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“Recovery is a process of change through 

which individuals improve their health and 

wellness, live a self-directed life, and strive to 

reach their full potential.” 

-SAMHSA Working Definition of Recovery
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Prologue by Eric Jones 

April 9, 2018 

Re: Eric Jones Early Release. 

To Whom It May Concern, 

Please consider this letter as a positive reference for 

Mr. Eric Jones. I have known Mr. Jones for two 

years. During that time Mr. Jones completed 44.8 

hours of community services as required by his 

probation. Mr. Jones continued to volunteer at Texas 

ReEntry Services as a Peer Recovery Specialist and 

has provided an additional 16 hours of volunteer 

services offering his Writing for the Soul Workshop. 

These workshops provide the Texas ReEntry 

Services clients with opportunities to address some 

of their hurts, habits and attitudes that contributed to 

their negative behaviors. Early release from 

probation will allow Mr. Jones to continue to provide 

Peer Support to the many men and women that are 

struggling with their challenges as they return to our 

communities. 
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Please feel free to contact me if you have any 

questions or concerns. 

Respectively Submitted, 

Kay Smith, MSSW 

Texas ReEntry Services, INC 

CEO/ED 

*** 

28 Months Earlier 

Journal Entry: December 1, 2015 

My clean date is November 5, 2015. That’s the day 

that Tyler, Eric Jr., and Adonis drove me to Texas to 

begin an 18-month intensive treatment program. One 

dirty UA in the last 8 years for cannabis was all it 

took. I wiped Tyler’s tears away and told him, “No 

tears son, Daddy needs this. It’s not prison, it’s 

treatment. They’re going to help me learn how to 

live.” 

He gave me the best smile that he could. I hugged all 

three of them as we said our goodbyes, then watched 

as they began the long trip back to St. Louis. I 

smoked one more cigarette, then surrendered myself 
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to the Collin County Jail to wait for a bed in the 

Texas Department of Corrections SAFP Program. I 

was there for 18 days before they transported me to 

the Johnston Unit. 

Journal Entry: December 2, 2015 

I’ve been stripped of everything. My hair. My 

clothing, shoes, and underwear. My dignity. I 

haven’t eaten since 4:30, and I’m hungry. There are 

so many rules. Like the rule which states I must have 

a receipt for food and everything I own that’s not 

state issued. Another one states that trading is not 

allowed. I am a Phase I Client, and I don’t have 

permission to go to the commissary to buy food yet. 

Everyone’s eating Ramen Noodles. I have some 

sitting in my cupboard at home that haven’t been 

touched for months. Now    I want one so bad. 

The fact that I was starving must’ve been written all 

over my face, because someone offered me a pack. I 

wanted it, but I didn’t take it. That would be 

considered trading if we got caught. For the first time 

in my life, I realize that if I want to stop getting 

locked up, I have to learn how to obey the rules and 
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laws that govern me. Starting with this really stupid 

one. It’s almost time for lights out. I miss my children 

and everybody so much. This is so unfair to them. I 

hate this shit. 
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Forward 

 
Have you ever been handcuffed? Strip searched? 

Harassed with the same questions over and over? 

This is the start of the loss of your most basic human 

freedoms to a cold and pitiless system that in most 

cases are designed to be punitive instead of 

restorative. This year, approximately 10.6 million 

people will go to jail, if even for a short period of 

time until they post bond. And make no mistake 

…whether you are innocent or guilty, the mark of 

that experience will carry with you for the rest of 

your life. 

 

Even more daunting is the fact that once you have 

been arrested, your chances of being arrested again 

raises by almost 80%, -the start of the revolving 

door of probation, incarceration and parole that faces 

so many in the US today. 

 

The men and women who submitted their stories in 

Peers Pencils & Pages have had that intense and 

traumatic experience with the Criminal Justice 

System, and they’re using writing as a way to start a 
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new chapter of healing in their lives. Choosing to 

publish their stories created a platform for them to 

extend their healing as credible messengers to those 

still struggling to successfully complete their 

probation and parole. 

Peers Pencils & Pages is a credible and effective 

criminal justice strategy that has the potential to 

impact everyone it touches. I compiled these stories 

along with pages from my Recovery Journal, to 

connect readers in ReEntry to two key recovery and 

wellness tools. They are Mindfulness and writing. 

Practicing Mindfulness Writing daily has greatly 

increased my quality of life. If you’re reading this 

book, I believe it can increase yours too. That’s why 

I’ve included a 10 Day Mindfulness Journal at the 

end of this book with writing prompts to help you. 

When we practice mindfulness using writing, our 

thoughts tune into what we're sensing in the present 

moment rather than living the past or worrying about 

the future. Isn’t it time that you begin to live a full, 
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rich and meaningful life? You can. Once you’ve 

added the 10 Day Mindfulness Journal at the end of 

this book as a powerful addition to your wellness 

toolkit, visit: www.peerrecoveryandwellness.org to 

enroll in my 16-week course. Let me help you 

create a plan for living a full, rich, and meaningful 

life.  

 
But for now, enjoy these heart wrenching, and 

liberating       short stories that I’ve compiled for you. 

Peace Love & Light 

 Eric Jones  

Publisher | Recovery Coach  

http://www.peerrecoveryandwellness.org/


Peers Pencils & Pages 

12 | P a g e 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

13 | P a g e 

 

 

 

Methamphetamine by J. Smith 

I'm not really sure how to start this letter off. It is not 

easy to tell a loved one goodbye. You have been the 

biggest part of my life for the past 20 years. I feel like 

I'm doing something wrong by telling you goodbye, 

and this hurts me down to the very essence of my 

being because I love you so much. For the past four 

years I have not been able to take a breath without 

thinking about you. 

You have been there for me through the best times of 

my life. You were there for me when all three of my 

girls were born. You were there for my marriage. 

You have even comforted me through the bad times. 

Whenever I would get sick, you were there for me 

every time. 

You have always made me feel better no matter what. 

When Uncle James passed away, remember I was in 

the halfway house? You were the first one to hold me 

tight. You were the one that took all my pain away, 

just like you have done for me in the past. You have 

loved me more than my mother, brother, friends, 
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wife or children. You have been there for me every 

time I called you. 

You are so loyal to me that If I went more than a 

couple of days without calling upon you, you would 

come track me down. If I wasn't home, you would 

look for me at the lake, Easy Mart and even Walmart. 

There was that one time that I even tried to hide from 

you. I took my wife and moved to Conway, 

Arkansas. You even found me there. I cannot hide 

from you.  

I've never had a girlfriend as long as you. We’ve 

been together for 18-years now. It wasn't until we 

got married, and I put you in my veins when I 

realized that I loved you more than my wife and 

children. It's hard to explain the feeling that I had as 

you ran up my arms and through my body. I have 

never had anyone, or anything make me feel as 

good as you do. 

For this reason, it's so hard to tell you goodbye. I love 

you so much even though I have lost everything and 

everyone that has ever loved me. Seventeen years of 

marriage is down the drain. One of my kids won't 
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even speak to me. I've had two trucks stolen because 

of you. I have nowhere to live and no more decent 

clothes to wear. 

Even with that being said, “I love you.” But this 

marriage is not working out for me anymore. I am 

divorcing you as of now, so please don’t bother to 

call me because I have changed my number. You can 

try to find me, and I know that you will try, but you 

won't find me. I'm not the same person, and I don't 

look the same anymore. I don't talk to same. I don't 

walk the same. It will do you no good to look for me. 

 

I'm taking my life away from you and giving it back 

to my Father (Jesus Christ) so that he will allow me 

to live. 

 
P.S. You need to leave my family alone as well. I 

beg of you to please don't bother my little girls. 
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I’m Not Just an Addict by RaRah 

My name is Reginald "RaRah" Bratchett, and I am a 

drug addict. I have had a long struggle with the truth 

of this affliction. Until recently, I have depended on 

stimulants and hallucinogens to compromise the 

deficits of my two life-long diseases. One being 

mental health and the other, Neurological. As a 

teenager, I didn't experiment with much more than 

the superficial party drugs like marijuana, alcohol, 

and pills. Later on, in my early adulthood, I was soon 

abusing over the counter pharmaceuticals as well as 

prescription medication. I also began acquainting 

myself with LSD, ecstasy, cocaine, and mushrooms. 

I used recreationally, and was a well-functioning 

independent, workaholic. At this time, I was a father 

of four. 

In my line of work, I put in many strenuous hours. It 

was hard labor with very little rest or sleep. Sleep 

was just something I didn't do much of, whether I had 

a long day or not. I could go work an 8-hour shift, 

then go home, sleep two hours, wake up and bang 

out another shift. I lived like this for the greater 
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part of my twenties. All the while unaware of the 

underlying problem; narcolepsy. 

I was diagnosed with schizophrenia at the age of 

twelve. Lack of sleep coupled with my psychological 

issues was quietly tearing me down. I always pushed 

myself beyond my limitations. I took pride in my 

extraordinary stamina and would brag about it at 

times. I was now battling short term memory loss, 

hallucinations, blackouts and self-medicating 

seemed like my only option if I still wanted to 

continue supporting my family. 

The earliest and most memorable incident I 

remember was in fall of 2012. I lived in a rural 

township about 75 miles out from the city. Work was 

plenty back then, and my body was quite fit and 

fairly stocked. I pulled as many clients as I could. I 

would work six days a week and come home once a 

week to be with my family. Many weeks when 

money was good, I would commute daily, and I was 

always driving long distances. I was driving my 

brand-new Hyundai Sante Fe early morning after just 
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finishing a 14-hour moving job in Janesville, 

Wisconsin. I was traveling at first light north on 

Highway 26. Which for those who don't know, can 

be a pretty busy highway. I wasn’t tired and I didn’t 

want to spend half of what I earned for the day on a 

hotel. I’d rather just make the drive home. 

As I am driving down the highway, I begin to dream 

about fishing and starting a campfire. The air smelled 

like home and the fire was really warm then ...bang! 

I wake up doing 70 mph off the shoulder of the road, 

and feeling mailboxes burst open underneath the 

bottom anatomy of my Santa Fe. My dog, Magik, 

who I almost always had with me, flies forward from 

the passenger seat and cracks my windshield as I 

slammed on the brakes. His yelp was what jarred my 

consciousness to realize that I’d been dreaming. 

The dream was now over, and I was awake, flying to 

my Death! I managed to gain control of the wheel 

and hit the brakes, but by the time I stopped I had a 

bruised face, a hurt dog, and my car was totaled. 

Through God’s grace only were others spared during 
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this fiasco, because it was a one in a million chance 

that I was the only vehicle on the road at that time. 

This was an extraordinary occurrence because my 

dream felt like it lasted for hours, when it only lasted 

seconds. That was the first incident leading up to my 

realization of the fact that I had a problem. I needed 

answers to my sleeping spells. 

After a rigorous long-winded inpatient/outpatient 

facilitated journey, I was diagnosed with narcolepsy. 

It may not seem like much to others, but for me, it 

might as well have been cancer. This meant no more 

driving, no operating machinery, no more of the 

hardcore long hour shifts I prided myself on. This 

wasn't just a diagnosis; this was an acknowledgement 

of something that controlled me instead of the other 

way around. I was no longer in control of my own 

body ...and this would never go away. As my 

symptoms got worse, so did my will to fight it. 

