Prisoner Express Newsletter
Fall 2010

I want to wish you glad tidings this holiday season.

I know life can be rough, but | keep myself balanced by
remembering | 6d rather be
think things are, there are many people dealing with way
more than | am who manage to do it with grace and style.
While | know being incarcerateéspecially at the holiday
time can really set your mind to wandering dark paths, |
want to encourage the spirit of gratefulness, for being alive,
for experiencing life,for the opportunity of personal
growth, and for the possibility of better times ahead.
know it is easier said than done, but life can be a great
struggle for all of us inside and out, and it is good to
remember the miracle of our existence, and how amgaz
creation really is. | want you to know that all of us at
Prisoner Express are thinking of you this holiday season,
and wanting the best for each of you.

With great pleasure | begin the Fall PE News.
Prisoner Express provides information, education and
opportunities for creative sedfxpression to incarcerated
men and women. Our intent is to provide you with
meaningful and worthwhile activities, and also to let you
know that your words, thoughts and actions matter. While
your bodies are locked away yominds are still free. We
take pleasure in sharing your words to the free world
through our publications and posting select work on our
website www.prisonerexpress.org

This issue of PE is dedicated to a grealunteer
and supporter of the program who passed away last August.
Many of you who have been with the program for a while
have received books and letters from Steve. He spent many
long hours in our small, dark cramped, dusty bookroom
creating packages macially designed for each requestor.
Steve was a most unusual man. He had strong personal
understanding of suffering, but rather than make him bitter
he spent much of his life trying to relieve the suffering of
others. When he joined me in the early dafsPrisoner
Express, part of his motivation was to help me from being
overwhelmed by the onslaught of letters requesting

services. Once he stated packing books he gave so much of

himself to each package. If it was not a good match for you
he would not send until it was. He was on a low fixed
income, yet he would go to the used bookstores in town and
buy the books he thought would make your package
complete. He had been doing this awhile before | found out
he did not have enough to eat at the end of tbetim due

to spending his money on all of you. Even when | told him
it was not necessary he continued this practice. | originally
met him when he came to the Alternatives Library as a
patron. He was alwa checking out books about the

Easternspiritual masterswho would leave their body and
the earth plane behind. Steve in many ways is responsible

a for thise progréuma surviving to, this alatedl Heavgas & majod

fundraiser for PE, and had friends who would donate funds
after he shared his enthusiasm for mgilbooks to all of
you. When our book room was overflowing he found
someone to donate storage space. He undertiteodalue

of a good book, and he understood the value of all of your
lives. When | learned he left his body | was not surprised. |
miss him, ad wish him well, and am glad he no longer has

to deal with the enormous struggles that were in his path.
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May Steve continue to watch ovas all with his love and
compasion

I am so glad to have the resources to put out yet
another newsletter. | am conitted to continuing this
venture, and want to thank all of you who have sent in
stamps and money to help keep this project viable. Your
contributions not only help defray the cost of postaue],
serve to inspire me to keep the programs coming.

We receny completed mailing the last cycle of
programming. This fall we mailed out Poetry Anthology
#6, a Drawing instruction packet, a unit on Norse
Mythology and a Chess Club newsletter. We are a bit
behind in mailing out the theme essay compilations, but
shouldbe caught up soon. If you were expecting some of
this programming and it did
promise we will mail it all again, but it helps me know
where systems are not connecting, and | can update your
contact information in our datates

Depending on so many volunteers to keep track of
all phases of our project sometimes leads to mistyped
addresses, or lost essays, and other random acts of chaos. |
have always been a big picture person, and the daily
organization of maintaining an omtie processing of all the
mail and requests that come past me is my big%%
challenge. | am up for this challenge, but as | grow’in
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maintaining orderly procedure, mistakes continue to
happen. If ever you do not hear from us for 6 months, write
let us knowyou are still interested. This way if for some
reason we lose touch with you, it can be reestablished.

This next cycle we have a variety of interesting
programs to offer. From the time you read this newsletter
and send in your requests, it could be a Inemof months
before you receive the desired programs. First | wait for at
least 200 affirmatives for any program before | begin the
mailing process. Bulk mail rates save a lot of money, so
this waiting is a necessity. Also | depend on volunteers to
createmuch of the programming. While some folks are
way ahead of the curve, often widtentioned students fall
way off schedule for creating lessons as their own school
work piles up. There is a lot of pressure on college
students, and it is impressive thatamy find time to
volunteer to help with this
project.

For all new members
of PE, | am Gary, and |
coordinate the PE program.
am Codirector of the
Alternatives Library, a
reading room/library on the
Cornell University Campus.
The library is a great resrce
for alternative progressive 7|
perspectives on current socig
issues. | enjoy spending ¢
good portion of my time

helping folks find good
books, peri oc-
and CDo6s. T

sponsorship allows us the o2 -a
privilege of reaching in to the _%‘2&@'7,\}\
prisons ad providing you y
with  books and other
educational endeavors.

The PE program has existed for 10 years, all due to
1 letter sent by Danny Harris asking for books. His
eloquent writing inspired me to create this project. |
encourage all foyou to realize the power of your words,
and to know that even though you are locked away you can
still influence the world for the better.

| usually spend a few words updating you all on
my life, which revolves around my family responsibilities,
gardening, home chores and my short political rants about
corporate, political and environmental landscape in which
we find ourselves in the early part of the'2entury. The
garden is always the easiest place to start. Harvest time has
stretched out for the pamany months. | was plagued by a
groundhog | could not trap for many months, but now
he/she seems to have moved on. You can imagine the
frustration of seeing the tops of plants randomly eaten
down. In particular this critter destroyed much Kale,
cabbageand beans. | had a great year making pickles
[nothing but water, salt garlic, pepper and dill. | still have a
few 5-gallon buckets of them in the basement. | had a good
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year growing potatoes, garlic and onions and they should
last me well into the winteand perhaps thru spring. My
freezer is slowly filling with greens. | get great pleasure
growing food, and it also saves a good amount of money. |
am already getting the garden ready for next year, and this
year | have a small greenhouse and have it fujjreens |

can harvest for salad deep into this winter.

Family life continues to keep me hopping. My
wife and | both work, and our schedules work out so one of
us can be with the <children
other as much, but that seems to be tfend these days
when both partners are employed. My daughter just started
middle school, and seems to like the increased activity. She
is in the school play, playing soccer, and readingstop.

My eldest daughter has moved to Baltimore and is going to
school. Last | heard she did not feel college classes were
holding her interest, and it
all felt like a grind with no
purpose except to get her a
degree. She wants her
education to matter, but has
not found a way to create
that scenario. | hope she
finds a way to make it
meaningful to her, or she
will probably stop going to
school. | figure she will find
her path as she strolls
through life. My son at 8 is
just going through a growth
spurt, and is starting to look
like a big kid. He has a
million questiors, and wants

to know how things work.

Hedd rather cli
most anything else, except
maybe play computer

games.
Another election cycle has just passed. While |
have not been overwhelmed by the progress the Democrats
have made while controlling ¢hCongress and presidency
these past 2 years, | am even more hesitant to consider the
Republican alternatives. It seems like the Republicans use
morality to hide hatred, prejudice, and a tilt towards
ignoring the downtrodden while favoring the privileged i
our country. They tried to block any progressive legislation
the Democrats suggested. They like to claim that it is the
deficit they are concerned about, but that is a lie as they
racked up huge negative budget numbers while they and
Bush were in powerThe difference is Bush tried to hide
his overspending by not including all the cost for Iraq and
Afghanistan wars in his budget and Obama includes the
expenses up front. | know people are hurting and the
economy is bad, but for me it is obvious the finahcrash
started way before Obama, and that the way was led by
Republican during the Bush administration. It was so deep
and steep that we are still struggling. How people could put

their faith in Republicans is beyond me. They are ag inst
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big governmenand do everything they can while in power
to wreck government just to prove the point that
government is ineffective. | can see why they do it, as a
deregulated economy can lead to a small percentage of
people and corporations making extreme profits,. [ex
banks, insurance, pharmaceuticals, oil and energy
companies] who mainly bankroll the Republican party.
How does the average American see it in their interest to
support that group? | know many of you hold Republican
ideologies and so | invite you to dam to me why folks

vote for a political party that works against their best
interests. Clearly | must be missing something here.

