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FORWARD
They Are With Us Still
“In the struggles we choose for ourselves, in the ways we move forward in our lives and bring our world forward with us, it is right to remember the names of those who gave us strength in This choice of living. It is right to name the power of hard lives well lived.
We share a history with those lives.
We belong to the same motion.
They too were strengthened by what had gone before. They too were drawn on by the vision of what might come to be.
Those who lived before us, who struggled for justice and suffered in-justice before us, have not melted into the dust, and have not disappeared. They are with us still. The lives they lived hold us steady.
Their words remind us and call us back to ourselves. Their courage and love evoke our own.
We, the living, carry them with us:
We are their voices, their hands and their hearts.
We take them with us, and with them choose the deeper path of living.”
Kathleen McTigue
This book is a compilation of expressive poems and letters from four men serving time in Federal prison. It is about their life, their experience, their feelings and observations as they pass time day to day in an incarcerated existence.
A Native American, a proud and educated Lakota Sioux from the Montana reservation who had served most of 20 years expresses his pain through his poetry. You shall meet him first. His descriptive couplets let you come into the most protected and unreported sections of prison. You shall be amazed at what you see and hear. A Stephen King novel could not be more descriptive or frightening.
A big cowboy with a high intellect from the Laredo area of Texas medicates his pain with humor. You shall laugh along with him as he shares his life and experiences, his mis-interpretation (tongue in cheek) of Lonesome Dove and the absurdity of the prison system.
A full Colonel, retired from the Army after 47 years of service, serving life in Federal prison. He was convicted for spying for Russia in the late 60’s, 70’s and early 80’s based upon an FBI sting operation in Florida in the late 90’s. Denying his guilt from start to finish, he will nevertheless die in prison. He was convicted at the age of 74. He is now 80. In his writings, you often must read between the lines to get a feel for what he is saying. In Federal prison all letters are read and censored. If you say the wrong thing, you could end up in the S. H. U. (“Shoe”, Special Housing Unit), otherwise known as “the hole”! Getting some of his writings out of prison was not an easy task.
Finally, you will meet the lawyer who controlled the “law library” in prison. Somewhat ala The Brethren by John Grisham. He worked his way into prison by infuriating the power of some very wealthy people, the Bancroft family. Yes, the same family that just sold their Wall Street Journal for several billion dollars to Rupert Murdoch. His writings tend to be philosophical about life, the legal system and his prison experience. You will be interested in what he has to say.
Prisons are people. Each one, no matter their race, age or mental state, cannot be stereotyped as a class. Each is an individual, with their own unique personality, character defects and character value. Each has his or her own hope for when they get out. Each has their own fear, which they mask in their own unique way. Each has their regret for how they became an inmate.
CHIEF
CHIEF
My first cell mate was a Lakota Sioux who had been in prison many years. I was a novice, having never been locked up. He knew all that there was to know about prison life. He did not speak, not for months.
If you are a Native American in prison, you are called “chief”, no matter what your name. The American Indian community incarcerated are distinctive. They have their own ways, their own movements, their own signs. There is little talk. There is understanding, knowing; they have been here for centuries.
Chief, in his Native American way, taught me the “dos” and “don’ts” of prison life through example. Never with a word or a gesture. Partly through fear and partly through observation, I caught on and became a quick learner.
In time, Chief slowly opened up, and we began to communicate verbally. Very little at first but slowly, more and more. Chief came to realize that I was not like other non-natives. I was trustworthy and no manipulator could undermine the bond of relationship with me.
In federal prison, you find Native Americans who have committed nothing more than a misdemeanor of drinking too much alcohol to anti-government political activism. This is because any crime, large or small, on a reservation is a federal crime and under the jurisdiction of the federal government.
Chief had long been a political activist – his resentment was deep – Wounded Knee. He was my friend.
Aaron
AS WRITTEN BY “CHIEF”:
Poetry written in reflection of inmates in special cells to be observed by other inmates coined as “suicide watchers”.
Suicide watchers duty is to assist in preventing the suicidal inmate from completing his wish.
Poetry is an outlet of expression perceived by the writer in a given situation.
In this case, as a Lakota-Sioux warrior inmate, that has a part time temporary job as a Suicide Watcher.
Temporary is an understatement, as I have worked at this position seemingly non- stop for the past 20 months. As you read, note the situation differs with each suicidal man’s moods, emotions and activities.
The attempt is prevented by being placed in a suicide proof or hard cell where everything, water, lights, reading, writing, flushing your commode is controlled from the outer premise by guards.
I write in terms of counting my blessings as I observe how things have come so close as to the intent of these men, hopeless and at a point in their life’s cycle which must come circle for it to be complete, even in death. Death is the period beginning a new sentence, from which, no one has control of, but God-Wakantanka. Count your blessings.
I am and always have been a Lakota-Sioux warrior. Born on the reservation, raised on the reservation, educated in Catholic schools on the reservation. My people are strong and proud. Our land extends from Canadian mountains to the American High Plains. We have fought both countries
and have fought for both countries. We look forward to the day of our independence.
Waahopa
THRU THE BARS OF HIS FINGERS……
I watched as he slowly pieced the letter together, he tore his only mail and he’s done this, rage, anger, straining as if in finality to no one, he cussed as his eyes slowly read each word etched pain, across lines of communication, unheard jaws as taught as rawhide over a drum, head bowed silently, paper pieces crumpled in a ball, held by white knuckled fist, he never said a word as I watched from across the cell . .
Got up slowly, stood at the commode tearing the letter to shreds , stretched to his full height, looking at the ceiling, breathing slowly, turned and paced the cell, turned stiff leggedly and flushed as the water gurgled, swirling, he stood looking at what was said he never mentioned the contents of the torn up mail, but I knew that was a goodbye from someone he’d hoped for. .Rolled a bugle, laid down, prone for three days unmoving. .He sat up and stared thru the bars of his fingers holding his head. We spent time in that house, but he never went to mail again, no reason to, time, at times is an enemy to a loved one, outside when the unknown looms menacingly, fear rises above all reason not to know, touch, share a stare deeply, the human bond of love . . . Minds rage, turmoil reaches all stages of doubt, uncertainty. . I did my time, years with my cellie, but he never spoke again, I never knew, never will, it’s got to be this way, I didn’t say bye . . .I figured he had one too many for a lifetime….to go.
Wiyaka Ska
ALONE IN #1135
No one in cell 1135 but the lone shouting black man
I aint no stupid nigga, I feel like I’m smarta
The whole world is crewed up, why you lock me up, Suh. I did my time and you aint tryin me no mo, got it
You know who I am full time some evidence gotta show how do you do it punchin all my buttons I gonna kill you
Try’n to give me some shittin pills keeps me fucked up. I’ll kill yo mutha fuckin ass, what’d you take me for
Aint no ignified nigga that what my Pappy sez to me.
Aint nobody can be agin me that’s what I’m sayin
Since my arrest, you been doing me nuthin but wrong. Won’t tell me where I’m at and what you got me fo
Tired of this fucking place, he throws food tray at door. Slowly pacing, asks, is somebody going to wash my clothes
Sex, what a bunch of dumb fucks, really fuckin dumb, stupids. Don’t try to hide, you fuckin dope, hey baldy, call me Doc.
Fuck you retard, don’t call den, get outta my fuckin face. Hey Bitch, you unner stand anything I’m sayin punk
Oh God! I wanna see my son, yeah! You fuckin stupid.
