 
I can believe how nice it came out. The pictures 
that go with the event are soooo very exciting.
You mentioned that you went to the desert and 
enjoyed the silent surroundings of the enviro-
ment as opposed to your home which has a 
freeway running right behind it. I’m the oppo-
site. You appreciate the silence because you are 
engulfed with noises of the free world. People are 
nearby or seeking interaction with you so that 
time alone is extremely rare. Thus, your appre-
ciation for time alone. I’m the opposite. I have 
had too much alone time and now only want to 
be around people, to engage in conversation and 
exchange of every type. I can even appreciate be-
ing in the desert and enjoying all the open space, 
but I’d like to have someone there with me even 
if we do not engage in converstion. The company 
is enough.

As for the tree you told me about. Yes, I am 
familiar with it. I didn’t know that they were 
called Joshua Trees. I’m only familiar with this 
tree  because of the movies and scenery set in the 
background for scary apperances. They are very 
beautiful trees and, in fact, I’m seeing a lot of 
them in patterns in tattoos these days. 

You asked me if I, like you, have moments of cre-
ative periods and dry spells in relation to creativ-
ity and the art I try to create. Yes. Sometimes I 
don’t want to do anything creative and then there 
are times that I want to do soooo many things, 
that it’s hard to keep up. Like right now. I want to 
draw this frog I found in a National Geographic 
book for my mom. I want to put it on a big piece 
of paper and use colors and mixtures. But, I just 
have not gotten to it. I got caught up in draw-
ing cards, not only the ones I send you but also 
cards for the guys in here so they can send them 
to their loved ones, especially since they do not 
know how to draw for themselves.  They appreci-
ate it and so does their families when they get a 
hand-drawn original card as opposed to a store- 
bought one.

I have more exciting news from right here in my 
pod. One of the guys just received word that the 
guards were going to let him out of the SHU and 
are going to send him to general prison popula-
tion somewhere in the state. This is good news. 
No, it isn’t good news for me but I’m happy that 
this place didn’t drive this man crazy and that 
this place didn’t make him an informant so as to 
gain release. Believe me when I tell you that he is 
most certainly different than when he first came 
to the SHU. His mind is altered adversely as well 
as his health but he survived the torture those 
individuals inflicted upon him and I’ll be glad to 
hear that he may be getting out.

The next question is how long will they allow 
him to stay out of the SHU. These people are 
already bringing people back to the SHU for no 
good reason at all. Their revolving door allows 
them to keep the SHU full. 

Some more good news for those of us still in 
the SHU waiting our turn to be considered for 
release to general population. We were just told 
that we are now going to be allowed to purchase 
out of the canteen here at Pelican Bay pouches of 
beef and pork meat. That is some GREAT news 
because now when we make burritos or tamales 
we can actually use real meat. This is a game 
changer. Of course, they are charging us almost 
$4.50 per pack but it’ll be worth it for a while. 
Easter is coming up on the 5th of next month. 
Will you be doing any cooking for your Christian 
friends and if so, run it by me. I haven’t salivated 
since your last invitation.

March 15, 2015 (continued)

a member of the class, you still will be, even if 
the CDCR ships you out of PBSP. This is a major 
victory for all of us.

Sista also told us that this month on the 23rd indi-
viduals throughout California would be getting 
together to support the on-going struggle of the 
Hunger Strikers and the Five Core Demands. 
She said that there was going to be some rallies 
throughout the state. She gave us a phone num-
ber but I didn’t get it. 

This will probably affect the manner in which 
these people conduct the individual reviews of 
those of us in the solitary confinement units and 
that probably means we’ll be in the SHU lon-
ger but if that is the case I’m prepared to suffer 
longer if the cause and the desired outcome is 
beneficial to the majority.

I really did want to get out of the SHU before this 
year was over but now I’m just not sure that will 
happen and that makes me sad. Another reason 
I’m thankful for you, your support and concern 
means the world to me, literally. My world isn’t 
all that big but it can get extremely heavy at 
times.  Good and bad, it’s what the world is made 
of, right. I mean, if I must suffer the bad, then 
I’m all the more grateful for the good that I’m 
allowed to experience and for that I look forward 
to renewed strength.

Did you send me a book on Feng Shui? I received 
one yesterday in the mail and I wasn’t expecting 
it. I started reading it and I like it. My world is 
most definitely not in tune with the ideas of the 
practice. Maybe that’s why prison is soooo inhos-
pitable. It lacks Feng Shui.

I want to ask you something about venders. A 
lot of guys in here purchase books all the time 
and this place charges each prisoner who pur-
chases a book 10% of the cost of the book. So 
we’re wondering, do book vending stores have 
accounts that a person can put money into so 
when the person wants to purchase a book, he 
could just write to the place and order it, like 
Bargain Books, Amazon, Barnes and Noble, etc. 
If it’s not too much trouble, would you check and 
see if these book vendors have such a purchasing 
system set up. Thank you.

March 23, 2015

I have been looking at the pictures you sent and 
I sent them around so all the other guys in the 
pod could check them out as well. I was scruti-
nizing each and every one of the shots looking 
for anything and all things that most people miss 
if they look at pictures. Because they are your 
pictures and I know how good you are at what 
you do, I tend to be very thorough and this case 
is no exception. 

I saw Connie there with her daughters. That 
made me very happy to see them. I liked look-
ing at the people as they stood in front of some 
of my drawings and appeared to be reading what 
was written about the works. That is really kool.

I’m enclosing a photocopy of what the tier looks 
like so you can follow along as I explain it to you. 
In the picture one you see the numbers above the 
cell doors. The one indicates the lower tier and 
the two indicates the upper tier. Now let us sup-
pose I live in cell 217 and I want to send some-
thing to cell 117, here’s how I would do it. First I 
would have to make a line which is similar to a 
rope but much thinner. We can make ropes out 
of numerous items we have at our disposal, like 
socks or boxer shorts, etc.

When you look at the upper tier you cannot see 
it in the picture but there is a lip about three 
inches high coming up from the concrete floor 
which makes it difficult to send something over 
the tier without having it get stuck on the lip. 
Sooo, what I do is tie an old card to the end 
of the line I constructed towards the edge and 
slightly bend the card so it has an upwards curve. 
I then go by the cell door in picture two and 
squat by the wall. Since the line is close to 30 feet 
long I give myself enough loose slack so when I 
throw the card under my cell door it is not hin-
dered by the weight of the excess line. The card 
when thrown out under the cell door which has 
maybe three inches of space gets air, which forces 
it upwards causing it to fly over the rail lowest to 
the concrete floor.

Once the line and card is slung out and over the 
tier the weight of the card carries it down to the 
first tier. I can then lift the line to take up any 
extra slack in the line which will bring the card 
closer to the cell below. The cell below then uses 
his line to fish my line in. Once this is 
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after just awakening from the sleep of the night 
before. I was wondering if you ever thought what 
purpose you serve in this life or if we even serve 
a purpose in our existence. I mean, to what de-
gree do we, if we at all, affect or effect life?

I read an article the other day, sent to me about 
“Happiness,” of all things. What would a man liv-
ing a lifetime in a concrete box know or want to 
know about happiness? 

Sometimes I feel like one of those dogs shown 
in the television commercial where they are 
chained in a box outside in the cold wondering 
why they are being subjected to the pain and suf-
fering they are struggling to endure.

The article asserted that people who seemed 
to have everything they wanted still could not 
discover the elusive Happiness. The article went 
on to state that happiness was only discovered in 
those people who sought to assist and contribute 
to others’ happiness. 

This got me thinking about death because death 
is the opposite of life and life is what matters 
now. More importantly, how to make life better, 
not only for me, but for others as well. Any sug-
gestion on how I, in my limited form of exis-
tence, can seek out and gain happiness before, 
that is, I die?!! (smile)

An update on the men in my pod. There are 
eight of us, one per cell. Of the eight, five are 
on their way out of the SHU, either to another 
isolation unit in another prison in preparaton for 
release, eventually, to mainline general popula-
tion or going directly to general population. 
There are only three of us, myself as one, who  
still don’t know what’s in our future (yet!) but I 
see it this way. The more people moving or leav-
ing means the less that need to be seen before the 
administrators get to me. Glass half full kind of 
thing (smile).

April 22, 2015

All of us are enjoying the most recent pictures. 
They look great!! When you send me pictures, 
especially the most recent ones, I cannot keep  
my eyes off of them. I’m able to see the free 
world through your lens. It looks beautiful. I 
never thought a group of rock formations could 

provoke such powerful emotions of freedom, and 
combined with the view of the sea, it only serves 
to enhance my recollections.

I have almost 100 pictures you have sent me of 
various subject matter. I have kept every one. 
I’m going to have to send them back to you if 
I ever get put up for transfer from this prison. 
We’re only allowed to have a limited amount of 
pictures. The guards only allow us to keep so 
many so that we don’t accumulate too much stuff 
in our cells for security reasons. And, I have to 
admit, it’s not an entirely arbitrary regulation.

There are some men in here that are straight out 
‘hoarders’. I mean, they collect everything and 
save everything. After a while, the limited room 
in one’s cell disappears and you are left with a 
junk yard as a cell. 

This could be unsafe, unhealthy and dangerous 
to everyone. There was this guy here in the joint 
with the nickname ‘The Flea.’ He would never 
bathe himself or clean his cell. When he walked 
past you, the odor was very unpleasant. His cell 
would begin to stink and that affected how other 
people lived around his cell. The guards used to 
come around once every 90 days and take          
everything out of his cell and trash it, then force 
him to bathe himself for health reasons.

Years ago when I was in San Quentin, I saw, 
on two separate occasions, men burned while 
locked in their cells. One was accidental, the 
other intentional, but the outcome was the 
same.

And, of course, aside from the above-mentioned 
reasons, we’re only allowed to possess property 
in the amount of six cubic feet and there are 
men in here who have hundreds and hundreds 
of pictures. Aside from the ones  you have sent 
me over the years, I only have 40 family photo-
graphs. When I would receive new ones from 
family or friends, if I had old ones I’d return 
them or I’d look at the new ones, then return 
them when I wrote back. Yours I’ve held onto be-
cause I like looking at them every now and again. 
I’ll spread them out on my cell floor and look 
down at them. I also have some from Channa 
and a few other artists I’ve met over the years. If 
I do have to send them back, I’ll send everything 
to you.

March 23, 2015 (continued)

Right now we are waiting on one of the guy’s an-
nual package. He ordered it almost a month ago 
and so we’re hoping that it gets here this week 
so we can watch the College Basketball Games 
and have something sweet to eat while doing so. 
All of us try to time it so that one of us gets their 
package once every month or so. This way, we 
get to eat street food for the greater part of the 
year. The package you sent me was the first and 
we have been getting them every thirty days.

April 1, 2015

I received the third package of photographs of 
Joshua Trees in the desert and the rock forma-
tions. I wrote and told you I was aware of what 
a Joshua Tree was. I was mistaken. However, as 
beautiful as the trees look sprouting up out of a 
desert floor in an environment that looks dry, it 
is the rock formations that blow me away! They 
look like pre-historic and ancient individual life 
forms. I look at them and they look alive! And, 
the longer I stare at them the more I can see 
actual human forms or what was once a living 
form..

For about a week we had an empty cell here in 
our pod, until the other day the guards brought 
a new guy into the section. It’s always nice when 
someone new comes into a pod because with 
him comes also new stories and discussions 
previously not exchanged or shared. Plus we can 
find out where he’s been, who was there, and 
what was discussed, new information. It becomes 
twice as good if it’s someone you know or if the 
person knows or knew someone you know or 
knew.

Every time this activity takes place the pod and 
the block as a whole picks up, like when some-
one new comes into our section. We introduce 
ourselves and those that know the newcomer will 
shake hands. 

Shaking hands is done by putting the very tip of 
your finger up to and into one of the perforated 
steel circles on the cell front. Since no finger fits 
through the circles only the very tip protrudes 
and the person outside the cell touches the tip 
of your finger with the tip of his. That’s how we 
shake hands. It has been a very long time since 

I’ve done this until, that is, the new guy came 
into the pod. I found it strange touching even 
the tip of the man’s finger after not touching 
another person for so long. To do so feels taboo. 
It’s strange when you deprive a human being 
who requires physical contact, of such contact, 
because to do so after sooo long now becomes 
the unusual.

I have a neighbor here in the pod that just 
purchased a new TV. It’s a flat screen 15” with a 
CD player. It’s called a combination TV. It looks 
really kool. I was telling him when the guard 
brought it to his cell that when he turns it on in 
the night time the picture is going to be sooo 
bright that the light is going to illuminate all the 
tier like a movie theater. He also ordered some 
ear buds to listen to it but the guards wouldn’t let 
him have them because on the wire there was a 
volume control. This place used to let ear buds 
with volume control on them in but without 
notification, they decided to stop and as a result 
the guy’s family spent $20.00. He said that he was 
going to try to return them to the vendor that 
sent the TV and try to get his family’s money 
back, but I don’t know if this place will allow him 
to do so.

I was just given the Canteen list for this month. 
These people are charging us $4.65 for a pouch 
of shredded beef (7 oz.) and they call some of the 
guys in here robbers (smile). I’m going to pur-
chase one and save it for next month for tamales 
on Cinco de Mayo. 

I’ll be doing a few cards this month for some 
birthdays and anniversaries. My mother’s and fa-
ther’s anniversary is on the 14th, my sister’s birth-
day is on the 13th and Margie’s birthday is on the 
16th. So, I’ll hook them up with some cards. 

April 8, 2015

It’s 5:30 a.m. and I am sitting here in the qui-
etness of the morning thinking about all the 
people in my life and heart. I find myself think-
ing about some interesting topics this day at this
time. Maybe because it’s ideal for contemplation 
or maybe it’s simply me being in my head, escap-
ing the reality of my immediate existence, even 
at this hour. Sitting thinking death. Yeah, I hear 
you. 5:30 a.m. is too damned early in the morn-
ing to be thinking about death, especially only 
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I saw a wonderful program yesterday on math-
ematics and was totally enlightened by what I 
heard the physicists and mathematicians talk-
ing about. Specifically, they were saying, at least 
some of them, that math is something that is 
made up so as to give solutions to other prob-
lems that are made up and contemplated. This 
blew my mind. And, it is totally possible, I mean, 
think about it.  Travel way back into time and ask 
yourself, where did math come from? I mean, we 
can trace math back in time to people and situa-
tions where it was used to determine something, 
but it is the issue. We as human beings think 
something up and then we try to make it logi-
cal and practical through the very same ways we 
made it up in the first place.

Like the numbering system. Someone thought 
up the numbers one through nine. Then, they 
said, I can add eight and one together and get 
nine or five and four and get nine. Wow, that 
must mean the numbering system I developed 
is correct. Then, someone decided to add a zero 
and the numbering system expanded. It was a 
crazy program and I thought it was TOO KOOL.

But, what I really enjoyed about it was when 
they started to talk about the universe and all 
the billions of suns and stars and universes  that 
they discovered as a result of the Hubble tele-
scope. When they were showing pictures of the 
universe, they said that in our solar system alone 
there were 260 billion suns.

Sheila, each time you tell me about your limited 
ability to smell because of smoking, I feel bad 
for you, particularly since I know you enjoy so 
much of life and the sense of smell contributes to 
that so much. Smoking is something that con-
tinues to give even after you have stopped doing 
it. I used to smoke as well, but when I was sent 
to isolation I was denied the ability to do so any 
longer. No smoking in the SHU, at least that’s the 
way it used to be when you could still smoke in 
the prison system. I have to admit, I’d still like to 
sit and smoke a good cigar. 

I received the Frieda Kahlo book and I appreci-
ate your sending it. I have looked through it just 
scanning the pages to see what was in it and I 
was really surprised to see all the wonderful and 
imaginative images.