Al l right there youbdve g
news and garden talk delivered and | can go back to the PE
news. So manof you write and share your views with me,
and | am unable to respond personally to all of you due to
the time and expense involved. | share my personal
material not as an official part of the PE project, but just so
you know me a bit better, and my way keeping our
correspondence real.

PE Projects for Fall/Winter Cycle

Book Mailing

Perhaps our most popular project, this is your opportunity to
request a package of the types of books you want to read. As
many of you know we are way behind in mailiogt books

and often it is 8nonth wait from when we get the request to
when your package is created.
this while trying to maintain an orderly process for mailing
books. If we can raise funds to send out 150 packages a month
I am thrilled but with more than 1200 people waiting for
books you can see how long the wait will be. To compound
this probl em, I can never be
moved or paroled in that-@onth interval which means the
books are mailed and nevercetved. We have lots of books
and volunteers to pack them. It is the postage money that
slows us down. When you just list a title or a single author it
can be hard for volunteers to create a good match, so along
with the specific titles, give us subjegtsu care about. You

can give a list and that way we can go down the list until we
find a match. For example we might not send a first choice,
say a Spanisknglish dictionary, or a second choice art book,
but we might have some Science fiction or othesée desired

but still acceptable choice. Out donations are always changing.
Right now | have good selection of high school biology books
and criminal law books, but who knows what it will be in 3
months or more. Help us out by giving us options.

Poetry Project

We just mailed Anthology #6 out to all who submitted poetry
for consideration. We could only choose a sampling of the
poetry. Students who are very appreciative of reading your
entries coordinate the project. We have already started a file
and all he newest poetry has been entered into it for anthology
#7. Not all the poems received will be included in the
anthology, but by sending in a poem you are guaranteed to
have a copy of the final anthology mailed to you. The
anthology will also be on our weite and we will include your
contact information as well. Let me know if any of you here
from someone who has read your poetry online. While people
often write prison themed poetry, you are encouraged to
express all and any emotions. While our environneertainly
dictates much of how we evolve in the world, we all have an
interior life that is rich and not necessarily controlled by
outside happenings. Herebfs a
poetry selected by volunteers in the poetry project for the
newsletter. We hope to publish Vol #7 in late spring 2011, and
gratefully accept your submissions through March. After that
we will place new submissions into a folder for Vol #8

No One Asked byRobert L. Hambrick

| am tired of crying damnit!

But if the tars should cease...only rage will remain.

I dondt know any way
The anger...was not born within me, it was given.

around

| crave the wandering tirakill of sleep,
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the indignity of the cold steal cag@m dash)
the cruel mockerpf abused authority
the ruthless, grinding destruction of the will
humanity taken,
stomped and torn...
methodical soukill.
Living relentlessly in the frozen framed past,
for there is no future édred,;
only a blind scented march toward oblivion.
Wasting mind games challenge rambling sanity,
(I feel the slippage.)
Memories...separated from reality;
rebuilding again and again...and again
SahpP2 BReS bt METESEl, Pt

Yet fantasy can never paint over pained regret.

Escape and rest come only




thru tearfaded dreams. simply destroys.

No, | am not simply a quitter; I know | am no longer human.
there is nothing left for me to quit, AiThe Bird in my Wi ndowo by Er
Nothing leftnotto quit. A bird landed on my windowsill.
| have nothing...Nothing at all, | stared at him and he stared at me
but this burdensome breath, | was here against my will.
this useless heartbeat, While he was completely free.
this...nondlife He landed here to take a rest,
Nobody asked why. From flying on weary wings.

They just mindlessruledi No mor e chances. 0 Mywindow was his makeshift nest,

(seltrighteous condemnation) Though | know not how much comfort it brings.
Mystic powers of circumstance He listened to my tired voice,
could have explained reasons, As | read him this very rhyme.
(REASONS...Not excuses!) To stay there was his choice.
But...no one asked. We had nothing but time.
No,no...dondt think about | et Andhkgowibeil notbe long,o w!
OQoooh Nooo! Iltéds too | at e. Beforehefliesaway.
Too many stained years have crashed by, I 61 1 l'isten to him sing his s
killing desire...robbing need. For as long as he may stay.
This dog has been beaten too much. And when he decides to fly once more,
Some...can now recognize With him my heart will go.
the dull redglazed shadow in my eye. Together our souls Wisoar,
They fear me... But how high 10811 never Kknow.
they should. AiShadowsodo by Douglas Harris
| NEED TO BE LEFT ALONE! Bonds of blood, deals are made,
But i am not eil... Lost souls in Battle;
just spent Angels weep, Demons sing,
Punishment...extended beyond justice, Walk they in the Shadows. éb



Satands breath a cold heart madkraease the seals, release calamity
Another freed from the Gallows; Open Pandoradés box and set
Only price forthis ill-fated kiss, Break open the locks, break open the binding scrolls
Dark life in lonely Shadows. Unchain the gates, relinquish our tiap souls
Eyes of pain, body of scars,
Death a friend not counted as Foe; Buried by Benito Contreras
Love a memory warmth a dream, Am | a ling forgotten memory
Cold continuous in silent Shadows. Carelessly discarded ages ago
Mistakes realized, forgiveness unfound, Sitting somewhere on the dusty
Fighting for life, as doomed Bloditbws; Shelf of your mind?
A knock at the door, answered by Fate,
welcome......Eternal Shadows Gathering cobwebs as time leaches by
And | am left here
Locked Away by Michael Atterbury Starving
Release the seals, release calamity Stranded
Open Pandoraébds box and set usSdlitane e
Break open locks, break open binding scrolls Waiting to be remmabered
Unchain the gates, relinghi®ur captive souls
Here we are Waiting to be rediscovered like
Hiding behind this lid waiting for you to come and The pyramids of Egypt
Insert the key Somewhere beyond the sand
Webve waited too | ong within Hdusinganbiembtkings

Waiting for our time to finally come

Wedre so close from breathi
Trapped inside thispace void of oxygen

Here we are

Hoping the end will begin

The end of our bounded captivity

ng

And treasures beyond belief

air though so far away
When will some curious soul
Decide to lift the dust

That encumbers me?

us
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Or am | just a myth

Of things unseen Waiting to be confirmed as fact

Mocked by scoffers when Like fabled Troy where Achilles fell

ltds said to be real? And they wept their heroes death

Heaped in the scorn of doubting fools When will some courageous soul

| am left buried beneath Decide to move the dirt

Tons of unforgiving earth That entombs and

Suffocated by the lonely dark Set me free

Waiting to be unearthed

affirmatively, will be includedn the program and sent a free
PE Book Club copy of the book as well as some discussion questions. We will
Thi s cycle we ar e of f erDong tthere asksyoui al nocsend in iyaut answers dna frokn thése
Androids Dream of EI ectrThe s hanswersvie willloompile &riewsletter viith sBléectakswers.

