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Welcome, dear reader, to the wild, wacky, and occasionally bewildering world of News and Views, the Oklahoma State Reformatory’s beloved and often infamous) prison newsletter. This isn’t just any newsletter, it’s a lifeline, a soapbox, and sometimes, a comedy club for the men behind bars. And at the heart of it all is Jason Bales, the fast talking, hole digging, flip flop wearing editor in chief, whose mind seems to run on a mixture of caffeine, chaos, and unfiltered creativity.

Now, you might be thinking, “What could a prison newsletter possibly have to say that’s worth reading?” Well, let me tell you, everything. You see, life in prison isn’t just about shanks, solitary confinement, and bad cafeteria food (though there’s plenty of that, too). It’s a microcosm of human nature, a pressure cooker of personalities, and a breeding ground for some of the most bizarre, hilarious, and surprisingly profound stories you’ll ever hear.

Jason, armed with a trusty pen and an insatiable curiosity, has made it his mission to document the madness. His articles capture the quirks and absurdities of prison life with a wit so sharp it could cut through a steel bar. Whether he’s dissecting the social hierarchy of ramen soup trades, waxing poetic about the spiritual journey of a pair of flip flops, or investigating why the trash cans always seem to hold more secrets than the inmates, Jason’s writing will have you laughing, cringing, and nodding in agreement, sometimes all at once.

But this book isn’t just about the stories themselves; it’s about the people behind them. It’s about the guy who tried to fly a hang glider off the roof of the chapel, the inmate who swore his mattress was plotting against him, and the dental assistant whose beauty became the stuff of prison legend. It’s about the guards who walk the fine line between law enforcement and stand up comedy, and the inmates who find creative ways to turn even the most mundane aspects of prison life into a circus act.

And then there’s Jason himself. Picture a scruffy, sandal wearing philosopher who looks like a budget version of Jesus and smells like a thrift store. He’s the guy who’ll dig a hole just because it’s there, chat up a pigeon like they’re old friends, and somehow manage to turn all of it into a story that has the entire yard laughing. He’s equal parts investigative journalist, stand up comedian, and dumpster diving savant, and he’s the perfect guide to this weird, wonderful world.

So, buckle up, folks. You’re about to embark on a journey through the hidden side of prison life, one that’s equal parts absurd, heartfelt, and downright hilarious. You’ll laugh, you’ll gasp, and you might even shed a tear (probably from laughing too hard). But most of all, you’ll see that even in the most unlikely of places, there’s humor, humanity, and a story waiting to be told.

Welcome to The News and Views Chronicles. Let the madness begin.
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A Deep Dive into Prison Toaster Culture

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

Let’s talk about toasters. Yes, the humble, unassuming toaster. A device so simple, so straightforward, yet capable of sparking the kind of prison drama that makes Shakespearean tragedies look like bedtime stories.

You might think toasters are just for making toast, but in prison, they’re something else entirely. They’re status symbols, culinary instruments, weapons of mass destruction (to bread, and, most importantly, the centerpiece of an inmate’s morning routine. Here at the Oklahoma State Reformatory, toasters are the unsung heroes or villains of our culinary subculture.

The debate over the superiority of two slice versus four slice toasters is one of the most contentious issues in prison. Forget politics or religion; this is where alliances are formed and broken.

On one side, you have the two slice purists, who argue that their toasters are more efficient, compact, and less prone to jamming. “Why would you need four slices at once?” they argue. “Are you feeding an army?”

On the other side, the four slice enthusiasts scoff. “Efficiency? Compact? Please. Real men toast four slices at a time. It’s about dominance, not practicality.”

This debate reached its peak last month when an inmate named Big Benny tried to smuggle a four slice toaster into the chow hall. Benny argued it was a necessary upgrade to speed up breakfast service. The guards were less than amused, confiscating the toaster and sparking what has since been dubbed “The Toaster Riot of 2025.”

Inmates, ever the innovators, have taken toaster customization to an art form. Some of the most popular toaster mods include, Flame Decals, Because nothing says “badass” like a toaster that looks like it belongs on the hood of a hot rod. Extra Large Slots, For those who believe Texas toast isn’t just a type of bread but a way of life. Engraved Handles, Often featuring slogans like “Toast or Die” or “Crust is Trust.”And LED Lighting, Because your toast needs to look like it’s emerging from a nightclub.

Last week, an inmate named Ricky unveiled his masterpiece. a toaster with Bluetooth speakers. Not only could it toast bread, but it also played music while doing it. Ricky claimed it added “a vibe” to his breakfast. Unfortunately, the toaster was confiscated when the warden discovered Ricky blasting gangster rap during roll call.

Toasters have also become an integral part of the prison’s underground economy. Toast isn’t just breakfast, it’s currency. A slice of perfectly toasted bread can be traded for anything from a cup of coffee to a pack of ramen noodles.

One enterprising inmate, Slim Jim, even started a business called “Toast & Trade.” For two commissary items, Slim would toast your bread to golden brown perfection. For three, he’d add cinnamon sugar. For five, he’d let you use his secret butter spread, which, rumor has it, was smuggled in from the warden’s lounge.