Wow! Great responses to my questions about 
death and what makes you happy. You stated you 

almost died four times in one summer. I would 
have stayed indoors after the first time.  But, after 
experiencing those situations I can fully under-
stand  your position that allowed you to believe 
you had evolved into a highter consciousness. 
“Happy to be alive” was the way you described it.

I remember you telling me about the Cambodian 
Refugee Camp in Thailand and the conditions 
the people were living under. In fact, your de-
scription to this day can be recalled in my mind 
and if I look hard enough I can see the people 
sitting in the stiffling heat. 

I remember you telling me about the large 
amount of people living in this prison-like envi-
ronment but you getting the impression that they 
did not see their position as imprisonment but 
instead just a fact of life and having to deal with 
it. 

In response to your letter, visions, I totally be-
lieve in them. Why, I couldn’t tell you, but I think 
that we are exposed to things via our minds and 
sometimes these visions are more than dreams. 
When you wrote that you have had visions in the 
past and they, as you know, are not dreams, and 
after each of these visions you have life insights, I 
can believe that.  Of course, medical science
tells us that our dreams are nothing more than 
subconscious thoughts all jumbled up as a result 
of electrical discharges in our brains. Most of our 
memories we cannot even remember.

I know what you are saying about images. I once 
had one. God was calling me to him in a room 
full of people as well as a few family members 
but I would not take his hand because I did not 
trust it was him and not someone trying to trick 
me. After that vision, I told myself I would try 
to be more trustful towards people. I mean who 
wouldn’t take the hand of God if he offered it 
to you. To me it meant I was too skeptical and 
untrusting of people and that is not someone I 
want to be. It was someone who I was but I could 
change that if I worked at it.

You wrote that you are a very reverent person. I 
believe that you are and I believe that as you wish 
to be, you are. I think you see the world as an 
awesome place and that every day you are alive 
in it you are greatful for the time. If your 
purpose is to live in concert with life you have 
been doing so and if you try to have generative 
relationships, viewing human transactions as 

April 22, 2015 (continued)

So you feel the same way I do about the cost of a 
pouch of beef ($4.75). I tasted some the other 
day and it’s GOOD. Even though it cost soooo 
much, I will purchase more. I don’t eat much of 
the meat products the State feeds us because they 
are sooo bad. Actually, bad does not adequately 
describe how bad the meal here is. As a result I 
tend not to eat a lot of it whenever I can avoid 
doing so. After tasting the pouch meat, I now 
understand how a meal should taste and it’s re-
ally good in a burrito or tamale. 

The other day for our evening meal we had 
hamburgers. I was very hungry so I tried to eat 
the burger. I loaded it up with condiments, salt, 
pepper, chili, ketchup, relish and some pickle, 
but as soon as I bit into it  I hit a piece of bone 
or cartilage. This resulted in me disposing of my 
dinner. So, it may be a little more, but every now 
and again it will be worth it. All I need now is 
some of your bagels (mmmm!).

One of the guys received his annual package 
yesterday, so we were all eating sweets from the 
streets. I still have one. I think I’ll save it for 
Cinco de Mayo. It’s a large Danish with berries. 
Plus, at the store we all bought some ingredients 
to make a candy for the same day. 

You asked me if I’m able to receive boxes of 
things like equipment, batteries, shoes, sweats, 
etc. Yes and no. In our packages we are al-
lowed to receive shoes, sweats and other types 
of clothing along with some food items but no 
equipment or appliances. We can get a special 
box of typewriter accessories once every 90 days 
but everything else we can only get once a year, 
except if you are in the step-down program.

One of the guys in here was placed into the Step 
Down Program, specifically step two, so now 
he’s allowed to make a phone call to his family, 
take another (2nd ) picture and get a second food 
package. So, we’re waiting on that right now. 
These are some of the new privileges we get once 
we’re put into the Step Down Program. At other 
prisons the privileges are different. In step 3 and 
4 we’re allowed “supposedly” additional privi-
leges but from what I’ve been hearing, there are 
problems with the people receiving them.

Even though I’m not in the Step Down Program, 
I’m still allowed to take one picture a year, and 
a year has passed since I took my last, until, that 
is, yesterday (see enclosed). I took this the other 
day. Could you make me ten copies? The fellows 
said I look thin and pale.

I looked up what a trilobite is in reference to 
your ring (wow!) My encyclopedia states that 
it’s a Paleozoic marine anthropod. You said it’s 
over 400 million years old. Is that what you mean 
when you state you like to be in touch with deep 
time? Do you think we all have multiple lives 
both in the past and yet to be lived? With all the 
billions of possible worlds, I wonder about that.

You mentioned sending me a book by Jeremy 
Rifkin, except that it’s hard back. I have read 
Rifkin in the past. You sent me some of his work. 
Right now I’m reading Framing America by Fran-
ces Pohl. It’s a lot of reading and I’m enjoying 
it. I like it because it’s dealing with both history 
and art. I get some ideas from it. Did you ever 
use this book in your college education days? I’m 
finding inspiration from the images on its pages. 

Talking about books, I was just issued the book 
Rivera, A Revolutionary Spirit in Modern Art. Be 
surprised it was allowed in. It almost didn’t make 
it. I thumbed through it and some of the images 
are creative, imaginative. Thank you. I’m going to 
send it around to the other cells so the guys can 
check it out.

Can I ask  you a personal question? If this is out 
of line, just ignore my lack of social etiquette. 
Relationships, motherhood, personal interaction 
for the purpose of not being as you described it 
“A little lonely and anxious,” especially at night? 
I’ll leave it at that.

April 28, 2015

I found the idea of Feng Shui interesting because 
of the possible connection to physics and the 
natural energies of the universe, such as electrons 
and photons. I was thinking that Chinese people 
were aware of these energies but they didn’t 
know that there were atoms and the energy that 
is associated with them. Instead, they  just felt 
the energies based on a way of life over thou-
sands of years. 
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There is a program I used to be involved with 
that did something positive with children called 
Roots and Shoots, by the Jane Goodall Founda-
tion.  I used to send them art so they could sell it 
and use the money to support the youth groups 
that could not afford any cost associated with 
the endeavors or adventures the young kids were 
involved in. This prison gave me a Rule Violation 
for gang activity and disallowed me from writing 
and donating art under the name of the group I 
was using, PROTECT (Prisoners Reaching Out 
To Educate Children and Teens).

I read a very interesting and inspirational news 
article in the paper one of the guys here in the 
pod gets. It was about the Joshua trees you told 
me about a few weeks ago and sent me those 
beautiful pictures of. The article indicated that 
some of the graffiti that was used to damage and 
deface some of the natural monuments was re-
moved, thus restoring the natural beauty  to the 
site(s). I was very happy to read that and it moti-
vated me to pull out the pictures you sent me to 
study all the glorious views again. While doing 
this, it allowed me to see the horrible views of 
the resulting herbicides, pesticides and fertilizers 
on farm lands and subsequently human beings. 
How does one make a case for safety when you 
see first hand the water foaming up as a result of 
poisoning? 

May 25, 2015

I’m still reading Framing America by Frances 
Pohl and I’m enjoying it. I drew her a card of a 
caricature, a rough-looking man in striped pants. 
I did the drawing in black ink but I put a pair of 
3D glasss on him and inside of the card I wrote 
that at times we all need to see the world in dif-
ferent colored glasses. As I read her book I tell 
myself that with all her knowledge of art the last 
thing I should be doing is sending her any art 
created by me. 

Up here they have the list the prison administra-
tors have created called the “book ban list.” One 
of the guys wrote to the law library ordering it 
so he could see if he ordered a book, would he 
be able to get it. While he was going though it he 
came across our book. That’s right, Sheila, you 
and I have created a book that is on the banned 
book list as being subversive (wow). I expect that 
it won’t be long before we’re  on the No Fly List.

I was wondering if we should try to mail in my 
book one more time since the Frida Kahlo book 
was let in. As far as the Frida Kahlo book be-
ing inspirational, it certainly is. That woman is 
incredible. Her art is soooo imaginative. When 
I saw the depictions of her work called “Frida 
and the Caesarean Operation” or “Frida and the 
Miscarriage” and compare it to Diego Rivera’s 
“Water, Origin of Life”, I try to imagine how 
they reached the inspirational frame of mind to 
develop this type of work. I will try to use some 
of the work in the book in the future, maybe try 
to draw something out of it. 

When I first came to prison I couldn’t eat veggies 
or should I say, I didn’t like to eat them. Now I 
wish I could eat all the fresh veggies I could get 
my hands on and the ones you described in your 
garden sound PERFECT, tangerines, oranges,  
tomatoes, eggplant, squash and cucumbers, 
which if aged become pickles, right?

Since I’ve been in prison I have learned to make 
homemade wine and your tangerine and orange 
trees provide the best fruit for doing just that. Do 
you drink, Sheila? I used to but I quit in 1999. 
I woke up one morning and decided that I was 
through with it and haven’t done it since. Al-
though one of the things I want to do if I’m ever 
let out of the joint is to sit in the park, any park, 
when the sun is going down and sit there watch-
ing it while smoking a good cigar and drinking a 
shot of Tequila. It’s a dream. 

Let me tell you what happened with me the other 
day. I was sitting in my cell reading or doing 
something to occupy my time, when my cell 
door was opened. I was told the Chaplain wanted 
to see me. I immediately started to think some-
thing bad had happened out in the free world. 
Most of the time when the chaplain comes to 
the pods and asks to see an inmate, it’s to tell 
him that there has been a death in the family. I 
reached the front of the pod and the chaplain 
tells me, after I ask him if he’s here to give me 
bad news, that in fact he’s here to see how I’m 
doing and to talk and give me a message from a 
friend of mine he also knows.  

The Chaplain tells me he was down south at 
some religious education congress and he came 
across one  of his friends. They got to talking and 
one asked the other what he was up to and re-
ceived the reply that he was now working at

April 28, 2015 (continued) 

part of the historic process, then I congratulate 
you for achieving what you have been setting 
out to accomplish. Is that part of being part of 
the historic process which is why you attempt to 
capture history in your lens or through record-
ing of lives of everyday people? Or is it your way 
of connecting with people for the purpose of 
obtaining happiness through interaction?

What I never realized is that art is what makes 
you happy. I should have realized that but I’m 
slow sometimes. That said, you must be one of 
the happiest people in the world.

May 12, 2015

I would have begun writing to you a few days ago 
but I wanted to wait so I could let you know what 
I was told at my classification hearing this day. I 
wish it was better news, but I’ll take what I can 
get right now. 

Here’s what happened.  I went to committee to-
day to find out what my status is with regards to 
getting out of the SHU or at the very least being 
referred to the Director’s Review Board (DRB) 
on a case-by-case review. Neither of these things 
took place as I had hoped they would. But, it 
wasn’t a total wash. First, I asked the Classifica-
tion Committee to change my classification from 
gang member to gang associate because the gang 
membership classification is incorrect. I argued 
as best I could but to no avail. This classification 
can be detrimental and in all likelihood will be to 
my programming in the future. 

I have been classified as a gang member based on 
confidential information being supplied to the 
guards by a non-disclosed inmate informant. The 
Committee refused to change my classification. I 
also asked to be given an inmate hardship trans-
fer, but that was denied. Last year via medical 
records and letters from family members indicat-
ing their inability to travel the long distance from 
Los Angeles to Crescent City to visit me, made 
me eligible for a hardship transfer, but because of 
my gang classification, I was denied.
So I tried another approach. I asked where on 
the list of people awaiting a DRB review was I. 
I was told the DRB was reviewing people who 
have validation dates in 2007. I don’t have a date 

until 2009 so, although my calculations are esti-
mations based on those dates given me, it would 
be several more months before my name comes 
up on that list. I haven’t given up yet.

Every six years a prisoner in the SHU is reviewed 
by the gang unit for the purpose of determin-
ing if the inmate had been involved in any gang 
activity. Their classification of what constitutes 
gang activity is subject to their interpretation, 
which is extremely broad. Anyway, my central 
file was reviewed  and a miracle happened. The 
gang unit found no information that reflected 
gang activity on my behalf. Soooo, they recom-
mended that I be found “inactive.”

What does this mean? This prison gang unit sent 
a file/packet to the main gang unit of DCDR 
called Office of Correctional Safety (OCS) telling 
them they investigated my files and contacted 
other police agencies. No information was 
discovered. Does the OCS have any information 
of gang activity? If they do, my release from the 
SHU will be denied. If they agree with the gang 
unit here at PBSP, which they usually do, I’ll be 
considered for release from the SHU.

So, what if OCS agrees with PBSP? In a few 
months things will happen. I’ll be taken before 
the PBSP classification committee. They will 
refer me to the Directors Review Board (DRB) 
who will ultimately decide whether to release me 
to a main-line or keep me in the SHU. Most of 
the time, once the gang unit here at PBSP finds 
a prisoner “inactive,” all the other reviews follow 
suit and the prisoner is released, which could be 
the case with me. We should know something 
within 90 days. I think it’s good news but only 
the future can tell. Keep your fingers crossed 
(smile). 

Did I tell you that I have been helping a few guys 
in here with learning math? I like doing it. I was 
once pretty good at it, but it’s like most things,  
you don’t use it, you lose it.

I’m glad you liked the drawing I sent you about 
your vision. I totally see your vision in my mind 
when I close my eyes as a result of your descrip-
tion which was very specific. I, like you, agree 
that we do not listen to our minds enough and 
should pay closer attention without simply dis-
missing the thoughts or images we experience as 
nothing.
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I’ll try to explain. The language of the bill states 
that the Board still has the authority to deter-
mine one’s parole suitability based on the old 
rules and criteria. The only difference is the 
board is now required to consider a prisoner’s 
suitability while also considering their age, 
length of confinement and physical health. This 
bill is designed to reduce the cost of caring for 
older prisoners. The only way the bill will help 
is if the prisoner being considered for parole is 
convalescent and in most cases almost dead or 
costing the state soooo much money as a re-
sult of his/her medical bills that it is cheaper to 
release them rather than continue incarceration. 
This bill as it is written amounts to nothing but 
smoke.

The bill I’m very interested in seeing is the bill 
dealing with the age of prisoners when they were 
first incarcerated. I believe the bill is SB 261. That 
bill will allow the Board to consider the age of 
the prisoner when he/she came to prison if their 
age was 18-23. I would fit in this category associ-
ated with the bill for the elderly prisoner. I might 
get a little more action.

Oh, you had me laughing out loud in my cell all 
alone. The guys were all asking me what I was 
watching on TV that had me laughing. That’s 
what we do in here when one of us is laughing 
too much or a lot so that we all can enjoy the 
laugh with the other person. I had to tell them 
that it was something you wrote to me in your 
letter about your lazy cats. The fact that they 
were finally doing their jobs and leaving you gifts 
on the floor. I was laughing at the fact that those 
lazy cats were leaving you gifts. How kind of 
them. They are giving you your cut of the spoils.

I have some pretty exciting information. Today 
I was called out of my cell by my counselor who 
served me with some papers for Classification 
Committee next week. What she told me was 
that she is going to recommend that I be released 
to general prison population and that she sent 
my paperwork to the Directors Review Board 
(DRB) for consideration for release. At this 
point, when the Institutional Gang Unit and The 
Office of Correctional Safety both recommend 
you be released to the main line because they 
have not located any gang activity on your part, 
it usually happens. 

My counselor told me she already sent my paper-
work to the DRB and what we are hearing here 
is the DRB has cases that are being referred to 
them as Inactive, like mine. The board is hearing 
those cases in absentia. What does all this mean? 
I think it means that I’m going to be let out of 
the SHU and sent to a main line somewhere, but 
where I don’t know yet and I don’t know if these 
people will tell me that information.

