




The writing in this Zine was collected through letters from inmates 
in the Illinois correctional system from the Urbana-Champaign 

Books to Prisoners program.

UC Books to Prisoners, a project of  the Urbana-Champaign 
Independent Media Center, accepts book request letters from 

Illinois inmates, finds books that meet their needs, and sends the 
books and a letter to the prisoners

The organization does this to address the poor selection of  books 
available in many prisons, to let prisoners know they are not for-
gotten, to remind us that prisoners are part of  the community, 
to encourage literacy, to share enthusiasm for literature, and to 

educate ourselves and the public about life in prison

For more information, or to volunteer with Books to Prisoners  
writing letters please visit the website at 

www.books2prisoners.org.

This Zine was put together in Spring of  2011, through a learning 
through inquiry class at the University of  Illinois, partnered with 

Books to Prisoners.
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READING- THE ONLY PASTIME 
WE ENJOY THE MOST

artist unknown 3



“Beside Myself”
At times I get beside myself

These times are more than rare
Of knowledge on life, I have a wealth;

But still my heart is bare.
I just can’t seem to locate-

With precision- where I strayed.
Could it be due to “my fate”
That my visions disarrayed?

My mind stays occupied with thoughts
Of evil, as my goal,

Implanted by the demon wrought
And ‘cased within my soul
I try so hard to slay this itch,

But all to no avail.
I guess I give up way to quick.

I guess that’s where I fail.
What was I born to be in life?
What is my “special mission”?

Have I been through this more than twice
Because I never listened?

Do I still have a purpose left?
Is my life stuck on hold?

Let me get back inside myself,
Before I’m way too old.

4 Larry Alverson



Betw
een these w

alls
Between these walls, 

Is where I live. 
Day after Day 

Night after night 
The time I spend between 

these walls, 
Is the time I’ll always regret,

And the time I will forever 
and ever, 

Try to forget. 
Life has so many opportuni-

ties 
And promises

That I haven’t reached yet. 
For the things you people 

take for 
Granted beyond these walls, 
Are the things we prisoners 

Cherish most of all.
The love, 
The hugs, 
The kisses, 

To watch our kids play and 
grow. 

As you can see all of that,
Can be taken away.

Between these walls, 
There is no laughter, 

There is no fun, 
There is no love, Just the 

harsh reality, 

Of the time we got left, ‘Til 
we reach home.

Between these walls, 
There is nothing but pure, 

Hate, shame, and guilt. 
Because we know the time, 

We have wasted 
between these walls, 

Is forever gone.
Between these walls, 

All we have to look forward 
to, 

Is life beyond these prison 
walls.

Beyond these walls, 
If I could ever change the 

past, 
I would never be between 

these prison walls.
Between these walls, 

You learn life is too short, 
To be locked in an 8 x 10 cell 

everyday.
Between these walls Is 

where I’ll live,
 If I never change my ways. 

But for now, 
Between these walls, 

Is where I live.

5Shane Hart



An Ex’s Song
My girl grew wings and flew away.

And promised to return another day.
And only one day seemed like a week.

And a month seemed like eternity.

My girl why do you leave me be
Abandoned to Earth while you fly free?

Through my wings bolden peacocks hue
They’re not fit to fly as yours for you.

My girl and I are not made of dreams,
Chimeric emeric ephemeral things.

I am a man, flesh and wood.
That cannot miss what I’ve not loved.

My girl if I gave you my heart
Would you trade it for love and set apart

Nominal grief once dealt to you
And teach me to fly and the blue?

My girl I hope my song be clear.
And reach the skies so you shall hear.
And return to teach they soul be free.
So we shall glide the highest breeze.

6 Rakhama Latrice



Sarah Whenever
Sarah, whenever things seem to unbearable

I’ll remind you that our friendship is endurable
Whenever you’re incapable of 

performing your best
I’ll lay your little weary head across my chest

Whenever you’re afraid 
and insecure about things

I’ll be your strength and security in everything
Whenever you’re getting despair and alone

I’ll never leave you on your own for too long
Whenever you’re feeling like nobody loves you

I’ll show you that I am someone who do
Whenever it appears that you’re taken for granted
I’ll be there to show you that you’re appreciated.

