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Fire Retardant Toilet Paper and Other Prison Stories is a memoir / creative non fiction book that blends real life experiences with humor, social commentary, and personal reflections. While many stories are drawn from firsthand experiences, some elements are exaggerated or fictionalized for entertainment and thematic purposes.
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This book is based on real events, personal experiences, and observations. However, to enhance storytelling, some names, details, and events have been changed, exaggerated, or fictionalized. The purpose of this book is to entertain, inform, and provide insight into life behind bars and beyond. The opinions expressed are those of the author and do not reflect any institution, organization, or entity.

If this book offends you, well there is nothing I can do about that. And if you don't like that I am writing a book, well then let me out if prison and I will get a normal job and be miserable paying taxes just like everyone else. 

Can you imagine what it would be like if they would actually let inmates have jobs that pay minimum wage. They could support them selves. They could actually contribute something to society.

Hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint hint.

(Minimum wage jobs for inmates). I don't even know what the whole hash tag thing is about, but yeah, hash tag that....

If you need real possibilities let me know. I may be crazy but really think that supporting yourself is part of rehabilitation. Yeah hash tag that too. 

Ok, on a serious note, what the hell is a hash tag? 

I know its not the tag on a bag if hash browns. 

So the next question is, do they still have hash browns out there? The only thing I know that they have out there is guns. And the only reason I know that is because everyone is shooting each other. The nightly news should be called “Who Shot Who“ With your host..... And then you see a guy wearing a bullet proof vest and body armor standing outside the 7-11 with a microphone.
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To those who stand on pillars made of salt and corruption

I laugh from afar while the waters of revolution lap at your feet

-Any Last Words
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I would like to thank everyone for all their help getting my books edited and published for me. I know it had to be hard. My writing looks like a drunken chicken with pencils attached to its feet did it. I am surprised that I didn't get arrested and deported by the INS for writing an alien language. And Also I would like to thank Jerry Elrod for letting me use his quote. This book wouldn't be possible without it. And last, I would like to thank the State of Oklahoma and the Oklahoma Department of Corrections for giving me all the free time to dream about a world where I actually might be worth something. I may never get out of prison, but at least prison worked for someone. So give rehabilitation a chance. And please stop shooting each other.
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From the people who are responsible for this book of nonsense. 

I need your help with getting a book published. That's what he asked me to do when I asked him if he needed anything. He didn't want money, shoes or anything else that my family members in prison have asked for, so I told him ok. I thought it was just “a book“

I received a box with 53 composition notebooks and hundreds of drawings. I had no idea how I was going to type all of that. One of my autistic friends couldn't stand that they were disorganized so she scanned them all into some computer program that turned Jason's drunken chicken scratch into text. 

I cant write a full letter much less 28 books and the outlines for 40 more. Jason doesn't live in reality anymore. He lives in worlds that no one else but he can see. I have been able to get a glimpse of some of these worlds and I now know why he stays there. Sometimes dreams are all you have when reality is no longer safe.

I hope you enjoy this book and I hope it helps you. I want to apologize for any issues with the editing ahead of time. It was edited by a retired marine who drives a truck and a old man in his 70s. At least the cover looks good. 

Thank you again for reading this book. 
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I was born July 3rd 1983 at lunch time on the front porch of a trailer house in a trailer park. I guess I was born to be a country singer. Or end up in prison. So, can you take a guess where I am writing this story from? 

Well at least that's the story that my mother told me.. 

And you know someones mother wouldn't lie about something like that. 

Well my mother lied about everything else, so I don't know what is really true. 

But its not really her fault, my mom was kidnapped by the government when she was 9 years old because of her high intelligence. Then one of the older kids killed one of the guards so they could all get away. 

Then she was out moose hunting with her dad and got shot in the shin with a rifle and she didn't even feel it. 

When she was 16 years old, she got a job hauling mortar and she was climbing up the side of a building when the wall collapsed and a big piece of concrete and rebar fell on her. It crushed her chest and jaw. Now she has a titanium and plastic jaw. She said you can hit her and not knock her out. 

Then she went to Boston University and got a “degree“. 

After that she went to work for the government at a place called Jackson Labs where she “fed the mice“.

Then she got a job driving a truck for BFWalker. She was driving through Las Vegas and she entered the Women’s World Arm Wrestling Championship and won second place, she lost to a Russian.

And she did all this before she was 17. 

Forest Gump has nothing on her.

Well, that's her story. 

And believe me she did nothing but stick to it. And she told everybody, and I mean everybody. That's not the really crazy part. The crazy part is most people actually believed her...... Well maybe Elvis will be back on tour next week too. Or even better, the aliens will stop trying to tell us that we need to stop polluting our world or we are going to kill our selves. I just hope the government stops kidnapping them and getting them hooked on food stamps and sitcoms. They flew all this way on the most advanced technology ever and now they are fat and eat Cheetos while watching Survivor. Can anyone be saved?