Symptoms like cataplexy and sleep paralysis which 

affected me at the most inconvenient times and made 

everyday functions that most people take for granted, 

almost impossible for me to perform. Simple things 
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like walking straight, eating and talking without 

stuttering were most tines impossible. The way 

people treat you when they see these things is almost 

never friendly or appropriately mature. They point 

and laugh or get offended and think you're some 

kinda junky nodding out in the middle of a 

conversation 

I needed my control, I needed to WAKE UP! I knew 

cocaine and acid could wake me up, and I knew just 

how to get them. I was already familiar with LSD 

because as a schizophrenic, hallucinogens made me 

feel balanced. They also made me more empathetic 

to other’s feelings. This is not something I can do 

naturally. Acid unfortunately, is not as easy to get 

ahold of as powder cocaine. Powder is not as easy to 

get as crack cocaine. In order to stay awake at work, 

stay awake with my kids, have voluntary muscle 

control, and be an independent person, I smoked 

crack. Yes, it was an excuse to get high, but for me 

being high meant being in control. I smoked on the 

way to work, I smoked at work, and I smoked on the 

way home from work. If I had to do anything, I had 
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to smoke. 

I could drop two hits of acid and work with full 

control and grace. I felt that because my performance 

was substantial that I was making the right choices. 

I soon increased my dosage as my symptoms started 

coming back. The cataplectic seizures seemed even 

worse when I finally came down. 

I needed something stronger, something with enough 

power to alleviate all of my symptoms. My tolerance 

was so high that I'm surprised my heart didn't 

explode. I chose Methamphetamine. 

On meth, I was able to work again. I finally had full 

control of my muscles and my motor functions. No 

more stuttering or slurring. I was no longer 

embarrassed to be in public because I wasn't having 

any more seizures. Life was balancing out. It was like 

a miracle drug to me. Although, it took three times 

the normal dose to function the way others could 

when they were sober. Little did I know, the long- 

term use of meth held dangerous consequences. 
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Meth kept my mind locked in an aggressive 

psychosis of paranoia. I was stuck between a rock 

and a hard place. Damned if I do, damned if I don't. 

If I dosed, I could function like a normal person but 

with an irregular personality. If I didn't dose, I was 

almost useless and slept most of the day away. Either 

way, I had a personal conflict in my pride. I went 

through extensive medical exams and sleep studies 

in order be prescribed amphetamines medicinally. I 

was given the highest permitted dose of Adderall and 

was also prescribed a sleep aid called Xylem. This 

was unattainable due to Medicaid not approving the 

order. So even though I was getting medical attention 

I still used street drugs to compensate for what I 

lacked. Uppers to wake up, downers to sleep. 

I was always a short-tempered individual, but with 

addies and ice I was a walking time bomb ready to 

blow at any moment. And I did many times. Next 

thing I knew, one small argument led to someone's 

skull being opened like a can of corn. They were 

rushed off to the hospital while I was rushed off to 

jail. Felony Battery cost me a year in jail and the 
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placement of my now five children with one on the 

way. This reality was hard to process for me because 

in my eyes, I was the victim. A victim of an incurable 

disease called narcolepsy. I blamed everything on my 

afflictions. 

Only recently have I acknowledged that I had created 

my own hell. In reality, my disease wasn't to blame. 

My pride and insecurity were. This is what lead me 

to self-medicate. While I was in jail, I was unable to 

be treated for narcolepsy due to regulation of 

controlled substances by the Department of 

Corrections. This forced me to learn to live with my 

disease in a healthy way. I petitioned to be 

transferred from Wisconsin to Arkansas to be with 

my new baby girl and soon to be wife. I then was 

released from Wisconsin to Arkansas on an interstate 

compact probation agreement which meant that all 

my medical records and insurance benefits would be 

transferred. Medicaid in Arkansas require that I go 

through the entire process of diagnosis again before 

granting me assistance for medications. I am still yet 

to receive assistance or medication for my 
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neurological deficits; however, I am treated properly 

for schizophrenia. 

I'm fighting only with the help of God and my 

beautiful family. They have been my greatest 

support. Life has truly turned around for me since 

I've been clean from all narcotics that I was 

dependent on in the past. I have an outstanding wife, 

six fantastic children and loving parents who believe 

in me. My father once told me that family is not 

determined by who you love, but by who loves you. 

I feel it is safe to say I am well on my way to full 

recovery. I was blind but now I see. 

It's true what the old folks say: "Where there's a will, 

there's a way". I am living proof of that. If I can do 

it, so can you. 
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I’m Truly Sorry by Anonymous 

 
As I start my day, I give thanks to God for the gift of 

another day. I can't help but wonder how my son has 

tossed and turned with dreams of his father not being 

there. When these thoughts fill my mind, I can't help 

but feel angry for the pain I’ve brought to him during 

the first nine years of his life. 

 
I have been on probation for 17 years, and during this 

time I married a wonderful woman. She’s truly a gift 

from God. We have two beautiful children -one who 

is nine, and the other is six. I have another chance to 

do things right. Yet I see the pain every day that I 

bring because of the past decisions I chose to make 

and how it weighs in on them. 

 
On my son’s first day of school, I should have been 

there, but I wasn't. It would have violated a condition 

of my probation if I chose to go. He was a total 

trooper. Head held high, shoulders back and a smile 

from ear to ear, but deep down I know he wanted me 

to walk him in. Mom tells me that he asked why I 
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couldn't come. She tries to explain, “Sometimes 

Daddy can't make every event because he has to go 

to work. But he’ll be there afterward to play ball and 

ride bikes with you.” 

My little buddy, and my sweet princess I am so sorry 

for causing so much confusion. So much uncertainty 

-all because of my weakness. I'm still learning to

connect with other people, but you guys make it so 

much easier. Thank you for being so wonderful, so 

patient and so forgiving. 

Love you always. 
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Recovering by J. Rios 

My name is Javier Rios, and I'm a recovering addict 

from Fort Worth, Texas. I was born October 1, 1996, 

to a beautiful woman named Virginia. 

When I was a baby, my mother left my father and 

married a man that she hardly even knew. He was a 

drug user. I have two sisters by my real father and a 

two-year-old sibling by my stepdad. He was 

incarcerated and had to serve two years in prison, but 

he had already done time before he got married to my 

mother. My second year in elementary school was 

the first time I saw my mother smoke crack cocaine. 

She was so high that she was hiding under a pillow 

stuttering while trying to tell me “B-B-Boy get out!!" 

Every day that I came home, she was doing the same 

thing in her room. I started seeing different guys 

come over to hang with her in the room with the 

doors closed and sometimes she would even make us 

go outside. During my fourth year of elementary 

school, we moved to the east side of Fort Worth to a 

smaller neighborhood named "Poly" with one of my 
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mom's friends. My mom couldn't afford the 

apartment no more, so I guess you can say we were 

homeless, but I never told anyone. My mother was 

still using, and that's where I witnessed my first drug 

deal at only six years old. I never really thought about 

it because when you're a child, you seem to forget 

things that aren't your business or maybe that's just 

how I was raised. 

*** 

My brothers (Ilan, Eric and, Mico) started getting 

involved in a gang known as the "5 Deuce Hoover 

Crips" and always started wearing blue because that's 

their color. My sisters (Lucia, Thalia, Liegiea, and 

Lety) on the other hand were the best sisters a brother 

could ask for. They treated me special cause I was 

the baby brother and knew that our mom was on 

drugs. They watched over me and made sure I stayed 

on the right path in school. 

My stepdad was released from prison in 2002. When 

he saw where we lived, he automatically became 

angry with my mother. I don’t know why. He's the 
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one that introduced her to the drug. They got into an 

argument that night, and he hit her in the face with 

the palm of his hand because she told him that she 

had sex with other dudes just to try to pay for the 

apartment we lost. I cried that night because I wished 

I could have helped her, but I was too young to get a 

job, so I just cried my way to sleep wondering if my 

mom was alright. 

That year, my stepdad got a job driving and 

delivering for an ice company. He saved up enough 

money to move us in with another user of crack 

cocaine and had no intentions of quitting no time 

soon. My brother Eric, started getting into a lot of 

trouble at school, and that lead him to T.Y.C. He was 

sentence to the Texas Youth Commission located in 

Gainesville, TX. Before he came home, things were 

getting worse. My sister Lety, ended up getting 

pregnant at sixteen and decided to keep the baby. She 

started leaving the house a lot. I used to want to go 

with her, but she knew that I still had to go to school. 

So she told me that one day I would be able to go 

wherever she go. 
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I was glad I was gonna have a nephew to show how 

to play football, but when Lety had the baby it was 

different than I thought it would be. When my 

brother came home, he was worse than when he left. 

He started fighting a lot and getting into drugs again. 

He started hanging with dudes who sold drugs and 

carried guns. He started doing the same thing. My 

mom and stepdad started buying from him. He even 

gave them some for free so that they could try it to 

see if it was good. My other brother started following 

in his footsteps. 

I was only nine years old when I witnessed all of this. 

So, I didn't know any better. I just remember seeing 

all it. My mom's sister Ligeia got pregnant at 16, and 

so did all of my sisters. I didn't get it. I was 

wondering why they all got pregnant at that age, but 

I guess that's up to the Man above. My mother lost 

all her friends behind it. Her and my stepdad really 

didn't care about anything except for how they were 

going to get their next bump. 
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*** 

 
Eric started taking Xanax also known as "4 bars" and 

would do crazy stuff like go outside and shoot guns 

and beef with rival gangs which were normally the 

"Bloods." Ilan started hanging with him all the time, 

and they became really close. There were days when 

they would argue with each other and get into fist 

fights. Eric always won because he was older than 

Ilan. 

My sister Lucia and I started spending the night with 

my real dad to get away from the madness 

sometimes. I never wanted any of my other brothers 

and sisters to come over because I felt some kind of 

way for leaving them, but again I was too young to 

have any say so. 

*** 

 
One day my mom had hit my sister Lucia in the face 

for not doing her homework, so Eric confronted her 

about it. My stepdad was at work. While he was 

talking to her, I was sitting beside her and I could 

smell the alcohol on her breath. I never really thought 
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anything of it, but it made my brother angry that my 

mom hit her in the face. When Eric was high, he was 

not the brother that I remember growing up with. 

This kinda scared me, but I was too young to tell him 

how I felt. Maybe I was afraid to come off as a 

friendly little brother and he might not want me to be 

around him. These things went on for years. My 

parents smoking crank, my brother selling them 

crack and all my sisters raising babies. 

Lety moved out and started going to college to be a 

dentist. She winded up having two more kids and had 

to quit school and get a job to support her kids. Ligeia 

my other sister, was sexually assaulted when she was 

17. She was at her friend's house when a guy that they

thought they knew, offered to take her out to eat. The 

next morning my stepdad got a phone call saying that 

she was at JPS hospital and the police needed to ask 

some questions about the incident. 

My dad was angry that this happened to her, so he 

made her stay at home 24/7. That drove her crazy. 

She ran away, but not for long because he reported 
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her as a runaway. She was picked up from her baby 

daddy's house. 