progam will be coordinated by PE volunteer Naomi. Below is We hope that the Prisoners Exploring Humanity
Naomi 6s invitation to you al sartstacdiscussian.nWe thdpé that it willcinsgré wou atl ami m ¢
reading and discussion project. volunteers, alike, to look past the roles society has seemingly
assigned us. We hope that Prisoners Exploring Humanity will
Greetings! move us to never ignore our fellow brothers and sisters
My name is Naomi and | am a volunteer with the impoverishedimprisoned, in needand to never ignore.
Prisoner Express program. We at P.Bruly enjoy Be Blessed! Naomi

corresponding with you all. And so, Gary and | have been
trying to think of a new way to unite our worlds. We wanted to  Math Project
create a new project, something fun but challenging. A This is a repeat of the math program we offered last
program that would stimulate the mind, encourages critical  year, and will contain the same study materials. We will begin
thinkingpand pl aces our thought s o thi$ Sudydsequende sending oue duryMath plhicement exére. It
wanted this program to open the channels of communication is the math you would need to know to get a GED or High
between prisoners and volunteers, forcing these two school diploma in NY. If you pass with an 80 % or more we
communities to engage in constructive, understanding send out Math 2 lesson packet, which is a series of puzzles
dialogue. that require logic and factoring to solve. If you score under
The result: Prisoners Explorng Humanity. The 80% on the initial pleement exam, we will send you a booklet
Prisoners Exploring Humanity program seeks to stimulate and  explaining the math you need to know to pass the test as well
cultivate critical thinking among the prison community by as a retest of the material.
exploring what it means to be human. Every summer, Cornell Dani, a professor at Ithaca College helps coordinate
has its freshmen read a book. However, this practice is more this project and we hope to get a number of Ithaca College
than just an assignment. The goal is to learn something of the students wh will serve as tutors to those of you who are
new world freshman are about stugglingtd leap matm ih our lastitycle sf mathena were nét D
Andr oi ds Dream of Electric Sdble ®© pelp thosevahs neead lexdra relp after Bieyidid not pass
fiction may not be the most favored genre; however, the story the math retest. Hopefully the tutors can go back and help
succeeds in makinigs reader think about humanity. It makes folks from the last cyle as well. We only offer the math 1x
the reader question not only their place in humanity, but also  per year so if you re interested now is the time to join. Our
the place of technology and nature in humanity. Are we afraid projects depend on the low cost of bulk mail to keep them
of technology and its growing capacities? Does our fear give affordable so we can only offer them in this manner. As we

technology more power? Ifd environment important to us? progress in this project and we cannee bulk mail rates the

If it is, why do we destroy it? And most importantly, are we  cost becomes prohibitive. We are still looking for funding to

afraid of each other? make this math project a reality for 2011. Sign up if you are
And so | would like to invite you to participate in this interested, but please understand the funding issue still has:to

new program. The first 1000 prisoners, who respond be figured out
|-



History Project

Back on tle table is astudy unit on theCivil War. We tried
offering this last year but lack of fundand a student not
finishing the lesson kept it from happening. We have another
student volunteering to do this, and | am confident we can
complete tle unit this gcle. As in the past we will include
critical thinking questions for you to answer and student
volunteers will compile the best answers into a document we
will share with all who send in answers. The Civil War was
itself a monumental time in American higgpand the events
leading up to the war are steeped in the foundation of our
nation. While it seems like ancient history to some, 150 years
is not very long ago, and the ripples of that war still are with
us today. Please sign up if you enjoy knowing mabeut
American history. Please know that due to photocopying and
postage costs this will onlye a broad look at the conflias a
detailed examination would be too much to copy and mail.

Journal Project
Below is an invitation from
our two Journal prgram

coordinators. e
Rachel M. and
Margaret here, just

h) S (

wanting to let everyone (}m /\J\;‘H
know about the Journal -
Project offered through =
Prisoner Express! We two!
coordinate the program. :
Our main purpose for the

Journal Project is to =

all participants to recelve 5
rehabilitation through =
writing and sekHreflection. § =
We strive to create an ~c 7
atmosphere for //
participants to learn to find - .
ways of expressing their
feelings and thoughts and.
in the process, discover Jeff Harnden
more about their creativity, ESg =
humanity,and self.

Another goal of the program is to foster a link
bet ween the prison and the #fo
of selected journals on our website provides a forum for the
public to read and reflect upon your writings. Our hope is that
the world wil develop a greater understanding of prison life
and your writings will influence the conversation about
prisons, prisoners and our criminal justice system. Although
we may not be able to respond individually to every
participant, please know as coordinatoof this project we
take the commitment to reading every written word very
seriously. Your thoughts and reflections stay with those who
read them, and they help to shape the way our society view
those who are incarcerated. We only ask that you take this
endeavor as seriously as we do, be as honest and open in your
reflections as possible, so we can all work together to create a
world of rehabilitation and second chances.

R
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When 200 inmates sign up to join this phase of the
Journal Project, we will send oudn Introductory Packet
describing how we run the program and what we expect from
participants. The Introductory Packet will include writing tips
and additional information regarding selection of journals to
be published online. We have 125 folks signedrom our
last cycle who are still waiting to receive their intro packet.
We have been waiting in hopes that this cycle a bunch more of
you will sign up and we will have the 200 folks needed for a
bulk mailing. Please do not hesitate in signing up for this
project as | hope to send out this packet so new journal
writers can get started by Jan 2011. If the introductory packet
does not arrive before the New Year and you want to get
started, please start sending your thoughts and reflections to
us. We look faward to hearing from you!

Best,
Rachel M. and Margaret

Chess Club

Chess masterEttie, has been creating a chess
newsletterfor chess players for the past couple of years.
Her newsletter is
full of tips on how
to improve your
game,includingthe
moves from great
chess gamesgrom
past chess masters,

some chess
puzzles and
answers to some of
your chess

questions. To sign
up you can send in
the registration
form at the end of
the newsletter or
simply write and
let us know you
want to receive the
chess maihg. Ettie
is graduating this
spring. If anyone
wants to write and wish her well please send letters with
her name gn envelope agd [ will fg%rward them Eo helr cati
Spring Art Show-

We are still collecting art work for our spring show.
It will be on the Cornié Campus and selected work will hang
for 1 month in a very busy building on campus. We will also
have a grand opening where all the submitted work will be on
display. We willtry to sell any art we carno raise money for
postage for mailing books. We Wihave an art contest and
scholarships will be awarded. First prize is $100. Second prize
is $75. Third Prize is $50, and there will be $20 honorable
mentions. We will put money on your account if you win an
art scholarship. Please send in your artkamy Feb 18 if you
would like it included in the show. If you have already sent in
work, we are planning to use all at we have received this year.
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I know many folks in TX have said they cannot mail art unless
we are on their visitor list. What | found ois you can mail
anything on 11 by 8 paper, so please consider sending what
you can. | believe students atiee general public seeing your

art work truly plays to the idea that acpire is worth a
thousand words Your work conveys the humanity of all
belind bars, and it can awaken the desire to help or at least
consider the issue of incarceration in folks on the outdide.
hope many of you will participate

Below are 2 Bonus opportunities offeed toyou. Both of the
organizations contacted me, as theyrevibboking to get the
word out on what they are up to, and how they hope to serve
you.

First up is thePhoenix Players | know of the
Phoenix Players through attending a performance of theirs in
Auburn Prison where they are incarcerated. It was emotjonall
very charged, and powerfully affected me, to hear their words
both acted and as testimonial. They are reaching out to you,
the members of the PE program, to see if you would like to get
more information about their work and the personal growth
they are inding through their theater study. Please read their
story below and sign up if you are interested in learning more.

The Phoenix Players Theater Group

To our fellow sisters and brothers, incarcerated and free:
Who We Are

We, The Phoenix Players Theateroup (P.P.T.G.),
are a troupe of incarcerated people. Our Mission is to
reconnect with and fully engage our humanity through the
aesthetics of actirfythe mirroring of life as experienced and
narrated by others. (see Mission Statement)

As offenders of thiaw, we remain poignantly aware
of the pain and suffering that our actions or inactions have
caused our victims and their families, our own families and
community. Flames, written by Michael Rhynes, is our
empathetic declaration of action and faith. It ackvledges
that it is our burden and duty to prove ourselves worthy of
forgiveness and trust from those we have offended. Like the
myt hol ogi cal 6Phoeni x6, we
of an unproductive and shameful past to live in the present as
aredeemed person.

The involvement of community members,
60bserver 6, 6Participant 6,
O0Fell ow Human Beingd, provid
engagement essential to our

Our desire and commitmerno touch the suffering
and joy of others, to learn the way of empathy, compassion,
forgiveness and selbve, defines who we are as a group.

as
6G

What We Do:

We begin once a week wor
motto and a guided meditation. Then we reaquaint duese
with the range and experience of body expression through Qi
Gong, Yoga, and stretching. We waom in order to integrate
mind, body, spirit (heart), and group consciousness in the
mo ment . And just I i ke that,
exploring partizlar  niche skills of performance

(Bioenergetics, Laban movements, rasaboxes, etc.) Each
session stimulates internal r
a r a8 individuals, and a maturing theater group.

In addition to exploring acting skills, we are
preparingfor presentations of our work. We set aside time to
share ideas about our work and, when requested by members
of the group, we take time to chdokwith each other [to
process personal issues that affect each of us]. Our process is
fluid, responsive andrganic.