When I talked to my counselor, she asked me 
where I wanted to go if they let me out and she 
gave me some options to chose from. Of course, 
I picked the closest place to Southern California 
which was a place called Kern Valley State Prison 
in Delano, California, which is approximately 
180 miles north of Los Angeles. She also gave 
me a second option. It’s called California Sub-
stance Abuse Treatment Facility and State Prison 
Corcoran. It’s approximately 200 miles north of
Los Angeles. I asked her if she could go to my as-
sistance and let the committee know that what I’d 
like is about 75 miles north of Los Angeles. The 
bottom line is if I’m let out of the SHU I’ll go to 
any prison they want to send me to. 

I heard from Professor Oona from San Jose State 
University. She told me the college gave her a 
grant to do a play about incarceration and she 
wants me to provide her information. Do you 
remember the last one she did about the SHU as 
a result of meeting and talking to you at one of 
the Sacramento meetings being held on solitary 
confinement? Sheila, you are like a tree in the 
article I sent you. Your branches are just reaching 
out in all kinds of different directions.

Oh, the guys are going to make me a piece of 
candy for my birthday, so when they give it to me 
I’ll set a place for you and we’ll enjoy it together.

June 18th, 2015

Thank you for answering some of my questions 
about your book Weavers of Varanasi. Also thank 
you for being so honest with me about under-
standing or, in our case, lack of understanding 
about the jacquard system and how it works. I 
thought for a moment that I was a little slow on 
the uptake. I mean, I would find myself staring 
at the machines in your book trying to figure out 
how the thread was running through the looms 
and developing patterns in the materials. The 

May 25, 2015 (continued) 

Pelican Bay State Prison. The other replied that 
he has a friend who is doing time there. “Do you 
know him? His name is Jack Morris?” 

The other, surprised to hear the name, replied, 
“Yes!” The Chaplain was talking to John Swan-
son. John showed him some pictures of the art 
show and told the Chaplain about the show, rec-
ommending that he see it if he had a chance to 
do so. John gave him some of the pictures that he 
took at the show and the chaplain gave them to 
me. How kool was that? John was telling me he 
went to the show a few times and told people he 
knew that they should also go and see the show 
(at Valley State College). Thank you, Sheila, for 
making that happen for me. I know that if not 
for you I would not know the joy I have felt as a 
result of the show. It still brings me happiness. 

Things up here are starting to warm up. I’m talk-
ing about the fellows and the fact that the prison 
administrators are failing to follow through with 
what they have been telling us they were go-
ing to do as far as the hunger strike issues are 
concerned. Some of the other prisons are already 
taking some action relating to the program. I 
heard that the people at Tehachapi Prison have 
stopped programming because the Warden 
there decided she did not have to adhere to the 
program the Director of Corrections has been 
telling us was going to be the program. They 
include things like sooner release from the SHU 
and access to programming, greater and broader 
privileges as a result of positive programming. 
Instead, the Warden at Tehachapi has allowed the 
gang unit in that prison to issue Rule Violation 
Reports to the guys trying to get out of the SHU. 
If a guy is given a RVR, then he has to stay in the 
SHU additional years. Thus, to issue a RVR, the 
administrators should make sure the individual 
given the RVR has, in fact, violated a rule, which 
is supposed to be the procedure. But, you know 
the saying, absolute power corrupts absolutely!

If they cannot correct the situation at Tehachapi, 
then the actions taken there will in all likelihood 
spread to all the other prisons throughout Cali-
fornia and that means my release consideration 
from the SHU will be put on hold. But, I’ll tell 
you, I don’t mind if it is for the greater good. 

May 31, 2015

Let me tell you what I have been thinking about 
the last few weeks. As you know, the prison 
administration is considering and has let out a 
lot of people from the SHU to the general prison 
population throughout the prison system, and 
there will be more to come. Hopefully, I’ll be one 
of them soon. 

I also mention to you that my classification is 
being reviewed by the gang investigation unit for 
that possible likelihood of release from the SHU. 
If that happens I’ll be looking at living with an-
other man in the same cell as I have now. Mostly, 
all general prison population housing is a double 
cell situation. I’m concerned because it’s been a 
long time since I’ve lived with anyone, and living 
in a cell with someone you do not know can be 
extremely difficult for many reasons.

Imagine taking someone into your home you 
do not know and then you both have to live in a 
room no bigger than a bathroom. Then, add into 
the equation both mental, physical and emotion-
al differences that may be in conflict with your 
own, things like age, sleeping habits, hygiene 
considerations and common courtesy, etc. These 
situations have lead to many conflicts so it’s 
something I have to consider before it happens, 
so I can prepare for it as best I can.

I talked to a person yesterday about the progress 
of my evaluation by the gang unit and was told 
that they, administrators, were waiting to receive 
a document from another agency and once they 
did, I would be taken to a classification commit-
tee and a decision would be made as to release 
me to the main line or not. Maybe something 
will happen before my birthday next month. That 
would be really kool.

June 10, 2015

I just received your letter and an article on SB 
224 Elderly Parole Program. I like the intent of 
the bill but not the language. You see, the lan-
guage of the bill still allows the Board of Prisons 
Hearing to continue to do what they have been 
doing and that’s denying almost everyone that 
goes before them for parole consideration. 
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the representatives of the prisoners and if they 
are satisfied with the proposal, a deal will be 
made on behalf of the class. 

We’re told that the deals would consist of some 
of the following: Everyone in the SHU who has 
been back here longer than ten years will be 
taken to classification and have their files re-
viewed going back two years as opposed to four, 
being used right now. And if there is not gang 
activity indicated, the committee will order the 
prisoner released to the main line in association 
to his point classification score.

If the committee reviews the prisoner’s file and 
discovers something that raises some concerns 
the committee will refer the prisoner to the DRB 
for a deeper review. In any event, the prison 
system has stated that everyone in the SHU will 
be reviewed and if the administrators determine 
that you’re just too dangerous to be released to 
the main line, then you will be transferred to a 
special housing unit out of the SHU where you 
will be provided all the privileges that a main line 
prisoner gets, only you will be housed in a much 
more viewed environment. 

What is good about this is if the representative 
accepts the out-of-court settlement, then the 
Prison Classification Committee will start to 
run classification committees and that means 
the committees will be run a lot faster than they 
are right now by DRB. As a result of running the 
committees faster, that will result in a lot of the 
men here getting kicked out sooner.

We’re also told there will be no more Indetermi-
nate Solitary Confinement and anyone placed 
into the hole will have a chance to work his way 
out to a main line with the demonstration of 
good behavior. This is major news. Of course, all 
that I have told you is dependent on the settle-
ment and good faith of the CDCR holding to 
their word, which has not been the case in the 
past. 

Thank you for your kind words relating to my 
ability to exercise patience and understanding. 
That means a lot to me, especially since that was 
not always my forte (smile). You do know that 
you have contributed to my development and 
growth in a positive fashion. Your faith in my 
ability to adapt to general population if released 
and having another man living in my cell, or 

should I say our cell, is appreciated. It will be an 
adjustment but it could be an interesting social 
adventure as well.
 
Two more guys in the same pod as I live have 
been told they are being released to the main 
line. I don’t know when they will leave but they 
now know that they are going to general popula-
tion. I wish them both well and hope neither of 
them ever comes back. 

June 27 2015

As you can see from the date of this letter, it’s 
my birthday today. I awoke this morning and 
took a bird bath so I wouldn’t have to take time 
out from spending it with you during my letter 
writing. 

After I bathed I took seven apples and crushed 
them so as to squeeze some apple juice. I made 
me a cup. A lot of the guys here in the pod don’t 
eat apples that much, sooo they give them to me 
and when I collect enough I crush them into 
juice. Since today is my birthday, I thought I’d 
do that this morning so that I could have some 
to drink along with the burritos and tostadas the 
guys are making me. 

Also, one of the guys received his annual pack-
age this week and he passed out some to all of us 
as we all do and I saved some chocolate hostess 
cupcakes. Right now I have them up on the light 
so they can get warm for when I eat them around 
lunch time, along with the other items coming. 

One of the guys is on a gluten free diet so several 
times a week he is given corn tortillas which 
he shares with me and some of the other guys. 
That’s how he’s able to make tostadas. He also 
sent me some cottage cheese and he put some 
peaches off his tray inside the cottage cheese. 
I like this set-up and he knows it. He also gets 
yogurt sometimes which he has shared with me 
in the past. I like yogurt, especially when it’s one 
of the flavored ones like blueberry or orange. 

Yesterday I was reading an article in the news pa-
per out of Visalia. The article was about some of 
the new searching procedures the prison system 
is using to search visitors coming into the pris-
ons to visit their family members. I was deeply 
angered by what these assholes are doing 

June 18th, 2015 (continued)

harder I would look, the less I understood it. So, 
thank you for telling me it is hard to understand.

As for synthetic silk China has developed that 
undercuts costs, allowing China to produce 
larger amounts of product at a cheaper cost than 
the hand-loom weavers can do, it is hard, but 
if it’s bad for some, it is better for others who 
would not be able to afford the cost of the prod-
uct before the introduction of synthetics.

I agree with you on some level and question your 
logic on some other levels. For example, what 
if automation and mechanization were never 
created. Would not the cost of many products 
be out of reach of the general consumer? A good 
example would be photography. How has the 
evolution of photography affected industries that 
rely on older types of development and produc-
tion methods?

It’s like you yourself pointed out in your book, 
when you wrote that a lot of the younger people 
are moving into other areas of creation because 
life dictates that we as a people evolve for surviv-
al. I’m afraid that hand looming will ultimately 
decrease to make way for mechanization and 
those that are displaced as a result of that evolu-
tion just may become the people that maintain 
the machines. Just think how lucky you are to 
have witnessed and been a part of the original 
process and have documented it for the knowl-
edge of others who may some day only know 
hand-loom weaving as a result of your book. 

A good job would be to develop an industry that 
collects and destroys all the extra thread cuts that 
are discarded on the streets so that the people 
would not be exposed to toxic waste of any 
fumes if it is determined that burning would be a 
good form of destruction.

Let me tell you what is going on around here. 
Yesterday, I was taken to Classification as a result 
of the gang unit here finding that I have not 
been involved in any gang activity in the last six 
years. At the committee I was told that I would 
be put up for the Directors Review Board (DRB) 
with the recommendation that I be released to 
the general prison population. The committee 
recommended two prisons but when I go to the 
DRB I’ll be able to make a case for considering 

my transfer to a prison closer to home or in this 
case Los Angeles. 

Here’s the exciting news. Most of the time when 
the committee recommends that a person be 
released to a general prison population the DRB 
almost always goes along with the recommenda-
tion, so it looks like I’m going to be released to 
the main line. I just don’t know which one yet. I 
suspect it will be within the next three months or 
so, but I have to tell you, 90 days of waiting time 
is nothing after all these years in solitary confine-
ment, wouldn’t you agree?

I’m going to leave all my books to the guys here 
in the SHU so they have something to read. But, 
I’m not going to leave most of my legal books or 
your book. That’s what most of the guys leav-
ing the SHU do. They leave almost all of their 
personal property to the guys staying behind to 
make their time in the SHU as easy as they can 
because we know how hard it is doing time in 
isolation and even more so since we know how 
hard it is doing time at Pelican Bay State Prison. 

Most of the time we leave everything behind for 
several reasons, but most of all because it’s easier 
for a man to endure the harsh conditions of con-
finement if he has something that reminds him 
that there is something else other than isolation 
and disregard. Every little thing helps including 
food, books, writing paper and envelopes, an 
extra pair of shower shoes or some cosmetics. 

Those of us leaving the SHU know that in the 
general prison population we can acquire these 
items again because out in the general popula-
tion there are a lot more people that allow a man 
to get his hustle on, meaning doing some wheel-
ing and dealing. Like me, for instance, since I 
can do some drawings, I can create some cards 
and try to sell them for a few bucks or barter in 
exchange for items that I may need or someone 
else may need and is prepared to barter for. In 
the SHU you don’t have that availability like in 
the general population. So, we leave stuff. 

Now, let me tell you what is going on with the 
civil action surrounding this place. We just 
received word today from one of the guys that 
went out to speak with the attorneys representing 
the class action suit. He brought back the word 
that tomorrow (19th) the CDCR is supposed to 
submit an out-of-court settlement proposal to 
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the picture is going to be looking out the window 
into the color spectrum and I”ll call the drawing 
“A view of the world” (maybe).

It was approximately 6:00 p.m. and all of us were 
talking about the news and the proposed changes 
taking place here in Pelican Bay Security Hous-
ing Unit. Everyone in my pod has been in prison 
for decades and most of us have spent decades in 
solitary confinement units in the prison system 
in California, so we’re all familiar with both the 
form and attitude of the administrators of the 
prison system. 

It was in the climate of exchange I noticed some-
thing not often said. One of the guys stated he 
was waiting for the work week to start. Specifi-
cally, he was waiting for Monday to arrive. That is 
unusual! in a men’s prison, most prisoners watch 
sports and sports take place on the weekends on 
TV. Also, there are not prison administrators at 
the prison on the weekends so the guards tend to 
get lazy and things get just a little more relaxed. 
Plus, the weekends are when visiting is run and 
the men who get visits can see their loved ones. 
There is no visiting on weekdays.

So when this man made the statement I listened 
just a little closer. He’s reasoning was the sooner 
the work week began the sooner he came to 
being seen by his counselor to be scheduled for 
case-by-case review by the Director’s Review 
Board (DRB) so he can be considered for release  
from the SHU. Others echoed his remark and 
I told them, the guys in general over the tier, 
“Since when did someone want the work week 
to begin? They don’t even want that in the free 
world.” We then began to talk about how we have 
all changed somewhat as a result of the recent 
policy changes. We joked about it but it’s a fact 
that freedom from isolation profoundly affects us 
both mentally and emotionally. 

Here’s an example. In each pod there are eight 
cells, four on the lower tier, four on the up-
per tier. When someone goes up or down the 
stairs you’ll hear him comment, “just work-
ing the steps.” This statement is in reference to         
working the steps in the step down program 
(SDP) for the purpose of demonstrating readi-
ness for release from the SHU and placement 
into the general prison population.

It’s a trip, Sheila, men in prison. Those same men 
the state has referred to for decades as the “worst 
of the worst” criminals in the justice system 
desiring to work the steps to gain release from 
the SHU.

For months I have noticed that all the guards 
who have been coming to my cell to feed me in 
the mornings and evenings, have been telling 
me “Good morning” or “How’s it going?” I know 
they were told to do that working their bullshit 
psychological crap for the purpose of developing 
some type of connection! At first, it angered 
me and I wouldn’t answer them. Instead, I would 
look at them with discontent and animosity. 
But, then I thought about it. O.K., so I recognize 
what they are doing, it’s no big thing. What if 
they abused me psychologically for years with 
their disregard and now they are trying to make 
themselves more human because I’ll be out on 
the main line soon where I won’t have cuffs and 
chains on me when they are around, that’s fine. 

You see, I believe I’m more of a man to un-
derstand and realize that just because I can do 
something, it doesn’t mean I will do something. 
That also applies to revenge. Just because I can 
doesn’t mean I will. Human nature, it’s a won-
derful thing to understand if you realize your 
actions should never be decided by the actions of 
someone else.

Sheila, I hope I didn’t bother you with this letter. 
I just needed someone to talk to about things I 
had on my mind and in my heart and you are 
my go-to non-judgmental, great listener, full of 
wisdom. Do you mind?