Slim’s business was booming until a rival toaster entrepreneur, Crazy Carl, accused him of monopolizing the toaster market. The ensuing “Toast Turf War” resulted in several burnt slices and a broken toaster handle. It was a dark day for the toaster community.

Inmates have developed toasting techniques that would make Gordon Ramsay weep. Here are a few of the most popular methods. The Flip and Dip, Toast one side, flip it, then dip the untoasted side in butter before toasting it again. A calorie bomb, but worth every bite. The Midnight Melt, Toast two slices, layer them with cheese, and stick them back in the toaster. It’s a grilled cheese, prison style. The Double Crunch, Toast the same slice twice for an extra crispy texture. Not recommended for those with weak teeth or strong dental bills. The Sneaky Snag. This isn’t so much a technique as it is a survival skill. When someone else’s toast pops up, grab it and run. Eat it before they catch you.

Toasters may seem harmless, but in prison, they’re a magnet for chaos. Here are a few toaster related incidents from the past year. 

An inmate tried to toast a slice of bread with jelly already spread on it. The resulting explosion coated half the chow hall in a sticky mess and temporarily shut down the toaster station. The inmate was banned from toaster use for six months.

Someone decided to toast their wet socks to dry them faster. The smell lingered for weeks, and the offending toaster was thrown into solitary confinement (yes, the toaster, not the inmate).

Then An inmate stuck a candy bar in a toaster in a “Let’s See What Happens” Experiment, to see what would happen. What happened was a small electrical fire and a ban on all non bread items in toasters.

The guards have a love hate relationship with the prison’s toaster culture. On one hand, they appreciate the creativity. On the other hand, they’re the ones who have to clean up the mess when things go wrong.

One guard, Officer Jenkins, summed it up. “I’ve seen grown men cry over burnt toast. I’ve seen fights break out because someone used the last pat of butter. I’ve even seen a guy toast his own commissary sheet as a protest. Toasters bring out the best and the worst in people.”

Where do we go from here? Are we on the brink of a toaster revolution? Will the prison eventually install industrial grade toasters to keep up with demand? Or will the warden outlaw toasters altogether, plunging us into a dark age of untoasted bread?

Jason’s prediction, “The toaster is more than a kitchen appliance. It’s a symbol of hope, a beacon of creativity, and a source of endless entertainment. As long as there’s bread to toast and inmates willing to push the boundaries of what a toaster can do, the toaster will remain a cornerstone of prison life.”

So, the next time you sit down to enjoy a slice of toast, remember. somewhere, in the heart of the Oklahoma State Reformatory, a group of inmates are doing the same. They’re just doing it with a little more dratoaster
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The Unstoppable Saga of Toilet Paper at OSR

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

Ah, toilet paper. Humanity’s greatest invention, or so we thought. Within the hallowed halls of the Oklahoma State Reformatory, TP reigns supreme not just as a bathroom staple but as currency, contraband, and an endless source of chaos. Today, we peel back the layers of this two ply phenomenon, exposing its controversial role in prison life.

Let’s start with the infamous incident that will forever be known as The Great TP Heist of 2024. Inmate Ricky “Slick Fingers” Johnson, armed with nothing but a laundry bag and an unsettling knowledge of guard shift patterns, managed to smuggle 64 rolls of toilet paper out of the supply closet in one night. Rumor has it he used a makeshift sled made from flattened boxes stolen from right under the nose of the great captain brown.

His motive? Ricky had started his own underground casino in the rec room, and toilet paper became the chips. Players could bet a single square on blackjack, a half roll on poker, or go all in with a full two ply roll on craps.

The heist ended spectacularly when an overeager gambler got greedy, unrolling his winnings down the hallway to show off. The guards followed the trail straight to Ricky’s “casino,” shutting it down and confiscating what was later described as “the biggest TP stash since Costco.”

In the free world, people debate whether the toilet paper roll should be placed over or under. In prison, this debate is less about preference and more about survival.

The “over” crowd Insists their method is more efficient, reducing time spent in the stall and therefore lessening the chance of an awkward mid use interruption. “Under,” they argue, is for anarchists and chaos lovers.

The “under” camp, on the other hand, claims their technique prevents rolls from being snagged and stolen. “Ever seen someone try to yank TP from an under roll in a hurry?” said one proponent. “It’s like watching a cat play with yarn. Good luck stealing that!”

Things came to a head last month when someone swapped the warden’s personal roll to the “under” position. It was a move so brazen it led to an emergency roll call (no pun intended) and the lockdown of every stall for 48 hours.

Forget Bitcoin. Forget gold. In prison, the only currency that matters is toilet paper. A single roll can fetch you a pack of instant coffee, a homemade tattoo, or a week’s worth of laundry folding services.

This economic system is surprisingly complex. A half used roll is worth less than a fresh one, but if the roll is quilted, its value skyrockets. “That’s luxury paper,” says inmate Big Mike. “It’s like the Lamborghini of toilet accessories.”