My first solid memory is of my mother. I willing to bet its that way for most people too. We lived on a few acres just north of Walters Oklahoma. My brothers and I were playing at the table and being loud. My mom said because we were acting like animals that we should be treated like animals. So she took us out in the middle of the night and locked us in a chicken coop. Then she brought us pork chops in a bowl and threw them on the ground. She told us that we had to eat them off the ground. She said animals ate their food off the ground so we had to also. And then there was my first escape. Yes, the word escape should never be said while in prison, for some reason that offends people around here. 

Then I climbed through the roof of the chicken coop and made the mistake that most fugitives make.... Yes I went home. I was walking by the window and was caught. And then I was returned to live behind the chicken wire.

We were freed that night from the chicken coop, but not the chicken coop of life. 

I've got this thing with toads. I love them, I really do. They are like the cutest little fat things I have ever seen. I like frogs too but I just love toads. When I was little kid my brother and I used to go outside at night and catch toads. Then we would hide them in our underwear and try to sneak them back inside the house. It didn't always work when we would try to come back inside wearing nothing but our underwear stuffed with toads. I guess by hiding stuff in my underwear I was practicing for prison early in life and I didn't know it. The poor toads didn't even stand a chance against the 2 giant toadnappers. And they couldn't even file PREA on me. And for some reason bringing toads inside the house was against the rules. So hiding toads in your underwear is not the best idea, unless you want warts. I am probably going to get new charges now. Try explaining that one to a jury, poor toads.

So my childhood was noisy, erratic and it stunk, just like a chicken coop. It was quiet sometimes at night when my parent's left and went to Leo and Kens Truck Stop. Right before I went to sleep I could see the lights from the van streaking by my window as they pulled out of the driveway. By then we had moved to a white house on the south side of Lawton Oklahoma, 2018 SW Jefferson. It was like 6 blocks north of the Lawton Municipal Airport. It was like a small deranged farm with geese and dogs. 

The oldest geese were named Gimpy and Gandy. The main dogs name was KC and I can remember her very well. I cant look at my wrist without seeing all the scars from where she bit me so many times. My mom used to make me grab her puppies out from under her while she was in a dog house. She was not too happy about that and decided to make that clear by biting me numerous times to show her annoyance. We didn't have a whole lot of chickens to make noise, but we did have these giant army planes fly over once and a while. I think they were called a C5. I just remember that they were big and loud. And one day one flew over with an engine that was on fire. 

I went to school at Cleveland Elementary and my mom just went crazier. I spent a lot of time digging cool stuff out of the trash at Wayne’s auction. And I tried to catch as many frogs and snapping turtles as possible. I thought they were cool looking, my mom liked to eat the turtles. I tried catching a skunk one time behind Guss’s circle in.... well I did actually catch it, and I caught a lot of skunk spray too. It was not a good night. I got to take a long bath in tomato juice. I don't think that it worked very well because I still smelled like a skunks boyfriend. And I thought the cat pee was bad.

Oh so you never heard about the Pee Baby. Well, I used to have this grey jacket that I loved. I went to school one time and they had me leave out of the class room for a few minutes. When I came back my jacket was gone. I asked them what had happened to my jacket and they told me they took it because it smelled too bad. They said it smelled like pee. Well everything in my house smelled like cat pee. When you live in a world where the rogue cats are the norm and they spray everything, smelling like cat pee is normal. So my new name was the Pee Baby. 

Then I got demoted. My mom said I was stealing Wheat Back pennies out of my dads dresser drawer, so I was demoted. She said that I was the lowest thing on the face of the earth. I was lower than the animals and if the geese were coming my way I needed to move and get out of their way. She said if someone asked me for something, that I had to give it to them. That didn't last very long in words, but it lasted much longer in actions.

My dad was a mechanic. My foundation of science, engineering, physics and everything mechanical lies with his teachings. My world of creativity and resourcefulness was founded on his teachings. That includes digging in the trash. And if you don't know its better to do that before you set the dumpster on fire. 

One day my dad was working on a lawnmower and he was cleaning some of the parts by soaking them in gasoline. He had them soaking in a big orange cup. Unfortunately he also drank tea out of a big orange cup. I asked my mom if I could have some of his tea and after I pestered her enough she finally let me have some, she said I could have a drink. So I picked the cup up and took a big gulp. I don't know if you've ever swallowed gas before, but it isn't nice. And then she just started laughing and smacking her leg. She thought it was funny that I actually drank it. She said she knew that it had gas in it the whole time, she just wanted to see if I would actually drink it.

I have a bad habit of chewing on stuff. I used to steal Watermelon Bubblicious Bubble Gum from the Buy for Less on Sheridan. But I couldn't get it all the time, so I chewed on everything else, Hot Wheels Cars, pencils, erasers and fishing lures. You know those little rubber things that turned out to be carcinogenic, well I ate all of them.