*** 

 
One day I was asleep in the living room. Eric had 

company over to smoke and to "post up". So he 

carried me to the back room where my sisters Ligeia 

and Lucia were sleeping. I went back to sleep 

thinking that everything was okay. It wasn’t. That 

day, my whole life changed. A part of me died that 

day. I was awakened by my stepdad yelling "Come 

in the kitchen, Ilan just shot Eric!" When you're just 

waking up, it takes time for things to register in your 

head and to realize what’s really going on. I saw Eric 

laying on the kitchen floor gasping for air, but I didn't 

see any blood. 

There were two holes in his white T-Shirt with burn 

marks because Ilan had the pistol against his stomach 

when he pulled the trigger. Ilan called the police on 

himself because he was so full of the 4 bars that he 

really didn't have any feeling or remorse at the time. 

The news reporters surrounded our house hours later 
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and was asking my parents a bunch of questions and 

my brother Mico as well. My parents didn't even cry 

when they pronounced Eric dead. They were getting 

so high that following week that they forgot they had 

to plan his burial. Ilan was being held in juvenile 

because he was sixteen when he shot and killed Eric, 

who was 22 when he died. 

At the time of the shooting, there were four others 

that were in the house. They all had to go down to 

the police station and get questioned because they 

witnessed the whole thing and what lead to the 

shooting. They were all asked where the guns came 

from. The guns were all reported stolen from 

different places. 

Ilan wasn't able to attend the funeral because he was 

still locked up, but the day after the incident he called 

home and asked how Eric was. My stepdad told him 

that he died. Ilan went crazy and broke down on the 

phone. Ilan told him that he didn't mean to hurt him, 

he was just trying to get him to quit beating him up 

because he was tripping on the Xanax. Eric was 
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thinking that it was Ilan trying to disrespect him 

when Eric was just telling him that everybody was 

asleep, and he shouldn't be bringing people in and out 

the house. 

When I went to Eric's wake, it was like I finally came 

to my senses that he was never coming back and 

wouldn't be there to protect me or make me laugh no 

more. A couple of days after we buried him, my mom 

wound up having two strokes and went to the 

hospital to recover. But in no time, she was back at 

home and back to the drugs. 

*** 

 
In 2008, my mom quit using crack cocaine and 

moved out of my stepdad's house. She wanted to get 

fully away from the drugs, and she wanted us to 

come live with her. But we were so used to doing 

whatever we wanted, so we decided to stay with my 

stepdad. Ilan came home after a self-defense case for 

taking someone life. He was on the right path for a 

whole month, then I started noticing that he was 

acting like Eric more and more. We never mentioned 
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Eric's name again. It was like nothing happened that 

night, and we had just gone on with our lives. 

Ilan started robbing people and brought my sister 

Liegia into the scene. So, one day they robbed a dude 

and took his truck, plus his money. Someone told the 

police who did it, and they came and arrested Liegia. 

Then they got Ilan in the truck that was reported 

stolen, so he was busted and served twenty-two-

months in T.Y.C. Liegia got 6 years at T.D.C. They 

charged her with aggravated robbery, and she doesn't 

come home until 2017. She’s doing her whole bid so 

she can be able to have her freedom, instead of 

worrying about being violated and going back. I 

only had my brother Mico and my sister Lucia at 

home with me now. The more time we spent 

together, the more we started understanding each 

other. 

*** 

 
I started smoking weed in the 7th grade with my best 

friend Christian who I’ve known since the 4th grade. 

At first, I was scared, but I remember Eric smoking 
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at the house and rolling it up in a "Blunt" as they call 

it. I started acting differently in school. I became 

quiet and isolated myself from the kids in school. 

Plus, I started skipping a lot with other troubled kids 

who was doing the same thing. 

My stepdad had started selling weed, and he started 

letting me smoke in the house like my brothers. That 

made me feel grown -like I had the best stepdad ever. 

But in reality, I know he might have felt guilty for 

smoking crack in front of us for 13 years straight. So, 

he thought that if we were going to do a drug, he 

wanted us to do it in the house instead of trying to 

hide it from him only to get in trouble by the police. 

I started stealing weed from him to support my habit. 

I’d take like a whole zip (28 grams) because he had 

pounds of it. He started letting me bag up his weed 

for him. He even taught me how to use my first scale 

and how much everything cost and what amount of 

weed I have to give them. I went from smoking 

"corn" (which is cannabis but with a low THC level) 

then got introduced to Xanax, and I fell in love with 
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the feeling. It had me. It was like it took all my stress 

and depression away. I was finally free! 

I felt like everything was alright, but it was far from 

alright. I started stealing money from my stepdad 

because the Xanax's made me feel like he owed me 

for treating us like we were little brats when we were 

young and for smoking crack. Now that I look at it in 

a sober vision, he didn't make me who I am today. I 

chose to make the decisions I made, and I wish I 

could forgive him for it. But somewhere in my heart 

I still have that hate. 

I broke into my first house at 16, and what happened 

changed my life or maybe just for a little bit. The 

neighbors called the police while I was still in the 

house. When I opened the front door to leave with a 

TV, a police officer was standing in front of me with 

a pistol directly at my face. I spent my first night in 

the Tarrant County Jail. I was trying to call my 

stepdad, but he didn't pick up the phone. The only 

person who came to visit me was my real dad and my 

sister Lucia. He told me I needed to come live with 
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him so that I wouldn't get into any more trouble. But 

you know how it goes. When you're in jail, it's like 

you’d do anything to get out even if that means lying. 

It didn't feel like a lie at the time, if you understand 

where I'm coming from. I moved in with my real dad 

and started living a sober lifestyle. It didn’t last long 

because my father is a real strict parent. He is a 

person of God, like he always wanted me to go to 

church with him. I always made excuses on why I 

couldn't go. He never really forced it on me. 

He suggested that I should find God, but I started 

hanging out with the same people and doing the same 

old things. I started going to my stepdad's house 

again every day getting weed and selling it. All the 

while knowing that I signed for five years’ probation. 

I just thought I had to be really careful this time 

around. My brother Mico started selling crack again 

because he was having a hard time getting a job. He 

was pulled over and had thirty-one grams of cooked 

crack on him. He signed for eight years in T.D.C, 

but he only did twenty-four months and got out on 

parole. 
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While Mico was locked up, Ilan got out of T.Y.C. 

One day I looked at him and thought “You killed our 

bother!" I tried to put myself in his shoes …then I 

felt his pain. I felt what he probably feels every day 

when he wakes up, and I couldn't imagine how strong 

his mind must be to deal with that. One day he asked 

me, "If Eric would have lived, do you think he would 

have forgiven me?" 

"Yes. He was our brother, and he couldn't have 

stayed mad forever." That night we told each other 

we loved each other for the first time that I could 

remember. I ended up violating probation and had to 

do six months at a Substance Abuse Felon 

Punishment Facility (SAFP). Since being here, I 

really have gotten to know myself. A man here 

named Eric Jones convinced me to share my story. 

He said it would help me on the inside. He was right. 

It has helped me a lot, but I hope my story will help 

you too. Telling my story will hopefully get you to 

understand that you don't have to be a product of your 

environment, and that you need to get on the right 
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path before it's too late. I know my Higher Power is 

telling me something that I already knew, but never 

took the time to listen to it. I'm ready to face this life 

with values, and to trust the truth as we say here at 

the Johnston Unit. 

I want to move back in with my birth father and tell 

him how sorry I am that I wasn't around him like I 

was supposed to be. I just hope you read this and 

realize that time on this Earth is too short to take for 

granted. 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

44 | P a g e 

 

 

 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

45 | P a g e 

 

 

 

Back Then by Eric Jones 

 
Time stood still as my tender young flesh was ripped 

open from his blow. Pain, horror, and fear paralyzed 

my body …my soul. Before I could process what was 

actually happening to me, his arm went up and with 

tremendous force, the leather belt in his hand came 

down, tearing at my flesh once more. It was too much 

for me. I fell to the floor, my eyes looking up and 

pleading with this gigantic man hovering over me, 

“Please have mercy. I will never wet my bed again!” 

I received no mercy, no compassion, no forgiveness 

for something I could not control. Instead this man 

who I was told to call “Daddy”, returned my gaze 

with eyes full of hate and rage. 

My mother watched. I managed to do the only thing 

I could as I was hit again and again. I stretched out 

my hand for her to save me. She did not. She’d 

abandoned me. Again. This time she’d abandoned 

me     to this man and his will for my life. 
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Daddy beat me every day. Physically, mentally, and 

spiritually. He beat me in every way, reinforcing his 

will for my life while professing these words over my 

destiny, “You ain’t never gonna amount to shit!” 

As I continued to grow up. 

By the time I was eleven, I believed daddy’s words 

spoken over me. I’d received them in my heart, 

mind, and soul. When I was sexually abused, I felt 

like I deserved it. I was nothing. 

My educators said that I was smart and some even 

said that I was brilliant, yet I didn’t excel because I 

simply didn’t try. Why should I? My life would only 

amount to shit. 

For some reason I can’t explain, I wanted to be loved 

by my daddy. By anyone. When some of my cousins 

gave me marijuana for the first time, I fell in love. I’d 

been introduced to my first pain reliever, and I 

absolutely loved her with all my heart. I nick-named 

her Mary Jane after a song my daddy played often. 
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He loved Mary Jane too. Mary was just the first of 

many pain relievers for me. She introduced me to 

alcohol, cigarettes, crack, lose and unstable women, 

and my favorite…the streets. 

The streets guided me into manhood, and eventually 

prison. My drug addiction along with outbursts of 

rage and violence also contributed to many trips to 

jails, institutions, -then eventually to Missouri 

Department of Corrections and Texas Department 

of Corrections. While in prison back in 2005, I 

didn’t find God like a lot of other men …God found 

me. 

One day while taking a shower during a two-year bit, 

I was wondering if God even knew I existed when 

The Source spoke into my thought life. “Publish my 

stories and distribute them to the nations.” 

“This is not You. If it was, then You’d know that You 

have the wrong man.” I thought to myself. 

“Before I formed you in your mother’s womb, I knew 

you.” Instantly, strength left my legs and I dropped 

to my knees. “I am not worthy …I am a very sinful 
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man”, I pleaded. 

“Write my stories son, and I will write yours. Surely 

in blessing you today, I am going to bless you 

tremendously, for I have seen you. Now abide in Me. 

I the LORD your God have spoken.” 

*** 

I dried off and went back to my cell. I knew my life 

would never be the same. In my cell, I noticed a Bible 

that had not been there before. I knew I was supposed 

to read it, but I didn’t know where to begin. All I 

knew was that I was supposed to read it.  

I turned the pages and landed on Romans. I read 

Chapter 8 verses 31-39. In those verses, I read that I 

was more than a conqueror. This contradicted and 

negated what had been spoken over me. I believed 

these words, and my thinking began to change. I 

began to write. I wrote every day until I was 

released from prison. I even helped men to write 

their families who couldn’t read or write. 

After my Release 
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Now back on the streets, I submitted my book to nine 

publishers. I was turned down by every single one. I 

didn’t understand. Everyone that had read my 

manuscript said that it was amazing. Most of them 

believed that my characters where real, and that the 

story actually happened. I didn’t give up. I printed 

my manuscript, punched holes in it and placed copies 

in three-ringed folders.  

