the guards as they drag themselves out
re slurped over still carrying a piece of this place with them.

Officers are tethered to this place with golden handeuffs, Most prisons are located in smll
nural towns with limited job opportunities. Gorrectiomal officers don't need any experiernce or
Quantifiable skills; high school diplom and a heartbeat suffice, Their union guarantees them
a livirg wage and excellent benefits, but all that stability cames at a price,

Prison guards have same of the highest rates of depression ard suicide. Their life expectarcy

1S worse than that of an inmate after release. You don't think they're counting down the years
until they eam their freedom? Or do you believe they dresmt of growing up to work as a glorified
bab%(s)%]t{egh %kxacld_rg ass cracks for contraband? They know prison changes them -~ the only question
1s much

I think T heard it best by an officer close to retirenent, 'We're surrounded by society's garbage
for decades. We witness or are subject to violence and manipulation on an almst daily basis;
until we're nutb to it. The other day an imate killed himself by pulling out his own guts.

All T could thirk was, I wonder what's for luch? That's not romal. That's some PISD-type shit."

They're so miserable I almost feel sorry for them. They never laugh and herdly smile. T wonder
if that's part of their training -~ look hard and they'll leave you alone. At least we can find
Joy in the mndane: a game of cards with our friends, a call with our family, camissary, a walk
in the yard, ete. Although, T don't allow myself to pity them; they choose to be here,

In prison, I see pain and suffering in the eyes of everyone regardless of the color of their uniform,
These walls have dark megic capable of taking so muxch from a man, any man. So, I pray for AIL
of us. T hope we can all leave this place as soon as possible.

The reality is we should be looking for ways to work together and make this place more bearable
and lessen the damage. If we could only humble ourselves and see esch other as the poor, ignorant,
bastards we all are -- put our humanity first -- then maybe, one day, I could look out my window
and see happiness and hope in the eyes of everyone,

By Lec Cardez | Permission granted tc edit as necessary; no further approval needed.
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