COMING DOWN
Gimme some crack, getting cottonmouth
Hurry bitch, you Baboon bitch Baboon stick
Throw all the food away don’t do the laundry cunt
I wanna pimp your cunt and your crack
She’s the one, the colored Black woman yeah stupid fuck, yeah you fuckin blonde bitch, yeah you snappy cunt
Turn on my fuckin water you dumb cunt
Hey chump get um’s soup offa me turn it on
Wash my balls my ass with this shit you’re tuck
Gimme some crack Baboon Bitch, turn on the water
Yeah stoopid bitch, I having a heart attack, Bitch
Yeah you ass-wipe yeah oxcycotton, you jackoff
Turn the fuckin water on it’s already peelin off
Sometimes it’s summer time yeah you boy you lazy shit
Don’t worry about your lip crazy boy wash off, fuck
You want me to turn up in the shower, bring some crank
You know cold crank, counterfeit business, paint, paint. Yeah do the laundry you fuckin bitch, roll bitch, roll
That’s all you are a fuckin ink factory a pussy. With one eye closed you fuckin crack pimp
THREE CALENDARS ON WALL
He stood looking at his penciled calendars on wall
Months of July, August, September, up to fall
Lotsa blocks and numbers, some blocks empty
Short, balding shiney head, seemed to have thoughts plenty
Nurse offers medication, he asked for specifics of each first
Can’t be too careful around Satan worshippers under curse
What are you talking about, what blocks aren’t filled
They said it was seizure, a pill, a thrill till I’m killed
Last seizure I had in Pittsburg, woke up in Virginia
Holy Ghost is with me so don’t worry about my dementia
Couldn’t remember what happened on those blank spots
Stood staring, shouted, Hey! I never fired no shots
I’m just a little Bank Robber, nothing like al Capone
Started pacing, a smile, I acted all alone
Stupid Devil worshippers, they said I couldn’t do nothing
When the Power of God comes and find me I’ll have everything
Sat on iron bunk talking to self staring at calendar
Kept talking to self about something, just couldn’t remember
A HAWK PERCHED ON A POST
A human scurrying away the way we go…………….
man attempts to go the other way thru science destiny, ever elusive as man denies trail marks we’ve been here before, our blood is on the wall as an eagle’s plume floating our spirit soars….ancient songs telling legends above the drum beat a painted horse, a face, piercing as the sun eagle wing flute sound coming from the east Wakan Tanka communicating through his creation…formation of geese flying south sounding preparation elders remind warriors old man winter has no relatives seasons of variation is law to the nomadic circle…to give generously advise without name calling to praise, to be generous to all creation
MAN, SELF-DESTRUCTS
A man stands exposed by the sun, so frail
Howling winds blow thru his jagged bones, causing him to wail
Eagle’s shrill screech pokes the camps fires aflame
In pain he stands misunderstood as there is no one to blame
He leered treacherously at the signs in the earth, sky
Tremors of women awaken senses of survival as an infant’s cry
Paps he once hungrily sucked have gone dry, lost
He stands wearily, his worth at no cost
His back bone as protruding Mt. Peaks he crawls
His bony face painted blends with the canyon walls
He hunts in vain, all that left are fossil’s, remains
He glances over crevices, canyons, into which he falls in pain
Gutted, exhausted, poisoned he breathes his last effort
Dry as the hellish desert he searches but finds no comfort
Out of one red eye he scans the horizon for any sign of life
A crow, a buzzard watch ready to cut into him like a knife
He lapses into a coma of a greed bony fingers clasp a bill
His touch isn’t gold but destruction, ready to kill
Buried in his own ashes as a lone coyote howls, and howls.
IT’S YOU I LOVE………
Never a day has gone by without you.
As dew on a rose petal, a tear on my cheek for you
I sense your strength and vibrant energy
I have given you all the love that I can give
Your sparkling smile, twinkle in your eye
Your exuberant laughter your hello and bye
The touch of your fingers, faint sweet savour of your breath
The soft hollow of your neck, your beautiful body to caress
Everything is you, my interest, music, love is all you
My love Baby, I wish I could send it by a dove
Tho the rage is great it’s increase gradually grows
You are my every need, want, please wait…
It’s all about you and my love for you
My Baby, my love, my wish is guess who? You….
FROM THE HOLE TO THE S.H.U.
I’ve been locked up for awhile
You don’t wanna walk in my moccasins a mile
Diesel therapy they call it, transfer here, there
Exposing you to some of the hardest lockups here
No special reason I’m sure maybe get you killed
From one prison to the next, seen lotz of blood spilled
Your crime can give you the death sentence
Hell is your next stop if not back there, no pittance
Hot boiling water mixed with baby oil will cause much pain
Padlock in a sock is lethal you never want it again
Brutality is one word with many definitions
From gangs of white Brothers, Afro-Americans, Indian Nations
Times have changed somewhat cruel and unusual punishment
The hot box, tiger cage, the Hole, became Special Housing Unit
Maintenance engineer is still a janitor
Human Resource Specialist is still a personnel director
Downsizing still means you are gonna get fired
So corrections facility is prison if you’re not there by being hired
NO BIBLES HERE
Young man peering out the iron door
half grin, seems amused, maybe a metaphor
Orange jumpsuit colorful, dismal, confining
stood listening to someone down the hall, whining
Stood peeking out wondering about something
folding hands prayfully perhaps to the King
Started pacing again mumbling to self smiling
Stops peeks out and proceeds to pacing
Seems he has a question for someone, who would listen
Guards, medical staff, no not them, keeps right on pacing
Hears keys jangling, stops and peers out the window
Seems he was looking for a worker for the King here below
Just another guard on duty checking for security
Seems he was waiting for words of comfort, some sanctity
Guard came by again, finally, you got a Bible
Guard replies, no son, ain’t no Bibles here
Young man laughs as if he already knew the answer
Another day in Prison just awaiting a transfer
PILL TIME!
I can hide under my shadow as I stand
Stuck inside this turmoil of flesh, mind and being damned
I need something more prevalent than these voices
In between swallowing and effect are no choices
Tho the lights are on, darkness yet envelops me
Iron door, food slot flops open, pill time! in cell three
I have no wits left for ends to be
Anguish is idesoluable if you can see me
I see you as an object of diversion, no more
If you are a reason or something, please open the door
My days and nights run together in total darkness
I’m running out of breath, gasping from some soundness
I swear I don’t know how I got here
Or where I’m going and if I’ll get there
Yes! She’s here, it’s pill time, I know
What it is or for doesn’t seem to show
Till next time, waiting again by the door
Please don’t ask me why I’m pleading for more
BIG “BANG” THEORY!
Unnerstan Man! I dinnit do nuttin wrong
Thirty years, the Judge said: and banged the gong
Spiracy, dey sed, what the fuck kinda deal is dat
Public Defender adds another knotch to his stat
Ain’tcha gonna tell ‘um whutz going on heaya, boy!
I’m sorry said the DA. I couldn’t get you more, Leroy
Damn! There’s no way this is right, it’s wrong as hell
Orange jump-suit, waiting to move by the next bell
Standing twixt two Viking size guards in ankle chains
Hey Sweetie, hey cutey, raucous laughter, now the strains
Eyes wide open, staring at jeering, sneering inmates
He had no idea of what’s ahead, futility in dire straits
Small cage, a mat not much else, one of 900
Judge sippin vintage grapes, probably from 1869
The kid can’t even read a simple story
When the gavel came down thus begins the big “Bang” theory
LONELIEST PLACES….
To be sick sober and sorry and no one to tell
Pockets empty as your dreams walking a big city alley
Yearning to go home where there is none
Your public defender sez his best effort got you the max. .
A period at the end of a Dear John letter . . . .
In a jungle lying next to your buddy, who’s dead . . .
Sitting in the first pew your Dad lying in State . . .