P.P.T.G. is distinguished from other theater groups
that function within a prison
goals are the manifestation ¢
for an authentic and effective means to achieve personal and
sociopoli t i c al 6redemptiond. An
within the small confines or our cells. With due deference to
the professional skills and humanity of community supporters,
P.P.T. G. 6s devel opment al pat
the active and organicpoduct of our group:

Our Future

P.P.T.G. is still in its early stages of development. We rely
upon and appreciate any involvement and support you can
provide:

Incarcerated People
e Submit monologues for possible use in our
workshops and peformances.

e Signup with Prisoner Express to receive a
newsletter about our work in Auburn: Our
activities, exercises, and writings about our
mission and working process

Community Involvement:
e Be a participatory volunteer
e Signup to be added to our gudst for our first
performance
e Signup with Prisoner Express to receive a
newsletter about our work in Auburn
e Do research work

h e Share your theater skills with us as an mstr#ctor
[eac ]- H8natd to §u8portrohrsp')e?forr¥1anc%§ﬂ e as
e Donate time to do administrative work oahalf
of PPTG
ui dﬁ%r more wﬂ’O{man M%h I%ow 0 gnépinovélvt?oair?a{n)ll Yo
? e ¢ gat .g_erspec ive a
the e areas, Q}Iea %c \f)' :
9 b 088 A 4 y al ance.
urlan ternat|ves rary.
P.P.T. G. 6s Mot t o:

We are a community of transformation.
Through the power of self discovery,
We create the opportunity
gokpowandarqu, + b p T G.os
htd OursEves
Mission Statement

The Phoenix Players Theatre Group utilizes theatre

to reconnec} incarcerated Begple to their full humanit¥i
nvorT ao, ] ve spent 0 Ut s




Actors make firshand empathetic connections to the

broader experience of human suffering, ggle and
happiness, by | earning to #l
circums’tanceso.

This process will enhance compassionate

communities, and our families by learning through drama how
to love, what it feels like to be compassionate, to forgive and
e Vfaegiven, rtouréabhf intol the ydepthsnofl aeir beinig aral dpringy a
forth our humanity.

We donodt t o as |

CcC ome y ou

engagement among human beings, prompt recognition of hopeful hearts, along with the vision of changing this dark,

forgivenessb®d rol human
renewed commitment szlflove.

The awareness acquired through thinking and acting beyond
selfinterest becomes the catalyst for choosing to live from
oneds higher natur e. This ex
incarcerated peopl eds
labelsand histories of criminality that define them within the
greater society.

This concept is attributed to Constantin Stanislavski (1863
1938}- actor, theatre director and developer of modern acting
theory and technique.

e I n

Flames
By Michael Rhynes

We whoare the Phoenix Players Theatre Group of
Auburn believe in the redemptive flame of rehabilitation. We
affirm that we live in the dark ages of prison expansion and
the warehousing of souls.

While our legislators and the courts debate how
many souls can beudfed into a single prison cell, we have
embarked on a quest to become better human beings and
productive citizens.

We seek atonement for catering to our base nature,
because we acknowledge that the choice to do right or wrong
has always been within ouower. We wish to atone for those
human beings for whom wedve
suffering. We wish to atone to society for not living up to our
organic contract by loving and caring for our neighbors. We
wish to atone to our families for failing toaeh our potential
and their dreams for us.

We who are the Phoenix Players make a conscious
decision to walk into the flames of your pain, suffering
suspicions of our motives, disbelief of our goodness, your
downright anger and your grief, in hopes of befagreated in
your loving, compassionate and empathetic images.

Higher education is a myth behind these walls. In
order to resurrect our souls, we have decided to grasp the
Holy Grail that is in the arts. If the arts can transform mud
baked villages into mmt r opol i ses of [
transform us who live in hovels of despair?

We would rather have men writing plays than
conceiving how to deprive innocent people of their lives and
property. We would rather listen to men in this prison eulogize
Caesar fom the stage than hear it from the mouths of the
clergy about how innocent
violence. We would rather have twelve men acting angry on
stage than face a jury of their peers.

Based on the polling of the men in this prisond wee
drawn the astounding conclusion that drama courses, with the
hope of putting on a production, would make a successful
reintegration tool for us.

We seek not to make every man in this prison a
professional dramatist, but to reconnect us to society, our

g

ddank wdrldimtarackaldidpscofee mfchopes whera thd dissabes o&

idleness and worthlessness are banished forever.

Another special project comes your through Jim. It is
ppecificakly rdiceeted soivaychvietans of ahe tarimgd forcescar e a

¢ h a n c e sYouadn writertcaJimsdiceetly at thenagldresshisted an thegendtof v

his statement
Non Violence Project for Veterans

The Fellowship of Reconciliatiorseeks to replace violence,
war, racism and economic injustice with nonviolenpeace,
and justice. We are an interfaith organization committed to
active nonviolence as a transforming way of life and as a
means of radical change. We educate, train, build coalitions,
and engage in nonviolent and compassionate actions locally,
nationally, and globally.

VFOR Programs:Collection of life stories, insights from war
and creation of collective journals for publicatioie actively
recruit incarcerated war veterans in order to give their
writings an audi ence. We S u
prisons to serve to assist them to understand their war
experiences, heal and Abweall
provide regional workshops to train veterans on counter
recruiting (Truth in Recruiting) in their local schools.
Purpose:A legacy that vierans can leave young people that
is based on ethics and morality; Education of young people to
nmake uckoees that embracecshirituality iamd ara egdlitarian
society, not the promotion violence and racism; Supporting
and working in conjunction with other grps promoting
peace and justice with young people;

The healing of veteransé.

Jim Murphy: c/o Fellowship of Reconciliation, 521 North
Broadway, Upper Nyack, NY 10960; (845)3&01

or Autumn Leave Book Store, The Commons, Ithaca, NY
14850 (607)319980

Theme Writing

ht , Thshmy fawraenod the PE projects, invites you to
share your thoughts based on a monthly writing topic. You can
write whatever comes to mind, fact or fiction on the topic.
Everyone who contributes a story will receive a packet that
includes all the other writings on the subject that were
submitted. It is a great way to get mail and share in the

p e ¢ohpugheséob othérs whe face wimilarestresshaad enveronmeht. |

The writings are also put up on our PE website, available for
anyone with access to a couter and internet to read. We
also select a few writings from previous topics to include in
the PE newsletter. We cannot put too many in as we would run
out of space, so if you enjoy reading some of the selections
included in this newsletter please knowuycan receive a
complete packet just by sharing your written thoughts. There,

is no right or wrong in this project, but just whatever your—
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imagination or memory conjures. Sometimes | select topics
Il isted in a magazine t ivokingd
literary magazine, and we recently had donors send us
hundreds of back issuesSor anyone who writes on a theme
topic starting in January 2011, | will send you a Sun
magazine along with your regular theme packet. | will do
this unt il el mailed dute It IS @ udigge a
magazine that keeps it real.

Below are the upcoming topics and due date
followed by some selected writings from previous months.
Please remember to write legibly and to put your name on all
your writings. We get a lot of madnd sometimes an essay
gets separated from the envelope it comes in. If your name is
on it we will always know who sent it to us.

NEW THEME TOPICS

Heroes Due 1/1/11
Rumors Due 2/1/11
Cheap Thrills Due3/1/11
Authority Due 4/1/11
Rites of Passage  Due 5/1/11
Practical Jokes Due 6/1/11
Paying Attention Due 7/1/11

Body Art

By: Gilbert M. Davila

fi

I candt recal |l exactly W
started. Al l I know is that
in general, ever since | was young. Maybe it Wasause |
coul dndt (and stil!l canodt!) C
how. But from the age of 13, which is when | got my first
homemade tattoo, |l 6ve | iked th

that | put on the inside of my left ankle was the cooleisigth
ever. By the age of 15 | had a couple more homaee tats
t hat my parents coul dnot hel
went to our local professional shop owned and run by Bob

Shaw Sr. and Jr. That experience resulted in an even greater

appreciation fobody art.