Inmate entrepreneurs have even created a futures market for toilet paper. Last winter, when the prison supply truck was delayed by a snowstorm, savvy investors cornered the market, hoarding their rolls and selling them at exorbitant prices. One roll reportedly sold for five honey buns and a pair of new socks.

No conversation about prison toilet paper would be complete without mentioning the infamous TP Wars. These conflicts, sparked by disputes over bathroom supplies, have led to some of the most absurd battles in OSR history.

In one instance, two inmates engaged in a 30 minute standoff over a single roll in the programs building bathroom. The argument escalated until one inmate, nicknamed “Wipe Out,” grabbed the roll and launched it like a grenade. It unspooled mid air, landing in the toilet and becoming unusable. Both men were subsequently placed on toilet paper rationing, a punishment so severe it’s still whispered about in hushed tones.

Prisoners are nothing if not resourceful, and toilet paper is a canvas for their creativity. Here are just a few examples of TP innovation. TP Pillows, when commissary runs out of pillows, a well folded roll of toilet paper wrapped in a shirt becomes the next best thing. TP Origami, some inmates use their downtime to fold toilet paper into elaborate shapes, including roses, swans, and, ironically, handcuffs. TP Chains, a popular craft project, these decorative chains are often hung around bunks to signal “stay away” or “I’m open to trades.” TP Insulation, during winter, some inmates line their shoes with toilet paper for extra warmth. Sure, it’s not exactly waterproof, but desperate times call for desperate measures.

Toilet paper is also a tool for humor, and the OSR inmates are masters of the TP prank.

One favorite involves stuffing wet toilet paper into the vent of a bunkmate’s fan. As the fan spins, it sprays a fine mist of damp paper across the room, a harmless but highly annoying prank.

Another classic involves crafting a dummy using rolls of toilet paper, a blanket, and a pair of shoes. This creation is then placed in someone’s bed during roll call, causing confusion and, on one memorable occasion, a panicked search for an “escaped inmate.”

The staff, bless their souls, have a love hate relationship with toilet paper. They love its necessity but hate its misuse. “I never thought my job would involve confiscating rolls of TP stuffed with hot sauce packets,” says Officer Jenkins. “But here we are.”

One guard recalls finding an inmate trying to toast toilet paper in the chow hall toaster. When questioned, the inmate claimed he was “experimenting with flame resistance.”

Another staff member recalls the time an inmate attempted to create “homemade fireworks” using toilet paper, toothpaste, and a lighter. The resulting explosion was more of a loud fizzle, but it earned the inmate a week in solitary, and a stern lecture on chemistry.

The most harrowing chapter in OSR’s history was the Great Toilet Paper Shortage of 2023. It started innocently enough, a supply chain issue delayed the monthly delivery. But within days, panic set in. Inmates began rationing their squares like they were in the middle of a natural disaster. Some resorted to stealing, while others formed alliances to protect their dwindling rolls.

The shortage culminated in what can only be described as a “TP Auction,” where rolls were sold to the highest bidder. One roll reportedly went for a Snickers bar, a paperback novel, and a half used stick of deodorant.

When the shipment finally arrived, inmates lined up as if it were Black Friday at Walmart. Tears were shed. Fights broke out. But by the end of the day, every inmate had their rationed roll, and peace was restored, at least until someone clogged a toilet and caused a three cell flood.

Despite the chaos it causes, toilet paper plays a surprisingly important role in inmate morale. “It’s the little things,” says inmate Larry. “You can take away our free time, our commissary, even our TV privileges, but you mess with our toilet paper? That’s crossing the line.”

In fact, the warden once attempted to switch the prison’s supply to a cheaper, one ply alternative. The backlash was immediate and ferocious. Inmates staged a sit in or rather, a “sit down”) in the chow hall, demanding the return of the beloved two ply. The warden caved within 48 hours, proving once and for all that some battles just aren’t worth fighting.

Toilet paper may seem trivial, but in the world of prison life, it’s anything but. It’s a symbol of survival, a tool for creativity, and a source of endless entertainment. Whether you’re hoarding it, trading it, or using it for mischief, TP is more than just paper, it’s a way of life.

So the next time you unroll a fresh roll, take a moment to appreciate its versatility. Because here at OSR, toilet paper isn’t just a bathroom essential, it’s a legend.
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Life, Love, and Noodles at OSR

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

Ah, ramen noodles. The humble savior of broke college students, late night snackers, and, most importantly, prisoners everywhere. Here at the Oklahoma State Reformatory, ramen isn’t just food, it’s a way of life. From the unspoken noodle etiquette to the intricate ramen based economy, this staple packs more punch than the seasoning packet it comes with. Let’s dive into the world of ramen in OSR, where every soup tells a story.

Forget the dollar bill. Forget Bitcoin. In prison, ramen reigns supreme as the most stable and universally accepted form of currency.

Want a tattoo? That’ll cost you five beef flavored ramens and a spicy chicken for the artist’s effort. Need someone to do your laundry? Toss them a couple of creamy chicken packs. Even bets on the rec yard basketball games are settled in ramen, with the winner walking away with enough noodles to feed half the cell block.