At the interstate thumb ready just going nowhere
Eating mac and cheese at a mission shelter . . . .
3 am 2 states away trucking to get home . . . .
Staring thru the bars of your fingers at the concrete cell floor
In a singles bar nursing a long neck and a broken heart. .
You’re behind in payments and no one trusts you . . .
Suction, beeping sounds of an ICU room,
as a loved one lies terminally ill . . .
NATURE’S TOLL:
I’ve never known fear before as I do now
Ages have come and gone and has now set on me
I know we need to go where we’ve never been before
There is no definite point or starting place
A memory comes to mind as we cross that line
Subjects come to haunt as what will be awaiting
question after another, will we get there also
Friends, relatives have all gone this way I notice
Something happens and I remember one of them
A pain, a smile, a greeting, a bye as I can recall
Vivid images of appearing lines, colors turning white
Melodious harmony turning raspy, silence is a sound
Figures bending, misshapen images, shadows of now
Memories dizzy, senses feeling for compassion
Time comes, time goes on, time is now of essence . . .
OBSERVED IN CELL #1116
I could not say what I wanted to even if I tried
An immigrant I am that speaks no English at all
People come to my cell smiling and talking to me
Near as I can tell they are friendly and talkative
I know of no reason to be caged like a trapped animal
My being kept in this manner is a total newness
Medicine that I do not know of is gently given to me
It makes me tremor, nervous and insomnia is awful
I do not see a clock, calendar nor do I have any visitors
Guards, nurses, other inmates, smiling, greeting me
How long I have been here is of no significance.
No phones, no T.V., radio or any other recreation
Locked down 24/7 in this gray cell that is my home
Observed by many, reached by none, but expecting to
Where is my Mom, Dad, and all that I’m hoping for . . .
Someone please tell me what is going to happen here
I am only a child that has the same needs as yours
In your observations please note them as facts of need.
THRU THE WINDOW
A man in white, clipboard in hand stood staring
Keys clangin, a guard walks by not caring
My eyes are blank, mind racing, images disturbing
These kinds of moments, so vivid, menacing by haunting
Pacing the few steps in this iron cell, so alone
No one near, no letter or anyone on a phone
Blistering confusion leading into darkness
Not even a momentary bliss, just harshness
Reality is what you see, don’t tell me otherwise
Nothing is working, medicine or even your advice
I can’t recall what has been, or have seen
There is no clarity as clear as a dream
Four gray walls, an iron door, no way out
What’s on the other side, can’t remember any about
Bespeckled old devil telling a part of me
All about why I have this syndrome identity
They know what I’ve become, silent torment
Pills, keys changing, stares, part of my treatment
Thru the window, they know all about me . . .
INSIDE AND OUT
A beautiful sunny day, on the outside
Concrete blocks, iron bars, bleak on the inside
Young men exuberantly playing soccer, on the outside
Scars on forearm like ties on a railroad, on the inside
Graduating class, future fright, on the outside
Struggling with GED, gave up, on the inside
New job, new challenges, new sights, on the outside
Orange jumpsuit, trying to survive, on the inside
Cell phones, stem cells, terrorist cells, on the outside
Detention cells, admission cells, on the inside
Family outing, enjoying life, on the outside
Doing life without parole, on the inside
People in church asking for forgiveness, on the outside
Unforgiven, doomed to die, death row, on the inside
Reaching for the shiny brass ring, on the outside
Reality, evasive, fatigue, depression, on the inside
A man’s destiny, family following, on the outside
Inmate is his own key to freedom, on the inside
CELL #1167
I can’t see the sun but the glare and the rays
Nor the moon but the golden glow and casting shadows
Not much in sight here behind these gray walls
Can’t see, can’t think, no joy or other factors of happiness
My plight here was a blur in time that didn’t seem likely
My desires of pleasures I thought that were answers
My cell is between a man hollering and a preacher
The other door yonder has a hilariously laughing man
Over by the corner a man screaming for Brazil
Next to him a young man tightly secured to his bed
I had no friends there nor here, just users like myself
My mind is a fog of glimpses of what was at one time then
Guards, doctors, inmates, orderlies passing back and forth
Another from Seattle stands in pain, a forgotten figure
A young orderly ambles by pushing his job, a bucket, mop
Nothing happens quickly here, only if you reach an artery
Two men of Latin origin hollering somewhere to each other
You’d never know it here but the Independence day is coming
If there is reason to believe, it isn’t anywhere near here.
PRISON GAMES, HUSTLERS
Days are counted into months, years and sadness
Regret, hindsight, anger at the Gov’t for being here
Laws, damn those laws and all those that made them
Put one of their own here and see how they like it . . .
As time goes by the will of the mind takes you out
To carnivals, romances, cookouts, laughter, fun
No one is guilty here, all are appealing their fall
Many jail house lawyers here, here it’s a hustle
Quietly these hustlers seek their next victim
Promises of retrials, success stories, many wins, no loss
Hoping to get out by some means is an every day cause
Papers are scrutinized for any scant new laws
Library is full at any time of legal beagles, business
Many cases reviewed daily by jail house lawyers
What can you say, everybody wants out of here
Some are doing life or more and then some, time
Every crime, has a criminal’s story no two are alike
Prison is not a place to reform but to simmer, in anger
Here it’s a matter of survival, not of the fittest, but
It’s just another hustle to stay alive . . . .
MAIL CALL
Mail call! Mail! I haul ass
Down the line they go and right by me pass
That’s okay I say another day
Next mail call goes by the same way
Does anyone I know, write any letter
Or shall I resign myself it won’t get better
Just the same, each mail call I’m right there
All I want is one I can read beginning, Dec.
Holidays, Birthdays any day is ok for me
Just one mail would end my long spree
Hell! I’ll settle for a post card regardless
Its mail, pony express, even federal express
Mail call separates me standing alone again
I guess if I know how to write, I could begin
With one stamped, Return To Sender
IN POPULATION OF PRISON
No one ever talks nice here, just cussing and vulgarity
If you want to know something it’s best to read about it
Orange jumpers shiny chains and handcuffs
The attire and jewelry for the day here every day
Hundreds of men in compact living quarters
Space is a highly guarded commodity, even unto death
You never ask another of his crime and time
The odds of a day without any confrontation is zero
Changing of guards could be your hell for next 8 hrs
Somehow everything you do comes to light, every time
Rumors have caused serious injuries, even death
Many types of weapons are made or can be here
Safety is not in numbers, it’s watching vigilantly
You don’t see buddies here, just cellies or bunkies
Anything imaginable is made, gotten and sold here
A way to make ends meet is called a hustle
Everything and anything is a means for exchange of product
Stamps, meals, commissary goods, pills, just a few of the items
You have not seen ingenuity, creativity or art till here
Some of the country’s most creative people are locked here.
FACE AGAINST THE GLASS
On the other side is a corridor leading to no where
Or maybe it’s just that it really doesn’t matter
I am aware of all that surrounds me, four gray walls
Key dangling guards, bespectled psychs and passing inmates
Each day goes by like no other that I’m aware of
Seems like the same thought over and over again
My recollection of times brings no good to me again
Is it anger, anguish, remorse or is there a word missing
I only know so much, the rest is a mystery even to me
What you see is what you know, not me, I don’t know
Sure you say, you’re young, you can do it, but wait
Let me try to understand me through your glasses
The glass that separates you and me says it all
I’m on the inside, face pressed against the glass
You can come and go, even with you I couldn’t
Sure I’m here physically but not all of me otherwise
Can you or will you come inside and sit by me alone
I can’t see, nor understand why you and I . . . .
Have to be face to face thru this glass . .