My younger brother, Johnny, began to tag along with
me and we started doing odd jobs for the Shaws. They offered
to pay us cash. We opted for tattoos. Eventually we began
hel ping in the shop by <clean
both. I di dndt matter t o me .
environment. The occasional breast shot was always exciting
as well.

Now that | look back on it, | realize that the

experience had a greater impact on my brother. He is the artist

in the family. | remenber him drawing cartoon characters at a
very early age. By 145 years old, he was already designing
t-shirts and car patterns for the low riders that he and my step
father owned. When he finally picked up a tattoo gun in 1992,
I was one of his first etims. And though his work was far
ffomewha® it nltdmately Hecaimes tha potehtial dog dreatngss
was obvious. It was evident even in his earliest work that he
had Al T. 0

I't wasndét wuntil I came t
that Johnnyd o arisatook &fr Heanent foomt a
doing tats out of his apartment to running his own shop for
ElectraArts out of Corpus Christi, Texas. While tattooing he
apprenticed as a bogyercer and, as we both are when we
like something, he took that to an extrel@eel too.

By the time | was released in May of 2002 he was
free-lancing again. We wasted no time in getting to work on
my arms and back. I di dnot
so there was still a lot of virgin skin to be covered. My
brother doesustom work, straight from the dome. He loves
doing fantasy imagery. | prefer his darker art. He has a very
twisted mind that can produce pieces that would make even
Paul Booth or Bob Tyrell
Unfortunately we both ended up iriljéand ultimately prison)
not long after my release so my work was not finished.

| was in Ad.Seg. That prevented me from getting any
work done. | did have some patterns that my brother drew for

me and | have since had them forever placed upon my sides,

which hurt like hell, by the way. Then again, compared to the
Mahomet that | had done on the back of my head, the side
pieces were like a walk in the park.

| had the opportunity to visit my brother on the Bill
Clements Unit this past October. We were ieslifor a

(o]
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When it comes to body art, prison is one place where weekend and, all things considered, had a great time. It had
youol | find B&ndinisome afbthenstlaagest e ,been 6 years since wedd | ast
places. Some of the work in here is so unbelievably good that it was a very emotional time. It was Bitigweet in every
you canoét help but wonder whysensé ef the word. sNeveitheles$, tl enjoged it allgandnias |

selling his work in galleries, instead of in prison doing tattoos
for commission. Thetalentinthi pl ace i s
shame that many may not see the outside of a prison again.

especially proud to see how well he was doing. Equally

a ma z isatigfying (butt nd surgrisestde me) was hearing the oﬂ@
)

convicts tell me how my brother was the best artist on the

N
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That may not amount to much in the free world, but in ours,

that 6s stldng.i ng s o me

My brother didndét work on
didnot want t o ri sk
however, bring back some

already had two of them done and await more as | write. If |
c a n 6t midaiwvpersohally, then | at least want his work.

A lot of guys talk about regretting the day they got a
tat or how theyoll have them
Otherthanafewgargf f i | i at ed ones
any. Each and ewrone marks a time in my life that | can
remember. Some are more significant than others. The work
that my brother did and the patterns he drew for me are
especially important to me as they are reminders of him, who
we ar e, and what one¢hing that lanillo u t
never change nor regret.

By: Perry Allen Austin

Body art; commonly defined as tattoos. Is it really
art, or is it just
Is it a selfexpression, or is it sethutilation? Everyone has
their own ideas as to what constitutes art so the answer to
those questions will vary greatly depending on whom you ask.
Myself, | think it can be all of the above. It can be art if it is
beautifully done, or expresses something meaningful to the
persoorwho gets it. I f itbds
t hat donot really mean
meani ngless etches wunder
define who you are, what you were thinking and feeling when
you got the tdabo, and at the same time, it is selfitilation
because you are altering the natural outward appearance of
your body.

| was talking with a friend of mine the other day and
he was looking at my tattoos. He asked me if | was ever given
the opportunity, wold | have my tattoos removed and do |
ever regret getting them.
My answer was an
empathetidNo!

| got my first
tattoo in 1976 at the age
of 17 in  Augusta,
Georgia; | had just
graduated from Army A
Basic Combat Training, pa
and was soon to begin 777
advanced traiing in my
chosen career field. This
was my first all day pass
and my friends and | were
off to explore the city of
Augusta. The tattoo
parlor was located right
across the street from the
bus station and we all
decided to take a look. It
was a small anddingy
place, dim and not very
well kept, but when we

walked in it was like Martin Rivers

t h a t thelcoolest thiag, in the wabrtd riodnte.

justunae xpercderdodily
anyt hihaviggthe tat @ hfei nwesahreedr ,b utthgmusitt dh=a
0 n e Otlsat geokl who can hafddpiak Yike thad ald gbye Thenaost of the t

walking into a different world, a world entirely different from
the one we had come from. We stared in awe at all of the
beaatifulvahdi straage kolorul mattetnditbat covered dlew

j eopar di Righnttien aadutimere myi frdends and |@ecided \weawtere goingl
p at tte gehastattdoe It tdvkaalongltima farmme fo Gnally deeide on al ¢

tattoo. | was an extremely skinny kid and most of the tattoos
woul dnot fidt on my ar m. ool f
with horns, a jesterds coll ar
was mcoloetdo! it host me $85 ddilarscahdaantieedime wae y
I veag g0 @roud of that
tattoo and | showed it off every chance | got.

My next tattoo vas in 1981. | was in prison by then
and living on the Wynne Unit
neck coming out of the top of a cloud and covered half of my
back. [ \Was haddpicked by an old Mexican guy using three
sewing needles tied to a Popsicle stickl aeal India ink. It
took three days, five hours each day and was one of the most
painful experiences in my lifel Since the work area had to be
completely relaxed and pliable | could not tense up from the
pain and had to remain absoluteh <till
eye out for the guards since Martin Rivers

I aberrl tn |/nqp an
S0n was

me ani n gl e sagaingtihe tulasrardsto gettcaugne wouiunave eneant salitary ¢

time for both of us. So for 15 hours, from the neck down I
was completely relaxed, but form the neck up | was tighter
than a drum, teeth clenched and grinding and thinking to
mysel f, i Wh at in the world a
The tattoo never did get done. Several days later the old guy
taoght andéochéien

tattoo? One bag of Maxwell House coffee ($1.75) and the
three sewing needles used for the tattoo, which | had gotten
from work.

In 1986 | startd getting involved in Satanism and
began getting tattoos of skulls, daggers, pentagrams, and the
like. All of these tattoos were done with various types of
homemade tattoo guns and homemade ink. One tattoo was
even done using a
staple sharpened to a
point and soot from
burnt plastic! Ten
years later in 1995 |
abandoned Satanism
and went on to other

things. B ut
another story.

I haveni
gotten any more
tattoos since then.
They were no longer
Afcool O and
chances of getting
hepatitis C or HIV
wasno longer a risk |
was willing to take. |
hadnot been

careful person in the
world and | had been
extremely lucky SO,

far. =

| NS



Looking at my tattoos now | can see that with the
exception of the handpicked dragon on my back, the others
were very childsh and amateurishly done, even the one | got
in Augusta. But | have no regrets and while | am no longer
iproudo of them, neither am |
a story to tell, a memory to recall. They are a part of me and a
part of my past. Gettinrid of them or regretting them will
not change that nor remove what has already been.

Cousins
Blood Love By: Robert L. Hambrick

They call it forbidden. Th ey say itos
Theydve namend ittheiynbcvees tmad e

But how can deny what is?

Since we were very young, VERY young, we were
attracted to each otherThere was just something in our
chemistry that drew us togethdEvery time the family would
get together, she and | would naturally gravitate to each other.
We 0 thy tpgether, take walks and talhe had the greatest
laugh, a fantastic wit, and a precocious look upon lifevas
three years older than her, but she always seemed to be
instructing me.And i ndeed, when it
did teach me of love

As chil dr enAs we ddcame pexually .
awareinourpréd eens, wedd
what was what, wedd simply
rumor s we 6d Orceiato alr teemsoindeed, every
chance we goff tlgne tw kisS dnd sares&uit it
was so much more than simple sexual energye both knew
itwas moreeWe wer e not only in
LOVED each other.