This noodle fueled economy isn’t just about trades, it’s about status. “You can tell how respected a guy is by how much ramen he’s got stacked on his shelf,” says inmate Big Mike. “If he’s got the Chili Lime Shrimp flavor, you know he’s living large.”

In the hands of a true ramen chef, these noodles transcend their humble beginnings. What looks like a packet of dried squiggles to the untrained eye is, to an inmate, the building block of gourmet prison cuisine.

Take inmate Reggie, for example, the self proclaimed “Michelin Star Chef of Cell Block C.” His signature dish, Ramen Surprise, includes crushed Doritos, Slim Jim slices, jalapeno cheese sauce, and a sprinkling of crushed hot Cheetos. The result? A spicy, gooey masterpiece that will clog your arteries faster than you can say “commissary.”

Then there’s Sweet Noodle Symphony, a dessert ramen that combines crushed Oreo cookies, peanut butter, and a splash of instant coffee for that extra buzz. It’s proof that ramen isn’t just dinner, it’s dessert, too.

While ramen unites us in our love for its salty goodness, it also divides us into fiercely loyal camps based on flavor.

The chicken crowd argues that their choice is the most versatile, blending effortlessly with any mix ins, while the beef fans insist theirs has a richer, more robust taste. Shrimp flavor lovers are often ridiculed as elitists, accused of pretending they’re dining at a seafood buffet instead of slurping noodles in a concrete cell.

Things turned ugly last year during what has come to be known as the “Great Flavor Debate of 2024.” A heated argument between the chicken and beef camps escalated into a full blown food fight, with noodles flying across the rec room. Order was eventually restored, but not before half the inmates were covered in broth and crushed seasoning packets.

Of course, with ramen being such a hot commodity, it was only a matter of time before the hustlers got involved.

Take “Ramen Rico,” for instance, the mastermind behind OSR’s noodle black market. Rico figured out that the commissary had a strict two pack per week limit per inmate. So he recruited a network of ramen runners, offering them a cut of the profits in exchange for their weekly rations.

At its peak, Rico’s operation moved over 200 packs of ramen a week, with prices soaring to three honey buns per pack. His downfall came when a guard caught him trying to smuggle 20 packs in a laundry cart, hidden under a pile of mismatched socks. Rico may have lost his empire, but his legend lives on.

Inmates are nothing if not resourceful, and ramen is the ultimate canvas for culinary innovation. Here are some of the wildest ramen hacks making waves at OSR.

The Ramen Pizza, Crush noodles into a dough like consistency, flatten it out, and top with ketchup, cheese, and whatever toppings you can scrounge up. Microwave it for three minutes, and voila, pizza night in the cell! Noodle Burrito, Cook ramen, mix it with beans and cheese, and wrap it in a tortilla. It’s basically Chipotle on a budget. Ramen Firecrackers, crush uncooked noodles, sprinkle with seasoning, and eat as a crunchy snack. Warning, may lead to excessive mouth drying. Ramen Kool Aid, for those desperate to spice up their beverage game, mix a seasoning packet with water for a savory “broth drink.” Disgusting? Yes. Popular? Surprisingly, also yes.

No article on ramen would be complete without mentioning its role in OSR’s legendary pranks.

One classic involves sneaking into a neighbor’s cell and replacing their chicken seasoning packet with shrimp. The unsuspecting victim only realizes the switch when it’s too late, leading to a night of flavor regret and questioning their trust in humanity.

Another involves freezing cooked ramen into a solid block, then using it as a makeshift “brick” to block a rival’s door. The prank is harmless but requires several minutes of chipping away at frozen noodles to regain entry.

And who could forget the infamous “Broth Bomb,” where someone sneaks into the bathroom and fills the showerhead with powdered seasoning? The next inmate to shower is greeted with a salty, chicken flavored rinse.

The guards have a complicated relationship with ramen. On the one hand, they appreciate its ability to keep inmates happy and fed. On the other hand, they’re constantly dealing with the chaos it causes.

“Every week, I confiscate something ramen related,” says Officer Jenkins. “Noodle based slingshots, ramen sculptures, even a ramen ‘rope’ someone tried to use to climb out of the yard.”

Then there’s the smell. A rec room full of inmates cooking ramen smells less like a prison and more like a sodium factory exploded. “It’s like living in a soup can,” Jenkins adds.

The darkest chapter in OSR’s ramen history is undoubtedly the Great Ramen Shortage of 2022.

A supply chain issue left the commissary shelves bare for weeks, sending the inmate population into a frenzy. Desperate noodle fiends offered up everything from cigarettes to family photos in exchange for even half a pack.

Fights broke out over crumbs, and one inmate was caught trying to steal a pack from the guards’ break room. The situation got so bad that the warden had to issue an emergency shipment of off brand ramen, which was met with mixed reactions. “It’s like eating wet cardboard,” one inmate complained. “But hey, it’s better than nothing.”

At the end of the day, ramen is more than just food, it’s a symbol of hope, resilience, and the human spirit. It’s the one thing that brings us together, whether we’re sharing a bowl, trading for a pack, or debating the merits of spicy shrimp vs. creamy chicken.