7Unknown author



I want to tell myself I’m sorry 
for disrespecting neglecting and oppressing 
the man I was destined to be.
For I lied and tried to hide my true 
aspirations that flowed so free.
It was easier to be the failure they thought I 
would be.
I thought all who nurtured the light that lived 
inside of me.
If left to my own vices would my light have 
died?
The tears you’ve witnessed for years doesn’t 
belong to the shell of I.
They fall from the man within who screams 
with tears I’m still alive.
He dares me to set him free as allow the 
truth of light to shine.
Now the time has come to free the man 
who lives inside of me.
No longer will I disrespect neglect or 
oppress my destiny.

De
st
iny

8 Arthur Holmes
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When in the depth of dark despair in sorrow 
and in pain, the faith in a good women
will never be in vain when disappointments 
comes my way and tears my heart in
Tovo I always try to remember a good women 
will someday come through no cause
is ever hopeless, no goal to high to gain as long 
as I have faith in a good women any
height I can attain lock forward to each new-
born day with faith that’s born anew, and
let a good women be the guiding light within 
the life of me myself and I. A 
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10 Curley King

Come walk with me along life path and I’ll 
walk with you we will share our days
and sorrows the way good friends should do 
till take your hand and you’ll take mine
when trials are hard to meet with two to 
share a heavy load life’s hills will seem less
steep we’ll walk together on life’s path until 
the path shall end there is no gift more
precious than a true life long friend.



The Passing

11Arthur Holmes

 Have you ever walked on 
a cloud or been kissed by a single 
drop of rain
 Maybe you’ve had your 
temples massaged to lower your 
stress and smooth your pain.
 If not then enter my world 
where pleasure reigns.
 Humbled by your beauty 
yet haunted by your seductive 
ways.
 Addicted to your pres-
ence and your memories I crave.
 It’s the simple things about 
you that blows me away.
 Like the shy look over your 
shoulder as you beckon to me.
 The closest thing to an 
angel I’ve ever seen.
 You’ve become the focus of my attention my 
reason for being.
 All of this and we’ve yet to meet I’m hooked by 
merely a passing on the street...



Why oh why my dear Loneliness do you never let me 
sleep?
I love you dearly but I don’t like you at all.
Because your presence is great, yet too small.
 Your hands never touch
 Your lips never kiss
Even a whisper would bring me bliss

I have a trick, a trick up my sleeve,
“someone’s coming Loneliness, hurry up, leave!”
 so she hides away,
 as long as they stay,
 sometimes a moment,
 sometimes all day
But when a night falls and the stars grace the sky,
Here she comes creeping
Why oh why?

12 Jeremiah Cherry



13Anthony Wilkison



There are approximately 2.3 milion people in American 
prisons, including prisoners in Federal and State prisons, 

territorial  prisons, local jails, facilities operated exclusively 
for U.S. Immigration and Customs Enforcement (ICE), mili-
tary facilities, jails in Indian county, and youth in juvenile 

93% of  prisoners are 
male. 7% are female. Black males have 

a 32% chance of  
serving time in prison 
at some point in their 
lives. Hispanic males 
have a 17% chance. 
White males have a 

6% chance.

Between 1870 and 2001, the Illinois prison population 
increased more than 500 percent, from 7,326 to 44,348 

people. By the end of  the calendar year 2000, Illinois 
had the eighth highest prison population in the United 

States and had an incarceration rate of  271 prisoners per 
100,000 residents.

82% of  those sentenced to 
state prisons in 2004 were 

convicted of  non-violent crimes, 
including 34% for drug 

offenses and 29% for property 
offenses.

Facts about Prisons
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Nationally, more than 8.3 million children have parents 
under correctional supervision (either in prison, jail, on 

probation or parole). One and a half  million children have 
a parent in state or federal prison.

In 2007, there 
were approximately 
45,000 prisoners 

and 35,000 parolees 
in Illinois.

In 2007, Illinois spent 
118,833,800 on the 
Dept. of  Corrections. 

Nationally, we spent ap-
proximately $49 billion.

The Illinois Department of  
Corrections operates 28 

adult prisons, various work 
camps, boot camps and 8 
transitional centers. There 
are no private prisons in 

the state.

68% of  people in state 
prisons did not receive 
a high school diploma 

and up to 65 percent of  
inmates are illiterate.