STRANGER THAT I AM TO MYSELF
Two minds of a single man, both strangers to him
How long will I drift in this current of turmoil
I wish to know, it’s not worth the stranger that I am to myself
Pain, anguish, I can’t explain in this language
I am exhausted, I can’t separate gift or curse
One side, I’m at the center of a forlorn wilderness . . .
The other, people say I’m okay in appearance . . .
It’s quite an ordeal, my awareness and my emotions
I’ve attempted interaction with reality and lost . . .
There is an obvious thick resistance around me
Walls that are transparent but can’t be broken
The stranger that I am to myself is merciless . . .
I stand as a house in the path of a fire . . .
The fabric of my mind pays the costly prices of choice
My simple desire to travel as one, like a reaching bony area
Yearnings hanging lifeless as a limp flag at half mast
I, invariably reach one conclusion:
I will travel with myself, a stranger.
WARRIOR, CONDEMNED….
Popcorn, hot dogs, fireworks and flag fly . . .
Here in this dingy cell I sit, waiting to die . . .
Festivities out in the streets, joyous
Four cinder walls, one commode, not glorious
Looking to be nothing, all bleak as the bars
Ticker tape, honking, beauty queens atop cars
No paper, radio, T.V. alone in Isolation
Same as my destiny an Indian Reservation . . .
Men cussin, fussin, anger echoing the halls
No visits, only guards clangin keys, no calls
Thirty minute visit per month, lost that cussin a cop
Gates clang, an orderly pushin a stinking mop
Handful of rice thrown into Styrofoam trays
Haunting hungry eyes, here no one prays
Two gates down, man sings, one howls like a dog
This is where it comes to a complete end, like a sand bog
Won’t be long now, to the stronghold I’ll return
Among old campsites, there my bones shall burn.
My last shot won’t be no 80 proof, but a lethal injection
As Geronimo, Crazy Horse, Chief Joseph, I’ll die in Rejection
NO WIN SITUATION
A Ghetto, Barrio, Rural America, a Reservation
No jobs, education, poverty inside the Richest Nation
Economics, Politics, education control the Masses
Within our limits, we follow just like dumb Jackasses
Multi-Billion dollar industries galore
Technology advancing quickly above the poor
Youth, Hoods, Drugs, Guns, Prisons, booming
Overcrowded jails, wars, no prizes insight looming
President’s dog on front page News, Worldwide
Dogfood peddlers going Bonkers and Wild
Congress continually ignores the Indigenous Man
Top of the Artic to all points below is our Land
The World Organizations turning a Blind Eye
More Scope on an 80 year old falling from the Sky
Conglomerates eating up the Little Man
Frying burgers to stay alive in his land
Jets flying over, bombs, people blowup below
Meetings under flags all lined up in a single row
Resisters getting gunned down, bulldozed over
Soldiers of same blood, machine guns, Humvee Rover.
DOWN THE CORRIDOR
My wish is to just peek down the corridor
Sound of movement, voices makes me curious
Pushing at bars immovable just for a peek
I see only directly in front of my cell, a wall
People going by, nurses, docs, guards, orderlies
I love watching balloons, parades, carnivals, games
I have no phone, radio or T.V., just earsplitting silence
No light switches, no water, I have no control
I am a prisoner among other guises of torment
I ask no questions as I myself am one
I have no contact of matters of my own choice
I am in a nut shell I cannot see out of
So stop by and say what’s down the corridor.
RHYTHM OF THE DRUMZ
Morning drum in the East echoing down to the West
Smoke tipped lodges in the Great Tetons
Hogans under merciless Sun in the South
Inuit breathing ice cold weather to the North
Miskito, hunting in the Jungles of the South
There drumz in rhythm to their songs
Songs of Love, bygones, new horizons and today
Ceremonial smoke spiraling up as prayers said
Rivers, creeks, oceans Natives in awe of God . . .
Living in cadence by the Rhythm of the Drumz
Drumz beating in unity for the breath of life
Beating in thanks, each beat drawing another
A large circle of Drumz never losing a beat
Rhythm of their Drumz a language of unity.
THE PREY, THE HUNTER…
Bravery, precision, timing, protection and strength
Skill beyond reason, ceremonial commitment a must
Under some brush at the foothill of mountains
An Eagle Hunger lays prone, watchful eyes
Scanning the blue universe high above
Clouds lazily lofting in place, a shrill scream
Nerves tense, eyes alert on man, on Eagle
Slowly the Eagle circles the now moving bait
Watching the movement below, the Eagle screams
In a sudden move, folded wings, the large birds falls
Swooping toward the bait, in a blinding speed
Rawhide covered arm, muscled, ready to grasp
Wings flap open as fierce talons open to grab
Both legs, talons extended, a muscular arm
Grabs the legs, pulls the Eagle down, fighting
CIRCLE OF FIRES
Tell me of your coming, your begging and Origin
Did you see the test of time in the circle of fires
Could you see what was happening on your way here
Or did you just come here to do what has been done
As the Eagle whistle softly blows among smoke of sage
I am in awe of your presence, your cruelty, meanness. .
Thus far I have witnessed blood splattering trails
Chattering of gatling guns, barks of police dogs and carbines
Small time men can’t avoid laws of elimination, everlosing
Conglomerate decisiveness applied by the party groups
Fattened cattle, wallets by a chosen few millions starving
My heritage, my ancestors, blood soaking in mass graves
Let’s close that merciless window and break the pains
As the Sun rises, and sets, what life will be forever
Looking back thru the rear view mirror of being
Lonely campsites, abandoned farms, fields of misery
Rocks still encircle ancient camps and fires
Flowers bloom among ashes of bones and history
Things die and are gone but you and I . . .
Shall we attempt unity or shall we just Die . . .
TRAUMATIZED!
From Geronimo, Crazy Horse, Chief Joseph and me
From rickety prison wagon to Con-Air . . . .
Terrorism, wars, capitalism, war mongering
Gatling guns, Brownings, Cannons, diseased blankets
Bio-logical war, uraniums, scores of Navaho dead
Wounded Knee, Sand Creek, massacres called battles
38 natives hung by President, after a fair trial . . . . .
prison time for not saluting a flag or stand for a judge
Democracy traced after a nationhood of natives
Deceptive riders, bills disruptingly change lives
Or make history, your choice of what you may think
As acts trod treaties before the ink dries
Ancestors gave so we may progress, not so
Turmoil, killings, guns, deception laced thru Treaties
Ponies, guns, lands, never returned as promised
One hundred and fifty years later, lies still inked
Laws created to appease theft, fraud, embezzlement
Is there no integrity outside of trust, I guess not
Why so much negativism? That’s all I’ve ever known
Private schools, militia academies, selective training
All aimed to keep me bound, openly, however . . .
I have learned to stand among the ashes . . . .
JUDAS…
Disparity came in billowing clouds of darkness
I have no strength or yearning for tomorrow
I feel the self contempt of Judas . . . .
I cannot separate reason or guilt
Thoughts of many patterns of flight came
Overwhelmed by my desire to escape
Inhaling self pity with eyes and hope downcast
Gasping for air of life vomiting out my pleas
Nothing mattered anymore where I was
I will worry no one no more as I will be . . . .
I’m no quitter, I’m only going as far as I can
Please don’t hold my choice in memory
As I take my last glance
Towards the direction of nowhere . .
From which there is no return. .