On the 4th of July we were given a special din-
ner. Usually when we are fed a meal of hot-links. 
We’re given one. But on the 4th we were given 
two. Of course, we’re only given one bread bun. 
It didn’t really matter to me because I don’t often 
eat hot links and the 4th of July made no            
difference. I gave my two away. One of the guys 
on the pod is on a special gluten-free diet so I 
gave him one; another guy is on a halal tray, so I 
gave him one. He gave me his turkey hotdogs.
We were also given a small cup of ice cream 
(chocolate) and chocolate milk (cold) since the 
tray had a piece of cake on it, I put the ice cream 
over the top and ate both together with chocolate 
milk. I enjoyed myself.

June 27 2015 (continued) 

to people who are not criminals or convicted of 
any crimes but are being treated as if they are. 
One example is the following: a female was com-
ing to see her brother at Kern Valley State Prison 
and she was strip searched and made to squat 
over a mirror so that two guards could look at 
her anatomy. When I read that I was seeing red 
and wanted to seek retaliation on those that did 
that to a family member, especially since it’s not 
being done to the guards that work in this place 
equally.

I thought the guards are trying to shame our 
visitors. HUMILIATION is their way of driving 
off our loved ones from visiting and disrespect-
ing them at the same time. Now our visitors are 
subjected to dog sniffing animals, strip searches 
and scanners. You can rub against someone and 
get the smell of tobacco on you or handle money 
with traces of drugs or a million other ways 
to be exposed which the dog smells. Or it can 
be subjective, racially motivated or physically 
driven. The people exposed have violated no rule 
or regulation other than loving someone.

I’m including the book list of banned books here 
at Pelican Bay. A lot of the books are banned 
because the guards have complained that the 
content of the books is offensive to them. Most of 
the guards here are very unhygienic, both physi-
cally and verbally, so it’s hard for me to under-
stand the assertion. 

So, let me tell you what happened to me the 
other day when I went to Classification. I went 
in and all the big wigs were there sitting around 
their computers. You cannot even see them 
because all their heads are behind computer 
screens. They were all there and the first person 
to speak was the psychologist. The guy looks at 
me and asked me if I have any mental problems. 
I couldn’t believe the guy was asking me some-
thing like that. So, I looked at him and, instead of 
answering him, I asked him, “If you spent thirty 
years locked in a concrete box without sunlight 
or human contact, would you have mental prob-
lems?”

The committee reviewed my central file which 
is on computer and they asked me some ques-
tion about what I thought about the things they 
were doing at committee relating to me and my 

future housing situation. I asked them what they 
planned to do and they told me they were       
recommending that I be released to general 
prison population at Kern Valley State Prison, 
about 180 miles away from Los Angeles and the 
second recommendation was to Salinas Valley 
State Prison about 200 miles outside of Los An-
geles. I asked them to consider sending me to a 
prison called Los Angeles State Prison Lancaster, 
in Lancaster, California, about 75 miles outside 
of LA and second, San Quentin State Prison. 
I asked for San Quentin Prison, even though 
it’s hundreds of miles away from Los Angeles, 
because there is a computer program that is 
being taught to some prisoners down there that 
is teaching them how to write computer code 
and that would be very beneficial if I was to be 
released from prison. Just thinking of the future. 

So, now I’m waiting to be taken to the Directors 
Review Board (DRB) as the last step in being 
released from the SHU after all these years. I was 
told that the DRB is reviewing people like me 
and my case in absentia, so I may not even find 
out that I’m going to the main line until I’m told 
to pack my property for transfer. I expect it’ll
be somewhere between one and two months.

July 6, 2015

It’s 10:00 am. And I was sitting in my cell doing 
a little bit of reading and thinking about what I 
want to draw next. I have an idea but I haven’t 
begun to work on it yet. It’s still in the thinking 
stage.  I think I will do this drawing but with pas-
tels. The 4th of July celebration I watched on TV  
gave me the idea and inspiration. I was sitting in 
the dark with only the illumination coming from 
the TV screen giving color to my world. As I sat 
there it was unusually quiet and I became aware 
of the events on the screen and I was moved. I 
saw people of all different races and economic 
backgrounds celebrating their freedom as they 
understood it. I thought about the conflicts 
between people for reasons that don’t matter. I 
was looking at the world through my television 
screen and I realized all we as people have to do 
is look out of our homes to see the world outside, 
pull back the drapes and see what we often look 
at but ignore.

So, my next drawing is going to be the image of a 
large window frame in a home and the viewer of 
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July 25, 2015

I’m glad to read that you received the drawing 
of the rose and image of fleur-de-lis. I drew it 
because I came across the image in the book 
Frances Pohl created. The idea was from the 
book, specifically the fleur-del-lis, and the rose 
was something I put into the creation. The color-
ing of the piece was a result of you and your 
influence on me through your art. Specifically, I 
put the coloring down thinking about your rods, 
your color rods. I tried to put the color down so 
that it represented colored rods in the petals. I 
could see a multi-colored rose made with rods, 
kind of like the image that the first President 
Bush described as a “Thousand Points of Light.” I 
think that would be better than a Tiffany lamp. 

I know what you mean when you write about 
me moving closer to the Los Angeles area as 
opposed to San Francisco. I, too, would love to 
be there as well. I only mentioned San Quentin 
Prison because of the computer program being 
offered there and I have to have my eyes on the 
future if I’m ever to get out of prison. I have to be 
able to earn a living and the best way to do that 
is to be skilled in the field that moves the world, 
computers. Plus, there are not a lot of people 
who know how to write code for computers so 
there will also be a demand for employees in the 
field. I’m just trying to think smart for the future. 

Nonetheless, wherever I end up, I’m going to get 
back into my education and finish off my college. 
I need about ten – fifteen more units to get 
my AA. Then I can transfer my units to a four- 
year college to obtain a BA. I should have been 
doing it for the last few years that I’ve been here 
in Pelican Bay but I neglected it and that was 
wrong of me. I will correct it. I have completed 
all my requirements. I just need to fill up on elec-
tives. I’m thinking about taking several business 
courses. I could really use, and would appreciate, 
any and all of your input on this topic. 

When I read about your continuous delay in 
getting in to visit your friend at CIW (California 
Institution for Women) the fact that you had to 
wait for several hours sometimes was crazy. I 
was pleased when you went on to state that as 
time went on and more of you complained to the 
administrators about the unnecessary delay, you 
began to notice you were getting into visit a lot 
sooner. That’s what you should always do, 

complain to the Captain about what is taking 
place to delay visits.

A lot of the time when the guards don’t like 
something that is required of them they will try 
to disrupt, delay or develop problems in the area 
of dislike. Here’s a great example. In August, the 
prison guards here at Pelican Bay will have to 
start a new security program relating to counting 
prisoners. 

Right now guards come into the sections maybe 
twice or three times in an eight-hour shift. As a 
result of this practice prisoners who kill them-
selves are not discovered for hours after they 
have done so. The guards’ total disregard is they 
don’t like having to walk up the thirteen steps to 
reach the top tier more than they have to because 
it hurts their knees. 

Because of the increase of lives being taken in the 
Solitary units, the guards have to do the counts 
starting in August per the Director of Correc-
tions as a result of all the negative publicity. So, 
the guards have been trying to get the prisoner 
population to complain in support of the guards’ 
position. The way they are trying to get this done 
is by telling prisoners that because of the amount 
of time they are going to have to count, they are 
not going to be able to pass out inmate canteen. 
When they come in they are going to make a lot 
of noise, especially at night, so much so, that we 
the prisoners are not going to be able to sleep. 

Here is how the counting system is going to 
work. The guard will enter the section through 
electronic doors at the front of the pods which 
are very loud and have been since this place 
opened. We, the prisoners, have been complain-
ing about this noise for 25 years or more and the 
guards have not cared. The count system requires 
the guards come into each section with a small 
pen-like device. Out in front of each cell is a 
metal bolt-like attached to the cell frame. The 
guard is required to come by each cell and touch 
the pen-like object to the bolt-like object which 
will register a count of one. The guard will have 
to do this at each cell, eight per section.

The guards have made it clear to the prisoner 
population that if we do not complain to get the 
new counting system scrapped, they will BANG 
the pen against the metal frame very loudly and 
no one will get any sleep. That will take place 

July 20, 2015

I’m sitting here in my cell and I was reading but 
I got eye tired. You ever get that? I didn’t want 
to watch any television because at 4:00 p.m. 
there isn’t much on except talk shows discussing        
irrelevant topics. 

Writing letters on a Friday only means it’ll have 
to sit in my home-made mail box until Sunday 
night when mail goes out of Pelican Bay Prison. 
My home-made mail box is only an old manila 
envelope that I cut in half and taped to my wall 
next to my cell door. Fancy!! Wrote “Mail Box” 
on it.

I have been waiting to write you until I hear 
something from my captors about my housing 
status, something about whether I’ll be getting 
transferred out of Pelican Bay Solitary Confine-
ment to general prison population. I’ve heard 
nothing and I’m tired of waiting. If I hear some-
thing I’ll write you again and let you know. One 
of the guys here in the pod is getting ready to 
leave so I’m interested who will be put in his cell 
when he does go.

I was kicking back a few days ago checking out 
TV when I saw the video tape of “El Chapo” 
in his cell just prior to his escape. One of the 
guys in the section, while checking it out, made 
a comment about how he was doing the SHU 
walk. I couldn’t believe how accurate he was. 
Here in the SHU a lot of us do the SHU walk at 
all kinds of different times of the day and night. 
The SHU walk is pacing back and forth in one’s 
cell. In a Pelican Bay cell in the hole you can take 
five small steps from the front of the cell to the 
back of the cell, and you can have four steps from 
left to right (small). I personally do the SHU 
walk almost daily after dinner most of the time.

I increase the volume of my radio and start my 
walking for exercise and to help me digest my 
meal which is hard on the stomach if left to sit 
too long (smile). I’ll pace approximately two 
hours from 5:30 to 7:30 p.m. I also get a lot of 
thinking done at this time (nostalgia) and of 
course, living in solitary confinement, it helps 
keep one from going crazy. (ouch).

If you could put a camera on all of us it would 
look like those wild animals caged up in some 
zoo as they wear pathways in their cages as they 

pace back and forth. You can actually see worn 
out trails in the concrete floors of the cells and 
on the exercise yard as a result of men walking 
these same paths over decades of isolation, sad 
but true.

When I looked at the video of Chapo in that 
Mexican prison cell, which was also solitary con-
finement, I could see all of us here in Pelican Bay 
isolation, doing the same walk except we didn’t 
have a hole to escape the torture.

Things around here are changing and that also 
applies to the guards. Before, most of the guards 
that worked here in the isolation unit were ass-
holes. The safety of prisoners in extreme isola-
tion and the fact that we were locked behind sev-
eral steel doors allowed the assholes to become 
brutal a lot of the time. Now, new guards are 
beginning to work in the SHU. They have heard 
the stories of the guards from days gone by and 
try to act as if they, too, are hardnosed. We have 
this one guard that works in our unit now (he’s 
new) up in the control booth. Every morning he 
comes in, he intentionally pulls the hammer to 
the rifle he carries and allows it to slam home. He 
does this three times, most of the time, because 
he knows at that time in the morning you can 
clearly hear the hammer. Oh, the action is totally 
unnecessary but deliberate.

Now the guards are told they are going to be 
required to enter each section every 30 minutes 
to conduct a head count. They are trying to use 
their weak psychological mind games by telling 
us (prisoners) we should complain because the 
noise from the new counting devices will keep us 
up and awaken us at night. What the real issue 
is, they don’t want to have to count heads every 
30 minutes which will require they walk up and 
down the steps in the pod each time. 

The reason they required counting to take place 
is because the extreme isolation drives men 
crazy and a result of this, they kill themselves. 
More people kill themselves in the SHU than in 
general prison population. When it happened in 
the past, the guards who ‘seldom’ came into the 
sections wouldn’t find prisoners until they were 
dead several hours. 

Now that the public has taken notice of all the 
people killing themselves, the prison system has 
to give the “appearance” they are walking in the 
pods more than twice in an eight-hour shift.
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I can tell you this. I have been knowing this guy 
in here for about thirty years and he has been in 
isolation unit as long if not longer than me. He 
was just told that he is going to be let out of the 
SHU and sent to general population in the next 
few weeks which he is very excited about. I can 
understand it. There are several others similarly 
situated as he is and they, too, will be let out to 
general prison population real soon. I’m happy 
for all of them. 

The articles you sent me talk about the issue of 
mental exhaustion as a result of lack of mental 
stimulation. I found them very interesting. I have 
experienced all that they are talking about and 
it’s nothing new to me. If you read it in some 
article and you think the experiences the person 
is describing are crazy, they are and I have felt 
and experienced all of them too many times to 
count. Do I catch myself sitting in my cell simply 
staring at the walls because I have lost concentra-
tion on whatever I might have been doing only 
a moment ago? Yes. Have I experienced panic 
attacks? Yes. Have I lost consciousness because 
of anxiety? Yes. Do I have a desire to harm, hurt 
and kill while awake and asleep? Yes. Does my 
heart feel sometimes as though it’s going to ex-
plode with anger? Yes. Do I find the idea of being 
around people extremely uneasy? Yes. Do I think 
it’s strange to be touched by another person? Yes.  
And all the other thousands of things the mind 
and body experience as a result of prolonged 
and extreme isolation but that’s the life I’m              
living right now. 

It’s like I mentioned in this letter and in the past, 
you change the things you can and accept the 
things you can’t. Of course, I would not do the 
things my mind thinks of because I don’t believe 
someone else should suffer because of the way 
someone else is thinking. And a dream is just 
that, a dream, a thought. What matters to every 
human being is the ability to choose and we all 
have the choice to act as we understand, unless 
you’ve lost the ability to understand but that’s a 
whole different topic.

I wanted to tell you about a program I saw the 
other day on TV about a Cambodian poet. The 
guy was brought to the United States in 1983. He 
joined a gang on the outside, got in trouble and 
was sent to prison where he did 16 years. When 
he was ready for release he was deported back 
to Cambodia, a place he knew nothing about 
because he had been in refugee camps all of his 

life before coming to the States. He was deported 
and began practicing the only trade he knew as a 
result of being in prison, his poetry. He became 
somewhat famous in Cambodia as a result of this 
talent and somewhat of a celebrity. A documen-
tary was done on him called “Cambodian Son” 
and shown on PBS on a program called “America 
Reframed.” 

August 17, 2015

I was sitting here thinking about an article I read 
the other day in the Prison Legal News newspa-
per one of the guys here in the section gets. The 
article dealt with the attempt to restore the Pell 
Grant program for state and federal prisoners. I 
don’t know if you’re familiar with the Pell Grant 
program or not. Years ago then President Clinton 
passed a bill that discontinued the federal pro-
gram that allowed both state and federal prison-
ers to seek college education. The prisons would 
receive federal money to provide education at 
reduced cost. It was proven that people getting 
out of prison who had some education were less 
likely to recidivate than those who didn’t have 
any educational background.

The article I read described how some House 
Representatives were trying to restore the Pell 
program under the title of REAL ACT HR-2521. 
Real stands for Restoring Education and Learn-
ing Act. Because I’m interested in this cause, I 
sat down and wrote the House Representative a 
letter voicing my support. I wrote to Representa-
tive John Kline in Washington D.C.

I hope it does some good and I wanted to give 
what support I could to further the education of 
those who seem to lack the most education and 
as we know education is the foundation to a suc-
cessful and fuller life in the free world. 

Yesterday was your birthday and all of us cel-
ebrated it with you in our minds. Some of the 
guys received their canteen and that made it all 
the more festive because it allowed us more items 
to eat and be merry with. I told everyone that 
you were out on the east coast partying with your 
friends but that you were aware that we were go-
ing to party with you.

Tell me all about your trip and all the things you 
did and who you did them with. I know it’s a lot 

July 25, 2015 (continued)

every half hour on the hour. Plus, the counting 
device makes a loud beeping sound which will 
also keep or deprive prisoners from getting any 
sleep at night. Other problems will most assur-
edly develop but those are yet unknown.