Next, I glued a cover on each folder, and then I got 

out in downtown Kansas City and began selling my 

manuscripts to people at ten-dollars a copy. I’d 

introduce myself as an up-and-coming new author, 

and then tell them the synopsis. I autographed every 

copy I sold. Writing had set me financially free! I 

didn’t have to steal anymore! I supported me and my 

family on book sales alone. I earned enough to self-

publish, and soon earned the title of Best Seller on a 

small book seller’s website on the internet. 

*** 

Over time, I became arrogant and prideful. I exalted 

myself, and not the One Who had given me the 

power to obtain success. I had no foundation, no 
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church. In return for my treachery, the LORD my 

God turned me over to a reprobate mind. Soon, I 

was in trouble again. I wanted to run back to my 

Creator, but I was too embarrassed, too ashamed.  

I finally reached my breaking point butt-naked in the 

rubber room of a Joplin City Jail. I’d been smoking 

crack and had violently beaten my wife. It was the 

last time I ever hit her. 

I’ll never forget it as long as I live. I’d fought with 

the police that arrested me, and now this ice-cold cell 

had become my sanctuary. This cell was created 

intentionally extremely cold to subdue and break 

men like me that came to jail acting the way I had. I 

was so cold that I cried out to God, “O LORD my 

God, You alone are The Source Of All Things. You 

are One and besides you there is no other Source. If 

You still love me, please warm me up.”  

My plea had barely left my lips when the presence 

of The One Who Loves Me warmed and comforted 

me like a campfire on a cold and rainy night. The 

LORD didn’t speak to me this time. Didn’t have to. 

I knew my Creator was there and had  never left me. 
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A few days went by, and I was brought before the 

judge. We had history, this judge and me. I was 

afraid, and I knew I would receive no mercy. When 

my name was called, I shuffled before him and stood 

there in handcuffs and leg irons. “Mr. Jones, what are 

you doing back here in my court room? What did I 

tell you the last time you stood before me?” 

“Don’t come back.” 

 
“Yet here we are. Son, what is your problem?” For 

the first time in my life, I was honest with this man. 

I was so scared. The whole court room went silent, 

waiting to see how I would respond. “Sir my problem 

is crack cocaine. I can’t stop. I’ve tried so many 

times.” I raised my head and looked him in the eyes, 

then said, “I’ve tried. I can’t stop. I wish I was dead.” 

Without even realizing it, I had just completed the 

first step of Narcotics Anonymous. I’d admitted that 

I was powerless and that my life had become 

unmanageable. I stood there waiting to be punished. 

Instead, this man showed me compassion. It was my 

first glimpse of what God looked like. 

He gave me another chance and sent me to rehab. 
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There, I got clean and began to write again. I began 

to find myself. From there, I got connected with a 

church. From the pulpit, Pastor Randy Garris became 

my spiritual father. I began to learn how to be a man. 

Each Sunday, I’d cling to his teaching and 

instruction. I joined a small group and soon, my path 

crossed with Jay St. Clair. He was the first man to tell 

me “I love you.” 

Jay opened a door for me to give away what God had 

given to me …writing. I no longer wanted to make 

New York Times’ Best Seller List and to promote 

myself. I wanted to help at-risk youth and families to 

tell their stories. I wanted to give individuals like me 

a platform to get what was on the inside…out. 

The Day my Life Changed Forever 

Three years later, I stepped out on faith for the first 

time in South Kansas City. As I sat at a stop light on 

Swope Parkway, a couple of young men walked up 

to my car and asked me to buy a rap CD they were 

selling. I did, but before giving them the money, I 
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asked, “Did you write the stories contained in this 

album. I ask because I’m a writer too. I just deliver 

my stories in the form of books.” 

“Naw, it’s the big homie’s CD. We just push’em to 

earn a lil money, ya dig?” Nodding my head, I said 

“What if I can show you how to write your own story 

like I did, and then make money selling books? We 

all have a story to tell. Would y’all be willing?” 

“Hell yeah!” they all agreed. “Then go get some 

more of the young homies and meet me in the park 

in two hours.” 

Two hours later, I facilitated our first workshop. It 

didn’t even have a name. We met and participation 

increased until it was too cold to meet in the park. It 

was then that I knew what I had to do. So, during a 

recession in 2010, I formed TGIM Digital Publishing 

LLC, and officially launched Writing for the Soul 

Workshop™. 

October 12, 2014, Journal Entry 

In less than five-years, the Boys & Girls Club is 

offering my program as an Academic Success and 
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SEL program to club members in Springfield, MO. 

The mayor said, “This program should be offered in 

every city.” Youth in Africa, Asia, Australia and all 

across the US are accessing my writing program. 

Many of them have published their stories in our 

books. Books that have literally prevented teen 

suicides and given hope to the hopeless. 

 

I should’ve been happy about my accomplishments, 

and I am …on the outside. But on the inside, I’m 

withering and dying. I can’t accept that my 

marriage is over. I don’t know how to move on. I 

hurt so bad. I’m smoking marijuana to cope now. 

This is not good. I’m on probation in Texas and one 

dirty UA can cost me everything. Now look at me. I 

let everybody down. Especially my children. What 

have I done? Look at what I done to us. 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

55 | P a g e 

 

 

Levels by Paul Kurko 

In my life, there has been many ups, and downs. 

There were times in my life when I thought I wasn't 

going to make it. I would think that my soul was 

starving or something. 

On a couple of those rounds, there were many times 

when I sat in the dark and wondered why I was in the 

dark. Many of my actions brought about the 

darkness. Many times in my life, I sat there and 

thought to myself, “How am I going to get out of 

this? What’s life going to be like after I get up? 

Should I even try?” There were many times that the 

demons from my past would show their ugly faces. 

Let me tell you something; my demons put the fear 

of God in me. In my life, there was a big lack of 

guidance. 

Most people born into this world have a mother and 

a father. Both of which love their kids so much they 

stop the single life activities. My parents were young 

when I was conceived. If I'm correct, my mom was 

eighteen, and my father was twenty-one. I was 

conceived on accident, and neither of them were 
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willing to work things out. My mom was unfaithful. 

It became one issue after another. I'm fine now with 

what they were to do for each other, and for me. 

Growing up, my dad was an addict. In the last few 

years of my father's life, his health deteriorated due 

to Diabetes. It eventually took my dad down a dark 

path. To me, it was his hell on earth with a heartache 

to boot. 

Making It 

So, when I talk about making it, I'm talking about 

making it in life in general. Making it in life to me is 

when all your bills are paid. You got food on the 

table, your kids are taken care of and you have a faith 

felt feeling that you're going to be alright. 

It is at this point of making it, that I can relate to now 

that I've straightened my life up. I've been clean and 

off parole for almost nine years now. When I was on 

probation, I was messed up all the time. It surprised 

me that they even let me off. Can you say: 

"LOOPHOLE!" 
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I had to have fallen through the cracks. It was as if I 

was given a second chance. Yet, the wildness 

continued for me. The first year that I was off parole 

was a very hard year for my wife and me. It’s safe 

to say that 90 percent of the people in our life was 

always on dope. 

I took it upon myself to change some of the places I 

went. On the cool, I quit getting high. My wife had 

to face her charges, so I had my boy by myself for 

seven months. My son saved my life hands down. 

At the point when you can go to the store to get what 

you need to survive -you pretty much have made it 

in life. When you no longer fear getting up in the 

morning. When you do not cringe at your reflection. 

When the morning rituals of getting ready for a day 

in the "Work Force" is something you enjoy. All 

these are indications that you know you're going to 

make it. There are levels of addiction. At least, there 

was for me. I’d like to begin with a level of a making 

it that I’ll call: Just Existing 

 

Level One: Just Existing 
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When you’re just existing and not happy, nothing in 

life seems right. None of it seems to go right at all. 

The storm starts to build, and depression just keeps 

getting deeper and deeper. The clouds darken, the 

wind becomes hate filled rage. Every time you wake, 

you dread the day. 

With every day that passes, the dread became worse 

than the day before. It feels like losing someone you 

love. To exist seems all you can do. Then comes the 

next level. 

 

Level Two: Depression 

 
Depression kicks in and everything in your life seems 

to come to a halt. When this happens in your life, 

you're prone to do anything to take away the pain. 

This is where the misconception comes in. It 

becomes easy to tell yourself, "Drugs will make it 

better." This is a lie and can hurt you. Once drugs are 

in your body, they will amp up your Dopamine 

levels. 

The biggest thing many people don't know is that 

when the chemicals you ingest are gone, your body 
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is depleted of its natural chemicals. The user is then 

free falling into the darkness of depression. I have 

seen depression take life after life. For those of us 

who make it past depression, the next level is what I 

call: Maintaining. 

 

Level Three: Maintaining 

 
Some people think that they are living the "High 

Life". Nothing is wrong as long as they maintain. 

This means they get up a functioning addict in the 

morning, drink some coffee, do some of what ever 

drug they enjoy and then off to work they go. They 

do good at work, or good enough to stay under the 

boss man’s radar. If you talk to them, you will find it 

hard to see that there is anything wrong. This is from 

the outside looking in. 

If you could look from the inside out, you would see 

everything that drives them. Like all the deceit they 

as functioning addicts have to live with. 

I myself, spent more than half my life in this situation 

right here. I thought I was doing fine. As time goes 

on, the disease of addiction grows worse. The addict 
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starts to lose control. Then it’s on to the next level of 

addiction. 

Level Four: Denial 

We deny that we have a problem when those who 

care about us point out our addiction. We mask the 

problems as if I we’re taping off a car to be painted. 

We only see what was to be covered by another layer 

of paint. You can’t see in the car. You don’t see the 

windows, nor the tires it will ride down the road on. 

They’re all covered in masking tape. All you see is 

the pretty shiny paint. I lived most of my life masking 

off something from the public eye. If you can make 

it past this level, you’ve almost made it my friend. 

Level Five: Acceptance 

Life has become so unmanageable, and you know 

within yourself that you have a problem. You are 

now willing to fight for your life. You stop being 

independent and began to become dependent on a 

Power greater than yourself. 
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Many things that I learned while in treatment have 

come flooding back to me as I write this! I can see 

now that what they taught me was not without truth. 

Now for the last level. 

 

Level Six: Recovery 

 
We’d admitted that our life had become 

unmanageable and began to journey down a path to 

recovery. There are many paths to recovery. May you 

find your path now. 

As I process this all on paper, I think what I was 

fearful of was that I would not have the chance to do 

what everyone else could with two parents. What I 

have to be thankful for today, is that I had a 

grandmother who loved me unconditionally. Even 

when I didn't understand all the issues that were in 

play around me. 

If you're in recovery, try to stay there. There are 

many times that you may stumble and fall flat on 

your face. When you get to that point (and some of 

us will) get back up. Don’t ever give up. Please. 
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January 22, 2016, Journal Entry 

 

78 Days Clean 

 

It’s been a while since I’ve made an entry here in my 

journal. Not because I haven’t wanted to, but because 

life has been so busy for me as a Phase II Client. I’m 

working as a General Clerk in the mornings. I am the 

only inmate on the yard with access to a computer 

and credit card info. 