My mom got mad at me for chewing on stuff, she said it would ruin my teeth. So she told me to eat the fishing weights, that they were softer and wouldn't hurt my teeth as much....... I don't think eating a whole tackle box of lead fishing weights is very good for your teeth, but I am sure that its not the state of your teeth that you should worry about after that. And yes I used to have nose bleeds a lot. I still remember the little blue Craftsman tool box that all the fishing weights were in. I am just glad that I can remember anything at all.

I at least remember my first girlfriend Kim when I was 12 or 13. Its kind of hazy after over 25 years and a tool box of lead fishing weights later, but I remember her, Kimberly Diane Anderson. I remember she was invited to my house and we were holding hands under the pillow and my mom freaked out. No “we“ weren't under the pillow, our hands were under the pillow. She started freaking out and thought were having sex. I don't think that I even knew what sex was. I was more interested in playing with hot wheels cars and catching toads. My mom didn't think like that, she decided that she needed to keep me from getting a girl pregnant. So she decided to plug me..... Yeah that's a thing. She took a BB from a BB gun and tried to shove it down my.... Wenis, Yeah that thing. 

No, that wasn't the last psycho thing that she did to me, but I don't know if its a good idea for me to put the rest of what she did to me in this book. It was bad enough that I had to go through it, I don't want you to get PTSD from it also. 

We moved again to a newer house on 53rd street in west Lawton Oklahoma. 447 NW 53st to be exact. And as to be expected, the fun never stopped. And on Christmas Eve of 1996, she lost her marbles once again. I was leaving my girlfriends house after exchanging gifts. She gave me an old model airplane kit. I don't remember what I gave her. It was probably something that my mom told me to give her. And yes Kim was still my girlfriend. And can you imagine, we were both in the same special education class. I didn't see anything wrong with her parent's, but I know why I was in the class.   Well, I was walking down the street and I went by a bar called the Rainbow Lounge. Next to the bar is a creek so I got off the road and I walked under the bridge. I started taking old beer bottles and flipping them where they would hit the wall, spin up to the roof, then fall to the ground and bust. One of the bottles hit the ceiling and busted all over me. The fun was obviously over after that so I went on home. 

My mom tried to stop me when I came in, she wanted to see what I got from Kim. I told her I needed to change. She blew a gasket and told me to come here. She said that I smelled like smoke, she said I needed to tell her what I had set on fire. She had my dad hold me down and she choked me on the floor so I would tell her, I told her the truth, but she wouldn't believe me. So I told her that I would show her what I set on fire. I tried to get them to drive to the bridge but she wouldn't do it. So she decided to drown me. 

That was her “final solution“ to the Jason problem...... Drown the Witch!! I knew there was something special about me. I guess its the long hair and beard. 

So am I a wizard or a witch? Well I guess it doesn't matter now. They stole my pot, pointed hat and my wand made of magic pigeon feathers. At least I can still catch toads. So that's why I love toads, I knew being crazy didn't have anything to do with it. All the dragons lost their wings so Ill have to settle for pigeons.

After she came to the decision to kill me in the Golden Corral parking lot, my dad drove us back home. 

When we got back home, she told my dad that they were going to just wrap me up in a sheet and throw me over a bridge. So my question is, did she learn that when she was a hit man for the mob, when she worked for the CIA or when she went back in time to oversee the Salem Witch Trials.

My parent's got into an argument about drowning me and my dad decided to take me away from my mom. That was the only time I have ever seen him stand up to her. We went to stay with a family friend named Stephen Moyer’s for the night.

But when we got there Steve flipped out. He called the police. When the police showed up my dad convinced me to not press charges against my mom. My neck was scraped up and it really hurt. It was obvious what she had done. 

Steve was not having a woman abuse any man, so he told my dad that we couldn't stay the night there. 

So we went to stay with the broke Jew. That's what my mom called the guy. His last name was Goldman and he was broke so my mom called him the Broke Jew. And he had this thing for drawing cartoons. Drawing cartoons isn't a bad thing as far as I know, people make a lot of money at it. The only odd thing was some of them were of older mean having sex with younger boys. So now I am really confused, was he Jewish or Catholic? Can you be both?

Well, we stayed the night with him in his hotel room then we went to my grandmothers house for Christmas, just me and my dad. It was great until my dad spent a whole bunch of time talking on the phone to my mom. He had to pay for standing up to her. So after he spent most of the day running up grandmas phone bill while being talking down to by the tyrant, we went back home and she tried to act like nothing happened. She lied about everything else any way so that had to be easy for her

And things didn't get any better after that. When you are dealing with a crazy person life goes up and down back and forth. And then one day she wakes up in this crazy mood and she says she caught me sitting on my sisters chest choking her. Well that sounds kind of familiar doesn't it. I'm like what the hell are you kidding me. 

So one night she sits on my chest and chokes me, and then one morning she accuses me of choking my sister. Then she has my dad take me to the Comanche County Memorial hospital, she had me locked up in the “behavior health“ unit. I was there for “violent behavior“. Everyone else was there for drugs or alcohol. 