But with this realization came the agony of realizing
our love could never beThe morals of society, the morality
of our upbringing, would never allow us to be togeth&hat
pain this brought our hearts.

Then came th night at the family reunion.The
grownrups all busy with themselves, the kids all scattered
through the woodsglaying. She took me by the hand and led
me well away from everyonel was 16, she was 13But
somehow she knew what to dd. simply followed her
instructions.

Oh, what a feeling.Besides the obvious physical
pleasurei even more so, was the ecstas loving my love.

The head of our passion overwhelmed all other sendéss.
melted into each other in a bond of such beauty that nothing
else mattered.Again and again, our bodies reacted to the
screaming demands of our hearts, our souls, our vengdei

Much later then, | fought with my conscienc¥et,

how could something | ike
not the sex, forget the sexHow could such a pure love be
wrong?

As the years went by, we had very few chances to
give ourselves to ehcother so completely.The older we
grew, the more we had to face the reality of the hopelessness
of the situation. She had boyfriends, lovers, and finally a
husband and Life.l never married, but | was not celibate
either.l ndeed,
awhile even.Yet, through all these years, no woman has ever
had that |l ook in her eye

w h e nwasadfrad of beiglalend. 6ant sme r g

has ever said she | oved me wi
woman has ever felt sooo00 right in my arms, as egrebt
cousin. | have to this day, never been loved nor loved as
profoundly and sincerely as what we shared.

a s hLaokimgdack dver thényears. now viilamature eyes | h
find that what we hadvas notalie. | t was true, i
and now | 167 WASIAERIGHM el Happened to be
studying in my Bible the other day, and came upon the laws
against incestA man is not to have: his mother, sister, step
mother, sistein-law, etc. NOWHERE DOES IT SAY FIRST
COUSIN IS FORBIDDEN! Read it! Indeed, Abrahamand
others, took cousins to wife.

Most states in the U.S. forbid first cousin marriages.
But thereoareaal few that allow itJust think, after all these

i tyears] we@OdaD have been togetheiVhat joy and love us

could have sharedBut, the misunderstaing of the laws of
incest cost us a loviel am suré was meant to be.

ltés too |l ate now é she di
How sad is that?

By: Chad Lawson
My cousinis my heroHe 6 s dari ng, bol

Cc avary pdsiiwe nperson.| might @s wdil estart rbm the

beginning. It was a summer to rememberwent to the lake
and there was a bunch of us going swimmihgvas 12 years

p Noa lkknowindn e r eoldaaad mwy drierlds and | went to the swimming hole a few
f omilds back. losaw that éy dream girl ivas eswirhming iartd h

smiling and laghing. Long brown hair and the best looking
skin in a twoepiece swimsuit.She was beautifull went home
and laid back as | dreamed about h®omething was nagging

| o v @& mwrindlbut ledsmidsed @.t hTaer nexé dayvad summer |

see her again, and that lobgown hair was flowing in the
wind as the sun coursed through it and highlighted the brown
that showed throughlt was like a dreaml was scared to ask

her out all the time.One night, at a dance, | built up my
nerves and took her hand and danced wigh. That 6s t
night | fell in love with this girl. Shannon was her name.
Shannon Pierslt seemed familiar but | did not know why at

all | felt that nagging again, so the school year we were
together, laughing and telling jokes, walking across the
railroad, then finding smashed pens, and she kissed me on the
bridge as we stood therd.found the love of my life, or at
least until the ninth grade. | had been dating for four years,
finding myself in love with her; we have been there for each
other. One of my friends told me that she was a HE and | did
not believe it at all, and | refuse to believe it at all or even ask
,some how | did not believe itSo many years | got made fun

of because | did not believe itt was prom night.She was
beautiful. My heart was soaring as we danced to songs that

w h a t we Wwrew, jand ghien | hénaed ra esateand fron ehe athenn g ?

came to the hall, | saw my date on the flo&he was being

held down to show that she was a he. Her mouth was jagged
and she helplesd.saws shavas a he, and also a female at the
same time.My stomach felt sick as they were going to rape
her. | went into frenzy and started hitting and hitting. d o n 6 t
remember much since all that, but when | came to, | put my
jacket over my datefi Why dindt y @ e Ad| hatde ? 0

I 6 v e wamerd Someastayed forma n tears in my eyes and blood all over my hands and

ifiBecause | knew that you

face;
%@ﬂ '
morwao ‘il
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now they wild/l kshook mychead anflug g ay . 0 A lot of the world finds comfort andotace in

looked at her.The only thing that | felt was love and betrayal, religion. Me é | find mine i1
but I shook my head and walked her out of the daheeade and my Gods are the skilled people who play those

a decision and since then | have not regrettedi it. 6 s b e e ninst@@ents and say those Wo' jgse Sanchez

years and |1 6m at a high @tchoodleerleuniTmatcdsacew. wu  mwoive v
same person that | fell in love with became my wifdany honestly say righthis minute that | would be nothing. To me,
years |l ater, as | found out tvithout mudicetbese simplydis sot parpose it contiauing to o f

generations awayMy f ami | y anild d o rdé®tn 6¢lavat efhedeis music, though, and | love it. | love life with
The guys that were going to do the act that night are all in  music, and music inspires me to live. Let it inspire you to do
prison, | found out at the dance, and | also gained respect for the same.

standing my ground. True, she cannot have children, but we

cannot worry because we hawv
adopted and | have loved this
woman with all of my life. | love
my cousin.

The Ghostmn  Ti nkbys Toc
Jackey R. Sollars

Henry OWilliebo
Nicknamed Tink in reference
to the mands bl a
Tink was seventy, older than
dirt. A mediumsized, frail,
thin, dark skinned black man
with big puppy dog eyes and a

Music
By: Rickey Pearson

Music makes me feel
many ways, depending on the
genre, the song and the memor

that particular song or chord is toothles s smil e. T
connected to. It can make me came eight months after his
hurtd ache inside, can make me wi feds deat h. H

hate. It has the power to make m
sigh and cry, smile, grin and laugh
It makes methink, dance, spin in
idiotic circles, sing, curl up,
reminisce, travel, write and
celebrate. It makes me dream.

trekked through fiftythree
years of personal and world
history together. Tink caught a
hard twenty for a rock of crack
cocaine. The sentence itself
was capital punishmenbut

can make me fall asleep, tap m' hey! Thatds the
fingers and toes, nod my head punishment the Texas
shake my entire body, sway ant Christians know of.

talk. It makes me do back flips,
front flips and cartwheels. More
than anything, though, music rendezvous with death.
makes me love, makes rfeel B Nothing | could think of could

| love music. Very Jose Sanchez get him off the path to self
simply, music is my refuge, my willed termination. Then came
therapy, my life. Throughout my hell called life, music has  theday of enlightenment. The day Papa watched Tink rush to
remained the only constant. People have come and gone, the television to listen and dance to a band on the Moore News
foreds cleared and neighborhoods built, things have Program. Finally, Papa knew what he needed to get Tink in
dramatically <changed, | 6 ve mardar tokabg himiaive. Thér madiouppved wotthy and kept
was carried by music. Tink happy for tvo years where he died with a smile in his

I have no bad memories associated with music. sleep, clutching a photo of his wife with the music drumming
Every good memory | can think of has music, a song that goes on through the headphones.