Thank you for telling me about your friend who 
recently passed away. Gentle, soft spoken and 
respectful. These are very rare qualities for any 
man to have, especially a man who has held so 
many different positions of authority. I would 
have liked to get to know that man. You also told 
me about how, in the Jewish tradition, a memo-
rial is often held many months after the person 
has been buried and then there is a period of ten 
days when friends and relatives pay visits to the 
home of the family of the deceased.

What does seem similar to the religion I was 
raised with is the family and friends coming 
over with food. Why is that? Why is food always 
the item we use to express our feelings and/or 
sorrow?  What I do know is that your 50 blin-
tzes, tons of biscotti and braided bread (challah) 
sound GREAT. I hope if I ever get out I don’t 
have to wait to die until you make such a feast 
for me.

The other day I received my subscription to 
the National Geographic Magazine that John 
Swanson purchased for me and I was reading 
an article that stated the monarch butterfly was 
dying off because its source of food was being 
destroyed. The article went on to state how we
as a people could assist in helping the species 
survive and that all we had to do is plant some 
milkweed. Milkweed is what the butterfly eats 
and the article said that if you plant it, the butter-
flies will come. So, my question to you is do you 
have milkweed planted in your garden?

August 9, 2015

I would love to be moved down south closer to 
home so I can see the people that I love and miss. 
I’m sure all of you would like to see me as well. 
But I thought if I’m let out of the hole and even if 
I have to spend some time up north for a while I 
can still transfer closer to home after completing 
the educational program on computer coding. 
Tell me, Sheila, does that sound selfish of me? 

I ask you because I’m not very good with my 
social skills any more and some times I do things 
that are not proper to do to other people. I’m try-
ing to re-learn how to deal with people but the 
only people I have to practice with are convicts 
who have been in solitary confinement units as 
long as I have so I find it hard to gauge.  

So let me tell you how I am feeling about the 
possibility of getting out of the SHU. I’m sitting 
here in my cell and I’m seeing people leaving 
the hole going to general population all around 
the state and I’m still in the dark concerning my 
transfer. The stress factor is high and I’m having 
to work my medication daily so as to control it. 

The other day I sent an inquiry to my counselor 
asking if he had heard anything about my situa-
tion and the Department Review Board’s evalu-
ation of my case. I was told ‘no’ and they did not 
know when they would hear anything because 
it was something that was being dealt with up 
in Sacramento and not here in the prison. I may 
have fallen into some kind of vortex. Let me 
explain.

As you are aware, there are two different yet 
parallel reviews taking place up here and in the 
California Prison system as a whole. Both are 
dealing with releasing alleged gang members and 
associates from the SHU. The old policy is called 
the Active/Inactive Review and the new program 
is called the Step Down Program. I fall under the 
old program (Active/Inactive). I was found inac-
tive by all the gang review committees and I’m 
recently awaiting a review by the Department 
Review Board (DRB) so they can tell me if they 
are going to let me out of the SHU.
 
Every time I try to find out by asking someone 
here at the prison I’m told they have nothing to 
do with it. It’s all being decided in Sacramento by 
some unknown person. What I have been told is 
that the reviews that are being done on prisoners 
similarly situated  as me are several months later 
than most. So, I say I may be caught in a vortex 
swirling downward into an area where no one 
knows anything, only to be discovered when I’m 
flushed out at the back end. In the mean time, 
I hold on to the understanding that I will be 
getting out of the hole much sooner than longer 
and I’ll keep that thought so as to keep myself in 
touch with reality. Stressed? Yes, I am, but you 
change the things you can and you accept the 
things you can’t. I’m in acceptance mode.
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transfer to different prisons. This is all good 
news for those of us still in the SHU because of 
how the Classification committees here in the 
prison will hear the reviews. The process should 
go by a lot faster. Of course, this is the hope. It is 
not the reality as of yet. I’m still waiting to hear 
something relating to my situation but nothing 
as of today. What I’m thinking is that my name is 
going to be backed up on the list of people who 
will be getting seen for release because there are 
some people who have been in the SHU a lot 
longer than I have been and I have heard their 
names mentioned for up-coming reviews. This is 
good news because there are not a lot of people 
in the SHU right now who have been in the SHU 
as long as I have so my name may be coming up 
pretty fast.

I read the articles you sent me and I totally 
enjoyed them, especially the story about the 
Camperdown Elm and the way its branches 
reach out into the world. I liked the way the story 
described it as both gloriously wild and bar-
baric. When I read the story, I thought of your 
trip to Joshua Tree and the pictures you sent of 
them. The Camperdown tree looks prehistoric in 
character. Do you have any of these trees on your 
property?

September 17, 2015

What is taking place right now is more people 
are being taken to the Classification Commit-
tee and are being told that they are going to be 
released from the SHU in the near future. What 
we are hearing is the prison system isn’t going to 
start making any moves until the court actu-
ally signs the settlement agreement which isn’t 
supposed to take place until October 6th, next 
month. Despite this refusal to take action until 
that date, they are still taking men to committee 
and are getting the paperwork ready so they can 
file it as soon as the date comes, which is a good 
thing for those who are being taken. 

Men are now being told when they can expect to 
be seen by the Classification Committee based 
on a number you are designated on the list of 
names. The numbers have a wide range. I think 
the highest number is the number 784 which 
means that the individual probably won’t get to 
the committee until sometime next year or lon-
ger. I have not written to anyone

trying to find out my number as of yet because 
I know that my name is somewhere down on 
the list of people and if they, the administrators, 
continue to go by the list, I won’t make it for 
several more months and I cannot expect to go 
any sooner. But, the good news is people are con-
tinuing to get released and the administrators are 
continuing to prepare others for release as well, 
something none of us expected in our lifetimes.

In fact, another guy just left from the pod I live 
in. He has been in the SHU more than 20 years 
and hasn’t held any of his loved ones in that 
amount of time. He was looking forward to 
getting a visit from his family and holding his 
mother in his arms. I was happy to see him go, 
especially now he can get some proper health 
care for seizures that he suffers from that these 
people up here didn’t treat properly.

You wrote that you have to lose 10 pounds. 
This is in response to me telling you that I have 
dropped 5 pounds since you sent me the annual 
package. First, yes, I did drop 5 pounds but do 
you think that is a lot? Remember, Sheila, you 
sent me the package so you know how much 
chocolate was in it and all the rest was junk food. 
In fact, there was 30 pounds of junk food in the 
box and so 5 pounds isn’t very much. Most of the 
rest of the year I have to eat a lot just to keep 
some weight on me. This state food is not very 
filling and there is very little of it and almost no 
nutritional value to any of it. 5 pounds is a drop 
in the bucket. 

You, on the other hand, said you want to drop 
10 pounds. That is a lot of weight and you are 
not overweight as far as I can see in the pictures 
I have of you. Have you been receiving annual 
packages as well?

You asked me if snoring is a problem in my pod. 
Yes and no. Yes, it’s a problem when someone in 
the pod snores because it is such a small area and 
sound carries within the walls of pods. Yesterday, 
the only guy who really snored was transferred 
out to a main line somewhere else.  So now it’s 
not. Sometimes one of the guys does an extreme-
ly hard exercise workout and for that reason at 
night he will fall deeply into sleep and snore, but 
for the most part right now it’s quiet again.

You wrote in your letter that I must be going 
through it waiting for my time to come so I can 
find out if I’m getting out of the SHU. Yes, I am. 

August 17, 2015 (continued) 

of questions to be asking you about your birth
day trip but you know me, Sheila. I live through 
what you tell me about yours. :)

August 26, 2015

You wrote that you had a very large dinner 
party for your friends of the organization called 
Leonardo at your home and that over 50 people 
attended.  WOW! I cannot even begin to imagine 
how much work that must have been for you. 
I was telling the guys here in the section and I 
read them the menu that you prepared for your 
guests. I had them all talking about their moth-
ers and grandmothers and how they would cook 
for them when they were in the free world. The 
description of the food you gave me and I shared 
with them had us all dreaming about memories 
of the days we no longer experience.

You wrote in your letter that when Oona came by 
you lent her my letters and pages I have sent you. 
Are you telling me that you have saved all the let-
ters that I have written to you over the years that 
you and I have been writing? That must be a lot 
of clutter in one of your rooms! Me, I don’t save 
any letters because my cell is too small to keep 
anything that is not absolutely necessary now or 
in the future.

A lot of the guys in here do save their letters 
and postcards from their wives, girlfriends and 
family members, but I just never did, not for a 
lot of years now. We are not supposed to have 
more than ten saved letters in our cells at a time 
because it is a fire hazard. There is a computer 
program that they have called LEADS which 
stands for Law Enforcement Address Detection 
System and the way it works is every letter writ-
ten into this place has its address entered into the 
computer and every letter written out also has 
the address entered into the computer so that in 
the future the computer can immediately tell the 
guards who has written to the address before and 
if anyone in any other prison has or does write to 
the same address.

I’m very excited about your trip to New York 
City. How was the Sargent retrospective at the 
Metropolitan Museum? Were you able to make 
it to see the Yoko Ono retrospective at MOMA 

with your goddaughter? I’m most interested in 
the train ride you will be taking back to NYC 
along the Hudson River before flying home. 
What did you do on the train ride? Did you meet 
or see anything on the ride that you found inter-
esting or did you just sleep on the trip back?

When I was a very young person my mother 
took me on a train ride to see my father’s parents, 
but I was so young that I can only remember 
some of the pieces of the event. I can remember 
riding the RTD bus in the Los Angeles area. I 
never have been on a plane, but to tell you the 
truth, I don’t know if I ever want to be, either.

How was the play “Fun Home”? Was it every-
thing that you thought it would be? What was it 
about and who did you see it with and, of course, 
was it on Broadway under bright lights? You said 
that it was an award winning play. Why did it 
win an award?

The other day while I was in my cell cleaning 
up, I had a visitor to my cell. I don’t know if I 
ever told you about me writing to a religious 
organization in Los Angeles called PREP? It’s 
a program run by a Catholic nun/sister named 
Sister Mary Hoges. Anyway, I have been sending 
her art over the years so that the group could sell 
it and earn money for the group that helps out 
prisoners who are newly released from prison 
and other jail facilities. Anyways, I was in my cell 
cleaning up when she walked into the pod and 
up the stairs right to my cell where she and I had 
a short conversation, but nonetheless memora-
ble. John Swanson knows her well. She had come 
to see me in my cell while I was in Tehachapi, but 
Tehachapi isn’t Pelican Bay Prison, so I was very 
much surprised. The guard ran her out of the 
pod pretty quickly but it was kool anyhow. She 
and her organization once wrote a very favorable 
letter to the parole board on my behalf and I’ll 
never forget that kind act. 

What is going on in my world? All is still the 
same, almost. This week the Federal Judge was 
supposed to sign the deal that was reached by 
the defendants to the case but it was put off for 
another week so everyone could make sure the 
language was right. But, in the mean time, the 
prison has begun to review people to let them 
out of the SHU and not to another SHU but 
instead out to general prison population and, in 
fact, has cleared a few people already for 
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You may find this strange but it is the truth. 
When I was out in the free world many many 
years ago, I used to like walking in the night 
around my home which was near a lot of dairy 
farms and the manure would create a low mist of 
fog off the grass. The smell was something I still 
think about today.

Sheila, you’re crazy!! I’m referring to you and 
your bird watching out on the Island. I was read-
ing about you trying to sneak up on the pigeons 
in the beach. I could actually see you inching 
forward slowly trying to get into position so you 
could take the picture you wanted, only to turn 
around and see three birds at your feet looking 
up at you and wondering what this crazy lady 
was doing. I see you looking at the birds and 
them looking at you saying, “What the hell are 
you doing?” I was rolling on the floor laughing 
out loud at you and the image of the birds laugh-
ing at you as well.

Sheila, what do you mean that you came to 
understand the word “yes” after you suffered 
and were healed from a head trauma. What head 
trauma did you suffer from and what happened 
to you, if you don’t mind me asking you this 
personal question.

You said that you and your goddaughter went to 
see an art show by Yoko Ono and that her art
was ephemeral. Can you tell me what type of art 
would fall into this category? I didn’t know the 
word ‘ephemeral’ so I looked it up but I couldn’t 
understand what type of art would fit into this 
idea except maybe ice sculpture.

As far as what you were telling me about the 
county taking money away from areas of inter-
est in the community to build more jails, that is 
crazy. What I’m most interested in is once the 
jails are built, they are going to have to fill them 
with people to justify the cost and construction 
of the facilities? That means more people will be 
getting sent to jail because of economic reasons 
as opposed to criminal ones.

I did hear during some programs on TV the 
presidential candidate Senator Bernie Sanders 
say that there should not be privately run prisons 
because those institutions run on quotas that-
translate into people being used to fill them for 
financial reasons. Whether anyone will listen 
is another question. Privately run prisons are   

strictly economic and that includes the daily 
running of them which translates into poor 
living conditions for prisoners confined therein. 

Here in California we need to abolish the Parole 
Board that is nothing more than a program for 
political support during elections. They serve no 
good purpose for determining parole suitability 
at a cost of a million dollars a year to California 
tax payers.

October 4, 2015

I have some news. As you may recall I wrote and 
told you how I was put up for “inactive review” 
in the beginning of the year. Inactive review 
was the old rules and regulations that allowed 
a prisoner accused of being a gang associate 
or member to be considered for release by the 
prison system’s gang investigation unit to general 
population if after the investigation the gang unit 
did not find evidence of gang activity on the part 
of the prisoner for the preceding six years.

Well, I had been viewed by the gang unit and no 
evidence was found in opposition to my release 
consideration. As a result of this determination, I 
was supposed to be seen by the Department Re-
view Board (DRB) for release to mainline hous-
ing. That never happened. I waited close to eight 
months and nothing. I wrote my counselor try-
ing to find out what was up, why wasn’t I being 
released from isolation per the rules. After all, I 
had done what was required of me, but I could 
not get any answers from anyone. I was getting 
upset. After all, I was in solitary confinement 
eight months longer than I should have been.

When I could get no positive feedback in rela-
tion to my inquiries, I wrote a legal letter to the 
Warden of the prison seeking answers why I 
was being held in opposition to the rules and 
regulations. I waited almost another month for 
a response which I finally received last week. 
Because I was supposed to be reviewed by the 
DRB for ultimate determination concerning my 
release the prison had no authority to review my 
case, so they didn’t. 

But, the response from the Warden’s office told 
me, after waiting almost eight months, the DRB 
will no longer be reviewing inactive reviews. 
Instead, all future reviews will be done in

September 17, 2015 (continued)

In fact, I was wondering what the #&%@ was 
going on because people all around me were 
getting the chance to get out of the SHU and my 
name wasn’t coming up. I was about to get angry, 
but your letter found me and you told me to be 
patient and don’t watch the pot of water boil 
because it only makes the time it is needed to 
boil seem longer than it really is. So, as a result of 
your letter, I am no longer watching any pot and 
my impatience is back to normal. Thank You. 

I  know that you are just as concerned with me 
getting out as I am so I need to be the example 
because it’s not like the light at the end of the 
tunnel is going out. In fact, it’s only getting 
brighter every day, sooo we will ride it out.

I wrote to Professor Pohl and asked her if it was 
still someone’s original art if they saw an art work 
and got an idea from that creation and plagia-
rized it somewhat. I don’t mean copy stroke for 
stroke, but used some aspects from the art and 
created another piece. She told me that it was not 
unusual for that to happen and that artists have, 
in fact, been doing that since time began. I asked 
her that because I have used some pieces I have 
seen in her book. I don’t mean the actual piece, 
but the idea of the piece, and I added and altered 
it so it became my piece. That’s how I did your 
drawing and most of my drawings. As far as me 
being able to access a gentler, more metaphoric 
poetic part of my spirit, that I don’t know about. 
I do know that I don’t like the violent, disregard-
ing person I used to be and I’m trying to be a 
better person by being better to other people.