As inmate Larry puts it, “Ramen is life. It’s love. It’s the glue that holds this crazy place together.”

So here’s to ramen, the unsung hero of prison life. Long may its noodles reign. And if you’re reading this while enjoying a bowl, take a moment to appreciate its salty, starchy goodness. Because here at OSR, ramen isn’t just a meal, it’s a legend.

Microwaves

The Magic Metal Box That Rules the Cell Block

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

Ah, the microwave. The unsung hero of prison life. Forget the security cameras, the guard towers, or even the commissary. If there’s one item that truly wields power at the Oklahoma State Reformatory, it’s that buzzing, humming metal box that transforms the impossible into the edible and sometimes, the barely recognizable).

It’s a simple machine, really. A box, some buttons, and the power to make your ramen steamy and your leftovers warm. But here in the clink, it’s so much more. It’s a chef’s stove, a social hub, a source of power struggles, and occasionally, a weapon of minor destruction. Welcome to the wild, wacky world of microwaves in prison.

Let’s get one thing straight. not all microwaves are created equal. In fact, there’s a pecking order. The unit with the fastest heating time? That’s the king of the microwaves, and everyone wants a piece of it.

You’ve got the ancient microwave that takes five minutes to warm up a cup of water (lovingly nicknamed “Old Faithful”) and the newer model that can cook ramen in 90 seconds flat (dubbed “The Ferrari”). The Ferrari is a hot commodity, and lines for it rival those at a Disneyland ride on a summer day.

“People will literally fight over that microwave,” says inmate Tony, who recently caught a flying bowl of chili to the face during a microwave dispute. “I mean, if your noodles can be done in half the time, that’s a game changer.”

Like any sacred communal resource, microwaves come with their own set of unwritten rules, Don’t Hog the Microwave. Two minute meals only. None of this six minute Hot Pocket nonsense unless you want the entire line grumbling behind you. Clean Up Your Explosions. If your chili or soup explodes, you better wipe it down. Nothing sparks inmate rage like opening the microwave to find the ceiling dripping with bean paste. No Cooking Mystery Items. The rule is simple, if no one knows what it is, it doesn’t go in the microwave. One inmate put in a contraband lobster tail he smuggled in from the chow hall (don’t ask how, and let’s just say the smell lingered for weeks.

The microwave isn’t just for reheating, it’s a portal to culinary genius. When you’re stuck in prison, with nothing but a commissary list and some creative ambition, the microwave becomes your best friend.

The Famous Prison Burrito. Step 1. Crush a bag of Doritos into crumbs. Step 2. Mix them with water to form a dough like substance. Step 3. Roll it out, fill it with refried beans, summer sausage, and cheese, then nuke it for two minutes. Voila! A burrito so dense, it doubles as a blunt weapon.

The Jailhouse Cheesecake. Who needs an oven? All you need is some crushed graham crackers, cream cheese, sugar packets, and a microwave. Pro tip. don’t overheat it unless you like your cheesecake with a side of “burnt plastic aroma.”

The Mug Cake. Commissary cocoa powder, a crushed Honey Bun, and some instant coffee come together in a Styrofoam cup to create a dessert that’s half cake, half caffeine rush.

Microwave Hacks. Thinking Outside the Box. The ingenuity doesn’t stop at food. Inmates have found all kinds of creative uses for microwaves that would baffle even the most experienced appliance engineers. 

Heating Socks. Nothing beats toasty toes on a cold winter morning. Just don’t forget to dampen the socks first unless you want to see them burst into flames. (Yes, that happened. Twice.)

Homemade Hair Dryer. Inmates swear by the “hover method,” where you hold your wet shirt or towel near the open microwave door and let the warm air waft over it. It takes forever but gets the job done, sort of.

DIY Light Show. Some daring inmates have discovered that microwaving a grape (cut in half, of course) creates a mini plasma arc. Science experiment? Sure. A quick way to blow the power out for the entire block? Absolutely.

Microwave Mishaps. When Things Go Wrong. Where there’s a microwave, there’s bound to be chaos. You’d think heating up food would be a low stakes activity, but here in OSR, the stakes are always high.

The Great Butter Incident. One ambitious inmate tried to melt butter in the microwave for a popcorn recipe. What he didn’t realize was that the butter was in a metal foil wrapper. Sparks flew, alarms blared, and half the block had to evacuate while guards inspected the “electrical fire.” The popcorn wasn’t even that good.

Soapgate. One genius thought it would be funny to microwave a bar of soap to see what would happen. (Spoiler. it expands into a horrifying, foamy blob.) The smell? Imagine burning perfume mixed with disappointment.

The Cup Noodle Explosion of ‘23. An inmate forgot to add water to his Cup Noodles before microwaving. The result was a charred, smoking husk of styrofoam that filled the room with the scent of despair. He’s now known as “Dry Noodles” for eternity.

The guards have a love hate relationship with microwaves. On one hand, it keeps the inmates busy and relatively peaceful. On the other hand, it’s a constant source of headaches.