I got really sick. I have no idea what I got but I felt like I was going to die. What is it with going to the hospital and then getting really sick? Then about a week later they moved everyone from there to a place called Comanche County Pavilion. I was there for about 3 weeks until they came and got me. 

When I was there, everyone else was there for drugs or being crazy while on drugs. They had all these AA and NA classes for everyone else and they didn't have anywhere else for me to go so they sent me to these classes. I had no understanding about any of this drug or addiction stuff so I'm like I don't have a freaking clue, I don't understand why these people don't just quit. And it turns out they get pissed off when you say that and they decided they didn't want me in the classes with them anymore.

So I was there about 3 or 4 weeks, and I think it was from super bowl Sunday to Valentines Day the first time, yeah super bowl Sunday the Valentines Day. And that was the first time, and then she did it again a little bit later. Well that that didn't work out exactly with her plan to get rid of the Jason problem, and yes I was a problem. Anyone who didn't conform to her reality was a problem.

It was like the middle of April and I wanted to go to Nichols house and hang out with her. My mom told me I had to hang up clothes first, so I'm like okay, and I went and hung up my half of the clothes. And then I'm waiting for her to come out there and my brother David said “Jason didn't hang up his clothes“. He was just messing around, that's just what he did, he was always antagonizing people. 

Well I was sitting on the porch steps outside the back door and my mom walked out and smacked me on the side of the ear. It was a loud pop. I guess her hand was cupped, I don't know if you've ever been phone booked before but that's the only thing I can compare it to. I've heard about people getting smacked on the side of the head with a phone book so yeah that kind of makes sense now. That's one of those interrogation methods the learned from the CIA 

That really didn't go over very well with me. I was raging pissed off and hurt. I got up and I ran across the yard and tripped over a shovel. I started screaming and yelling then I picked up the shovel and threw it on the ground. She went back inside and I picked up the shovel and hit the outside of the house. The crazy lady called the police and told them I hit her in the back with a shovel. 

Then when the police showed up she had my brother hide. And then she said she didn't need an ambulance. She gave them her story, and naturally they believed her. I mean, why would someone lie about that. So the police arrested me and took me to the Comanche County Regional Juvenile Detention Center, CCRJDC. 

That place was just great, and after being there its no wonder why people keep coming back to lock up. When I went to court my mom testified that I hit her in the arm with a shovel..... No, not her back this time, it was now her arm. And conveniently she had a bruise to prove it. Oh yeah, she also told the police that I bragged about sharpening the shovels at home... and until she died, she told everyone that I hit her in the back of the head with a shovel. 

When I went to court the lawyer told me that if I pleaded guilty to assault and battery with a dangerous weapon, I would never have to go back home again. I was like great, I don't have to live with the raving lunatic again. So after she got up on the stand and played the poor old lady who’s blind in one eye, I had no chance, so I set my self free, at least I thought so. Oh yeah, she was also “blind in one eye“. And no, we didn't know which eye it was.

After I plead guilty they ended up sending me to a place in Norman Oklahoma called Youth Rehabilitation Center or some name like that. I think the abbreviation was YHC. 

And no they didn't rehabilitate anyone. I don't think it ever will. They had this stupid “program“ where you got kicked off the team. 

And if you were “on the team“ you had to be at group in the morning and have some morning entertainment for everyone, it was so stupid. And every time you went out the door you had to “sound off“. Alpha one sir, alpha two sir and so on. Well I was “Kicked off the Team“ most of the time. So when I walked out the door I had to say, KOT one sir, or whatever position I was in. So I was KOT one a really lot.

Unfortunately I have slightly wide feet. My dad had to be half Sasquatch. And I finally got a pair of shoes that fit and one of the staff let this little asshole named Fred pee in them.

While I was there my parent's came to visit me a few times. And that's when I realized how bad they smelled. I didn't even pay attention to it until someone pointed it out to me. When you live in a cesspool all the time, its normal for you. And then I got to go on a trip with them to a funeral for my grandmother. And they took me to the house that they moved into in Oklahoma City. It was a dump. But that's my moms motto of do everything you can to live in a dump. And then I went back to YHC, the place where you can beat up kids and get away with it. And it turns out not so much different than home. 

And then when they figured out I wasn't going to get to far in the “Program“, they decided to “release“ me. So then I was suckered into going back to live with my parent's. When her and my dad came to visit me, they were so nice to me. She told me that everything was going to be different. Well we see how that turned out. Things didn't stay the same, they got worse. She started having me locked up even more after that. She would take me to Saint Anthony’s hospital and tell them that I said that I was going to kill myself. 

After watching TV I have figured out what it means when someone says that things are going to be different, they are full of shit. First I had to write like a 2000 or 2500 word essay about supposedly hitting the crazy lady with a shovel, which for a pathological liar probably made her feel really good when someone believed in her lie. Then in her mind she can really believe she is the victim. 

