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JASON BERG 
“A Shared Moment” 

It is so quiet you could hear a pin drop.  Across from me is a kid just a couple of years older 

than I was when I first entered these walls, but then again, he was not even born yet back then. 

We are not the same race, yet we are so much alike; we grew up the same way, and it was not easy.  

We have both suffered and made others pay the price for it. 

Right now, he is sitting with his eyes closed, facing me, not five feet away. He is having a 

hard time keeping his eyes closed because it's a vulnerability we are not used to. He is being told to 

think of all the pain he has felt throughout his life, and I can see his pain as it splashes across his 

face. It hurt me to see it because I know this kid is like me.  He can deal with direct pain, but it's 

hard for him to deal with pain directed at those he cares about. So, when I see the pain sketched on 

his face, I know his family has suffered. My heart goes out to the kid.  

Now, he is being told to think of all the pain he has caused others in this world. His eyes 

open, refusing to face it at first. Then he finds his courage, he closes his eyes, and he tries.  I can 

see the struggle inside him as it plays across his face. After a while, he silently starts to cry. Before 

long, I began to cry with him, and I desperately prayed, òPlease God, do not let him have done the 

things I have done!ó. 

 

“The Sea Within Me” 

My home is a small town by the sea, and wherever I go, I bring it with me. 

I'll never forget the day my mother introduced me to God. She took me to the 

rocks at sunset and told me this is where she gets to see God. The sun had painted 

a beautiful tapestry of colors across the sky; I could feel the vibration of the waves as they crashed 

against the rocks we sat on and the spray of the mist as it washed over us.  I was humbled like 

never before in my young little life; I felt so small yet a part of something so big I could barely im-

agine it.  

Anyone who grows up at the beach knows the sea gets into your blood. You must understand 

the sea is untamed, ferocious, and violent. It is also calm, nurturing, and peaceful. It gives life.  

Slowly but surely, the sea has a way of seeping into your soul.   

In my young adolescent life, I lost my way.  I became untamed, ferocious, and violent. At 17 

years old, I crashed into the prison system as the waves crashed into the rocks. I have not been 

home in over 25 years, but I take the sea with me wherever I go.  Whether I'm up on the sticks of 

Pelican Bay, in the mountains of Tehachapi, or out in the desert of Calipatria, I bring the sea with 

me.   

The desert of Calipatria has been good for me. They have seagulls that flock to our yard so 

we can feed them. When I was a kid, I thought of them as flying rats, but now all I see is their 

beauty, a living piece of home that comes to visit me, a sign of the divine. So now I try my best to 

be calm, nurturing, and peaceful.          

 



WILLIAM KING BLACKWELL 

Opulence Surroundings 
                The more you surround yourself with people who add value to your life, the better off you 

will be, but make sure that you are adding value to their lives, too. Surround yourself with people 

that push you to do better. There is no drama or negativity, just higher goals, dreams, and motiva-

tion. Surround yourself with relentless humans who plan in decades but live in moments. 

                Train Like savages but create like artists. Obsess in work, relax in life. People who know 

this is finite choose to play infinite games. Find people scaling mountains. Climb together. 

                Nobody wants to tell you why discipline is so important. Discipline is the strongest form 

of self-



Since I was a child, art in its many forms has always caught my attention. From the great Master-

pieces of the Master to street art pieces, art is in the eye of the beholder. It was only natural that I 

started experimenting with abstract designs and later moved on to drawing the human body and 

to what I am doing now, portraits of family and friends.  





GILBERT GOMEZ 
 

Chiseling Away Ignorance 

 

This piece of art is symbolic of my life. I am a human being serving a 25-to-life prison term. Prior 

to coming to prison and well into my term, I had become a person encapsulated in a concrete slate 

of ignorance. Stemming from a lack of education and learning from poorly educated role models. 