I have Cognitive Treatment from 1-5pm and when I 

add my parenting and Peer Recovery Coach classes, 

it leaves me a very busy man. I know that despite all 

that, I can never get too busy to write my thoughts 

down to get what’s on the inside …out. 

I’m sitting here in my Peer Recovery Coach class 

right now. Out of the 67 applicants interviewed for 

this class, only 16 of us were chosen. Today’s class 

is going especially well. Mr. Broughton said 

something that was so profound to me. He said, “You 

all know how to die. You know how to sell drugs, 

rob, lie, hurt your families and all that mess. But how 
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many of you are learning how to live?” 
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Purgatory by J. Howle 

 
Being a meth addict is a lot more than you would 

think. Mentally at least. Well for me it was. After I'd 

burned every bridge, ran away from every problem, 

and buried every dream, I was left with just myself. 

 
What myself loved to do more than dong meth, was 

reminding me minute by lost minute of every bit of 

pain I was causing to my kids. I was choosing 

something made out of farm chemicals in a bathtub 

in Waco, Texas over the two humans I once swore 

never to hurt. 

 
I was living in a tent on the edge of a state park in 

Miserable Wells. I was living in a stolen tent -on 

stolen blankets just a five-minute walk away from 

my welding job. All this should've made me regret 

my choices. It should've have made me reconsider 

my life. 

 
I saw it all as penance for the pain I caused my kids. 
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I wasn't there. 

I deserve punishment. 

I wasn't there. 

I needed to suffer for hurting them. 

Because of an autism spectrum disorder, I have 

trouble connecting with people. The only time in my 

life that was not a hard and first rule was the first time 

each of my kids looked at me. The second they 

looked at me, I knew I’d do anything in the world to 

anybody to keep them from turning into me one day. 

Speed made me break that promise. Speed made me 

hurt them. Speed made me leave them. No, I made 

me do all of that. I made my kids victims of speed. 

I deserved every scrape, bug bite, animal scare, pipe 

burn, dealer beating, un-showered week and hungry 

night. I earned it by letting speed in. But they didn’t. 
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As a Victim, I Created a Victim by G. Egger 

As a small child, I went through a great deal of 

trauma from being molested, raped, and neglected. 

My father traveled, and my mother was addicted to 

pills and had some very questionable friends. I 

learned early that I was alone and angry. That anger 

turned inward and fueled a raging addiction which I 

almost died from. Later, it would go on to fuel my 

alcoholism as well. 

I had three kids starting when I was just twenty-

years old. We lived where I grew up, which was in a 

suburb outside of New Orleans. I was in and out of 

the hospital for years. Some of these trips included 

psych wards. Eventually, my kids were split up 

(different dads) because I could not totally care for 

them. My boys went with my parents, and my 

daughter with her dad. All three of them inherited 

my anger and rage. 

After Hurricane Katrina and all that devastation, I 

met my current husband and moved to Texas. I got a 
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phone call in 2008 from my Dad. He simply told me 

there had been an accident, and that my oldest son 

Larry was dead from a shotgun wound. Life will 

never be the same. I lost a son, but Jeremy my 

youngest son basically lost his Dad, brother and best 

friend that night. Jeremy developed his own 

addiction to heroin and other opiates. He had been 

moving back and forth from my home to girlfriends, 

etc. 

One night I was drunk while Jeremy was living with 

us. I got up at 7 am, and he didn't look okay. Jeremy 

had overdosed and was not breathing. I realized this 

and called 911. Jeremy's brain was without oxygen 

for two and a half hours. He was not supposed to live 

and if he did, he'd be a vegetable. Then there was a 

miracle. Jeremy is okay today - slightly paralyzed 

and stutters. We are both in recovery now. We’re 

both sharing our hope with members of our 12-Step 

program and surviving together. 
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The anger I created in Jeremy caused his own world 

of hurt, paint, and addiction. An addiction that almost 

took his life. 
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Memoirs from an Imperfect Dad by M. Mashburn 

312 Days Clean 

I want to start off by telling you two boys how much 

I love y’all! Words can’t describe how sorry I am for 

not being around. I'm writing this to tell y'all about 

my life of addiction and a little about where I come 

from. I couldn't let y'all think I never loved you. I was 

caught up in my addiction for 21 years of my life. I'm 

sitting in prison right now with a sober mind ready to 

tell you two boys not to go down the path I’ve 

traveled. Maybe my story can help you or maybe 

even others. 

Let's see …I'm originally from Pensacola, Florida 

born and raised! I love that city. I grew up on the 

beach at my grandparent's house. My mom worked 

hard her whole life. So, I pretty much ran the streets 

while she was working double shifts at Waffle 

House. She's a very caring mother. No matter what 

I've done she's always there for me, even until this 

very point and time in prison. 
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Well, my father was never around much. He was a 

real bad alcoholic. He was in the Army during 

Vietnam. Not sure if that had anything to do with his 

addiction. He always called me and told me he was 

coming to pick me up, but I’d be on the curb by the 

house for hours, and he never showed up to get me. 

That's about all I remember about him. It seems like 

I turned out just like him, I was full of empty 

promises. I never knew how to be a father because I 

never had one. So, through most of my childhood, I 

didn't have many friends or associated with too many 

people. I was afraid of getting hurt and loving 

someone that would hurt me just as my father had 

done my whole life. 

I had an awesome life 'till I moved to Texas when I 

was almost thirteen-years-old. I spent most of my 

childhood with my grandparents while my mom 

worked. My grandparents were great people! We 

called them GrandFran and PapaDon. We were 

always at the beach, cooking out and doing family 

things. 
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When I came to Texas at 13, I started working with 

my stepdad, Jim. During my first day at work, I 

found out what addiction was all about. 

I worked with the boss' son, Ben. He was three years 

older than me, and he had a truck. He'd quit school, 

etc. That same day after work he asked me, "Do you 

want to hang out tonight?" After work he came and 

got me, and that very night I tried Xanax, weed and 

Moonshine. My addiction started strong and out of 

control. From that day on, it was an everyday thing 

for me. I was going to school playing football, etc... 

I always had a job, but my checks always went to 

drugs. When I couldn't find any drugs, I would drink 

cough syrup. You can be addicted to anything. 

Anything that alters your mind, and way of thinking 

and actions. 

I did these things to hide my feelings from the people 

I most loved. I hurt a lot of people in my life, people 

I love dearly. People that put up with my addiction 

and never turned their back on me no matter what. 

Your mom stuck by me for a long time. I put her 
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through hell and back a few times. Time after time 

and I told her I'd change, but I didn't. She's a very 

strong loving woman. I was very lucky to have her in 

my life. 

*** 

As I was growing up, I was a very angry kid, I had a 

temper, and when I started to use drugs, I started 

selling them too. When I became part of this crazy 

life, it grabbed hold of me and didn't go. I was so far 

into my addiction I became a monster. I used and 

abused people as I wanted to. Mentally and 

physically, I had no respect for the law or people. I 

got high and did what I wanted to. I didn't care about 

the consequences at all! Jail was a joke to me; it 

wasn't a punishment. It was like a vacation to me 

being locked up with my so-called friends and just 

not taking life seriously at all. 

I've been left for dead on the streets many of times, 

and still I never changed. I had a gun put to my head 

and was robbed for everything. Still it wasn't enough 

to stop me, because I was doing the same thing to the 
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same people. God saved me so many times and I 

never thought once to thank him until now. 34 years 

old and in prison -it finally clicked in my head that 

life is precious, and you only get one life to get it 

right. At 34 I became a man! I'm telling you all this 

not to scare you or glorify anything. I want you boys 

to know what this type of life brings. It only brings 

pain and suffering to you and the people you love and 

care about. Life isn't always about what you want, it's 

about God and family and stepping up and doing the 

next right thing. I've got seven years invested in the 

system, and nothing good has ever come from the 

things I've done. 

*** 

 
I started going to jail when I was 15. My stepdad and 

I got into it, and I damaged his truck pretty good. It 

was about $12,000 worth of damage. Then when I 

was 18, I went to jail for stealing computers from 

Wal-Mart. It was downhill from there on out. I've 

been caught with drugs, reckless driving, DWI's and 

the list goes on. 
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I don't remember much up until I met your mom. I 

saw her at a friend's house one night and fell in love 

at first sight! We hit it off. I remember that night. Her 

smile. Her hair. She was beautiful. I couldn't take my 

eyes off her. We played pool and talked all night 

long. We saw each other almost every day after that. 

I was still deep in my addiction though, and even for 

her, as much as I loved her, I wasn't going to stop 

doing what I was doing. Her mom and family didn't 

care much for me at all. I don't blame them though. 

They didn't know anything about me, but they had a 

good idea. My record spoke for itself. All they had to 

do was ask the police. They knew me well. 

Towards the end of your mom's senior year in school, 

she was pregnant. At the time, I had some warrants 

out for me and I was using drugs heavy. Still out 

there in the streets selling, but I was there with your 

mom mostly. I was excited about having my first 

baby boy! 

313 Days Clean 
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I told myself I would always be there for you and 

your mom. I was in the beginning when you were 

born. I was there. I was so scared that day because 

reality hit me that I was a father. I had no clue what 

to do? As I said, I knew nothing about being a father. 

I loved you from the day I saw you! I was sober that 

day, but my emotions ran through me like a freight 

train. I tried to get myself together. 

A couple of days later, on a rainy day, we took our 

baby home from the hospital. I was so excited that 

day. It was truly the best day of my life. Even as good 

as that felt, my addiction was holding on strong. I 

tried getting a real job and stop selling drugs, but I 

wasn't ready to quit. Remember: easy come-easy go. 

My habits were too much for me. Your mom stuck 

by me for a while. It was nice to be a family. 

*** 

 
After I had a pipe roll over on my hand and took part 

of my finger off, I was at home. Boredom's a trigger 

for drug use, so I started to use heavy again. This 

time I went pretty far and moved out. I was living in 
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a travel trailer with a friend. I was falling fast. After 

hitting a ditch, I flipped my car and almost died. God 

saved me again. And still, I never told him thanks for 

anything. My addiction took my sanity and family 

from me. It kept me from doing the next right thing, 

like being a man. After that, I went to jail a lot. I can't 

even count the times I been, or the times I escaped 

with my life. Chance after chance, God gave me to 

get it right. But I turned my back on Him and my 

loved ones and acted like I didn't have a soul at all. 

314 Days Clean 

I pray that you two can forgive me in time, and I hope 

we can be a family again. I'm going to do the best I 

can to make it up to both of you. This life I’ve lived 

was crazy and out of control. I'm leaving some things 

out because some things are better left unsaid. And 

some things that I did would send me away for life. I 

lived a life full of sin. I know God will forgive me 

and I hope you two boys can forgive me one day also 

with time. My story will jump around some, so just 

hang in there with me. 
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I hope y'all never have to go through what I went 

through, any part or it. I'm telling you now if it feels 

wrong, it is wrong. Always do the next right thing. 

My life has been a downward spiral for so long that 

I don't even know what being on top is like. Let me 

fast forward a little bit. 