LAKOTA CAMP IN HOT SPRINGS
Greenish clear hot springs, orange fishes
Moss waving like dancing shawls from bottom
Dark smoked tipped tipi, scattered near by
Painted horses lazily grazing along banks
A meadowlark in the brush warbling loudly
High above, jagged rocks reaching for the skies
Lazy white clouds gently shadowing down below
A string of ponies laden with fresh buffalo meat
Trills, tremolos, laughing children, barking dogs
Running to meet the successful hunters
Women leading packed ponies to unload
Young boy starting campfires to cook
Young maidens, eagerly cutting meat to dry
Elders patiently waiting for hot buffalo stew
The whole camp is bustling anew, drums pounding
Successful hunt songs echoing off canyon walls
The sudden noise brings curious buzzards above
Puppies growling over discarded buffalo pieces
A hot sun is witnessing all that is below
Another good day in a Lakota camp.
GREAT PLAINS
Soft short yelps of a young wandering coyote
No answer, plains, yellow grass, rolling forever
Haze of purple hovering around the Black Hills
Majestic needles like bony fingers, reaching up
Soft white underbelly of a pronghorn, grazing
A sharp bark of a prairie dog sentry, warning.
Great bald eagle slowly circling high above
Buzzards arguing and squabbling over carcass
A large rope like rattler coiled under the sun
Nothing but cacti, buffalo grass and blue yonder
Moon like surface, merciless heat, no shade
Badlands, vast scenery of pastel colours
Beautiful, yet a dangerous unforgiving place
No water, sudden sink holes, nothing but vastness
Sudden black Thunder Clouds coming from the West
Bolts of lightening, clapping of thunders, refreshing
Toads jumping out of secret holes, daring
Dry wood floating down what was a dry bed
Sun shining, green sprouts, clouds hovering lazily
Another season, foothills of the Black Mountains
SIGNS OF TIME
I have often wondered what time consists of
Is twelve numbers on a manmade wall ornament
You hear things that time heals all wounds
Or time is of the essence or that time will tell
There was a point when all was void and dark
And the spirit moved on the face of the waters
What time was it then, was it the beginning of time
Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the ending
Is time anything in between, then and maybe now
Is age a time table or is age just a period of growth
Heaven and Earth shall pass away, God has said:
So would passage of elements be a gauge of time
Will we, or are we able to feel time in any shape or form
It looks old, it feels old, feels like old times, it smells old. .
So tell me, if time is someone, like God is forever
Alpha and Omega, all is God and only he is time . . .
And the rest is just signs of time . . .
YOU’LL BE MY FRIEND
When I grow up I want to be bigger and taller than all
I’m so tired of looking up to everyone because I’m small
My brother, my sister, everybody is bigger than me
I can’t wait when I get big I’ll be 8 ft. three
Bigger and taller than all then we’ll see
Because I’ll listen to you and even put you on my knee
I won’t shoo you away and say mean things to you
I’ll politely ask if I can be of any assistance too
I’ll be tall enough to reach the cookie jar
Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches even in my car
You can even have the bottom bunk with me on top
To the tree house we’ll go and the rope ladder I’ll drop
You will be welcomed to my club
I’ll even run your water in the tub
When me and my friends go out
You won’t have to stay and pout
You’ll be high on my shoulders as we walk
And no one will tell you shush when you talk
When we play games you can make a mistake
Comes time for my birthday will get the biggest piece of cake
Because I’ll be your friend at 8 foot three
So until then it’s just you and me
DUST IF YOU MUST
Dust if you must but wouldn’t it be better
To paint a picture or write a letter,
Bake a cake or plant a seed
Ponder the difference between
Want and need?
Dust if you must but there’s not much time,
With rivers to swim and mountains
To climb
Music to hear and books to read
Friends to cherish and life to lead.
Dust if you must but the world’s out there
With the sun in your eyes, the wind in your hair
A flutter of snow, a shower of rain
This day will not come around again
Dust if you must but bear in mind
Old age will come and it’s not kind
And when you go and go you must
You, yourself will make more dust
Remember, a house becomes a home
When you can write “I love you”
On the furniture.
MY SPECIAL FRIEND, MY WOMAN
The beauty of my Friend is in the Smile
Like a favorite sweater, the warmth stays Awhile
Many times in fear we clung to each other
Other times, so ecstatically happy, oh Brother!
From the time I saw her, since then Groomed
Do this and that, I obliged and bloomed
Nothing is ever wrong, just an exciting Dare
Always seeking to please her because I Care
The scent of her, the softness of her Touch
Till we are together, even the next time is too Much
We garden, we wash the truck, we hope Together
At time we differ only to realize there’s more to Weather
When we argue, it’s because of many places to Be
So as we decided, when, where and what to See
I expect more of her because of her Capability
And when she asks, I give it all my Ability
My woman, my friend, all that I can embrace
As I will court her lifelong, I rest my case.
Lakota
THE WAY YOU ARE TO ME
As fresh as a blooming morning glory is your smile
Your eyes soft and endearing your voice sensual as a caress
For me you will always be the rising sun and the moon’s glow
Your energy, wild horses couldn’t for power compete
Your strut is the flow of accurate motion unlimited
Perfect slope of your shoulders like a rise into a meadow
Your ease and confidence like a solid polished oak
Your nearness cherished beyond comparison of any definition
The trouble of holding you is to letting you go so soon
Where the bank meets the water is as natural as you
Clouds floating lazily not in any haste to leave like me
Soft rain sprinkling, tickling my being is how you affect me
The earth has it’s axis, milky way it’s path; the stars their places
Rivers into oceans, plants from seeds, our hearts together
No wish as sincere as mine to be yours till no more
As close as a stamp on an envelope, tattoos on skin
My need of you like air to lungs, beats to a heart
May we always be, as this is how it should be
You and me, me and you, so on and on and on.
The way it will be.
WHAT WOULD YOU SAY
Would you care to tell someone to tell me that it’s over
I am no longer able to believe a bare soul has a cover
Theaters, carnivals, holidays are out the window of pain
My emotions as limp as a ball cap in a pouring rain
My mind’s eye sees the joy my physical one felt tears
It feels like a hitchhiker with no offers, sorrowing in beers
Between you and I you are only a stamp away
I noticed your letters gradually quit coming my way
These bars and four gray walls offer no comfort
The iron door is locked, friends to be guards made no effort
A warrior sheds no tears but the emptiness is overwhelming
Threadbare my soul is exposed as your absence is condemning
Never again will I fully feel joy, anticipation or soundness
Your freedom I can understand your departure isn’t harmless
The moon has lost its glow, the loon and dove lonelier
My cell, my thoughts from pain has no barrier
I stood attempting to relight fires gone under
In loss my heart pounding like echoing thunder
What would you say in my predicament
Please tell me in a letter of endearment.
LITTLE RUNNING BEAR
TONTO’S STORY
(WAUNSILA)
In the black hills of South Dakota, a young boy watched his uncle (Leksi), father (Ate’) and grandfather (Tunkasila) prepare for the hunt (Wanasa).
Tonto was his name. He was hungry. The people in the camps were hungry. Food was getting low. It was winter, cold and a snow blizzard had blown through three days before.
Today, the sky was bright and blue, but Tonto was still cold. His little leggins were stiff against the wind. He would like to be in the warm tent where the fire was with his mother.
Ate’ said to Tonto “son, you must now become a young man. You must become Titunwan (a warrior who looks after the camp).” Tonto did as his father directed. He was learning how to prepare tools for skinning animals that may be brought back from the hunt (Wanasa). He learned how to apoya (smudge with sage) the horses. On this clear but windy day, Tonto worked hard helping his Leksi, Ate’ and Tunkasila. The camp was already in full activity of chanting songs for a good hunt. Tonto was proud that he was becoming a Titunwan (a warrior who looks after the camp). He knew how important it was for the hunting party to go safely and return with abundant food, so the people would not be hungry.