“I’ve confiscated everything from microwaved contraband phones to melted plastic spoons,” says Officer Grady. “One time, I even found a guy trying to warm up a sock filled with Vaseline. Don’t ask me why.”

The maintenance staff isn’t much happier. “These guys treat microwaves like they’re indestructible,” complains Repairman Nick. “I’m replacing parts every other week. Do you know how many noodles get stuck in the vents? Too many.”

Microwaves have also been the root of some of the most heated rivalries in OSR.

Take, for example, the epic showdown between the top run and the bottom run on D 4 over the shared dayroom microwave. Tensions boiled over one afternoon when someone from the top of un accused a bottom run guy of stealing his Hot Pocket. Words were exchanged, fists flew, and the microwave was knocked to the ground, rendering it unusable.The aftermath? A two week microwave ban that left everyone bitter and drinking cold coffee

Every inmate secretly dreams of owning their own microwave, but only the elite few manage to make it happen. These are the guys who’ve either charmed the warden, bartered their way to the top, or happen to be good at fixing the guards’ cars on the weekends.

Private microwave owners are treated like royalty. They charge “heating fees” to their less fortunate peers and have the luxury of eating their meals piping hot, without waiting in line. Of course, owning a microwave also makes you a target for sabotage. There’s nothing more devastating than discovering someone has microwaved a fish fillet in your sacred appliance.

Rumor has it that the warden is considering replacing the current lineup of microwaves with a state of the art model that has a built in camera to monitor usage. The idea has been met with mixed reactions.

“I don’t need Big Brother watching me nuke my burrito,” says inmate Steve. “What’s next, microwave breathalyzers?”

Others are more optimistic. “If it means fewer fights and cleaner microwaves, I’m all for it,” says Officer Jenkins. “But let’s be real, these guys will find a way to break it within a week.”

At the end of the day, the microwave is more than just a kitchen appliance. It’s a symbol of resourcefulness, creativity, and the human spirit. It’s the glue that holds our culinary chaos together.

So here’s to you, dear microwave. May your hum be steady, your turntable smooth, and your door latch functional. You may be just a metal box, but here at OSR, you’re so much more.

Long live the microwave, the true MVP of prison life.
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The Unsung Heroes of Modern Civilization

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

If humanity had to pick one utensil to encapsulate its brilliance, resilience, and sheer laziness, it would undoubtedly be the spork. It’s a hybrid of ingenuity, the brainchild of someone who stared at a spoon and fork and thought, “Why not both?” Here at the Oklahoma State Reformatory, where cutlery comes with more rules than a parole hearing, the spork reigns supreme.

Whether you’re stabbing, scooping, or (let’s be honest) just trying to survive another bland chow hall meal, the spork has your back. But how did this humble half spoon, half fork contraption achieve such legendary status? Let’s dive into the chaotic, comical world of sporks.

The exact origins of the spork are shrouded in mystery. Some claim it was invented by a culinary genius; others insist it was the product of a lazy factory worker who couldn’t decide what mold to use. Regardless, the spork has transcended its humble beginnings to become the ultimate multipurpose tool.

In prison, it’s not just a utensil, it’s a lifeline. No knives allowed? No problem. The spork slices through Jell O, pierces unidentifiable meat patties, and scoops up mashed potatoes with equal fervor. It’s the Swiss Army knife of the cafeteria, minus the corkscrew and the fun.

The Anatomy of a Spork. Let’s break it down, The Bowl. This is the spoon part, the business end of the spork. Perfect for soups, stews, and puddings that could double as adhesives. It’s shallow, sure, but it gets the job done. The Tines. Ah, the fork section. Four tiny prongs designed to stab at whatever mystery meat the chow hall serves. Are they effective? Debatable. But the effort is there. The Handle. Long, slender, and oddly flimsy, the spork’s handle is the Achilles’ heel of its design. It bends under pressure, cracks in cold weather, and occasionally snaps mid meal, leaving you to contemplate the futility of existence.

Where there’s a spork, there’s a story. And where there are stories, there’s chaos.

Take, for instance, the Great Spork Battle of C Unit. It started innocently enough. two inmates arguing over whose spork was better suited for digging into a particularly dense brownie. Words were exchanged, tempers flared, and before you knew it, the entire unit was engaged in a full blown spork duel.

It was like a scene from Braveheart, but with fewer kilts and more plastic. The guards eventually intervened, confiscating every spork in sight, leaving the inmates to eat their meals with makeshift chopsticks made from popsicle sticks

In prison, necessity is the mother of invention, and the spork is often the star of the show.

The Jailhouse Shovel. Need to bury contraband in your cell? A spork will get the job done. Sure, it’s slow and tedious, but it’s also stealthy. Just don’t be surprised if you end up with carpal tunnel before you hit six inches deep.

The DIY Toothpick. Break off one of the tines, and voila! Instant dental hygiene. Is it hygienic? Probably not. But desperate times call for desperate measures.

The Miniature Catapult. With a little creativity and a lot of boredom, you can turn a spork into a tiny trebuchet. Perfect for launching grapes, marshmallows, or wads of commissary receipt paper at unsuspecting cellmates.