When I was in the county waiting to be sentenced this 

time, I had a dream about y'all and I woke up in the 

middle of the night in a sweat. I didn't know just yet 

how much time in prison I was looking at. I had four 

felonies, all 2 to 10 years a piece. So, I got up and sat 

at my desk in the middle of the night and wrote your 

mom a letter. My mom found her on Facebook, and 

they got together on the phone and read the letter to 

her. (Psalms 34:18) I didn't know it was your mom's 

favorite verse or one of them anyways. But your 

mom told my mom she had a dream about me getting 

my life together. It was the same night I woke up in 

my cell in maximum security. It's crazy how God 

works after being apart for over six years, we still had 

connections in some ways. I couldn't have done any 

of this without Him in my life. 
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That very same night, I gave myself to the LORD in 

my cell. It was the best decision I ever made! After I 

had done that, everything fell into place. I got three 

felonies dropped. I got ten years’ probation with six 

months of substance abuse prison here at the Johnson 

Unit in Winnsboro, TX. God saved my life again! 

They don't give too many chances to people like me. 

But I am receiving the best help I could ever ask for. 

I need this in my life. 

315 Days Clean 

I have never been offered help with my addiction 

before. I fought for my life in court for eight months 

and it wasn't looking good at all. But God is good! 

Without him, I wouldn't have a good thing in life. 

You two boys were a blessing in my life. The last 

time I saw you two boys was at my house. Aidya was 

two and Jaxson was just crawling. Aidya, the last 

thing you said to me was, "I love you, Brandon" and 

hugged me around my neck so tight! You didn't even 

know I was your dad. Because your mom and I 

decided it was a good idea 'till I got myself together. 
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I held both of you boys tight! I knew I wasn't going 

to see y'all for a long time. 

Your mom gave me so many chances to be there, but 

I was always in jail or running from the laws. My life 

was slipping away faster than I could imagine. I felt 

I had nothing, so I had nothing to lose. But I had 

everything. You two boys and my mom, nieces, 

nephews, brothers. It was all there the whole time but 

was never sober to realize it. Sometimes it takes bad 

things to happen to make good things happen. And it 

got really bad this time, but it got really good in the 

aftermath. 

Your mom told me she didn't let her family say one 

bad thing about me, and I praise her for that. Because 

I deserve everything I've got. I didn't have any 

respect for anybody. You have a great mom. Tell her 

you love her every chance you get because tomorrow 

isn't guaranteed. I've gone over a year now without 

talking to my mom, and I'll never get that time back. 

She's 63 now, and I'm just now able to tell her how I 

feel. Life is too short to be pissed off or drug induced 
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all the time. If you never try drugs, you will never 

have a drug addiction. I promise you that. 

I spent most of my life doing drugs just to feel normal 

again. I know it doesn't make sense, but it does if you 

ever lived that life. If you two boys never accept me, 

I'll understand. Just know where I came from and 

where I'm going. I've done this to myself and could 

never ask you to feel a certain way about me. But I 

would love to be your dad and friend if you will let 

me in due time. I'll leave that up to y'all. Whatever 

you decide, I will be content with. I hope you two 

boys don't grow up hating me for the things I've done 

to y'all because I'm still having trouble forgiving 

myself for not being a man and taking care of my 

family. Family is all I need in my life, of course God 

too! I have another chance at life to make it right so 

that's my plan when I get out of prison. 

I want to make things right to all the people I hurt 

starting with you two first. I'm not sure how to go 

about this because I've never done anything good in 

my life. But I'm sure I'll figure it out. I can't make up 
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the last seven-years I missed of your lives, but I can 

start now. This place I'm in now is helping me with 

that. We have counselors that interact with us five 

hours a day, five days a week. But we inmates run 

this prison. This is a peer-driven institution. They tell 

us that from the start when we arrive here. I have 67 

members in my family here. We run the classes, and 

we also march twice a week for discipline. It's a 

Christian based military structure facility. Just to 

give y'all a rundown of the place. I actually feel like 

a human being in here instead of just a number that 

they give us. 

*** 

 
When your mom wrote me in jail, I was so happy to 

hear she was happily married and you boys were very 

well taken care of. She said Jeff treats you both with 

respect and as if you were his own. I'm really happy 

to hear this. It makes my recovery easier that you 

have a good man in your lives. I thought about you 

all every day and wondered where and how you all 

were doing. Your mom sends me pictures of you 
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boys, and it made me cry because I missed the most 

important part of your lives. I'm so happy God put 

Jeff in your lives when I wasn't man enough to step 

in. Everything happens for a reason. Some things are 

just meant to be. He has a plan for everybody, but it's 

up to us what path to take and how we end up in this 

life. He gives us two choices, the high road or the low 

road. Our destiny is at the end of both those roads 

just up to us how it ends and which one to take. I 

know this is my last chance to get it right, I asked for 

help, so God put me here. I hate this place, L.O.L-but 

it's completely different from what I'm used to. 

Honestly, respect, discipline, tolerance, courage is 

what this place teaches us in here. Something I knew 

nothing about. 

316 Days Clean 

Love is very important in life. If you never love, life 

seems pointless. Without love, you're just numb and 

anything you do is pointless. That's no way to live 

life. You should experience every part of life -even 

pain. Pain has been a big part of my life. I forgot to 
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experience anything else. There's so much more to 

life than struggle. We sometimes forget to live a 

little, always focused on the negative. Trust me boys, 

it could always be worse. Live each day like it's your 

last and tell all your loved ones how you feel. I lost 

my grandparents to cancer and did not tell them when 

I had the chance. I knew they were not in good health 

and that one day they would no longer be in my life. 

Every day I wake up with regret on my mind and pain 

in my heart because I had my chance to make peace 

but never did. Now I have to live with myself every 

day. 

I'm telling you two all this to keep you boys from 

making the same mistakes I have. I'm sure you boys 

will make the right choices in life; I'm not denying 

that at all. But I've been through it all, and there’s not 

much I haven't done or been through. I'm not 

glorifying anything; I just don't want you to 

experience the pain that I have. It's unbearable at 

times. I ask God to remove my defects of character. 

It's a working program. I've come a long way, though 

I'm sure you can ask your mom about that. I hope all 
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this is making sense to you. I don't know when your 

mom will give this to you to read or if ever. I'm going 

to leave it up to her because she will know the right 

time and when you are ready to know all this about 

me. This life I lived has taken a toll on me. I'm 35 

years old and feel 50. All I can do now is pray for 

forgiveness and pursue my life with God. 

317 Days Clean 

My goal in life when I leave here is to start my own 

business in construction. I was always good at it. I 

suck at paperwork. It never was my thing. Even in 

school, I wasn't that smart. I quit school in the 

beginning of my 10th-grade year because a teacher 

called me stupid in front of the whole class. That 

wasn't the first time a teacher did that. It happened in 

the 7th grade too, and the same teacher put his hands 

on me after school. My older brother went up there 

and had a talk with him. So, that was about it. I did 

like school. I played football, ran track and cross 

country. I tried basketball, but I was very 

uncoordinated. L.O.L. 
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I went to Gilmer and Union Hill school. Union Hill 

was small. There were 12 people in my senior class. 

I was always the quiet one in school, not a lot of 

friends or anything. I was a loner my whole life. I 

was the one that kids always made fun of because I 

was different. Later on, when I quit school and 

moved to Florida for a year, I came back after my 

grandpa passed away from cancer. Something inside 

of me died. He was always the only father I ever 

knew. He used to play ball with me in the front yard 

when I was a kid, and he used to help me with my 

homework, etc. He was a great man! 

After I came back from Florida, I started my criminal 

activities. Robbing, stealing, and manipulating 

anyone and anything that I could. I was very good at 

it in a very bad way! I could talk the talk and walk 

the walk. My brother Mike said I could sell ice to the 

Eskimos. Your Uncle Mike is a good man. Out of all 

of us, he has done very well for himself. Never been 

in trouble. Always did the right thing. He and I have 

been close most of our lives. He always looked out 

for me even after disappointing him time after time. 
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My younger brother followed in my footsteps. I 

showed him the wrong way of life. He watched me 

sell dope, and I even got him to sell it for me at his 

school. I guess you could say he looked up to me. He 

went to prison at 18 years old for evading in a motor 

vehicle. I was a little smarter about my actions. He 

liked to showboat his. People were robbing him and 

beating him up for his drugs. Then I’d have to handle 

his mess up because it was my stuff they were 

stealing. 

That life isn't worth the pain, stress, suffering that 

comes with it. I watched my friends, girlfriends and 

family crash out and die because of drug deals gone 

bad. Nothing good has ever come from any of it. I 

had two cousins die that were close to me. One from 

an overdose and the other got his head cut off, and 

his body was burned a few miles from my house on 

Cherokee Trail in Gilmer. Even after all that, I still 

wasn't going to stop. All my friends were dying left 

and right. My family was thinning out like mange on 

a dog. 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

89 | P a g e 

 

 

 

My addiction kept me from feeling or seeing what 

was really going on. I always overlooked it all and 

never thought it could ever happen to me because I 

was unstoppable. I'm not trying to tell you just bad 

things that happened in my life, but I went through 

twenty-one-years of all this and nothing good came 

from any of it. I just want y'all to do right and don't 

take the wrong path. If anybody shows you the 

wrong path or tries to give you drugs, they are not 

your friends. I promise you that. They're just luring 

you in so they can feed off of you. More addictions, 

more money. They're all demons trying to collect 

souls. Addiction it the worse disease you can have. 

If you never do drugs, you won't ever have to find 

out about this life I lived. 

The only good things that came from all this is 

meeting your mom and having you two boys. I was 

very blessed with that part of my life. I wouldn't trade 

any part of the good or the bad for anything. I feel I 

can help people with the things I've been through. I 

feel nobody can help anybody if they haven't 

experienced it for themselves. If I can save one life, 
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I feel my purpose in life meant God put us here for 

different reasons. Maybe I went through all this to 

help someone or save their life. What I want to do is 

live right and help everyone that wants to be helped. 

If you want to change, you will. You can't make 

anybody change until they're ready to. I know from 

experience. 

I'm finally ready to make that change and to be with 

my family. You boys are my life, and I will die trying 

to make it up to y'all. If it takes all my time and effort 

to show you boys that I can be a father, you can look 

up to. 
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We All Have a Story to Tell by J. Perez 

Product of My Environment 

Truth be told, I don’t want to say that I’m just like 

you because we’re all different and unique in our 

own way. Honestly, some have said that I’m worse 

than most. They’ve said things like, “Jerel, you’re 

possessed by demon.” or things like “Death is 

following you.” In my youth I fused with these 

destructive thoughts in my mind. I believed that this 

is what my life was supposed to be like. I have a few 

memories of a time when I was like you. But that was 

before the physical, mental, emotional, spiritual, 

drug and sexual abuse. That was before the scenes of 

homicides, drug-dealing, robberies that engulfed my 

community, spilled over into my life. I had no 

guidance. 

 
School? Please! Who needs school when you’re 

tossing and turning at night because your stomach 

hurts from hunger? As a young teen, I had to make a 

choice. One that would alter the course of my 
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destiny. A choice that would help my brothers and 

my mother. I chose a life of crime. College and the 

hopes of playing ball was just too long to wait. You 

know how this story goes. 