Well stuff was kind of okay for a short amount of time, and then I got fat. No not just a little pudgy, I was fat, like really fat. Like what the F!@# happened to you fat. 

They had me on this medication that made me go from about 170 to 300 pounds in a short amount of time. It made me slow and stupid, just how she liked it. I was the crazy one who needed medication. I don't know what that little syndrome is where people do stuff like oh its this other person its not me, that's my mom. 

Then my life just life spiraled down from there. I only spent a couple of weeks in high school. Some dumb ass named Randy Billingsly decided he wanted to start a fight and that was the end of my high school experience. 

I got in trouble for shoplifting. I lost my virginity to a girl that turned out to be a hooker. And I had this problem with setting dumpsters on fire. I would get pissed off and set commercial dumpsters on fire. And to no one surprise years later I ended up getting arrested for arson. The irony is I wasn't actually guilty of that. No seriously, I was tired of being in the Oklahoma county jail so just I plead guilty so I could get out of jail. Its that easy to get out of the Oklahoma County Jail, just plead guilty to whatever they have you charged with and you get to go home. So I did that for a few charges, guilty or not and I was free.

When I was 17 I went to Job Corps. I went to the one in Indiahoma Oklahoma. It was called Treasure Lake Job corps. I was going to go into the culinary arts program, but it turned out I was the wrong color. Yes that street goes both ways in reality. If you watch TV, only one group of people are like that. And after being at job corps and prison, I can say it is just like prison. If you left without permission, they would call the police on you. And it is also run by idiots. And if the people in charge are not idiots, there is some other dumb ass in authority over them that is making the rules for them.

I had to pick a trade to stay there, so I went to the electrical wiring class. It was really easy for me. But no so much for other people. My instructor was Mr. Garrett. He was really nice and helpful. One of the greatest teachers ever. All I had to do was put wires in pipes and attach switches to them. Other people were looking at the screwdrivers like they were aliens or something. And that was before cell phones took over the world.

I was there for a few weeks before I took my GED and passed. It wasn't too hard. I had a bunch of problems while I was there, but that was normal for me. I didn't have very good social skills and no one would explain to me what was going on. I stayed there until right before I turned 18. We left for summer break and I had nowhere to go. So what did I do, I did what most lost people do, I went back home.

I was almost 18 and I still had never learned how to live in the world. Most people teach their children how to live in the real world. Well things exactly didn't go that way for me. I was still in the phase of let mommy tell me what to do. And we see how that turned out for me. 

I went to jail a few months later for stealing a truck from a car lot. And yes I actually committed that crime. I was a dumb ass and really needed some help. So I went to jail and a few months later I plead guilty to UUMV, unauthorized use of a motor vehicle. Oh yeah, if you are going to steal a car, at least know how to drive first. You would have thought that my dad would have taught me how to drive, but my mom wouldn't let him. So I had to learn how to drive in a stolen purple minivan. Thankfully I was not caught and named the Barney Mobile Bandit. And the second vehicle I stole was the truck. And I learned nothing about driving from the Barney Mobile. That was kind of obvious when I ran the truck into a wall.

Well I still had problems and continued to act like an idiot and hung out with idiots, no surprise. Then I ended up getting charged with arson. And no I didn't actually do it. One of those idiot people I used to hang out with, Noble Moore Sr., said he saw me driving a golf cart down an alley away from the burning house with a gas can on the back of the golf cart. Then the other idiot said I took him to school on the golf cart and I smelled like lighter fluid. And yes the golf cart was the common denominator in that situation. I had stolen the golf cart and I wouldn't give it to the one idiot and he got mad and started screwing with me. 

Well I figured that I had set enough dumpsters on fire and not got caught, so pleading guilty was not to bothersome. 10 months was enough for me, I was tired of being in the Oklahoma County jail so I got the hell away from there. All, I had to do was plead guilty and they would let me go. Hell that wasn't the first time I plead guilty to get out of being locked up, I wish it was that easy now. 

Then I met Kathy, that lady was a nut case as bad as my mom. So yes, I got a girlfriend that was almost 10 years older than me and a flipping nutcase. And after living with her, going nuts and being stupid again, we moved to Georgia for a few months. Then we moved back to Oklahoma. I finally got away from her after going to jail. 

I was trying to make amends with my parent's and decided to meet them at a restaurant called MaKettle’s. When I showed up my life went a whole new direction of crazy. That's when I met Jordan Mshai Kemp. 

Jordan was the waitress at the restaurant that where I went to see my parent's. I didn't really pay attention to her. Than my mom later told me that she liked me. And my mom told her that I liked her. My mom was playing match up. I went my whole life with no confidence no self esteem I thought I was ugly I thought I was stupid and I didn't even like myself. I was just happy that someone really pretty liked me. She was beautiful to me. And anyone who liked me was perfect for me.