Like you I do not agree with the sexual vernacu-
lar of aggressive/subjective when simply applied 
to men and women in this day and age. I see 
sexually aggressive and subjective aspects of 
men all the time, some forced and other times 
freely accepted. But, even in this atmosphere 
where weak and strong are in constant combat, 
the dominance of the weak by the strong doesn’t 
necessarily mean the dominated is weaker than 
the perceived stronger. 

I have seen men that people thought were weak 
be very strong. Maybe it wasn’t the accepted 
prison fashion, but I felt the strength of some 
considered weak and that tells me the classifica-
tion of aggressive and subjective is based on the 

perceiver of the act or actions of others no matter 
what the sexual orientation.

September 20, 2015

I have in front of me your letter dated 9/11, a day 
we will all remember as a sad one in the books of 
history of the United States. I can still remember 
the day that the attack took place. I was lying 
in bed. It was very early in the morning and 
one of the guys who lived on the first tier called 
out my name which was very unusual for this 
place. People don’t usually talk before 6:00 in the 
morning, but my friend was calling out to me, so 
naturally I immediately thought something was 
wrong with him.

He told me to turn on my TV and turn to Chan-
nel 6, the news, which I did. I saw the first tower 
burning. I asked him what was happening and he 
told me that a plane had just hit the building. No 
one knew yet that it was a terrorist attack but we 
all knew it was a horrific incident that would cost 
a lot of lives.

Then the second plane hit the second tower and 
we all knew instantly what was going on. Every 
man in the pod was awake and looking at the TV 
but there were no sounds being made. I found 
that out of character for this place because not 
many of the guys at that time had a lot of love for 
the United States as far as I knew, based on a lot 
of the past conversations. I think a lot of the guys 
in here talk to sound tough but that morning talk 
was extremely limited. In fact, one guy had an 
American flag in his cell and he taped it up in his 
cell in support of the people that were suffering. 
Some of the guys ribbed him for it trying to put 
on a false face but not many men in here were 
not affected by the incident.

You wrote in your letter that when you were on 
vacation on Plum Island you were able to go 
walking in the fog. I never knew that that was 
something you liked doing. That’s real British of 
you. :) There are times up here when it’s raining 
and I’m out in the yard. I’ll just start running 
and the rain will be falling on my head as well 
as the rest of my body but I’ll just keep running 
because I’m caught up in the moment. At other 
times, I’ll avoid the rain like it’s acid (smile).
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October 21, 2015

I tripped out when I read the part in your letter 
about you asking people about their thoughts 
about finally being able to see the “Higgs Boson” 
and many responding that they didn’t believe 
it impacted their lives. Wow, how wrong are 
they. A field that binds all matter together and 
they don’t think it matters to their lives. But you 
summed it up perfectly at the completion of the 
article when you wrote, “Questioning the social 
implications of what we do can create clarity and 
help guide our life choices.” That statement in 
and of itself is and should be an eye opener for 
all that see and read your article “Stem, Steam, 
Steams”. Thank you for sharing it with me. I have 
shared it with all the guys on the tier. 

OK, to your letter to me and the fact that it is 
taking you a very long time to get my mail. As 
I mentioned, it’s these people. Sometimes they 
take a long time to read and determine if there 
is anything in the letters that they can use to 
keep someone in isolation unit. Right now these 
guards are doing everything they can to vet the 
prisoner population Rule Violation reports in an 
attempt to keep as many people back in the SHU 
as they can. So, everyone is taking extra care with 
everything they are doing and the guards are 
taking even longer with our mail both coming in 
and going out.

I’m doing OK. I am using your advice and trying 
to remain kool and not sweat the wait I have to 
endure while I wait for my captors to get 
around to me. Now I’m being told its going to 
take longer than I thought that they were sup-
posed to keep me. In fact, tonight I’m filing an 
Inmate Grievance Appeal claiming a violation of 
my rights. You see, months ago I was cleared by 
the gang units which meant I should have been 
taken to a classification committee and ordered 
released from the SHU. Well, I was taken to the 
committee but I was never released, so I sit here 
in the SHU classified as not being involved in 
gang activity and not having any rule violations 
to justify my continued SHU placement.
 
Right now in my pod another person has been 
told that he will be getting out of the SHU. This 
person has been in the hole many years and was 
one of the individuals that supported the Hun-
ger Strike by putting his life on the line for the 
greater good of everyone involved. I remember 

when the Hunger Strike started he and I would 
talk about what we were going to do and how 
hard it was going to be. We would ask each other 
if we felt that we were going to die, would that 
mean that we would get off the strike or try to go 
on. He used to tell me he didn’t want to die, but, 
he didn’t want to continue to live the death he 
was and had been living for more than two de-
cades. The last time I saw him before the guards 
split us up, he was weighing around 200 pounds. 
He was bulking up for the strike for months. 
The next time I saw him when they brought us 
back to the housing unit he was weighing maybe 
130 pounds. Major weight loss. That went for us 
all.  Anyways, he is awaiting a bus trip right now 
out to a general prison population closer to his 
home. All he has been talking about is the pos-
sibility of being able to hold his children, which 
he hasn’t done in many years. One of his children 
he has never even touched before. I have noticed 
a change in his disposition towards the future 
and the way he has been interacting with all the 
people in the section. It’s been more positive. 

I liked reading about your experience when you 
went to school and found out about the 9/11 
tragedy. I think it is going to be remembered as 
this generation’s Pearl Harbor and a day that will 
live in infamy. Many years have gone by yet I still 
remember it as though it was this morning. I 
think a lot of my feeling about that morning was 
the fact that I experienced it with some people 
that I have become very close to and we know 
and experienced many things together. That 
made the event dealable for us all. 

You wrote something in your letter that I’m 
curious about. You wrote that you agree with 
me in that the only way we as a people are going 
to survive is to develop a sense of community 
and cooperation with each other. But, then you 
wrote that “as resources diminish and available 
transporation decreases, we will need to help 
each other.” Why do you think that transporation 
will decrease in the future? I am of the opposite 
opinion. I think that tansportation is going to be-
come much more efficient in the future because 
of battery technology and other developing
innovations in the field of transportation. I think 
the form of transportation that is being used at 
this place in time will diminish and completely 
fade away because fossil fuels are something that 
is not sustainable to meet world demand, but 
solar and battery power is something worth

October 4, 2015 (continued)

compliance with the new and recent court settle-
ment. It means that the eight months I waited for 
the DRB to review my case were no longer ap-
plicable. I would now have to be reviewed under 
the new policy. This meant my name would be 
put on a list of names before I could be consid-
ered for release from the SHU.

My name, I was told, is number 374, which 
means I may be seen some time next year. I was 
caught in between transition of the old and the 
new policy and on this particular case I came up 
short. Bad news and yes, but I will still be let out, 
only further down the road than I had hoped, 
which is still good news, eventually!

One of the guys told me before he leaves to the 
main line he’s going to buy me a case of top ra-
men soup to hold me until I’m released (smile). 
All the guys are ribbing me and taking their 
shots at my expense. It’s a guy thing. It gives us 
tougher skin. They all know they will leave to a 
main line before me now because their numbers 
are not as far down the list as mine is. One of the 
guys told me he’s going to try and get a pack-
age with some See’s candy in it before he leaves. 
I asked him what does that mean and he told 
me my release was like Forrest Gump’s box of 
chocolates. 

Let me tell you about an adventure I had this 
past week. I have been trying to get an examina-
tion men usually get when they pass 50 for about 
three or four years now. Last week I was taken 
outside the walls of Pelican Bay on an hour-and- 
half drive to the medical facility in Eureka, CA. It 
was wonderful. 

It was very early in the morning when the 
guards came to my cell and told me I had an 
outside medical visit scheduled. I was stripped 
and chained up (leg irons and waist chains) and 
placed into a van that had steel cages constructed 
inside. The cages were so small I only had room 
to sit. My view of the outside world was through 
several two inch holes cut into the sheet metal 
the cage is constructed from. Nonetheless, you 
can press an eye up to the hole and see out. Of 
course, even this view is somewhat obscured 
because the van’s outer windows have all been 
tinted so they are almost black. But, you can see. 
These are on the side. There is a 3” x 6” clear 

window in the middle of the cage so as to allow 
the guards to look back into the cage to see who-
ever is back there.

Through this small window you can get a front 
view of the drive, and although extremely lim-
ited, what a view one sees. We traveled through 
the Redwood Giants, the mist and fog of the 
morning lazily hung midway between these 
monsters as they reached upward touching the 
sky. At several times the light penetrated the cov-
er of the mammoths exposing a light beam and 
the multiple colors of the fall seasonal changes, 
browns, golds and fading greens. It was religious 
at times, until, that is, we broke from the cover 
of the mist only to see the Pacific Ocean both 
peaceful and tranquil as far as one could view 
and wild and powerful as the waves broke and 
crashed against the rocks and shore.

I wanted to don my birthday suit and dive into 
and be engulfed beneath the evolutionary begin-
ning to re-experience creation millions of years 
gone by. The water looked freezing but I knew it 
would cool the fire in my veins. By the time I was 
returned to the prison my mind was exhausted 
by the visual stimulation but my heart was over-
flowing with mental images I will live on for de-
cades to come. After a decade of incarceration I 
had forgotten the brutality of imprisonment until 
I saw freedom through a two-inch arc cut into a 
plate of steel. I once again long for freedom.
P.S. I saw a PBS special the other day on all the 
disappearances of women at the Mexican border. 
At the end of the program a lady who was lead-
ing the process seeking accountability states 
“They try to bury us; they did not know we were 
seeds.” (Unknown). The power of that statement 
equates with what the prison system tried to 
do to those of us in the SHU but like a seed, we 
sprouted into the sun!

PPS: Just heard over the radio that the Gov-
ernor signed a lot of beneficial prison reform 
bills, including SB 261. Would you send me any 
information you can find on that. SB 261 does 
affect me and it deals with parole that could help 
me get out, maybe. I’m excited, very excited. 
WOW!!!
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and descend the stairs. This process is repeated 
16 times a night and the effect on an individual is 
significant. 

After a few days I’m sleep deprived. Then, I’ll 
sleep with earplugs in my ears to try and get 
better sleep. This does work more so than if you 
didn’t wear the ear plugs but you cannot sleep 
with ear plugs all the time because the plugs 
bother one’s ears and it subjects you to sound 
deprivation even more so than normal, only this 
time it’s self-induced. That’s why I only use them 
when I absolutely need to catch up on sleep. 
Otherwise, I just toss and turn all night and sleep 
when I can.

One interesting thing I have found is that these 
Wellness Checks serve no purpose whatsoever. 
You see, the prisons say they do the wellness 
checks for the purpose of preventing deaths by 
prisoners. But the checks are only conducted in 
the SHUs and Administrative Segregation Units. 
So, why not just close the SHU and Ad Seg and 
in doing so, you eliminate the deaths and the 
Wellness Checks as well.

I found the story you told me about the guy 
that spent time in the isolation unit at Alcatraz 
interesting. I believe that the mind is capable of 
dealing with stressful situations in extraordinary 
ways so when the story was told of this man 
turning inward to his mind and experiencing 
illuminations in darkness, I believe it. 

Years ago I started to read and practice Transcen-
dental Meditation for the purpose of fighting off 
insanity as a result of confinement in isolation. I 
wasn’t in darkness but pitch blackness isn’t only 
the non-existence of light. It’s what you see in 
your mind. You can have your eyes open and still 
not see something. You can be in a room full of 
noise and still not hear anything. It’s all in the 
mind. Unfortunately, I never experienced such 
a profound transformation but I tried for many 
years and I still practice today. 

Remember the articles you sent me about 30 
days ago? One of them had a piece by a physi-
cist and a Buddhist monk. The book was called 
Quantum and the Lotus. The statement given by 
the professor stated that none of us understand 
the realities of the world. We only understand  
the realities of the world as we understand the 
world based on our knowledge gained through 

what we have experienced in life. I understand 
that to mean that our understanding may be 
false and that would subsequently mean what 
we understand is, in fact, not reality at all  but an 
assumption of what we think reality is.  Can we 
know anything at all?

The person who experienced illumination in 
pitch darkness stated he experienced this men 
fally and what he has experienced can never be 
challenged because that was his experience. I 
knew a guy right here in Pelican Bay. He and I 
have talked about the effects of the mind and 
the practice of meditation on the mind. He told 
me that he actually experienced levitation while 
sharing a meditation experience with his wife 
over the phone. That is his understanding of 
what he experienced. Have you ever been sitting 
and you feel yourself fall? Well, is it something 
else? It’s like fear. Fear does not exist. Fear is 
something made up in your mind, yet we all 
experience it. Danger is real but fear is a mental 
and emotionally made-up response to something 
we think may or may not happen. Mind power, 
isn’t it great to try to control it so we do what we 
think we should be doing.

I have been thinking about what you wrote about 
the conference entitled “Racism and Police Vio-
lence.” I’ve been thinking about the word ‘racism’ 
since I saw that a cop mistreated the girl in the 
classroom I heard someone say that the cop was 
a racist. And then I thought about all the asser-
tions of racism. Here’s what I’ve been thinking 
about.

Racism is not a crime. Anyone can be racist. So 
when a cop threw her out of her chair to the 
ground and because he was white and she was 
black, that does not make him racist. When a cop 
shoots and kills a Black man and he’s white, that 
does not make it racist. These acts are criminal. 
They should be prosecuted as crimes and if in 
the process it is established that the commission 
of the crime was for the purpose of deprivation 
based on race, then the additional charge should 
be leveled. 

Racism isn’t a crime. I think we need to get away 
from calling a crime racist because it negates the 
crime or that the very least, subtracts from the 
criminal act. Further, I don’t think cops mind 
being called racist because most everyone is, but 
call them ‘criminals’, that’s a different subject. 

October 21, 2015 (continued)

investing in. In fact, I heard on the radio just 
this week that a major car company was going to 
phase out all of its gas burning cars and replace 
them with electric and solar by 2050.

Now for a very serious question. In one of the 
letters I asked you about your love life. I asked 
you, were there any men in your life, besides me, 
and you told me you liked men but you were not 
good at building emotional intimacy. Well, years 
have passed and you and I have shared many in-
teresting moments. Has our relationship helped 
you work on this characteristic idiosyncracy? I 
guess, what I’m asking you now is, are there any 
male emotional intimacies in your life right now 
that make you happy like ladies like to be happy? 
Or are you just hitting it and moving on? 

This letter is slower than normal because I was 
laid up for a week. I went to have a colonoscopy 
on Friday, October 16th, and it was not nice, 
at least for a man that has been protecting that 
region of my body for many years. After the 
procedure I had to rest a day and then another to 
get all the drugs out of my system and get things 
working as they should.

October 28, 2015

Thank you for your emotional support relating to 
me not getting out of the SHU for a while longer. 
I was pretty bummed out when I was told that I 
would not be reviewed by the Directors Review 
Board under the old rules and that I would have 
to wait until my name came up on the new list 
of reviews under the new STG/SDP program 
because I knew it would mean I would have to 
spend additional time in the SHU, even though I 
was classified as not being involved in any gang 
activity as was required for me to meet the old 
rules for getting out of the SHU. 

I was under the impression that the programs 
were running parallel to each other, because this 
is what I was told over and over again when I 
tried to get out prior to the enactment of the new 
policy, but then one day the CDCR just decided 
to discontinue the old program and utilize the 
new program and I was caught in between a rock 
and a hard spot, as were some others.