That night Leksi, Ate’ and Tunkasila invited Tonto to sit around the camp fire with them. The hunters of the Tiospaye (a camp of the extended relatives-the camp of the family) would be leaving at first light of morning.
Tunjasuka (grandfather) said to Tonto as he sat looking into the campfire “you have become a Titunwan this day. You have worked hard. There is still one lesson you must complete before the Titunwan Wanaso Okalakiciye. Before dawn take all of our remaining food and divide and share equally with everyone in the Tiospaye. We cannot leave on the hunt until you do this. This Sioux virtue is called Waunsila. It is the 5th Pole of the teepee lodge. Every Sioux warrior must learn and practice this virtue.
Tonto awoke before first light. He gathered all food of the family that was still left. He went to the teepee of each family member, the elderly first, then Unci, Ina, Tunwin, Wakanyeya and even the puppies shared.
Young Tonto had learned one of 13 virtues important to the Sioux Nation – Waunsila – to share, even when there was lack of abundance. He now mounted his pony and prepared to ride with the Wanasa (hunt).
THE THIRTEEN LACOTA VIRTUES
13 tip: Skirting Pins
1. Waunsila - caring for others
2. Wacante ognaka - do things from the heart
3. Wanakunke - obedient – listens
4. canté tinza - bravery
5. Waacanksisni - regards the Lacota way
6. Iyoho sani - sharing, giving
7. Otanla - honest; integrity
8. Woksape - wisdom, knowledge
9. Waihakta - waits on others, patient
10. Tawacin zani - sound mind
11. Unsiiciya - humble
12. Wakwake - not boisterous
13. Waahopa - respectful
JERRY WAYNE
You meet all types in prison. Everyone is guilty of something but many inmates are not guilty of what they are serving time for. Of course, many are.
Some guys like Jerry Wayne and I just ponied up and said “yep, I did it, punish me, and let’s get this spanking over with”. Then follows the long, painful process of what criminal justice used to call “debt to society”. This is a bit archaic for today’s world, but it all boils down to serving time, one way or another.
Jerry Wayne diffuses the pain with humor. Intelligent, socially conscious, you must read his “Confessions from Prison”.
Thank you, Jerry; you made the path a little less thorny.
LETTER #1
BOBBY BARE
Dear Aaron,
Cowboy Up! Yeehaw! I’ve got some ostrich cowboy boots and a couple pretty nice Resistol cowboy hats that would be perfect for a nite at Shawnna’s Beer Garden and the rodeo arena. And if you think I’m a pretty good size guy, wait ‘till you see the effect 2-1/2 inch boot heels and 7 inches of hat make! (Poor, poor horse that totes my big ass around!)
Glad to see you are staying busy with multiple projects. The rodeo arena sounds exciting. Shawnna’s sounds fun, the condo project sounds proffittable, and the roustabout company sounds like you’ve lost your mind. ha ha. Oh well, 3 out of 4 ain’t bad. (Just kidding my Dad and I made more than a few nickels in the oilfield doing just that.)
Quick note back to the rodeo arena – Did I ever tell you about my foray into the quarter horse business? My buddy Chris ____ told me that for 5 thou, he’d sell me ¼ interest in his quarter horses. Chris was a pretty good dude, needed the money, and I’d probably piss off 5 grand on something frivolous anyway. Unfortunately, Chris later informed me our horses were not the ones that ran at Ruidoso, but rather the ones located in front of Supermarkets that require 25 cents to operate. Bye Bye 5 thou. So long quarter horse business.
Thanks for asking about the kids.
Catherine, my beautiful, beautiful daughter is a freshman at Texas Lutheran. Fearless from the day we brought her home from the hospital, 18 years ago, she’s tacking college basketball (full ride scholarship), college
academics and newfound freedoms with the same tenacity she has shown throughout her life. And boy does she know how to work her Dad. We had this conversation last week:
Sounding dejected – Cat – “Dad, I’ve got a little problem.”
Me: “What is it baby?”
Sounding defected – Cat – “Well Dad, algebra was killing me. I Just couldn’t get it. So I dropped the class. (long pause)
But before you say anything, (another long pause) (now sounding extremely upbeat,) I joined the young Democrats here on campus.”
Sounding proud – Me – “All is forgiven baby.”
Does this girl know how to manipulate me or what?
As for my son, Jason remains the World’s Greatest Son. Currently doing his student teaching. A contract player with the Laredo Entertainment Center (he acts as an accompanist with big name acts that perform there), has a part time gig with a local club as a member of their house band (Jazz ensemble), and sits 1st chair trombone with the Laredo Symphony. (My contribution to his musical skills are very limited, I can change the radio from Am to FM on a good day). At 23, he’s also stepped up to handle some home duties in my absence. I am a “fuck-up” in many areas, but I have been truly blessed with 2 wonderful children.
You asked about the treatment program here. I am not in yet, and as I wait more and more ‘short timers’ are arriving and my out date continues to slide. In all honesty, I don’t know how it’s going to work out. Seems their program is based on the “12 step” model, and I’m not much of a 12
step kinda guy. I’ve never tasted marijuana, only drank Bud Lite and Crown Royal, am terrified of needles, and think people are crazy to take any kind of sedative at all. And that only leaves the all powerful cocaine. My experience with cocaine allowed me to buy a 1500 acre ranch, build a new home, gamble like a fiend, and get laid more often than Warren Beatty. Not exactly a wealth of bad experiences to choose from. But we shall see.
No news to report from any of the fellas, save one. CJL to quote some of the young guys “A straight up piece of shit.” Enough said.
Well close for now. Definitely enjoy your letters and hope you continue to write (looking forward to an early release of your book).
Best of luck in all future ventures – including the roustabout crew, God forbid. Please pass along pleasantries to the lovely Ms Jane. If she makes your life complete, I have no question that she is one hell of a gal!
Till next time, JERRY
PS You mentioned Shawnna’s might someday host some big name acts, i.e. my bud Willie. That brought to mind an experience I had a few years back. Thought you might enjoy. Here goes.
Bobby Bare
Please allow me to tell you about how I met one of my musical heroes, Mr. Bobby Bare. Mr. Bare is probably more my parents generation than mine, but I grew up listening to country and western music, and my musical tastes (along with several other nuances) seem to run about 20 years out of sync.
Bobby Bare was/is as country as buttermilk biscuits. He sang the songs of my youth, “Detroit City”, “500 Miles Away From Home”, “Lincoln Park Inn”, and on and on. Beautiful country ballads from a tall, good looking southerner who spoke with enough of a country drawl to make me proud of my Southern heritage. He also recorded hit after hit of novelty songs, fun stuff like “The Winner”, “Marie LaVeaux”, and more.
So here we have a handsome southern fellow with a helluva voice, a good sense of humor (the novelty songs), he likes to hunt and fish – (I’d seen him on t.v. on outdoors programs) – and his public personna was one where everyone thought “Me and that ‘ole boy would really get along fine”.
Mr. Bare has had a heck of a career. But, as in all aspects of life, it has had its ups and downs. A certain ebb and flow it you will. It was during one of the ebb cycles that Mr. Bare found himself booked to perform at the Helotis Corn Festival in Helotis, Texas.
The Helotis Corn Festival is along the lines of the Freer Rattlesnake Round Up, the Luling Watermelon Thump, or the Gonzales Come-And-Take-It shindig. Not exactly national spot light center stage, but hey, it helps pay the bills for a waining entertainer.
So here we have a MAJOR C&W performer appearing at a venue where there might be 1500 attendees. As a hug B.B. fan, I PLAN TO BE ONE OF THOSE 1500! The chance of a lifetime to hear a crooning hero warble a few notes in person.
Cut scene to Helotis Corn Festival.
