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If you are new to my writings, I like to, from time to
time, share some of my older journals from when I first got
here at USP Tucson, in December of 2012. So much has happened,
and there is so much growth in learning how to live in prison.
Not every story is about who got stabbed, or some ruffian who
doesn't know how to act; television has done a terrific job on
making every fallen man worthless. My hope by my journals is
to shed light that there is value in every man, but sometimes

we as inmates have to see it in ourselves in other inmates.

The following journal comes from my December 19th,
2013 entry; at this time (June of 2016) has been almost 3
years, and the journal was about a year AFTER I got here. I
think, when I write, I am only sharing maybe 10% of what I
could actually write; consider that I've been writing for 3+

years... imagine what I can share.

Don't get confused here; I got here (USP Tucson) early
December of 2012, and started writing entries a week later, by
mid December of 2012. THIS entry is based off almost a year
AFTER I got here, mid-December of 2013. As I type this, it is

June of 2016.
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Anywhere, as I always say, when there is a point I
need to share more, or "color" in some extra comments, I will
"pause" during the journal, to kinda step out of the thought

to share more insight with you. Ok, let's begin...

December 19th, 2013: It's 9am on a canteen Thursday.
Yesterday we got our Christmas Package, which was BETTER than
last year's. We got Egg Nog too. Today, while I was taking a
shower, I was reminded of how God blessed us to be able to
receive a nice package. Everybody got one: from the best to
the worst of us. God blessed us all, and I was reminded of how

God prospered us all.

(PAUSE: In Federal prisons, inmates get what is called
a "Christmas Package"; a bag full of goodies, dependant on
the compound. Some get snacks, some hygiene, some clothing, or
some mix. USP Tucson gives out a big plastic bag of snacks.
It's a good morale boost during the holidays, and we all enjoy

2.

I noted early that God blessed us: surely He did, but

note, it's not the prison that GAVE it to us. The packages are
paid for by OUR canteen money. The more we spend in the year
in canteen, the better the package. Some thought that the

prison actually spent money on us...

pardon me while I laugh a few minutes....

Anyway, let's continue...
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My prayer is often for healing, prosperity and
protection for us. So God came through for us yesterday. He
also gave me wisdom of how to deal with Abe. For a whole day,
I didn't talk to him, and he was wondering what he did to make
me mad. I forgave him long before, but how to deal with it, I
wasn't sure. I had planned what I was going to say; I had it

all figured out.

(PAUSE: If you've read a number of my journals, you
know of Abe. Abe was so much like my little brother, and we
were cellies for a time. He was like 22 (but looked like he
was 18), and we got along very well. We did have differences,
but we always talked it out. But at this period of time, we
were playing around, and he bit my finger, and I was upset
about it. And when I get upset at somebody, I don't talk to

them.

I knew I had to talk to him sometime, but I was fuming
as to what to do about it. But I also knew I had to forgive
the kid. I knew he didn't mean it, but I had to make a point.
So for a day or so, I didn't speak to him... he knew something
was wrong, but didn't know how to deal with it. It was up to
me, the older one, to resolve this situation. Ok, let's

continue...)

Yesterday afternoon, while we were on lockdown to get
our Christmas Package, it was quiet in our cell. Abe sat on

his bed, quiet...and confused...and sad. I looked at him,