DOC 

At the age of 17, I ended up catching my first felony. 

I was sentenced to prison for five years. If you have 

ever been sentenced to the Department of 

Corrections, then you can understand what that must 

have been like for me. All of the unwanted thoughts 

and feeling you experience. If you haven’t, then I 

pray earnestly, and I will try earnestly to make sure 

as many of you living in my community never have 

to experience that. 

 
When I was released from prison, it was the start of 

a new chapter in my life. I was a lost and self- 

destructive young man going in but coming out, all I 

had was a vision of the man I truly wanted to be. This 

wasn’t enough. I was still lost but no longer self- 

destructive. Even though I was ready for change, I 
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didn’t know how. This put me at risk of self- 

destructing again. Out on probation, I struggled to 

find my way back into society. What I found was 

myself drinking and using drugs again. I had the most 

precious woman, and I lost her because of the abuse 

and drugs. I ended up violating my probation and 

found myself incarcerated again. The judge wanted 

to send me back to prison, but I was able to get 

another chance. A chance to figure out my life and 

that’s what I’m doing just like you are. 

Another Chance At Life 

Honestly, I’ve had many chances in life. This time I 

won’t blow it. I have a mentor in my life now, who’s 

helping me. I have real guidance now. Last week, I 

completed the Writing for the Soul Workshop 

mentor training required to mentor at-risk and 

troubled teens here in my community. I can’t help but 

wonder how my life would have turned out if only 

I’d had a mentor at your age. My story has some 

unhappy chapters, but it isn’t the end. In fact, my 
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story has no ending at all. Because I’m still writing 

it. We all have a story to tell. This is mine. 
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February 3, 2016, Journal Entry 

90 Days Clean 

Ninety Days! Wow! I can’t lie, it feels good. It’s 

been a long time since I had three months clean. But 

am I clean really? I’m not so sure because I think 

I’ve replaced marijuana and cigarettes with 

commissary. 

When I first got here, as a Phase I Client, I could not 

buy food on commissary. It was hard watching 

everyone eat in the evening, and I couldn’t. I worked 

so hard to win New Client of the Week so I could buy 

it one week early, and I did. I did whatever it took to 

get commissary. On the days I couldn’t get it, my 

whole day was bad. 

I’m not going to buy any more food on commissary. 

Staff uses it like the dope man to control us. 

Commissary has become like a drug. Not anymore! 

I’m going to re-condition myself to only eat the food 

they serve. Just because I think I need commissary 

doesn’t mean that I need it. Please LORD, take my 

life and manage it. Don’t let stuff or people manage 
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my life for me. 
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I’m so Sorry by Jerry Johnstone 

I was attracted to her the first time I saw her. She was 

a little thing. I knew from the beginning that she was 

a mess. She drank too much, but so did I at the time. 

We had many good times and enjoyed each other's 

company. The problem was that she had many 

affairs, but I always took her back. I understood that 

she had medical issues. She was on medications for 

this. I could tell when she wouldn't take them. We 

would argue about this on a daily basis. 

One day, we were invited to a birthday party for a 

friend of mine. Everything went well, and I had a 

good time. When we left, I believe something at the 

party upset her because when we got home, she ran 

to her room. I followed, and she slammed the door 

on my fingers. I shoved the door back open, which 

pushed her over the bed. She landed on her chest and 

broke something. It was a bad accident. I am so sorry. 

I hope she will forgive me someday. 
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Climbing Hills by J Goyve 

My name is John Paul Goyve and I’m thirty-eight-

years old. I am an honorably discharged Marine 

Corps Veteran, and I’m also now a felon. I am 

more than disappointed with myself. From the 

moment I left the service, I’ve gone downhill. I am a 

father of two daughters -one from each of my ex-

wives. With that being said, both of my daughters 

have been out of my life now for almost ten years. 

Recently when I got out of prison, I found my 16- 

year-old on Facebook. At first, she was excited to 

talk to me. But it didn't take long for all those feelings 

of hurt through all those years to come out. She 

currently doesn't want anything to do with me. 

Without realizing it all these years, I have made 

someone I love more than anything in this life a 

victim. 

I tried explaining the best I could about why and what 

happened. Why I wasn't there for her. I tried to put 

myself in her shoes and explain what I had done. We 

had a very special bond that I destroyed. I hope and 
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pray to God that I can restore my relationship with 

my daughter. Be careful in life when you don't put 

God first. He loves you and will get your attention. 

About 1,000 kilometers from the top, and I'm 

standing at the bottom. And I prayed to God, and he 

gives me the strength to keep going! I've been 

climbing hills for nearly forty-years now. 
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Mail Call by B. Prater 

 
I knew the day would come when my freedom would 

be ripped away once again. I knew going back to 

prison would be hard this time, but I had no idea how 

hard it would be mentally. This time, I had two little 

girls out there that I've never spent one night without. 

I think I was about three weeks in when the hurt was 

beginning to fade. Then mail call came that night, 

and I heard my name for the first time since I had 

been there. I thought it was a mistake thinking to 

myself, “Nobody's going to write me.” When I read 

the envelope, my heart stopped. 

It was from two little girls that can barely write their 

names. They had written me a letter! I was so 

ashamed and upset that I couldn't even open the 

letter. You know, it's not the bad stories that bother 

you in prison, it's the small things you miss or don't 

think you would ever miss …till they're gone. By 

leaving my daughters behind, I made them my 

victims. I never want to feel hurt like that again or 

put any more hurt in their eyes. 
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Product of my Environment by Q. Foy 

OKC born and Texas raised, poverty was too familiar 

where I come from. Drug abuse, sex, and violence 

seemed like an everyday lifestyle. I had no father, 

and my mother was a crack whore. My brother stole 

what he could just to feed me and my sister. We were 

made victims to mom’s many failed relationships. I 

became a victim to these things. 

Drugged up by age nine, I was having sex with the 

neighbor's daughters, lying, and stealing. Mom ran 

off after I was hit by a truck. She came to Texas to 

clean herself up. Somewhere down the line, she fell 

into another abusive relationship. Anyhow, I met this 

girl and we ended up having children. I quit school 

and started hustling. My hustle was all I knew. 

Violence was a factor as drugs blinded us. I choked 

a lady, got locked up and my wife had the two boys. 

I walked away from the hustling, drugging, and 

braking in and out of jail. I hit rock bottom before I 

was able to give in. Now I'm on a path to get right. 
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I’ve been drug-free now for eight months. I guess 

you could say that I am a work in progress. 
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I Won’t Quit by C. Wallace 

Well, things started to go bad in about 2013. My 

aunt had just passed away. Prior to that, my 

girlfriend had passed away in August of 2012. 

Things were falling all around me so to speak. My 

girlfriend of over fifteen years was gone. It was 

getting real hard. I still have my mother and father 

living, but at this time, I still need the strongest of 

Dads. 

Another year passed, when I met a lady who had a 

daughter twenty-six-years old, and a son that was 

seventeen. We liked each other, so I moved in with 

them. Things were good at first, but it was a 

struggle for her son because he loves his mom's 

attention. I came in between that -sort of. So, after a 

while, tension developed, and we got into 

arguments. 

Drinking alcohol started to play a big part in my self- 

medicating. I ended up getting the police called on 

me. In July 2013, I got charged with assault and 

ended up on probation for three years. I moved out, 

but we were still seeing each other. 
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I violated my probation because I had a wreck and 

was charged with DUI. March of 2015, I went to 

court. On May 15, 2015, I was sentenced to three 

years. 

I did a year in prison, but I stayed close to God. I had 

a plan to change my life for the better. I have stuck 

with my plan, and God has been providing for me 

since I came home July 15, 2016. I am back with my 

girlfriend and my kids, and I plan to stay focused on 

God. I am planning to start my own business. Each 

day, I continue to work hard to be a better person and 

never give up. 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

107 | P a g e 

 

 

 

Like Father, Like Son by M. Duarte 

I dated my ex for about four years, and I got really 

comfortable with her, but I began to follow in my 

dad's footsteps. How? Beer and violence. 

 

I saw my dad always abusing my mom every time he 

drank. I was always afraid of him, but I had to be 

brave to protect my mom and younger sister. So, 

when I started to abuse alcohol, I started to do the 

same. I just have all this hatred and anger all the time, 

even though I quit drinking alcohol seven years ago. 

Now I deal with anxiety and anger daily. 

 

When my ex and I began dating, I would start the 

violence after any little argument. I started putting 

my hands on her, and it kept happening. She begged 

me to stop and get help, but I just didn’t listen. I went 

to prison for kicking her door in and assaulting her. I 

put a knife to her neck. I really took this to another 

level. I have remorse for what I did to her. That’s why 

I’m sharing this. 
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Believe me; it’s not easy to do this. I lost the love of 

my life and my three-year-old daughter. And now 

I’m sitting here thinking, “If I could have just done 

things differently.” I love and miss her. I’m sorry for 

all the hurt and pain I caused her. 
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We Do Recover by T. Bancroft 

I was twenty-eight-years of age when I took myself 

away from my son Christopher. He was two years 

old at the time. My son needed me as a father and 

friend. All I thought about was me, and nobody else 

mattered. I hurt my baby boy by going away. I 

needed him as well, but at the time I did not know 

this. By then it was too late. 

I hit a dark spot in my life. I was sick of the man I 

have been. Dope, weed and more weed. Only me, no 

one else mattered. I did not care about myself all I 

cared about is what I could get. Then one day, I got 

on my knees and asked Jesus into my life.  

On March 12, 2010, God came into my life. I am 

not the same man. God changed my way of 

thinking, and the way I look at people. All I want to 

do is share God’s goodness with others. Jesus is the 

real deal. I won't go back to where I came from. I 

can't make up the time I lost, but I can give him the 

best because I love him …and God loves all of us. 
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My Story by B. Laudermith 

I want to start by saying thank you for giving me an 

opportunity to tell you a little about myself! When I 

was about two-and-a-half-years old, my mom and 

dad were going through a bad relationship. I had to 

watch mom fight with my father. The worst day 

came when my mom didn't feed us all day. When my 

dad came home from work and found out, he put us 

all in the car and to took us to McDonald's. 

My mom was sitting in the passenger seat, and she 

started hitting my dad. I didn't understand what was 

going on, but it left a stain on my brain. Later when 

we got home, my dad pulled my mom out the car by 

her hair. My two sisters and I ran in the house. I 

watched my dad actually throw full on punches with 

my mom. My mom went to the hospital -her face was 

covered in blood. 

Later on in life, my mom and dad separated. I grew 

up living with my mom and doing whatever I wanted. 

I ended up living with my father at eleven-years old. 

I couldn't handle being there, so I ran away a lot. 

When 
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I turned seventeen-years old, I left home and was 

doing my own thing. I was on drugs. I found out my 

sister was in Texas, and that my dad had broken a 

coffee table over her back. 