It’s around 8 pm and find myself just outside the performing arena, catching a little fresh air before joining
1500 others to listen to the great Bobby Bare. I’m standing around with an ice cold Bud Lite in my hand (1 of a great many which had graced my hand that day). 3 or 4 others had also ducked outside for a quick smoke and some air before the show started.
We are standing just outside exit stage left, and who should come sauntering up asking if anyone has an extra beer? Bobby Bare himself! Wholly shit! This is The Guy The Man. In the flesh. And he’s gonna have a beer with us.
From somewhere a beer miraculously appeared, and here stands this country superstar drinking, smoking, and shooting the breeze with 4 fans. I could not believe it! Hell, I wasn’t just going to hear the concert, I was hanging out with the man. We were gonna be buds.
All except for 1 tiny little problem. I froze. I’m talking can’t move an inch, can’t utter a word, can’t make a sound. Froze. And all of a sudden I’m confused as hell. I don’t know whether to wipe my watch or wind my ass. What can I do? Here is Bobby – Frickin – Bare standing 4 feet away, bullshitting with 4 morons, and I’m standing there shaking like a dog shitting peach seeds. I am froze!
After a bit someone produced a sharpee, and he starts signing autographs for these other 3 assholes (I hate these people by now). He signed a hat, a tee shirt, a pair of boots, a program, and who knows what else. From inside I hear the opening act winding down. I’ve got to break out of my funk and speak. But how do I address him? Do I call him Bobby? Or, Mr. Bare? Or Bear? My IQ is well above room temperature, but for the life of me I cannot figure out how to address this man. Finally I blurt out something that comes out as “Hey Bearbby”. Bearbby? Where the hell did that come from? Bearbby? I don’t know who Bearbby is, but I’ve got Bobby Bare’s attention and he steps towards me. Sharpee in hand, ready to give me an autograph.
My mind is racing 200 miles per hour (it was probably only about 12 MPH, but a full days worth of Bud Lites made it seem like 200). Now I have got to make up for screwing up his name. But how? I know! I’ll be funny! Hell, I’m a funny guy, right? I can get off a quick quip. So here stands Bobby Bare, directly in front of me, pen in hand, and I say………….”As long as your signing shit, how about writing me a check?”
Good Gawd Almight! “Write me a check? Where the fuck did that come from? It was as if an evil ventriloquist entered my body and said those words. “Write me a check”. I guess it had somehow sounded funny to my brain, but when the words spilled out of my mouth it went over like a turd in a punchbowl. Not very appealing.
In the background I can here the band start up his intro music. Mr. Bare adjusts his cowboy hat, bids the other 3 fans a fond farewell, and enters stage left. Just as he is closing the door, he looks back towards me, smiling, and shakes his head.
And for 20 years I’ve been able to say that once met the great Bobby Bare.
LETTER #2
Dear Aaron,
Incarceration sucks, big time. Separation from family, estrangement of those close to you, the measurable loss of tangible items, the immeasurable loss of intangibles, all these things add up together to make a sum total of 1 hell of a bad deal. When all is said and done, when you’ve lost everything, you come to the realization that you’ve still got to deal with the day to day drudgery of prison life.
There are certain commonalties that we (inmates) all live with. Most all of us have a little piss-ass job of some sort. We work anywhere from 20 minutes to 6 hrs a day (doesn’t sound like a lot, but hey, this is the federal government here. And it’s still a heavier work load than the bureaucrats they have watching over us.) We all eat at the same time. We all go “lights-out” when instructed. We all get up at the same hour. But there are also differences (from inmate to inmate) in how we spend our time.
Each individual must find a way to fill his idle time, to do his “bit”. And these can be quite unique. A few silver screen portrayals come to mine: Some run (“Eddie Macon’s Run” Kirk Douglas, circa 1982), some plan escape (“Alcatraz” Clint Eastwood, circa 1980), some champion change (“Brubaker” Robert Redford, circa 1979), some meditate “Ghandi” Ben Kingsley, circa 1985), some write (“Hurricane Carter” Denzel Washington, circa 1996), some perform miracles (“The Green Mile” Tom Hanks, circa 2003), some get turned into girlie-man (“The Shawshank Redemption” Tim Burton, circa 1992). You can mull your past, bemoan the present, or fret your future. You can read (my personal favorite), you can work out and get that ever popular prison physique, you can lay in bed all day and play
with your pee-pee (a close 2nd to my other favorite, reading), or you can simply become catatonic to it all.
Grisham and Haig, Confucius and Nitche, Hemmingway and Tolstoy, and a host of others, I’ve tried to leave no genre untried. Of the over 1000 novels I’ve read in the past few years, 3 rise head and shoulders above the rest: #3 – Angela’s Ashes”, by Frank McCourt, #2 – an old standard, still poignant today, “To Kill a Mockingbird”, by Harper Lee, and #1 – “Lonesome Dove”, by Larry McMurtry.
I am a self proclaimed “Lonesome Dove-ologist”. I have read Lonesome Dove in its epic entirety at least 6 times. Cover to cover. I’m not talking about perusing the slow sports (cause there ain’t any) and re-reading just the good parts (hell, it’s all good!). I pick it up, start at “You pigs git!” and don’t quit ‘till old Cal has drug Gus’s 1 legged dead-ass back to Texas to be buried. I read it all, and as such, am a certified expert on all things “Lonesome Dove”.
I personally believe Lonesome Dove is the literary equivalent of a golfer’s hole-n-one, a pitcher’s perfect game, a runner’s 3 minutes 40 sec mile, a race car driver’s Daytona championship, a 300 game bowling, or sex with Cindy Crawford. It is as good as it gets!
Lonesome Dove had such an impact on me, I felt behooved to read the rest of Mr. McMurtry’s works. I read all I could find, a substantial list of short stories, essays, reviews, contemporary novels, 1800s adventures and western sagas. Hell, I’d have read the man’s laundry list if I could have found it, ‘cause when he puts pen to paper, it is pure genius.
And then I stumbled upon a screenplay he co-wrote. Brokeback Mountain. A ‘lil diddy about 2 cowboys. What blasphemy! McMurtry and gay cowboys? Say it ain’t so, Joe! No way. (scratch that poor terminology based on subject matter). I have a hard time believing Mr. McMurtry could conjure up a scenario involving gay cowboys. How?????
Having been exposed to Brokeback Mountain, I now find myself questioning and re-examining several aspects of Lonesome Dove. My psyche can’t help but to ask a few pointed questions and offer a few new insights.
What the fuck happened???
Has Gus done gone Gucci???
Is Cal wearing bikini briefs under those
chaps???
How many of the boys from the Hat Creek
Cattle Company had a little sugar in the
tank???
Was ‘lil Newt light-in-the-loafers, too???
Exactly how did “Pea-Eye” get his nickname?
And Lippy??
Remember Gus’s saying “Woodrow don’t
take to no whores, ‘cept Maggie.” Now we
know why.
Poor Lori Darlin – the only whore within 150
miles – couldn’t make a living! If it weren’t
for Gus and the piano player, she never would
have got a poke.
Up ‘till Jake Spoon took up w/Lori, there was
little (if any) face-to-face fuckin’ going on in
Lonesome Dove.
“Ride him, Cowboy” takes on a whole new
meaning.
Reason behind the big stampede: can anyone
say “moo-moo, buc-a-roo”, and so on and on.
Them cowboys didn’t walk funny ‘cause they
were saddle sore, guarantee you that.
I never knew what led Jake Spoon to strike
out on his own ‘till now. Who in their right mind would want to ride day after day with a bunch of rump rangers.