With all the problems I had inside, its no surprise that I kept spiraling down. I had chances with good girlfriends and I would push them away. And then I got one that my mom approved of. Then I moved in with her and everything went south from there. My life ended in a field across from the airport. Then our last night together was at the fountain downtown.

And not so long later, I found myself in the Oklahoma county jail again. Just this time would be the end of the fight for me. When you are charged with murder in Oklahoma, you are guilty until proven innocent. And yes you can plead guilty to get out of there if you want to. But once you take the wrong pill, its all over with for life.
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Chicken and Snickers
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I don't know if you've ever been to the Oklahoma county jail, but I can assure you of one thing, it sucks ass. I mean that place is nasty, its horrible. Its no place that any human ever should have to go. Hell I think Id rather be at the Oklahoma State penitentiary that the Oklahoma county jail.

The place is just evil. One time there’s these guys fighting and one guy was beating the crap out of another dude with a milk crate. I don't know if you’ve ever seen anybody get hit with milk crate. But I will tell you is not nice getting smacked with the milk crate. His blood splattered all over the ceiling, it looked like catsup. And the ceilings are like 25 ft high, they are way up there. 

You got something called the toliphone. Yeah its like cross between a toilet and a telephone. Well what you do is you plunge the water out of your toilet. You take like your mattress and you push it on the rim of your toilet and you push all the water out. Then you if you take some soup cups like the ramen soup cups and you put a plastic bag around them or rubber glove. Then you put the end in the toilet and blow in the cups and blow the rest of the water out of the toilet. Then you can yell in the cups and talk to other people on different floors. The sewer pipe goes straight up and down from the 13th floor all the way down to the second floor. You can talk to anyone that is “on your line“. You can actually talk to people, so if the person like two or three fours above you or whoever pushes the water out of their toilet they can all talk to each other. I have seen some of the weirdest stuff come through the toilet. 

I have seen matches, cigarettes and stuff like that. But the weirdest thing I have ever seen was fried chicken and snickers. No seriously this dudes got some chick on the next floor, because women were like on the second or third floor. And hes got this chick that sends him some fried chicken. I don't know what kind of crazy you got to be to eat some chicken that comes out of the toilet. Usually people throw stuff in the toilet, that's what its for. I guess if you are hungry, you're hungry. That's just not the way I want to go. I guess its ok to eat out of a toilet when you live in a cesspool. 

In the depths of Oklahoma’s jail, Where shadows stretch and spirits ail, A world of chaos, pain, and strife, A place no soul should face in life. The walls are high, the ceilings tall, Echoes of despair in every hall, A clash, a cry, a blood stained tale, The milk crates fury, a brothers wail. Yet in this place where hope seems thin, Inventiveness is born within, The “toliphone“ connects the floors, A sewer line of whispered scores. With ramen cups and plastic wrapped, The waters drained, the voices tapped, A lifeline in the darkest night, A way to share, to reach, to fight. And through this crude, makeshift device, Strange gifts arrive, a curious vice, Matches, cigarettes, they find their way, But chicken and Snickers, they hold sway. A love transcends the filth and grime, From floor to floor, a twist in time, A woman sends her precious treat, A fried delight, a Snickers sweet. The taste of freedom, comfort found, In the harshest place, on tainted ground, For in this cesspool, souls survive, With tiny joys that keep them alive. So let this tale of jail and woe, Remind us all, in life we grow, Through darkest times, we find our light, In love, in hope, in every fight.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Fire Retardant Toilet Paper
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I officially retired November 30th 2007 at the ripe old age of 24. 

And its Great!

I“m now part of a government sponsored mentally handicapped adult day care and assisted living center.

We have the best health care plan in the Unites States. Everything is just $4.

Need stitches because some crazy guy hit you $4.

Need a tooth pulled $4.

Got cancer and need chemo $4.

And the ambulance ride is free.

Now where else can you find a deal like that.

We don't have to pay rent. We don't even have a cable or utility bill. And we have a free financial manager. 

There is even an onsite convenience store that will deliver directly to you. And if they send it to the wrong person, you don't get charged.

The room service here is excellent. Its a guarantee that 3 times a day someone will offer you something to eat. And then you don't even have to wash the dishes.

They give us our clothes for free too. And then you don't even have to wash your own laundry. All you have to do is set it out, and then it will be picked up, washed, dried and brought back to you.

Well, the place isn't coed, so if you like women you are out of luck, unless you get friendly with a nurse or one of the staff. But if you like guys, you'll love it here. This is a lazy gay guys paradise. If you are looking for a big bad tough guy to cuddle to this is your place. Any shape size or color you got them here.

Now the security here is top notch excellent. No matter where you go there is always a security guard around to “assist“ you. And they hate people fighting and causing trouble. Hell, they even have armed security driving around to make sure no one tries to break in and hurt you. Hell, this place is so prestigious it takes a judges recommendation to get you here. And you never have to leave if you don't want to.

Wanna sign up? 

This is all you have to do.