I have been trying to file an Inmate Grievance so 
as to exhaust my administrative remedies in case 
I wish to litigate and sue the CDCR in the future, 
but I think they know what I’m trying to do and 
the Appeals Coordinator is consistently rejecting 
my 602 and depriving me the opportunity to do 
what will be necessary for a civil action in the 
future. I will continue to pursue my administra-
tive actions and I will set the groundwork to sue 
in the future. I will have spent almost a year in 
the SHU without any justification. I have notified 
everyone about my situation but no one is mak-
ing any effort to correct my situation.

Let me tell you about Wellness Checks and how 
they work. First you have to understand the 
architectural design of this place. Pelican Bay is 
set up in blocks. Inside each block are what are 
called pods. Pods are designed like elongated 
concrete warehouses, two stories high with an 
upper tier and a lower one. As a result of this 
design there is no escape avenue for sounds that 
are developed inside the pods. There is only one 
way into the pods. It’s a steel electronic sliding 
door that is mounted to a gear and chain system 
riding on a steel rail that is prevented from roll-
ing off its railing by steel blocks at both ends of 
the steel door.

The sound of this door being opened is similar 
to a garage door being opened while you are 
asleep or in your bathroom. Before the Wellness 
Checks, the door would be opened three times in 
a single night for security checks, but as you are 
aware, this has changed.

The Wellness Checks consists of pressing a six- 
inch metal elongated tube against a bolt-like 
metal button attached to the front of each cell in 
the pod, of which there are eight. The metal tube 
is pressed against the metal bolt and a single digit 
is registered. Here’s the problem. Because of the 
architectural design of the opening of the steel 
door every half hour is enough to awake every 
person in the pod. This noise is only enhanced 
by this banging of metal against metal in the 
front of each cell. But, that is not all, because 
each time a guard bangs the metal tube against 
the metal bolt, a loud beep is emitted from the 
two metals touching each other. 

It wakes everyone  in the pods all night long, 
plus the guards all carry rings of keys that bang 
against their legs as they walk into and ascend 
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have all ten. I was only allowed to have five. I had 
to send the other five back to you. These people 
up here are asses sometimes. Anyways I sent 
them back to you so you can re-mail them to me. 
I’d like to have some if I move. I was allowed to 
keep 5 cards and 4 post cards as well as the ar-
ticle you sent me on “Artificial  Intelligence” and 
if machines can think.

Yesterday I was taken back to the hospital. 
Everything is fine. It was just a follow-up to the 
colonoscopy I had. I saw the doctor and he told 
me everything is good. The ride was much more 
enjoyable than the first one I took because I was 
transported in an older van where the cages 
inside allow me a clearer view to the free world 
and all the beautiful sights that were exposed, all 
the colors and shapes. By the time I returned to 
the prison I was mentally exhausted in the most 
pleasurable way. There was even another person 
in the van with me. Separate cages, but I could 
talk to him when I was not caught up looking out 
the window. I have to admit the chance to talk 
was there but we didn’t share very much because 
of all the other mental activities available.

I started writing this letter early this morning 
(5:30 a.m.). Now it’s 12:30 p.m. I put it aside so I 
could eat breakfast and clean up my cell, plus do 
my exercise routine. I just finished eating lunch. 
I had a Top Ramen soup with some beans and 
rice, a squeeze of habanero cheese and some hot 
sauce all mixed together, which I topped off with 
some Saltine Crackers. I’m happy right now. 

I’m glad I put this letter aside because my 
counselor just came to my cell and told me I was 
cleared by the Departmental Review Board for 
transfer to a prison called Ironwood in Blythe, 
California. What I’m told is it’s a lower security 
prison with vocational/educational opportunities 
about 250 miles from Los Angeles, which I think 
is still kind of far but a lot closer than this place, 
right! I’m told the transfer will not take place for 
almost 60 days or less.

Along with my approval to another prison the 
counselor gave me some additional privileges up 
here including the ability to take another pic-
ture and get a phone call. I’m not going to make 
any call because these people charge outrageous 
prices and I’m not going to contribute to their 
larceny of prisoners and their loved ones, ten 
dollars for a phone call or $.49 for a letter. 

I asked my counselor why are they sending me 
to a level III prison when my point classification 
score is a Level II. I was told they want me to do 
some time in a level III first to see how I’m going 
to act since I’m coming out of a solitary confine-
ment unit. I was told if I do a clean year in 
the Level III, I can be considered for the Level II 
which has less security and more programming 
availability.  A prisoner accumulates or loses 
points originally given when entering the prison 
system based on one’s criminal conviction and 
other associated activities such as military ser-
vice, married, past criminal history, etc., etc. The 
lower one’s points, the less security is required. 
I have 13 points. Most people around here have 
hundreds. I’ve been doing a good program for a 
lot of years. I’m only hoping it will help me out 
in the future to get to a place that’s better for me 
and my desire to obtain parole someday. 

I better close up. I want to mail this letter to you 
today because if I don’t I won’t be able to until 
Sunday, three days away. Do you have any-
thing planned for Veteran’s Day (11th)? I always 
celebrate because of the respect and love I have 
for my father who spent his life in service of his 
country. Most of the men in my family were 
military career men. 

P.S. I wrote the following on the day I was told I 
was going to be let out of solitary confinement.

“Illuminated Future”

You insidious serpent suckling on
human marrow of existence, 
Insatiable in quest to sustain your
Capitalistic advancement despite
ineffable destruction.
Your attempt to obliterate me while
bending my recollections of reality
into distorted hallucinations
of madness
have expired!
I am injured, beaten beyond 
physical characterization.
Annihilated both in mind
and body.
But, I am not dead.
You have failed to kill me.
Daily, I regenerate like the Sun
illuminating my future. 

October 28, 2015 (continued)

It’s like the study you wrote about, High Racial 
Bias/Low Aggression, High Aggression/Low Ra-
cial Bias. The first shot less than the second. But, 
cops are taught to be aggressive and to control 
the environment but they are not taught how to 
do this. Same thing with guards. So, they think 
aggressive control means physical confrontation. 
They are wrong!

It’s an interesting take you have on the distribu-
tion of wealth and the effects it has on a produc-
tive life. For the record, I do agree to some extent 
with what you say about equitable distribution 
of wealth. I, too, believe that the taxation process 
needs to be addressed. The rich are getting richer 
because of automation of plants and factors 
which equate into less workers and that means 
the owner of the company can keep more of the 
wealth so it does not get back out into the com-
munity, both through government reinvestment 
and workers through pay checks. If the gov-
ernment does not take in sufficient taxes, then 
they have less to invest in the country for road 
construction or job creation in other forms, and 
workers cannot purchase expendable goods or 
for living expenses. Yes, redistribution through 
tax increases from the wealthy may have some 
impact, but I’m more inclined to believe that 
bank investment in the community and non-
speculative investment on Wall Street may also 
be beneficial by driving down debt.

I also believe that education is important, but 
you have to educate the populace with the right 
type of education. There are some very smart 
people coming out of the educational system 
these days and they still can not find a job 
because of the type of education they obtained. 
Education has to be geared towards employment 
for the future, not the past. It’s like your article 
in Leonardo, the understanding that STEAMS 
may positively impact the direction of human-
ity. One other thing, the cop that was talking at 
the conference was correct when he told people 
that cops are not trained to understand or deal 
with mentally ill people but that is no justifica-
tion for shooting them. Cops need to be taught 
aggression is not part of their job description and 
control by physical means is not the model. 

November 5, 2015

Big news for me. You remember me explaining 
to you how I was caught between a rock and a 
hard spot because I was originally reviewed and 
found inactive in gang activity which meant I 
should have been released to a general popula-
tion prison after review by the Director’s Review 
Board. However, the Director’s Review Board de-
cided they were not going to conduct any more 
reviews because of the settlement agreement. So 
I would have to wait until my name came up on 
the list developed indicating one’s position for 
future review. Well, something changed. What, I 
don’t know. But it benefitted me (us).

I was called down to the pod front by my coun-
selor a few days ago and told the Department Re-
view Board would be reviewing my SHU status 
on the 3rd of November for release consideration 
to the general population. The review would 
be conducted in absentia, meaning the Board 
will review only my prison control file in mak-
ing their determination. Although this should 
not negatively affect my release, it will deprive 
me the opportunity from addressing the Board 
personally and making a case for a transfer to a 
specific prison of my choice. So, where I will be 
sent, I don’t know yet. I’m trying to find out and 
if I do I’ll write and let you know immediately. 
All I do know is it has to be closer to Los Angeles 
than Pelican Bay, right?

So, this is wonderful news for us. What I’m 
thinking is within the next 40 days I should be 
on the road to a new prison, but more impor-
tantly, out of isolation! It’s hard to contain my ex-
citement. My stress level is off the charts thinking 
about all the new changes and wondering what it 
will be like in an environment totally unfamiliar 
to me. To walk without chains wrapped around 
my legs, waist and arms, to be able to physically 
touch another person and talk to them without 
steel doors separating us, seeing eye to eye and 
possibly stand under the sun or moon without 
the obstruction of a steel mesh cutting the sky 
into quadrants. How do I act? How will I act? 

Oh, forgive me. I went off course. The reason 
I wrote this letter. Thank you for the beautiful 
cards you sent me of your Universe. I wish they 
had some contact information so the people who 
receive or see them would have a way to reach 
out to you, “the artist”. I was told that I could not 
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the ground, there were some comments about 
your running out of things to take pictures of 
and one of the guys said it must have been a 
picture taken in the process of falling down. Real 
jokers!!! Over all, they loved your work and so 
do I.

I thought the picture of the prison looked 
Medieval as well as some of the shots of Bryn 
Mawr College. It was as though I was looking 
at buildings that were predominately erected in 
the days of kings and queens in the 12th and 13th 
centuries. What about all those beautiful colors 
of the campus? I could not get enough of look-
ing at the shots you were able to experience first 
hand. I wonder, Sheila, did you reach down and 
pick up a hand full of those multicolored leaves 
and smell them? Or, could you smell the scent of 
the season just by standing there in the middle of 
all of that beauty?

The shot you sent of the hall where you gave 
the lecture about our work is beautiful, but to 
tell you the truth, there is one shot you sent of 
the buildings on campus that is ABSOLUTELY 
breath taking. It’s the building that has a rainbow 
flag hanging over the front door entrance to the 
hall. In front of that building there are three 
very large trees, each one a different color than 
the one next to it. They are spectacular. They are 
both in shadow and light which makes the sea-
sonal effects on them seem all the more relevant 
to time and space. 

The shots you took of the people are FANTAS-
TIC! I must have sat in front of those pictures 
for two hours at least and looked at them first 
one, then the other, and finally at both at the 
same time. It was the guy with the metal cane 
that caught my attention at first, then the rest of 
the students in the class. I started looking to see 
if the same students in one class were the same 
students who were in the second picture and the 
second class. They were. Yes, they had changed 
their clothing and looked a little different. With 
closer inspection  I could see they were the same 
people and I enjoyed looking for the difference 
from one class to the other.

Sheila, I want you to know that your pictures did 
exactly as you had hoped they would do. The 
magnificence of the campus was absolutely con-
veyed in your photographs, each and every 
one of them. But, of course, that is a testament to 

your skills as a professional. I saw all the colors 
change in your shots. The intricate stone and 
glass work throughout the university and the 
vast grass and greenery throughout the univer-
sity was depicted in your pictures. I was there 
with you and I felt the clear air and the unusually 
sunny weather. 

I found it interesting that you wrote that both 
students and faculty liked our work. Wow! That 
is too kool!!! I’m also finding it very unusual 
that some people would want to write to me as 
a result of your lecture to them about me. I have 
to tell you, Sheila, I do not find myself all that 
interesting. I find it strange that someone would 
want to write to me because of some of my art. 
If anyone does decide to write to me it will be 
because of your polished oratory skills in selling 
me to them. Which, by the way, I think you 
know. You know how much I like to write to new 
people and how much I like to meet new people 
as well. I would consider myself very lucky if I‘m 
blessed with some mail from Bryn Mawr College 
as a result of your time there and your encounter 
with students at that educational institution.

Let me tell you about what I’ve been up to. I have 
been thinning out my personal property. A guy I 
know that is here with me did something for me, 
well, actually for all of us here in the pod. You 
see, now that I’ve been seen by the Departmental 
Review Board and I have been cleared for release 
to a general prison population, I have been given 
additional privileges and one of these privileges 
is an extra package. The guy asked his wife to set 
up an account in the vending outlet in my name 
so when I was cleared for release to the main line 
I could order a package so all of us could have a 
big spread of chocolate danish and other goodies 
from the outside world. I received it yesterday, 
so I’m sitting here watching football and eating 
chocolate and other sweets as are the rest of the 
guys here in the pod with me. 

There are two other guys in the pod who are also 
approved to receive additional privileges as a 
result of having their classification status being 
changed, as was mine, and they are also waiting 
to get their packages. We hope by next week, 
because they should be leaving the SHU within 
the next week or less. 

Because we have extra food from the package 
plus the guys are allowed to order or I should

November 11, 2015 

How are you going today? I pray that you and 
all that you love are in the very best of health. As 
for me, I’m on top of the world. I’m just waiting 
my turn to get out of this place once and for all. 
I don’t expect it will be very long now that all the 
people that had to review my case have and all 
have agreed to release me to a main line.

I’m still not sure which line I’ll be going to 
because I haven’t received the paper work back 
from the Directors Review Board yet to see if 
their recommendation is going to be followed 
and if the Classification Review Board is going 
to endorse the recommendation. But, it’s like I 
wrote before, the CSB usually follows the recom-
mendations of the DRB and that was that I be 
sent to Ironwood in Blythe, California.  

I’m doing what you told me to do. I’m trying 
to avoid looking at the water boil. I have been 
trimming down my personal property so when I 
do move I won’t have a lot of excess paper work. 
Most of the stuff I have been getting rid of is the 
knick knacks that one accumulates over time 
that have made life just a little easier.

None of the stuff that I’m getting rid of is impor-
tant but are things we here in the SHU end up 
with as people leave this place. Most of the stuff 
was given to me over the years and so now I’ll 
pass it down the line so someone else can have it 
and use it if they need it. 

Let me give you an example of what I’m talking 
about. I was given this plastic drinking cup with 
a black lid that helps prevent spilling whatever 
is inside. Plus, it’s a cup that is not sold here in 
PBSP and one that you can no longer get while 
you are here. But, if you already have it, you can 
keep it. So, I’ll leave it. The same with a bowl that 
I have some pastels and colored pens in.

When I was reading your letter I found some-
thing that I thought was very revealing about 
you. You wrote that you have to work at creating 
a community around you because it’s easy for 
people in the free world to live atomized lives 
because they, you included, get so caught up in 
living your life you tend not to get involved in 
other people’s lives. You wrote you have worked 
very hard to make friends with your neighbors 
and to contribute to their lives. You stated the 

above and then you wrote, “Since I live alone, 
someday I may need assistance, especially since 
I’m getting older.”

I thought about what you wrote and I felt very 
sad. I was thinking about you and I find it very 
difficult to believe that you would have to work 
at developing friends. You are one of the most 
likable and loving people I have ever known. I 
will tell you this right now, Sheila. For as long as 
I live I will always be here for you in any way that 
I can be. You will never be alone as long as I’m 
alive, old or young.

November 23, 2015

Almost every morning, Monday through Friday, 
I turn on my TV and watch a program on the 
PBS channel called different names but all the 
programs deal with people traveling around the 
world documenting their travels. I have even 
seen some about India and Cambodia but most 
of the adventures take place in European coun-
tries. I tell you this because every time I watch 
them I think of you and all the places you have 
been and all the things you have seen. I know it’s 
crazy but I feel a little more knowledgeable about 
you and some of your adventures by watching 
someone else’s travels to distant lands.
 