Sources: Bureau of  Justice Statistics, Urban Institute Report 
2003, Illinois Department of  Corrections Annual Report, 
2007, National Association of  State Budgeting Officers, 

Department of  Education
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Menard C.C. used to be tough as can be.
Now that the guards have control it’s more like P.C.
Tuck your shirt in! Line up 2 by 2!
Step out of line? There’s a ticket waiting for you...
Put your property away! Clean up your cell! Is this a prison or a 
man made hell?
Catch an illness? Good luck getting to healthcare!
They’d rather see you suffer or even die up in here...
Lockdown happens often, yard-time not even enough Shake-
down’s suck! Especially when they tear through your stuff!
Privacy? Not a chance! Dignity? Yeah right!
The pit will wer you down, when you wanna quit the fight....
So if the pit appeals to you, come on down
But I guarantee you your smile will turn into a frown
Want to be treated like a puppet? This is the place to be
But take it from me, I wouldn’t wish this on my worst enemy...

16 Sammy Lupe



Like a soldier on his knees, is what I’ll be.
The bombs blew, the bullets flew.
I wear my helmet, I carry my guns.
My bullet proof vest is part of my shield.
My boots carry through the field.
A soldier on his knees is what I’ll be.
God shields around me and send his angels to 
protect me.
If need be from now through eternity
The soldier got up from his knees.
Pointed his guns and marched on
Through the field. Heaven Bound. 
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17Unknown author

I read the Epitaph. I carved the stone.
 Here lies the drug s and alcohol. No year 
No day.
From yesterday to today.
In a cold dark grave, I laid them down below.
No tears were shed no prayers were said.
No songs were sung.
I gently smiled and gently turned and walked 
away
Rest in Peace



Revolution

From the pulpit of 
blind patriotism,
you preach to me
about god and 
nation
this so called
“land of freedom”
built on the backs 
of slaves through 
genocide and 
exploitation
And in the name of 
god, you murder 
without reservation,
the men and women 
who resist domina-
tion. And with that 
you expect me to salute and wave,
the blood stained banner, that you so proudly wave
as a symbol of freedom, and justice for all,
yet the day will come, for you to be called,
to answer for the crime, that you’ve been committing,
and when it does,
we’ll all be singing, a song of triumph
and liberation won, a ballad in the name of Revolution!

18 Derek Walsh



Death

Somebody recently asked me if I were afraid to die? 
My answer: no more than I am afraid to cry!
Part of life is coping with dying
And if I can cope with dying, I can deal with crying...
Death comes in many ways, both fast and slow
But in the end, death consumes out soul
I’ll die when I take my last breath
Until then there’s no need to worry about death...
Am I afraid to perish in prison?
Hell no! I’m breathin’ I’m livin’
Why fear what you can’t control?
When it’s your time you’ll add to the death toll...
We all die a bit more each and every day
And we all cope with death in our own way
We can accept death, or fear death?
Either way, you’ll eventually gasp for your last breath...

19Sammy Lupo
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Love is more than a word 
it’s an action that speaks volumes which ex-
presses a persons inner body
that defines the feelings toward someone 
else
Love is being mentally involved in attraction 
that goes waybeyond physical beauty that is 
deeper tha the loins of skin.
Love is within our reach but yet so far.
Love is misused a lot for a common purpose 
and not expressed properly for many rea-
sons.
Love is acceptance being forgiving, caring 
and grateful for the little things.
Truth is love and it’s also binding, 
hard to face the foolishness that occurs.
Love is real, never fake, ready to step up and 
face the obstacles that come your way.
Love is everlasting always and forever.

20 Mekiell Buros
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If you heard my cries could you bear to listen 
knowing I cry from missing you
If you heard my cries would you rush to 
comfort me and whisper softly it’ll be okay
If you heard my cries would you wish for 
deafness or simply walk the other way
If you heard my cries would you kiss my 
cheek to make my tears go away
If you heard my cries would you know the 
pain that causes my tears to flow
If you heard my cries that you would know 
my tears sprang from the soul
If you heard my cries would you sing to me 
my favorite some from times ago
If you heard my cries would you love me 
again turn and walk back through the door
If you heard my cries would you seek my 
storm to read it the book of psalms
If you heard my cries could you find the 
strength to leave me last and all alone
If you heard my cries… 

23

If you heard my cries

Arthur Holmes



Get involved.
Prisoners are encouraged to send any pieces of  writing or artwork 

to UC Books to Prisoners. Mail can be sent to:
UC Books to Prisoners

Box 515 Urbana IL 61803

If  you want to volunteer please visit our website at 
www.books2prisoners.org

Donations of  books, money or computers are always welcome. 
Please see the website for more information.