The result is becoming a highly ignorant, destructive criminal who makes poor decisions. Feeling 

the consequences of my poor choices, I wanted to do better. Ignorance led to hurting people and to 

a poor quality of life. After each book I read and each self-help class I attended, I became more 

confident and began to make smarter choices. In each academic and self-help class, I have started 

to chisel away the slate of ignorance that clouded my judgment. I have developed chisels and 

hammers of positivity, breaking away my defects. They say. òOnce you stop seeking knowledge 

and truth, ignorance sets in.ó So, I have dedicated myself to lifelong learning So that I remain self

-aware and stay free from a mental prison of ignorance. 

 

 

 



LAMONT KELLUM JR. 

 
I Still Have Some Life Left 

 

Two men can look out the same window, 

One sees a life of openness and opportunity, 

The other sees a long dirt road & tall light poles, 

Hay barns in the distance, 

After so-called electrical fences... 

As the sky is so beautiful, 

I can only hope that my freedom is getting close, 

Smiling as I stare out a vertical rectangular window... 

Perspective is everything, 

Though growth is constantly changing, 



 

A good kid in a mad city, 

Early on, hiding the trauma and abuse, 

While that shit slowly devoured my entity... 

Over the years, I learned the hard way, 

All the tragedies I faced, 

Without a full understanding of my destructive choices, 

Then I was convicted of a crime they gave, 

Because I didnõt do it, though, that didnõt stop the he say, she say, 

It was all hearsay, but it was fabricated their way, 



GOLDEN BOY 

There once was a kid 

Full of promise with a real bright shine 

He set out from home all on his own 

A Golden Boy in his prime 

Little changes took place and corrupted his way of life 

No longer sober, the cruelness took over 

Became a man without regard for life 

  

O Golden Boy, beware 

Sheõs forest green without the peace 

She doesnõt care 

20 plus years, and Iõm still here 

Her embrace only leads to death 

O Golden Boy, donõt live my regret 

  

I once was told that knowledge is gold 

By a man who lived his life right 

Too blind to see his lessons for me 

Led to a life of crime 

But now that Iõm sober and learning took over 

Iõm trying to walk as he might 

  

O Golden Boy beware 

She says that sheõll fix you 

But her green walls only being on despair 

20 plus years, and Iõm still here 

Her embrace only leads to death 

O Golden Boy, donõt live my regret 

  

If I knew then what I know today 

I surely wouldõve traded this life 

So much more I left unexplored 

Great adventures and untold delights 

But instead I got dreams 

That never came to be 

Ruined plans run through my mind 

All through my mind 

  

O Golden Boy beware 

Sheõs an ominous green 

And full of crushed dreams she donõt care 

20 plus years and Iõm still here 

Her embrace only leads to death 

O Golden Boy donõt live my regret



ISMAEL MEJIA 
 

Your Name? 

 

Have you ever seen your name written out? 

Maybe itõs something you never focused on, but have you ever read what comes after your name? 

As a kid, I never saw it written out. 

Iõve heard it yelled out, screamed out, and sometimes beat out. 

What comes after our name is who we are and what weõve done or accomplished. 

I must have done nothing for many years, for I have never seen it written out. 

Once in elementary school, Student of the Month was a surprise to me, and maybe too many were in 

the room that day. 

I-S-M-A-E-L, disturbing the peace, fighting at school, 

I-S-M-A-E-L, another fight. 

I-S-M-A-E-L, arrested for petty theft. 

Once in Juvenile Hall, sitting in the P.O.õs office, I saw it again. 

I-S-M-A-E-L, never comes home, is on drugs and alcohol,  

Spray painted his room, never goes to school, signed Mom. 

 

Ismael...who am I? 

Violent, thief, disobedient, disrespectful, criminal, gang member, hurt. 

I-S-M-A-E-L, what comes after your name? 

Well, I was once in the newspaper...Ismael was arrested for attempted murder, now a prisoner. 

 

Ismael Mejia what comes next? 

A number: F45989 

I-S-M-A-E-L, drug smuggler, participating in racial riots, battering inmates, attempting to kill an-

other inmate, cell phones, contraband, drug user, victim. 

I-S-M-A-E-L is what comes after my name. What about yours? 

Ask yourself, òHowõs my name written?ó 

It is written one way; then, it can be rewritten. 

Why else does a pencil have an eraser?