Spork Fashion, The Ultimate Statement. Forget gold chains or fancy watches. In here, the true mark of status is a customized spork.

Some inmates carve intricate designs into the handles, while others dye them with Kool Aid for a splash of color. The most daring even try to reinforce their sporks with melted plastic to create an “indestructible” version. (Spoiler. it’s never indestructible. One good scoop of chow hall chili, and it’s game over.)

But the pinnacle of spork fashion? The rare and coveted metal spork. Rumored to exist in maximum security wings, these mythical utensils are said to be smuggled in by culinary staff. If you ever get your hands on one, guard it with your life, it’s the Rolex of prison cutlery.

Spork Crimes. When Things Go Too Far. Not everyone respects the sanctity of the spork. Over the years, OSR has seen its fair share of spork related shenanigans.

The Spork Assassin. In 2017, an inmate gained infamy for using a sharpened spork as a makeshift weapon. His target? A particularly annoying cellmate who wouldn’t stop singing Achy Breaky Heart. While no one condoned the attack, many understood the motive.

The Great Spork Heist. In 2021, an entire shipment of sporks mysteriously disappeared from the chow hall. The culprits were never caught, but rumors swirled about a black market operation trading sporks for ramen noodles.

The Spork Smuggler. Last year, an inmate was caught trying to smuggle a spork out of the cafeteria by hiding it in his sock. When questioned, he claimed it was for “personal use.” No one wanted to know what that meant.

The Guards vs. The Sporks. While inmates see sporks as versatile tools, guards view them as potential threats.

“We’ve confiscated sporks turned into shanks, lockpicks, and even a mini grappling hook,” says Officer Hamblin. “It’s like these guys are auditioning for MacGyver.”

Despite their concerns, guards also rely on sporks. They’ve been known to stash a few in their breakroom for quick lunches, though they’ll never admit it. (Pro tip. check the pockets of a suspiciously well fed officer if the chow hall supply runs low.)

What is it about the spork that captivates us? Is it the way it straddles two worlds, never fully committing to being a spoon or a fork? Or is it the sheer absurdity of its existence, a utensil that seems designed for a universe slightly sillier than our own?

Psychologists might argue that the spork represents the duality of man. our need to stab and scoop, to destroy and nurture. Or maybe it’s just fun to say. Spork. Go ahead, try it. Say it out loud. Spork. Feels good, doesn’t it?

As technology advances, so too does the humble spork. The next generation of sporks promises to be stronger, sleeker, and more versatile. Rumors abound of a smart spork with built in Wi Fi, though it’s unclear what purpose that would serve. (Maybe it tweets your meal reviews directly to the warden?)

In the meantime, we can only dream of what lies ahead. A spork that doubles as a flashlight? A spork with detachable tines for easy cleaning? The possibilities are endless.

A Toast to the Spork. At the end of the day, the spork is more than just a utensil. It’s a symbol of ingenuity, resourcefulness, and the indomitable human spirit. It’s proof that even in the darkest corners of society, we can find humor, creativity, and a really efficient way to eat soup.

So here’s to the spork, the ultimate multitasker, the unsung hero of the dining hall, and the pride of the prison commissary. May your tines stay sharp, your bowl stay sturdy, and your handle never snap under pressure.

Long live the spork!!!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Laundry at OSR

[image: ]




A Cycle of Hopes, Dreams, and Mysterious Stains

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

If there’s one place in the Oklahoma State Reformatory that perfectly encapsulates the human experience, our struggles, triumphs, and endless capacity for confusion, it’s the laundry room. A symphony of squeaky machines, overworked staff, and a never ending battle against unidentifiable stains, the OSR laundry operation is where dignity goes to die and socks go to disappear.

This is the story of laundry at OSR, told with all the humor, heartbreak, and hyperbole it deserves.

The OSR laundry room is a land of legends. It’s said that once, long ago, someone’s white t shirt came out actually white. But those days are gone, replaced by a reality where clean is a relative term and “fresh” smells suspiciously like bleach mixed with despair.

To call it a laundry “system” would be generous. It’s more like organized chaos, with clothes being sorted, washed, dried, and sometimes returned in a process so convoluted it makes tax law look simple.

The Drop Off. Where Dreams Begin. It all starts with the humble laundry bag, a mesh contraption that’s supposed to hold your week’s worth of clothes but often ends up stuffed with everything from towels to ramen wrappers. The bag is your ticket to cleanliness, your hope for a fresh start. You hand it over with optimism, praying that when it returns, it will contain the same number of items you put in. Spoiler, It won’t.

Handing off your laundry bag is a sacred ritual. You try to act casual, but deep down, you’re nervous. Will your favorite shirt survive? Will your boxers come back or end up on some other guy named Randy in Cell Block D? These are the existential questions that haunt every inmate.

The Sorting Process. A Mystery Wrapped in a Puzzle. Once your bag enters the laundry room, it’s sorted by a crack team of fellow inmates who’ve been entrusted with the delicate task of separating whites, colors, and... other.