I tried to do things right, but when things didn't work 

out, I got really high and drank. I went to my dad's 

house and burned his car. It affected him mentally, 

emotionally, and financially. I made them my 

victims, and I wish I could take it all back. 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

113 | P a g e 

The Flap of a Butterfly’s Wing by Anonymous 

“In chaos theory, the butterfly effect is the sensitive 

dependence on initial conditions in which a small 

change in one state of a deterministic nonlinear 

system can result in large differences in a later 

state.” -The Butterfly Effect, Wikipedia 

As I sit here contemplating how to share the deepest 

and most troubling sins of my soul with the world, I 

wonder, “What is the point in doing it?” The answer 

is as simple as the desire to help another youngster. 

Somewhere that might be on the path of gravel that I 

have traveled. See, I think that my past is unique, but 

the reality is …it’s not. 

I took the life that gave me life. Yes, I took the life 

of my mother. The woman who shared her body with 

my still forming life for eight months, two weeks and 

nine hours of labor. I know those numbers because 

she reminded me of it constantly. It’s a long story, 

but that’s not the subject of my brief moment of 

sharing. The purpose of this is to let you know that I 
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discovered something deep in my years of 

contemplating, analyzing, and trying to rationalize 

my life while in the “Belly of the Beast.” What I 

found out was this: no one’s life is solely their own. 

Every decision that a person makes and every action 

you make affects someone else. See I thought 

anything I did was all about me. But the hard fact is, 

we’re all intertwined and anything we do has an 

effect in the world on a cosmic level we have yet to 

understand. I know that now. Thanks for letting me 

share. 
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Hurting People Hurt People by E. Cantu 
 

“Anger is an acid that can do more harm to the 

vessel in which it is stored than to anything on which 

it is poured.” – Mark Twain 

 
It started when I was still just a juvenile. My first 

victim was my mom. I physically, and emotionally 

hurt her because of my anger within. I was always 

lashing out in anger. One day I remembered playing, 

and I thought about all the things I did that caused 

me to spend six months in juvenile prison. After all 

the things I did, my mom still supported and loved 

me through it all. 

As I grew up and got older, my abusive behavior got 

worse. I’ve been to prison three times for deadly 

conduct, family and domestic violence. Two of my 

victims are both the mothers of my children. I caused 

so much stress, pain and hurt not only to them but to 

my two sons also. All my life I’ve been told that I am 

an angry person, useless and a nobody. But I’m tired 

of hurting myself and others. 
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I am writing this from a Domestic Violence Class 

that I attend each week here at Texas ReEntry 

Services. I didn’t have to write this, but I want to 

change. I have God in my life now, and all I want is 

to love -not hate. Be happy -not mad. Maybe this 

writing thing can help me, and maybe sharing my 

story can help someone else. All my life I’ve always 

asked myself, “Why are you mad? What’s wrong 

with me?” 

God help me. 
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Alcohol is a Drug by K. Owen 

My name is Keaton Owen. Back in July 2015, I had 

just been released from probation from getting hit by 

Tarrant County Swat. At this time, I had an innocent 

girl in the house, a girlfriend of two years. 

Well after I got out, I found out she slept with the guy 

that I was getting my drugs from before I went to jail. 

I had been out two months and couldn't take the 

heartbreak anymore. Alcohol got involved, and I put 

my hands on her. No girl deserves that. I made her 

my victim. For that, I am truly sorry. 
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Felon by V. Brice 

I went to TDC for doing something I didn't do. I was 

cheating on my girl. She found out, called the 

police, and said I put a gun in her face. When she 

saw that I was going to jail, she was trying to tell 

them that she lied, but it was too late. I was a felon. I 

got two years, but only did 18 months on it. I was 

locked up for something I didn't do. 

It's messed up, but she held me down the whole time 

and even put money on my books. We're still 

together, and we have one little girl who's ten-years-

old. Her name is Bree. This is my story. I'm out now 

and we're good. I got a good job, and she does too. 

I’m sharing this to encourage you. Life isn’t fair. But 

that’s okay. You’re going to be just fine. 
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It’s All Yours by Anonymous 

 
I was given a story that I wanted to share. I read it 

often. It goes like this: When last year began, it was 

all yours. It was placed in your hands. You could 

make it what you wanted. 

It was like a blank book and in it, you could put a 

poem, a nightmare, a dream, a prayer, a child’s story 

-even a song. It is a book forever written. Completed. 

A book that has been written by you with all the 

details, and you cannot change it. 

So, before this year ends, reflect. Take your old book 

and leaf through it carefully. Please read each page 

by hand and read all of it! Enjoy the pages of your 

life when you used it best. And those you’ve met, or 

those you reunited with …wonderful people. Those 

you had fun doing what they liked best. 

Please check the pages that should never have been 

written. No, don’t try to pull them out. It would be 

useless. They are already written. But you can read 

them and re-read them while writing the new book to 
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be delivered. So, you can repeat the good things 

written, and avoid re-writing the bad. 

To write your new book, you will again begin with 

instrument of free will, and will have to fill it with 

the whole immense surface of your world. If you 

desire to kiss your old book, kiss it. If you want to 

cry, cry about it. Cry. No matter how it is. 

This year you have been given another book. New, 

clean, and white. You get another chance. What’s 

your story? 
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April 21, 2016, Journal Entry 

170 Days Clean 

It’s been a while since I wrote in my Journal or made 

an entry. I’ve gotten so much done. I’ve successfully 

graduated from my Peer Recovery Coach Course, I 

can now facilitate parenting classes, I’ve moved into 

Phase III ReEntry and so much more. As I get down 

to less than 30 days left until my projected release 

date, I ask myself the million-dollar question: Am I 

ready for recovery? The answer is …almost. 

I’ve completed my Relapse Prevention Plan. I have a 

plan A, B and C. When I get back to work, I’m going 

to roll out a new peer support program. I’m going to 

adapt the writing program to include men and women 

like me working to re-enter society. I’m not sure if 

I’ll be working from Missouri for a while. It only 

makes sense to move operations here. Texas has 

been good to me, and this is my chance to start fresh. 

I’m excited about my future …about finally living 

my life on purpose. I am determined that the second 
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half of my life will be sooooo much better than my 

first half. 
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June 24, 2016, Journal Entry 

232 Days Clean 

Life has changed so much since leaving the 

Johnston Unit. Yep. Life has happened. I expected 

the half-way house to be different. To be a 

controlled environment that would keep me safe, 

provide resources that would give me a head start, 

be clean and respectful. IT IS ANYTHING BUT! 

This is the most toxic, drug infested, stinky 

environment I will experience as a residence on my 

road to recovery. I will never put myself in a 

situation like this again. The staff is so uncaring and 

rude. My peers here dope-fein every group. The 

counselors treat us like inmates -not like men. There 

are bedbugs here and a horrible cough going 

around. Instead of giving us a head start -they make 

it even harder. For my peers who haven’t put a plan 

in place -they don’t stand a chance. But this journal 

is about me, so I’m gonna stick to making “I” 

statements. 

I have been here thirty-days today. Not one day has 



Peers Pencils & Pages 

126 | P a g e 

passed without some pain. I’ve had some really 

good days …yet not one without pain. 
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December 1, 2016, Journal Entry 

One Year After 1st Journal Entry 

Coming facet-to-face with Step Six is forcing me to 

take a look at my defects. One in particular: my 

thinking. If I am what I think -then I’m screwed. It 

is written, “Let the wicked change their ways and 

banish the very thought of doing wrong.” How? My 

thoughts seem to be out of control. Besides lying 

and anger, my defects of character mainly revolve 

around my thoughts. 

At first, taking this step overwhelmed me until I 

realized that this step is progressive. It requires a 

daily readiness and willingness to all allow The 

Source to help me overcome my defects of 

character.  

I have reached a fork in the road in my addiction. I 

can go left, or right. I can go down the road that 

leads to life, or the one that leads to death. I choose 

life! 

I am ready to meet myself. Construction in under 

way. I can no longer practice behaviors that have 
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been killing me. I surrender my life along with all 

my character defects to The Creator. 
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No one gets through life unscathed. Experiences that 

cause sorrow, pain, rejection, loss and fear touch us 

all. A happy, healthy, successful life isn’t the result 

of accidental circumstance; the thoughtful and 

deliberate use of available tools determines our 

ultimate outcomes. 

Would you like to have a happier, healthier and more 

successful life? Would you like a simple, easy to use 

tool proven to help overcome even the most painful 

experiences of life? Well, I’ve combined two for you. 

They are Mindfulness and writing. 

Processing our life experiences through mindfulness 

writing is a proven tool for a happier and healthier 

life. In addition to the clear mental benefits, studies 

have shown long-term improvements in physical 

health, even for those suffering chronic conditions. 

When you combine writing with Mindfulness, it’s a 
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great way to detach from unwanted thoughts and 

feelings that hold us back. 

Mindfulness is defined as “the awareness that 

emerges through paying attention on purpose, in the 

present moment, and non-judgmentally to the 

unfolding of experience moment by moment” (Kabat- 

Zinn, 2003 p.145). 

I’ve created a journal to guide you in mindfulness 

writing. If you google mindfulness writing, a lot of 

great results will pop up with all kinds of 

information, writing prompts and more. Here’s ten 

that I hope will help you to live a full, rich and 

meaningful life now. 
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1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 

10. 
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Peers Pencils & Pages 

Thank You.mp3 Download 

This song by Kansas City recording artist Rashad, is 

my way of saying "Thank you for reading my book."  

Tap to play now, or enter Coupon Code: PPP2022 
during checkout to begin your free download.  


https://www.tgimbooksandapparel.shop/collections/tgim-peer-support/products/thank-you-mp3
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TGIM Peer Recovery & Wellness Aftercare 

Program 

There are multiple pathways to living a full, rich, 

and meaningful life. I developed this program for 

men, women and Youth with Adult Responsibilities 

in ReEntry. It’s outfitted with an easy 16-week 

course to help you create your OWN path. A 

pathway that works for you. 

To learn more or to register, click on the button, or 

scan the QR Code.

https://www.peerrecoveryandwellness.org/
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About Eric 

Eric was born and raised in 

Aubrey, Arkansas, and is a Gulf 

War veteran. After returning 

from Iraq, Eric settled down in 

Kansas City and started a family 

of his own. 

Growing up, Eric was introduced to marijuana at an 

early age. He says, "My friends smoked it because it 

was fun to them, I smoked it to escape. For the first 

time, I had something to help me get through the things 

that happened to me." At 16-years-old, Eric tried crack 

cocaine and his life would never be the same. 

Addiction seemed to follow Eric everywhere he went 

after returning from Iraq. He spent the next 26 years, 

doing life on an installment plan in jails and 

institutions. On October 5, 2005, Eric found it no longer 

necessary to smoke crack cocaine. In 2010, he founded 

TGIM Digital Publishing and launched its premier 

program: Writing for the Soul Workshop™. 

Youth and young adults accessed the program in 

Africa, Asia, Australia and throughout the US until Eric 
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retired the program on December 31, 2020. While 

offering the program, Eric was able to give away just 

over $2.8 million in books, food, workshops, cash, and 

school supplies. 

Eric completed Peer Recovery Support Specialist Core 

Training in the Texas model in 2016. On March 8, 

2019, Eric was one of the first 50 peers to complete the 

PRSS Core Training in the Arkansas model. Eric's work 

experience includes over 6,000 hours of supervised 

clinical training in substance abuse as a Registered 

Counselor in Training with the Arkansas Substance 

Abuse Certification Board. 
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