Depression set in quick, within
weeks Tink had set up his own

along with it. Wle n | hear that song | 6 m The satimhad begomet arnighinsage dor Rapadmusic was
and the resulting feeling or action is wholly dependent upon the one thing he came to hate as much, if not more, than he
that memory. I dondét have maance loged . dTinkntemooized Rapa acdothepeatirdddck t o
other people, but the ones | do are very spécsalcred, population. The radio had become symbolic to extreme irony;
everd to me. AThe very object bought to sc
When in a bad mood &hord is all | need and the sun pending seHlwilled death had become the very object that had
begins to shine in my soul. | know when | feel the wet otherscontemptai ng mur der, my murder
droplets traveling down my face, leaving a glistening trail, Tink lived out his last two years with headphones on
when | get all choked up, that | am still alive, truly abvthat singing out in an obstreperous falsetto, dancing about in the
I am still me. | know then that all tHee | | | 6ve be ecentar bfrthe wed. hit became a double whammy of pain for
al |l the pain |1 06ve sufferedé Papawhmenduredtitontyavith the adiof eagsucThea €inke d
killing me, in deadening my spadsed d&m.ow Raéapa htedd tha sadini tt
away my sanity or robbed me simding ang shdwmamsahip ihadyfilled a vdidc ia thé world

special thing. cold stone.
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Papa lost a good cellie and now had to deal with
somet hing much worse.
meaning the man was a radically militant racist black that

BERst néw fmhkdrhare

i Budtd |
mea,s Fal atstho o dAnd! Hu mc

Papa nodded. One didndét a

flaunted the timeless excuse coufldmake yoalifle cdmpliegped. i Rissg quibtly, ha nhoeed w h
man. O What made matters wor stevardtheddeor new guy di dnét bel i ev:
in respect or headphones. His radio stayed on the tasteless AOh, 0 Williams snapped. A

noise pllution of rap or hiph o p . Papa coul
difference since both were emanating negatively charged
messages. Life in the tdyy-ten cell had become cramped,
tense, and hostile. Both men were equally empowered with
one exception: Papa never pldydis idea of war was with
deathly finality. After a near incident, his cellie avoided the
physical confrontations, choosing maximum mental warfare.
For three months, Papa and The Hood Beast clashed over the
anti-social sounds that someone actually ader®d music.

Papa wal ked into Warden
chastisement for the continual confrontations that often had
guards standing ready with pepper gas and batons. Williams
pointed at a straight chair in front of his desk as he spwmke
some peon via radio. Papa sat down. Williams opened a
lower desk drawer, retrieving a shipping box slightly larger
than a cigar box. The younger man pulled out a letter from an
envelope taped to the box, then eyed Papa.

fi | recei vnd & requestcfein la waman in
Houston, o Williams said, unf
back. fi guess she didnodt
Williams held his head back and flexed his eyes before
reading. ADear
the possibility of my giving an inmate in your charge, a
Jackson Joseph FI ash, a
during the last two years of life. After my father passed on, |
received the few possessions that my father had: a,Bibiee
photos, and a cheap AM/FM radio with headphones. |
personally do not know Mister Flash. But | do feel as if | owe
him, for it was him who gave my father something to quicken
him in his final days. The radio meant so much to my father.
He wrote ad spoke often of how this radio gave his life
meaning. Now, | would like to repay the favor to Jackson by
giving him the magnificent gift he bestowed upon my father. |
thank you for allowing me to do this. Sincerely, Roberta

Williams. 0 thigi lettdr, thannpsintet] at thel keoxl
AThat belongs to you, 0 he sai

Papa hesitated before taki
who smiled, but the sight of

There was nothing special about the Centurion AM/FM radio.
It was, as the woman stated, cheap. The headphones, a
generic brand designed to break at the least neglect, was still
in relatively good shape.

il was informed you
right after he arrived. One of my trustdess told me it gave

the inmate a reason to

Papa nodded. AClIl assic
hedd never wal k out of
sense in prolonging the inevi

Williams staredat Papa for a few minutes, then smiled.

ifYeah. It is hard to do
Williams surmised. AnTake
fi really donodt want it
Especially music. I hate
AiwWelllo.om sure you donot
adapt. Take the radio.

Wa r d earlier\dbolt! i avhai, n | Ssped&t.

r adi oinstituticgh amdag young teeassthatnhgd stidar drip upons

acquired

t i mec rwhoenni nY® F gDV dyiokue
t h e waviagd Ewen though the car had passed, he could mentally

ghe éxplainedeol me of holw der father spoke of your complete
disdain of music. So you concurred a few minutes ago. May |
suggesy ou sincerely give that ra
Papa, gripping the doorknob, glared at Williams who
had sat up, rested both arms on the desk, and had laced the
fingers. The man was asking entirely too much. But again,

common sense andgxe r i enc e, that one d
bucking.
The radio sat on the table

Wi He lhad samnthedcloch, fa Billy thieg toedr im a pladce where time

ceased to have meaning or definition. Months later, in an
evasive actiorio maintain control of his anger, he slipped the
headphones on to drown out the artless cacophony. Scanning
the stations, he found one with a recognizable song. It was the
mid-seventies, back before Papa was Papa. Back when Papa
was J.J. Flash, a kid wang his first summer job.

A distant radio in the grease bay echoed, Garry Rafferti
taking another trip down Bake
adaidst thegpolishbde puldit eft at stowly fadimg religion,sfull t t

t rsendce witmeyrtesyg. of he olranless isteel gasdpendps aop | e

a raised concrete island set only thirty feet off the curb of
toBgpotel s Exxon
It was a tradition, heritage, and an
C €

another gas station.

life in a small town. His boss encouraged such loitering, the
casual leaning upon the pumps with a red shop rag in hand.
To stand there watching the teenagers cruise the drag.

Cruising the drag, the social activity that each
generation inherited from the one before. Yet, no one
generation ever really gave up cruising Main Street. Even the
elderly mom and pops were known to lose themselves in time
by taking an occasional drag. J.J. stood listening to Rafferti;
all the while, mssing vehicles with stereos cranked radiated a
heavy bass beat to Foghat 6s
Scratch Fever. o Even the go
Willie Nelson or Waylon Jennings wailing out a ballad. It was
angecldctit ebinding »f. audibl@éaeors wsaasamei t witho thee
senduauk aogna df shimkied asphalt,dgt rubber,rexhausttared d
broiling burgers from a burger joint. Passing vehicles laid
down hard on their vehicle horns, greeting each other in
passing. J.J. absorbed the moment, wonderifgsfwas the
way the kids did it on the West coast.
ifeashradhe fboughts olidhmy!

Dean. The Beach Boys. They had real hot rods, sandy

I i v e, 0bed¢hds,lsurfingnand Isonhfieetdances in the late night after that
h o p glbrieus gaidensosb. sak Tihre

toHed caeark.new

pr i s o rand wavalfiatta passing caru Dearmein HerinéwePontide aran®

Ana Wwith ¢he Gtop. The Simpson twins, a notorious pair,
screamed at him while waiving. Deanne had Frampton
t i s heéde f tJ,

héar Fraenptan riding thehstrings, stnaioing the ehords.o Theni

mu s came that lapse in traffic from the natural interruptions of E@
I i k e fowr trdffio lightso Back ih thenggesse bay, H et Holliemweu
Gi v e chasing AaLorg KaokWoman inta Red Diéss.r k . 0

=
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A vehicle caught his attention. J.J. spun to watch Mister
Cargylle slowly pass. AiDi ng
grabbed the gas nozzle, flipped the pump on, and then stabbed
the nozzle intahe spout. He let the pump go on automatic,
moving to the windshield with chamois and squeegee.
Cargylle paid him no mind. Vehicles passed, honking. J.J.
ignored them. The customer always came first. In less than
five minutes, he had the oil execrgiback on the road.

J.J. strolled out of the lobby after ringing up the sale. It
was time for his evening soda. He fed the machine a quarter,
stooped to pull one of the icy, fresbvered sodas from the

bottom slot. He retrieved his dime ihange while popping
the top.
Ding ding!