That said, let me tell you that I am soooo very 
PROUD of you. My words on this machine 
would only diminish the actual feelings of excite-
ment for you and your travels. Your pictures tell 
the truth of your trip and how truly wonderful 
it was. Thank you for sending them to me and 
sharing your adventures. I did the same in here 
with all the guys.

Yes, all the pictures I put out on the tier so that 
all the fellows could check them out. Of course, 
the ones they were most interested in were the 
ones of Eastern State Prison and the literature 
you sent along with the pictures. But, I have to 
tell you, the guys were very impressed with your 
skills as a photographer. 

In all honesty, I have to tell you that there were 
some jokes about the picture you took of the 
leaves on the ground. I never told you these guys 
were artistically inclined and could appreciate 
the different colors and lighting of some images, 
so when they saw your picture of the leaves on 
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Now we’re waiting for our store because we all 
purchased some pouched meats out of the can-
teen and some sweets. The cook of the tostadas 
is going to make us some tamales and a candy so 
we can have something for Christmas. Another 
big feast!!!

At first I didn’t think I would be here to celebrate 
with them, but it looks like I’ll be here prob-
ably until the beginning of the year which is just 
around the corner. I’m not sure I want to be trav-
eling during the holidays because probably I’ll 
get caught on the road and that means I’ll have 
a lay-over at some prison along the way and that 
is not kool. Most of the time when that happens 
you end up getting stuck in some filth-infested 
unit where all the mentally ill prisoners are 
housed because that’s the only place that has an 
open cell, plus the receiving prison doesn’t like to 
house its prison population with prisoners that 
are in transfer because too much communication 
between prisons can take place.

I read the guys over the tier the menu you put 
together for your guests, including the three 
turkeys stuffed with brown rice, sautéed onions, 
celery, chestnuts, raisins, curry powder, walnuts 
and seasonings. We all agree your meal and the 
ingredients sound a lot better than ours and we 
also agree that your meal most certainly tasted 
better than ours but we thought of you while 
we ate ours, and that’s not even mentioning the 
three chiffon pumpkin pies, yams, cranberry 
sauce, grapes and other types of desserts. We 
got a cup of ice cream and a carton of chocolate 
milk. Thanksgiving in prison these days is some-
thing you have to feel in your heart and not so 
much in the stomach.

Thank you for sending me some cards and 
postcards. These people kept four of the cards 
again and told me that there were too many in 
the envelope. They told me I can only get FIVE 
in a single envelope. I’m sure glad I don’t have 
to mess with the guards up here for too much 
longer. There are some major cowards working 
within the walls of Pelican Bay. They know they 
are protected by all the bars that surround the 
prisoners. It allows them the opportunity to act 
brave. 

You asked me if I think I’m going to stay in con-
tact with any of the guys that I got to know while 
I’ve been up here. No, Sheila, I don’t think I’ll 

stay in contact with any of them because if I tried 
to do that these people would view that as trying 
to have gang communication between prisons 
and they would lock me back up on the SHU. 
Prisoners cannot have contact with other prison-
ers because the administrators think that it 
is gang activity and it would result in disciplinary 
actions against the person engaged in it.

When I leave here, I’ll be leaving all the people 
I set up here behind me and that is the way it’s 
done in prison. I have known some of these guys 
for decades but if we’re not in the same prison 
and more specifically in the same housing unit, I 
don’t try to stay in contact with them. Besides, it’s 
not like any of us are getting out of prison. The 
world we live in only allows you to walk so far 
away before you have to turn around and when 
you do, there is always someone there that you 
have known from years gone by. 

This may sound extremely selfish of me, but I 
thought I’d write you and let you see my insecu-
rities first hand. I was reading your letter and you 
mentioned having dinner with an old friend who 
teaches at Pomona College, sociology. You 
wrote that you may join him in Vietnam next 
spring so that you could do some more work on 
researching Cambodians and Hmong. Well, I’ll 
tell you, you’re not even sure if you’ll do it and 
I’m already missing you SOOOO much. I mean, 
just thinking of you out of the United States wor-
ries me. Will you be safe? Will someone try to 
take advantage of your kind heart, or disease or
a million other made-up reasons, some I haven’t 
even thought of yet, happen to you?

The place is getting pretty empty and the prison 
isn’t bringing in any new prisoners that I can tell. 
I don’t know why that is because it is out of place 
for these guards. Usually, when there is an empty 
cell up here, these people fill it as fast as they can. 
But over the last few months all the cells that 
have been emptied as a result of some men get-
ting out of the SHU remain empty and the same 
thing is happening in all the blocks. I know that 
there are prisoners waiting to come up this way, 
but for the most part, Pelican Bay is shipping out 
and not taking in as many.

November 23, 2015 (continued)

say they are allowed to spend their money at the 
prison canteen, we are going to have a big spread 
of tamales and burritos and all of us are saving a 
few danish from the package. So, when you are 
having your BIG Thanksgiving Dinner think of 
us because we’ll be eating up a storm as well.

You were telling me about how the cops involved 
in violence seem to be attached to racial over-
tones. I would agree with you. This lady, who I 
have written to several times and did some art 
work for which she used to sell to support 
charity organizations that she is involved with, 
tasked me if I would draw her something to 
benefit a K9 unit of police dogs. She thought I 
was going to turn her down but I did not. Instead 
I drew her a dog and strapped to its head I drew 
a camera similar to the ones that the cops are 
starting to wear on their vests these days. I did 
this because the cops use those dogs to hurt 
and harm people with little or no regard for the 
people these dogs injure and maim. And, as you 
know, I usually write something about the draw-
ings that I do. On this particular drawing I wrote 
“It is and or should be the future of policing 
when using the K9 units because cops are using 
dogs to inflict brutality.”

December 8, 2015

I’m writing to you for two reasons. First, I’m try-
ing out this ribbon that I just hooked up. This is a 
nylon ribbon and over time it loses the ability to 
pick up the ink on it and transfer it to the paper 
because it dries up. This particular ribbon I have 
been using for several months and it was drying 
out, so I thought I would try the same thing I do 
when I want to make the colors in my drawings 
brighter. I used peanut butter oil.

What I did here was I got a small piece of black 
pastel and I crushed it up. Then I got a little bit 
of peanut butter oil and mixed them together 
which gave me a liquid black mixture that I then 
ran the ribbon through and as I did that I also 
ran the ribbon through my fingers so as to take 
off any extra oil and pastel. You can see that it 
worked really good!!! See how dark this type is. 
It’s as though I’m using a brand new ribbon, only 
it’s a lot cheaper than using one. So, one of the 
reasons I’m writing to you right now is to take 

this ribbon for a test drive and I’m liking it.

The second reason I’m writing is to let you know 
that on this Christmas morning I will be think-
ing of you and all my loved ones with joy and 
happiness in my heart. I hope you have a won-
derful Christmas morning and that under your 
tree are all the things that you want and deserve. 
I know on Christmas morning when I open my 
eyes I will give thanks for you and all my loved 
ones. For the record, I think by the time you re-
ceive this letter I should have been transferred to 
the prison in Blythe, California, called Ironwood. 
Whatever the case, I will write you if it does hap-
pen so you’ll have my new address.

December 16, 2015

It’s really close to Christmas and people are 
starting to feel the season. Are you or have you 
already been feeling it? Tell me, did you hang up 
some Christmas lights and put out other types of 
ornaments like a tree and mistletoe? Did you fix 
up your home in celebration for the holiday or 
because of your religion or religious beliefs, does 
something else take place like lighting candles?
  
Me, I have a paper snowflake hanging above my 
cell door. My mom sent it to me several years 
ago and I’ve held on to it. I have hung it over the 
cell door of each of the last three cells I’ve been 
housed in. Although it’s religious in nature, I’m 
using it as a Dream Catcher from the Native 
beliefs. That’s the extent of my Christmas decora-
tions aside from me sending out Christmas cards 
around the first of December. 

We, the fellows and I here in the pod, have been 
getting ready for Christmas as well by preparing 
for our feast. Last week one of the guys received 
his annual package and it had some meats that 
were used to make us some tostadas. They were 
FANTASTIC!!! The guy that made them used 
three types of meats, beef, pork and chicken. 
He also purchased some Velveeta cheese which 
he melted into the chili beans on the light over 
night. All of us saved our lettuce from the eve-
ning meal the night before and sent it down to 
him to put over the tostadas. The meats he let 
rest in a mixture of chili sauce and garlic powder 
over night. Then he pulled all the meats apart. 
He also purchased some tostada and taco shells. 
We all received two tostadas and one taco. 
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wrapped like a mummy, I ate slowly, prolonging 
the experience. 

Another thing I enjoyed was that we were in the 
mountains and each cell had a window. I could 
see outside. On Christmas Eve it snowed and 
I stood at the window singing quietly, a white 
Christmas lost in a memory. Bing Crosby would 
have been envious (smile). I  stood there at the 
window as my teeth chattered, singing into the 
night, alone! I liked the moment.

The following night, I sat at the window looking 
into the darkness and watched the moon rise up 
over the mountains. It was absolutely wonderful, 
big and bright, with the mountains sitting in the 
foreground. The clouds which were invisible only 
moments prior to the moon’s appearance, were 
now filling the sky, thunderous in appearance yet 
magnificent in visual effect.

For some reason, while I watched this great event 
take place, I thought of the movie Moonstruck 
with Cher and Nicholas Cage. In the movie, a 
big moon is referred to as Cosmo’s moon, Cher’s 
father’s name. A guy asked in the movie, “Is that 
Cosmo’s moon?” When I saw the moon out of 
my cell’s window, I asked myself, “Is that Cosmo’s 
moon?” It’s crazy how the mind works. I watched 
it a few hours until my legs became tired (smile).

For four days I endured and enjoyed my stay 
until finally being sent to my final destination, 
Ironwood State Prison in Blythe, California. 
When I arrived I was glad the trip, despite its ups 
and downs, was over, but then I was told they, 
the guards, didn’t have and didn’t know where all 
my personal property was. They lost or mis-
placed my property. I now sit in a cell unaware 
where my property is. It might be at Pelican Bay. 
It might be at DVI or it might be at CCI. And I 
don’t know how to find out or how to have it sent 
to the prison. Please help. There should be three 
or four boxes of property.

I cannot tell you how this place is because I’m 
locked in my cell in orientation for approxi-
mately two weeks or less. When I am seen by 
the Classification Committee I’ll be moved to 
another building and placed into a program. I’m 
going to try and get into the college program and 
get my AA instead of a prison job. Education, 
right!! And I can aways rely on my most favorite 
professor, right!!!                                                               

December 21, 2015

This is going to be my last letter written to you by 
me here at Pelican Bay. I should leave tomorrow 
morning if everything goes right. When I talk 
about the prison system in California I always 
have to be adaptable to the possibility that things 
that are suppose to take place don’t. Thus, my 
statement ‘if everything goes right’. 

I’ll write when I can. But, know you’ll constantly 
be on my mind and heart.

December 30, 2015

Well, I’m at the new prison, finally!

I left Pelican Bay State Prison on the morning of 
the 22nd of December and traveled all day. Be-
cause of the number of people on the bus coming 
down south I ended up having to sit in a seat not 
next to a window, which was a bummer, but I 
was leaving Pelican Bay and solitary confinement 
so I would have sat on the floor without com-
plaint (smile).

Despite my seat and lack of viewing opportu-
nity I was able to see some of the world as it 
slid by my window and I was able to see the 
way freedom looks when viewing it thought the 
bars of confinement. On the trip the bus made 
a few stops which exposed all of us to images 
that were not simply blurs as they passed us or 
passed them depending on one’s perspective. I’m 
sure to you they would not seem interesting but 
everything I saw and everything I could commit 
to memory was Extraordinary. I was fascinated 
with automobile makes and models as well as the 
people who were behind the wheels.

One of the most enjoyable parts of the drive was 
the bus’s stereo system. I was hearing music I 
hadn’t heard in a very long time and at times I 
found myself quite nostalgic capturing memories 
long forgotten with the absence of recollection. 

Even in this simple pleasure we were periodi-
cally deprived when someone would talk during 
the drive. Can you imagine a bus ride almost 
10 hours long with some 30 to 35 prisoners 
all deprived the right to speak and the penalty 
would be deprivation of music or air condition-
ing which is paramount when in an enclosed bus 

carrying this many men. I kept telling myself the 
ride was not the important part of the trip. It was 
the purpose and that was getting me from Peli-
can Bay to Ironwood. On the trip I was required 
to lay over at two different prisons because the 
trip as a straight through drive was simply too 
long to make in one day.

On the first day I (we) had a lay-over first at 
Duval Vocational Institute in Tracey, California, 
or DVI. It was only for one night and I’m glad for 
that. This particular prison is one of the oldest 
in California and it’s totally filthy. Even the water 
we drank was brown, literally! All the windows 
were broken and it smelled very bad. I did meet 
some good people and that was nice, different 
people, different topics of conversation. I was 
able to hear what was taking place throughout 
the system and from the perspective of a much 
younger generation. Yes, there was a commu-
nication gap but I believe I acclimated myself 
rather well. Within 24 hours we were back on the 
road another 5 hours to a joint called California 
Corectional Institute in the Tehachapi Moun-
tains. There were aspects of our stay at CCI that I 
didn’t appreciate, but overall I liked it.

First, what I didn’t like. Tehachapi is in the 
mountains and with the higher altitude came 
colder weather. When I arrived all my clothing 
was taken and I was left with a pair of boxers, 
socks and T-shirt. I was given a blanket and two 
sheets, and placed in a cell with tooth powder, 
tooth brush and a bar of soap. But the cell was 
extremely cold. For four days I felt bone cold! 
I could walk for hours with my sheet and blan-
ket wrapped around me if only to keep warmer 
than had I not been walking. The guards were 
not concerned with our situation and, in fact, 
intentionally contributed to our discomfort. But, 
as I mentioned, my job was to get from point A 
to point B and everything in between was just a 
consequence of achieving that goal.

What I did like was the company. I was travel-
ing with 10 other men who began their trip 
at Pelican Bay with me heading for different 
prisons, but in the same direction. So when I lay 
over, they lay over, although to tell you the truth, 
none of us talked much for fighting the cold. The 
food was really good, or it could have just been 
different, but I liked it. The food was cooked 
with seasoning unlike at Pelican Bay where the 
food was always bland, so when I sat down to eat 
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Jack L. Morris and Sheila Pinkel. Photo taken at Ironwood 
State Prison, summer of 2016, during their first meeting.

Since coming to Ironwood State Prison in 2016, Jack has been 
steadily expanding his educational and interpersonal opportuni-
ties. He enrolled in summer school taking a biology course that 
he loved. He took two more courses in the fall. His goal is to earn 
an AA degree and then a BA degree.

He organized a study group so that he and others can improve 
their course work. He was chosen to be the head of the baseball 
team and also chosen to be the head of a group therapy session. 
Younger men at Ironwood look up to him and ask for his advice 
and assistance. He has also begun working as a teacher of math 
and English.

So far he has been allowed to have his own room rather than 
share with someone else, which suits him just fine. He is in the 
process of mobilizing support so that he can succeed when he 
goes before the Parole Board.

During his most recent psychological assessment in preparation 
for his Parole Board Hearing, for the first time Jack was able to 
take full responsibility for his role in murdering Indio. When he 
was asked if he ever thinks about the victim, he answered that 
he has thought about him every day since the murder happened. 
I experienced a great heart opening when reading this in his 
psychological assessment because Jack was able finally to take full 
responsibility for his actions. I then began to revisit events in my 
life that I had not adequately taken responsibility for as a result of 
encountering his honesty about his own life.

                   Sheila Pinkel
                     Spring 2017
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