When Dish and Jasper got into a fight, were
they really fighting? Or maybe just holding each other nice and tight, rolling round and round?
And what’s up with Roscoe making Janey
walk across ½ of Arkansas. Guess the old pervert didn’t want an 18 year old healthy female settin’ straddle of his hoss!
There is more, of course, but it is just too sad to think about. I was going to lay down and practice my 2nd favorite way of passing idle prison time, but my heart just wouldn’t be in it after thinking about the Lonesome Dove boys.
Jerry
LETTER #3
Dear Aaron,
Received your letter yesterday. Great to hear from y’all. Sorry to ready about old friend Lonnie landing in purgatory. He’s a good lad. If I had to guess what went wrong, my first 3 choices would be skoal, skoal, or skoal. We all have our Achilles Heel; his just happens to be located between cheek and gum.
In answer to request to publish “Letter from Prison” in conjunction with yours, James Bond’s (sorry – I don’t know K.G.B. Bob’s real name), and assorted others. My answer is, of course a resounding PUBLISH AWAY – YES! Forever the ultimate optimist, I’ve been thinking of how to spend my portion of the proceeds after we hit the Times Best Seller list, Oprah’s Book Club, and the Week’s prick of the week. I figure 1.4 million hard cover initial printing, 6 hundred thousand 2nd run, and a stay atop the paper back charts that’ll have people saying “Harry Who?”. If my accounting is correct (and I’m pretty damn good with numbers), my share should just about cover ½ my debt to G.A. and Jane. Bless yall.
Ed. Note (Be careful as hell in pursuing this thing. I need not remind you of “association” restrictions we face, but there is damn sure more than 1 way to skin a cat, and I bet you find it.)
When (notice I say when, not if) When said book sales go platinum, or gold, or silver, or even rust, we will no doubt be called upon to do book signings. By virtues of being 1st to think of this (I got Dibs), I’m going to be first of the triumvirate to specify my book signing wills and wonts.
Book Signing Clause of JWA
I volunteer for all book stores that also sell
porn.
I’ll also take all book stores within walking
distance of a titty bar.
Prefer to stay south of the Mason-Dixon
(them’s my people, y’all).
I refuse to go to Florida. Ain’t nothin’ down
there but old people and their parents, all stuck in the left lane with their blinkers on. I don’t do Florida.
No book store/coffee shops. No Starbucks. I
don’t like coffee or people that do.
I’ll need beverages provided during my
signings.
8 till noon – Bloody Mary’s
Noon to 2 – Crown and Water
2 to 4 – Crown over ice
4 to closing – Crown from the jug (this will probably be “photos with author” instead of conventional autograph time. Might be a ‘lil too schnockered to spell my name).
So, per your letter, old buddy GA, getting ready to pull the entreprenurial plug, is he? Yeah, Um hum Right Gotcha –Kay. (wink wink, nod nod). As long as we’re predicting the future re: G.A. sitting on his thumbs, please allow me to offer a few other insights with about the same degree of probability:
President Clinton and First Gentleman Bill
will declare their undying love for each other and promise a strictly monogamous relationship from here on out.
JWA and new friend Trey Allen will go on a
health food kick, culminating in a 1-2 finish in the 2008 Boston Marathon (kick them ‘lil Ethiopian asses back across the pond).
Rush Limbaugh will be named Chairman of
the Democratic National Committee.
Paris Hilton will win an Oscar.
Al Franken will wed that caustic-ass Coulter
bitch.
Willie Nelson will be named drug czar in the
new Clinton administration.
Dick Cheney will be voted People magazine’s
“Most likeable man in America”.
Gasoline will average 32.9 a gallon.
Peace will reign throughout the Middle East.
Obama will find Osama in Omaha. This
breaking news story will cause tongue tied, lisp inflicted Babwa Wawa (Barbara Walters) to retire.
Glad to read that you guys were able to get away for a few days down in the hill country. That area has to be 1 of the absolutely best kept secrets in Texas. Beautiful country, friendly folks, an “Artsy” type feel that will rival anything Santa Fe, Aspen, or Monterrey Peninsula has to offer. I love it down there.
I’m glad y’all enjoyed. Simple pleasures, huh.
Down to 5 months and counting ‘till end of RDAP. No deal breakers thus far. Per your advice, I say “your right, I’m wrong.”, and “hallellujah” every now and then, I’ll probably make it. The “your right, I’m wrong” portion is not hard at all, I just treat it like marriage.
Please pass along pleasantries to the lovely Ms J. Hope all is well in the world of academia.
Will write again soon. Got a couple little things I’m working on that y’all might enjoy. Take care buddy,
Your friend, Jerry
LETTER #4
TRANSPORTOLOGIST
Dear Aaron,
Hola from Florence FPC. Hope this letter finds all well in scenic Midland/Odessa/Permian Basin. Federal Prison Camp remains the mundane “Ground Hog Day” repetitious existence you probably remember – SSDD (same shit, difference day)… We do have a bit of excitement on tap for tomorrow. Attorney General Albert Gonzales has a visit scheduled for the compound, undoubtedly to tour the Super Max Administrative Maximum Prison that is part of the complex. A quick walk thru after which he can return to Congress and request another budget increase of a 1/1 zillion or so “to make sure these terrorists are locked away forever.” His visit has caused the expected cleaning fury benefiting a beauracrat of his stature. These sumbitches are washing, waxing, and spit-shining anything and everything that’s not moving.
Hey, I got a new job! No more wrapping plastic knife, spoon, and fork into a napkin folded just so. No sir. Too valuable for mere kitchen work. I am now, (cue drum roll)…….. a bus driver! Or, as I like to call it, a transportologist. The camp supplies support service inmate/workers for the other prisons here in the complex, a FCI medium, a USP maximum, and the Feds Crown Jewel in the penal world, the Administrative Maximum Prison for the worst of the worst, home to such high profile inmates as Ted Kazinski, aka the Uni Bomber, Eric Rudolf aka the Olympic Bomber, Al Zarquawi and 100 or so other domestic “terrorists”. Woody Harrelson’s father (who you will remember as the assassin of Federal Judge John Wood in San Antonio, Tx circa 1982. And 3 or 4 hundred other brethren of kindred spirits.
My job as transportologist is to drop off and pick up work crews at the various other institutions. I aspire to someday follow the footsteps of my mentor and a great American – AARON – and possibly become town driver! Wow! Can you imagine.
Quick note about previous job in kitchen as a silver wear (plastic) – wrapper-upper. Patricia told Jason what my job was. Jason in turn told Catherine, tho he included very little detail. She wrote me. “Jason says you’re becoming a rapper. That is so cool Dad, Good luck.” Somehow I think she has the impression I made up bad rhymes to words like “bee-ahch, “ho”, and “motherxxxxxer”, a rapper, not a wrapper.
AARON, before closing, I’ve got to touch on an embarrassing situation I find myself in (as if prison alone is not enough). To steal an oilfield expression, I’m in a nine-line bind with no help insight. I have a $$ dilemma that in times past looks so petty as to cause me laugh, but in my current environ could cause my head to get busted, me to go to the hole, my DAP program to be rescinded, the sky to fall, etc., etc.
Long story short, I need 300 dollars as a short term loan. I should be able to pay you back within 3 months (based on conversation with my Uncle James in Blytheville, Ark). Tough for me to ask, but I need help my friend. If, by the grace of God (and 3 other white men), you can help, I’ll be eternally grateful. If y’all can’t, I understand. 300 dollars when I was in high cotton was tip money. As I sit here with pencil in hand, I’m nervous as hell about raising it time is of the essence. Yesterday was 2 weeks too late. If you/y’all can help, I need $300 sent overnight.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/234 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!