Next time you get stopped by one of those loud mouthed over bearing belligerent authoritarian jack ass cops that says you were doing 3.4 miles over the speed limit just haul off and kick him right in his ass.

Then next thing you know without further ado.

You will be invited to the great and wonderful, one of a kind, cant beat the accommodations, Oklahoma Department of Corrections

I thought I had issues until I came to prison

Then I realized I wasn't doing that bad after all.

I was really afraid when I first came to prison, I really was. I thought it was going to be how it was in the movies. In the movies you have all these big bad cold blooded killers walking around. People are getting robbed, people are getting stabbed from behind and people are getting rapped in the showers.

Turns out I didn't know how right I was, well not exactly.

Around here all the real big bad cold blooded killers are geriatrics now. Most people with a murder charge in here either killed their kid or someone else’s. Then you got the ones that shot someone while on drugs or over drugs. Then you got the ones who thought they were at Sonic and shot someone through their car window.

Then there are those “innocent“ police officers who got caught on video “accidentally“ beating someone to death or they “pulled the wrong gun“.

Then you got those who were charged with murder because they were an accomplice to murder. Don't ever become an accomplice in Oklahoma. Take my advice on that one.

The only way most of these guys can even look tough is get a bunch of tattoos and act stupid. Or they just go and beat up sex offenders or find someone who is too weak to fight back.

Though if you want to go through the real rite of passage to be a tough guy in here.

Join a gang of 6 or 8 guys and go attack some other guy just because he is isn't “smart enough“ or “tough enough“ to “roll with the big dogs“.

And it turns out that most robberies are just that. One guy will stand outside that door while at least 2 guys will go in the cell to steal some guys stuff that cant fight back very well.

And there is a whole lot of raping going on. In the cells, the showers, offices, classrooms, the kitchen, the basement and anywhere else free time can be found.

There’s just one problem with it.

Its the female staff raping the male inmates.

WHAT!!!! 

Yes, you can rape the willing. And there is a whole lot of willing people on both sides. If female staff get caught having consensual sex with the male inmate they can get charged with rape. How screwed up is that. Does it look like she forced me to bend her over the break room table?

And its not just the female staff either. You got to remember this is a lazy gay guys paradise. There are some real friendly guys that work here too. 

The first prison I went to was the notorious Oklahoma State Penitentiary The first cell they put me in was as cold as a stainless steel toilet in winter time. And everything was made of concrete except for the door and the stainless steel toilet. Both beds were concrete blocks and the 4 shelves were concrete wedges stuck out from the wall.

There were no lights, no water and the air vent was so loud I couldn't even think about not being able to hear myself think. And then the only thing I had was my boxers and a tore up mattress. The mattress was made out this giant wad of pee soaked cotton. They usually come with this green plastic cover, but mine had most of its cover cut off.

I tried splitting the mattress in half so I could sleep in it, but I couldn't get over the pee smell. And after that great idea I smelled like pee too. The officers refused to give me toilet paper and there wasn't any way I was going to use my hand with the whole water being broken and all. And then having to eat with my hands smelling like was pee was bad enough. So, I decided to use pieces of the mattress for toilet paper, I figured it was already tore up.

And after a few days of using the worst smelling toilet paper in the world and inhaling my food, I got a rash on my butt.

For some reason I don't think that surprises you.

Then I decided to look at the tag still sewed to the end of the mattress, It said.

DO NOT ALTER DEFACE OR REMOVE 

UNDER PENALTY OF LAW

So, I ripped it off. So, what I am already in prison. Then I saw that it said, All Materials Fire Retardant. I thought all great, I am about to get Ass cancer. Its never a good idea to wipe your ass with anything that says fire retardant. Then I started wondering if anyone had patented that yet.

Did you eat too many Jalapeno peppers?

Try our new and improved

Fire Retardant Toilet Paper!!!

As seen on TV but never sold in stores

And you cant beat the price

Its on sale for a short time only

So act fast and it can be yours for

3 monthly installments of $9.99

Plus a 10% shipping and handling fee.

That's going to be my sales pitch. Would you buy it? Ok, well it was worth the try.

Its like that on show. “Does your cat make too much noise!“   Ok so that's the only episode that I ever saw.

I truly believe that I would sell more than the kitten mittens guy.

Then one day I thought I was hearing voices. Seriously, I've been in prison for less than a week and I am already going crazy. I cant feel too bad. My mom says that she was kidnapped by the government when she was 9 years old because of her high intelligence. And she has never even been to prison.

She just lives in a trailer house under the power lines that she brags that she only paid $1 for. Oh yeah, she got ripped off. And she has like 40 cats. And those are what she calls the “inside“ cats. I bet she knows the kitten mittens guy, Poor cats.

I had kept hearing this boop click then someone would say yaaaaa! Shaaaaa! 

I thought I got cross wired with one of those call centers in India. I guess if you were going to hear voices it would probably be more interesting if they were in a different language.