“Sorting” is a generous term. More often, it’s a game of chance. Your socks might end up in the laundry guys cell, your underwear might go in the trash, and your t shirt? Well, that’s probably going straight into the black hole that is Missing Laundry Purgatory.

Rumor has it that the sorting crew has a secret code. “Tough Luck Tuesday” means everyone’s clothes get mixed up, while “Free for All Friday” is when they toss all the laundry into one giant wash and hope for the best.

The washing machines at OSR deserve their own reality show. These industrial behemoths have seen things..... Things no appliance should ever have to endure. They’ve battled mystery stains, endured overstuffed loads, and survived countless attempts to wash commissary noodles out of pants.

But let’s talk about the water. Is it hot? Is it cold? No one knows. It’s a roulette wheel of temperatures, leaving you to wonder whether your clothes are being gently cleansed or flash boiled into oblivion.

And then there’s the soap situation. Sometimes there’s too much, turning the laundry room into a bubble filled wonderland. Other times, there’s barely any, leaving you with clothes that smell vaguely like they’ve been rinsed in tap water and regret.

Drying. A Game of Patience. Once your clothes survive the washing phase, they move on to the dryers, hulking machines that operate on their own mysterious schedule. Some cycles last five minutes, while others feel like they’re timed by geological epochs.

But the real drama happens when your clothes come out. Will they be dry? Will they be slightly damp? Or will they be so hot you could fry an egg on them? The suspense is unbearable.

And then there’s shrinkage, a phenomenon so common it’s practically an OSR rite of passage. One day, you’re a proud owner of a size large shirt. The next, you’re squeezing into a garment better suited for a toddler.

The Return. A Box of Surprises. Finally, your laundry is returned. You open your bag with the giddy anticipation of a kid on Christmas morning. But instead of toys and candy, you find... disappointment.

Sure, some of your clothes are there. But where’s your favorite hoodie? Why is there an extra pair of socks that aren’t yours? And whose underwear is this? The return process is less about getting your clothes back and more about participating in a high stakes game of sartorial roulette.

The Case of the Missing Socks. If there’s one universal truth about OSR laundry, it’s this. socks disappear.

No one knows where they go. Some say they’re stolen by a rogue inmate who’s building a secret sock empire. Others believe they’re sucked into an interdimensional portal that opens every time a dryer door closes.

Whatever the cause, the result is the same. you’re left with a pile of mismatched socks and a deep sense of betrayal.

Laundry Workers. Unsung Heroes or Diabolical Geniuses? The inmates who run the laundry room are a special breed. Part scientist, part magician, part stand up comedian, they’re the unsung heroes of the prison.

Of course, not everyone sees them that way. Some accuse the laundry workers of playing favorites, returning certain inmates’ clothes neatly folded while others get a crumpled mess. There’s even a rumor that they hold secret laundry auctions, selling off the best smelling towels to the highest bidder.

Whether they’re heroes or villains depends on who you ask and how many of your clothes have mysteriously vanished under their watch.

DIY Laundry. The Underground Scene. For those who’ve lost faith in the system, there’s always DIY laundry. Using a plastic trash bag, a bar of soap, and sheer determination, inmates create makeshift washing machines that would make MacGyver proud.

The process Is simple. Fill the bag with water, add soap, toss in your clothes, and shake like your life depends on it. Then hang everything up to dry, turning your cell into a jungle of damp fabric. Sure, it’s a hassle. But at least you know your socks aren’t being teleported to another dimension.

In OSR, laundry isn’t just about clean clothes, it’s a form of social currency. Need a favor? Offer to wash someone’s clothes. Want to make a friend? Return their clothes folded and neatly pressed

But beware, laundry deals can go south fast. One minute you’re agreeing to trade a load of whites for a bag of coffee. The next, you’re in a heated argument over whether “delicates” includes socks.

What does the future hold for laundry at OSR? Some dream of high tech machines that sort, wash, and fold clothes automatically. Others imagine a world where every inmate has their own personal washer and dryer.

But let’s be real, the system isn’t changing anytime soon. So we’ll keep stuffing our laundry bags, hoping for the best, and laughing at the absurdity of it all.

Laundry at OSR is more than a chore, it’s an adventure. It’s a test of patience, a lesson in humility, and a never ending source of comedy.

So the next time you’re handed a bag of clothes that smells like bleach and heartbreak, remember. you’re not just doing laundry. You’re participating in a time honored tradition, a rite of passage, and a testament to the resilience of the human spirit.

And if all else fails? At least you’ve got a great story to tell.
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Where Dreams Are Benched and Gains Are Questionable

By Jason, Editor in Chief, News and Views

Welcome to the Oklahoma State Reformatory Gym, the land of iron, sweat, and shattered delusions of grandeur. If you think this is where prisoners come to turn their bodies into temples, think again. The OSR gym is more like a poorly funded community center where dreams of fitness go to die.

Here, weights are more than just heavy objects, they’re instruments of pride, humiliation, and the occasional hernia. This is a place where testosterone and bravado collide with poor form and questionable hygiene. Let’s dive into the world of the OSR gym, a realm as comical as it is chaotic.
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