Turning, he froze, staring at Deanne. Deanne sat staring
at him across the front seat. The Simpson twins
mischievously watched. Fate began to put the wheels in

an appealing sound when produced by one or more voices or
instruments,orboth e bel l s announced.
Huhé?
| have no concept of music other than that it something |

cannot conceive. | hauveo practical experience. It is like a
deserdweller trying to imagine an ocean. | can give
definiton® c | assi cal , oper a, vocal

muzak, R&B. Music is a sound. It causes vibrations, as does
dynamite and earthquakes.

lam deaf . I l'ive in a worl
to the soundé.of silence. 0 E
not color. Silence is the absence of sound, but is it the absence
of music? | can takk limited but fair. | cannot sirdy yet. |
taught mysdlhow to whistlé accidentally. | can also dance,
the greatest dandeBallet. See, | had a theory and went about
it like any other theoriét trial and error.

| have a theory about music as well.

motion. The old cheap radio &l the absence of sound. Music? The Art and Practice of combiginlife
ADarling if you want me t experierece an@ Ipassidar singleo lingy (Brotherh@dd)t in
closer to me. o Seal s and Cr admbinatioa d(Friendship)d and hie timpee refatonst (Lifei m
intervene. Partners) to express ideas and desires in a structurally
AHey, 0 Deanne said softl y. complete and unified work having an appealing effect when
iHey! o J. J. countered. produced by one or moredividuals or happenings, or both.
The Simpsontwis gi ggl ed, i Oh, for P €his ésdny very avinaheorer $ttheoretical proposition).
hi m?26 Donnita said, | ooki ng aAdjufimeats wik have to be made. Trial and Edrgou
iShe wants to know i f youboknew. g c¢hink lgtes tmake musig,iasdesailbohats, @and sprimgu
close up,0 Annita said from tayse | thirkdokers snaka mnusic, oviehres paereek emdu sa
between the back of the seat and the window frame. se® where would Einstein start?
J.J. nodded. -The Kyle
iwell ? She wants to cruise with you,d Donnita stated.
iAAh, ydéraeh,.0 Slu.J. count er ed. MusicByRene Joe De la Rosa
The twins snickered. ATake your seats, children,

The burst of Il ight shatter
the headphones off, rose, astpped to the door. A guard
was counting. Stepping to the mirror, he stared into the aged
blue eyes, now void of the hopeful twinkle. His face had been
creased by time, with the season of many lives. Papa ducked
his head in thought a minute, then glad at the headphones.
The past began to whisper t
toy.

(o]

Musicd My Own Personal Theory
By Michael Pace

Suppose Music was something far out in space and
unknown, theoried only like a black hole. Black Hole: lygh

concentrated mass that has collapsed to such a degree thatthed i r ect s

escape velocity from its surface is greater than the speed of
light, trapping light and all other energy and matter in an
intense gravitational field.

Sounds like a place creatéy an evil wizard, which
not even | ight can escape.
Gl enda, the good witch, to fi
side of the Force. Where is a good Jedi when you need one?
Maybe they have all already been sucked in alhdve have

leftisthatkid Har vey Putter. We
Superman.
Music! The art and science of combining tones or

sounds$ in a single line (melody), in combination (harmony),
and in their timed relations (rhythé)to express ides and
emotions in a structurally complete and unified work having

& d sigha neaalifgs therehio no goiadtice..  Instridnentspup bnd e
keep your eyes on me. Trustrhe, wi | | gui de yol

So we played. We played our lives and each note
recorded on the scale was an action in our life. Some of us
play loud and sure, strong in an ability with our chosen
instruments. Others muddle through, content to playdoa
inhthenbackgeound. Wh areseendg hino martssof oun livek.i r
Vibrant, loud, in harmony, together!

Then sometimes even us, sure in our ability, get
confused and decrescendo, de
music of our lives. The high notes ané fbw notes. We sit
and play out our lives, right or wrong, in harmony or out of

sync. Our Conductor without fail cranks out time, cues us,
us, i f we but just I

though, because we get so caught up trying to maheriect

we get | ost . This word and

sad is some of us give up and lay our instruments down. We
lose trust in our teacher, our friend. What is sad is some never
IddICuwp [ from tiviestart. i They atand ouGmanint aHe fwrong n
mphtest mits tédei wrddngl timest nlee et
What is even more heartbreaking to the Conductor is
when one of his players lays down their instrument because

d o n they hiteavoegh paht e the music cdlleddife. nHe knows if they

just pressd on, they would catch the beat again. Once more
they would play, loud and proud. Each time the Conductor
sees one of his players lay down an instrument he sheds a tear.
He | ongs to hold them and m
podium. So he wat@s and alternates between smiles a%ﬂi
tear s. There are times whe’
|-



really lucky, an unending, perfect duet. He smiles then too
because he knows ités good.

Music is in us. Il n o ge
Music crosses all boundaries, connects people. How is this
possibl e? Because every day
our existence has been written out on sheet music, specifically
for us. Written with love from the Conductor. He who is
standiry up there to guide us in our play. He who has made it
possible for us who have really screwed up in our music to
begin over. That s r i g hup,
process. Actually able to look back at our previously
misplayed music, correcur mistakes and join the band again.

How do | know this? Because years ago | ripped an
i nstrument out of two
want to stop playing but | made them. | looked up and | saw
the blood
saw his tears fall from his eyes.
musicians, but for me too.

| looked past the Conductor and saw behind him the
reason | was able to start playing music again. Sitting behind
the Conductowas his son, battered and beaten, bloody and
tired, crying his heart out for me, and the loss of music. | saw
the son reach out his hands toward me, and | saw the holes in
them. The hole in his side that put the finishing touches on
cutting him out ofthe music.

In shame | looked back at my music and alternated my
eyes, from the music, to the Conductor, to his son. | looked
down in shame because | realized the Conductor sacrificed his
sonés music so | can start
made, from the most perfect instrument was intentionally cut
out. He was sat down, and had his instrument torn from his
hands. For me. For us. For we who intentionally play wrong,
the lead was cut out.

With a deep breath, | looked to the dona clue, a hint.

He in turn looked to the
Conductor. With a sad
smile | raised my
instrument again and let
the Conductor cue me
back in. For some
reason, and |
if itds just
got a lot harder. |, like
many others, who have
stated over, do my best
to keep my eyes on the
Conductor. His hands
keep me in time. Every
now and t hen I
but the memory of the
Conductor bs son
my eyes back where they

Not just for these two lost

know
musi c

donodt
me , my

need to be.

No, Il dm not
always in rhythm and |
donodt aay wady s pl

but | play and 1 like to

play right and help my
fellow musicians around
me. My eyes sometimes

stray back to the seats Kenneth Warwick

othaekeptme

where the two musicians played and my eyes tear up. When
they tear up, that part of the music rewinds in my mind and |

b | laeedhqchoicetbidt ®© loak to the Condrigtos and pray and lay. a

I ook to his guidance, I I
Iwieadrr ei fpllaysianigd nlotpedsay g@uwrd Ibie
fear, but you candét tell aff r on
the end of my part in the music, when | can put down my
instrument, I 61 | have to face
answer their AWhy?0s. I wo n 0t

StAa;[ttuaffymfac'rnhr‘hhmnint hemA twamir

faced worse. No, the fe Kenneth Warwick
embracing me and walking me home and helping put up my
instrument.

di f f er ent | kpow dhptlattiseéendhvehandtlse .Condudtdr says itds d

done and asks for my musi c,

dr ai nsfdce. bheardthimeyasi b n dintentiopaf ndisplaying.What tears me up, and what makes me

cry is | know the Conductor 6s
Fat her . Hedl | gather it up i
to his chest, and tell his Fathlere &eeping it. He, the son,
will keep my music and his Hzer will agree. That is what
scares me. The ending. The Conductor telling the band to put
down our instruments.
Music is life. Music is love. Music is a gift given to us, all of
us, by the Conductor, the Father, God. He cues us and keeps
time. He wants us to play to our fullest potential. He knows
we can, and He knows all. I
everybody, but | love music. | played a trumpet for 7 years
and that trumpet, band class, was, at one point, the only thing
The sstveet est Theut dheme
music is I|ife. I'tds funny b
freely. This is my first copy, my only copy. Feels weird
because | wrote from the heart and my heart is the reddest.
Closing noteand t hen | am done.
musi c, webre alll l'iving. I f
melody called life, look up, damnlt
Look to the Conductor because he will
guide you true.

Best Friends
By: William Tyler

My best friend cannot be
qualified by listing his ideals or qualities
of character, such as loyalty, sincerity,
and selflessness, but they all do apply.
After a fruitless search for simple
definitions | admit defeat. | can only say
the difference between my best friend
and any ther friend is the very fact that |
consider him my best friend.

Friends and best friends cannot
be compared as easily as one would
compare, say, average apples hiest
apples. You can try to categorize a batch
into groups like bad, average, good, and
best, but the science of such a
comparison falls short as soon as
personal taste enters the equation. One
person says sour apples are best, anogg
prefers soft and yet another hard. Twe_“—\‘\‘

only thing we might agree on is that -
|