Learn a new language with the “New“ Rosetta Stone.

Acknowledged by the American Psychiatric Association

And recommended by schizophrenics everywhere.

I broke down and asked the officers what the voices in my head were saying. He just gave me a dumb look and walked away. I kept hearing the same thing every morning and finally on the morning I was being moved to a different unit I figured it out. Ok with a little help.

They were moving 3 of us at the same time. They were moving me, an old white guy and an old black guy. We were standing in an entry way and some guy on another pod started yelling Woo Woo! I was like what the hell is wrong with that idiot. 

First, I am hearing voices in a different language and now there is some crazy guy with a big ass swastika on his stomach doing a Nazi salute yelling Woo Woo! 

I guess the Nazis don't discriminate against handicapped people after all. I knew it was a lie.

Then he said no Woo Woo! The old black guy looked at me like I was crazy and said you don't know what he is saying. I said yeah Woo Woo. He said no he is saying wood wood. I said what the hell is that supposed to mean. He said that is how white guys in prison say hi to each other.

Then he said you're not racist are you. I said no I cant be racist.  He said hows that I thought all white people were racist. I said all the people who abused me when I was little were white. All the people that called the cops, turned me in and testified me were white. Everybody that has screwed me over through my life was white.

I am starting to feel like you do. 

Dam white people

So I told him about the voices

The voices turned out to be a speaker in the vent so the officers could talk to you. And yes the CIA refuses to confirm or deny whether they are listening to our conversations. I couldn't find an address for the NSA so I couldn't ask them if they were. I guess I could ask my mom.

He said they were asking if I wanted to go to yard or take a shower. He said they ask real quickly and hang up before you can answer them. All that time I could have washed the pee smell away. 

Dam white people!
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Have you ever seen colored eggs?

Not just the brown ones, all of the other colored ones.

I remember when I was little we had a bunch of chickens and it wasn't abnormal to see a bunch of different pastel colored eggs sitting in the old blue bunny ice cream container on the bottom shelf of the refrigerator. I just thought it was normal to have Easter eggs all year long.

I got in to a disagreement one time with a guy about weather colored eggs exist or not. And we almost got into a fight because I told the guy about colored eggs. He told me I was lying and didn't believe me. Even when I gave up and left him alone he wouldn't give up and tried to get some other guys to beat me up because I believed in colored eggs. I saw that guy at another prison a few years ago. 

How many of us in here have a problem letting things go.

How many of us are in prison for not being able to let things go

I read a lot of books that most people wont read. I have a slight interest in comparative religion.

I believe that its my job to look a little down every road so I can tell if its the wrong road or the right one. Sometimes the path is clear as far as I can see, so I look a little deeper to see where the block is and sometimes it is full of crap right at the front so I can clearly see there is no reason to go that way.

I had a dream and woke up and knew I needed to look at page 93 in a book that I've been reading. 

This is what it said, 

“There are people that one can never offend with impunity, and if ones offense to them is fatal, then one begins to die from that point on. There are those one cannot encounter without it having an effect and whose gaze can change the direction of ones life. The basilisk who kills with its gaze is not a fable; it is a magical allegory. In general, it is bad for your health to have enemies, and one cannot brave anyone's disapproval with impunity. Before opposing a force or a current, one must assure oneself that one has the strength or that one is supported by the contrary current; otherwise one will be crushed or struck down, and many sudden deaths have no other cause. The terrible deaths of Nadab and Abihu, of Uzziah, of Ananias and Sapphira, were caused by the electrical currents of the beliefs of those they had offended; the torments of the Ursuline nuns of Loudun, of the nuns of Louviers, and of the Jansenist convulsionaries, were due to the same principle and are explained by the same natural occult laws. If Urbain Grandier had not been executed, one of two things would have occurred, either the possessed nuns would have died in terrible convulsions or a phenomenon of diabolical frenzy would have overcome them, and in multiplying so many wills by so much power, Grandier, despite his science and reason, would himself have suffered from hallucinations to the point of accusing himself like the unfortunate Gaufridi had done before him, or he would have died suddenly under all the terrible circumstances of a poisoning or divine vengeance.

In the eighteenth century, the unfortunate poet Gilbert fell victim to his own audacity in braving the current of popular opinion and even the philosophical fanaticism of his era. Guilty of philosophical treason, he died raving mad, assailed by the most incredible terrors, as if God himself had punished him for having inappropriately defended His cause. In actual fact, he died a victim of a law of nature that he could not have known: he had opposed himself against an electrical current and was struck down“.

I didn't really get what that meant so I read it numerous times. 

I know that there is more meaning behind it than what I got out of it.

I guess the dream was telling me that I need to let things go and let the universe guide me on my way.

Its like walking around with a heavy ball that keeps getting heavier the longer that you hold it.

I was having a hard time with some of the stuff that was going on in my life and it was helpful to get put on a different path.

Every time I read that all I can think is stress kills. I have heard that time and time again. 
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