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information about the new Inside Scoop Editorial 

Board. Also check out our annual poetry contest 
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The Inside Scoop is running a cover art 
contest open to anyone in WRC.  

See page 2 for details! 

MAN UP ABOVE 

 

It hurts me to see  

when there’s problems in my family 

Mom’s in the corner crying 

Dad has a beer in his hand 

Little sister’s on her knees praying 

Why’d you put me on this land? 

The cops are at the door 

Waiting to take me away 

I take a look back with a tear in my eye 

I’ll be back someday, please don’t cry. 

Well now I write letters  

to the family I love 

If you want to solve your own problems 

You got to have faith in the man up above 

Well I’m released after 3 to 4 

Bags in hand, standin’ at the door 

Mom and Dad are laughin’ 

Little sister has a smile on her face 

With open arms they’re sayin’ 

It’s time to take your place. 

So I take a step forward 

And all I feel is love 

My family laughs and says,  

“Don’t be afraid, 

You got to have faith  

in the man up above.” 

 

Marshall Ian Ballard 



Greetings readers! This is an espe-

cially exciting edition of the Inside 

Scoop, since it’s the first Scoop ever to 

be planned from cover to cover by 

members of its target audience. 

In February the John Howard  

Literacy program created a committee 

called the Inside Scoop Editorial 

Board, a group of literacy students 

who meet once per month to plan and 

design the newsletter. They decide 

what will be printed, write articles for 

the Scoop, and proofread and edit it 

before it goes to print. They’ve also 

come up with two very exciting new 

projects for the Inside Scoop. 

As you can see from the front  

page, we’re beginning a new cover art 

contest, open to anybody in the  

Remand Centre. Send the Inside Scoop 

your best drawing (include a note with 

your floor number if you’d like it  

returned), and the editorial board will 

choose a winner to appear on the  

cover of the summer issue. They’ve 

also put together a prize package for 

the winner: a lovely WRC gift basket 

of 1 pack of lozzies (or equivalent 

canteen for non-smokers), a bag of 

chips, a chocolate bar, a drink, a con-

tainer of noodles and a stick of deo-

dorant. Delicious and fragrant! What 

more could you want? 

Our first round of the contest has 

no particular theme, but some ideas 

for art might include portraits, tattoos, 

graffiti art, Aboriginal art, and nature-

inspired art. No gang pictures or   

symbols please, as those are against 

the rules of the Inside Scoop. You can 

send your entries to: The John Howard 

Society’s Inside Scoop, 583 Ellice 

Avenue, R3B 1Z7. Or, write out a 

green request form for Jacquie       

Nicholson in JHS literacy and print 

“Art Contest,” and I’ll come and pick 

your drawing up. 

The second new project of the edi-

torial board is a fundraising drive for 

community organizations. The Inside 

Scoop has traditionally been given out 

for free in both the community and in 

various correctional institutions, but 

the board has decided to make July 

2012 a special fundraising issue, with 

the proceeds going to a community 

group that is important to them.  

In January many of our literacy 

students read about a difficult situation 

faced by Norquay Community Centre, 

which runs after-school programs and 

a skating rink in Point Douglas.     

Norquay were being forced by the 

Coca Cola Company to give back their 

ageing drink cooler, as they could no 

longer afford to fill it with Coke    

products. Instead, they were using the 

cooler to supply the children who   

visited the centre with snacks provided 

by Winnipeg Harvest. 

Our literacy students – and many 

of their peers in Remand Centre – 

were horrified. How could an         

organization that provides such      

essential services be struggling so 

much to make ends meet? They     

immediately began talking about how 

they could pool their money to make a 

donation. 

It turns out Norquay got enough 

donations from elsewhere in the   

community to buy a new cooler. But 

our students never stopped thinking 

about them. They believe that all kids 

need a safe space where they can go to 

have fun, get nutritious food, and meet 

role models. They believe that       

Norquay is such a space and they want 

to do everything they can to support 

the centre and its programs. 

The Inside Scoop Editorial Board 

hopes to raise $500 to donate to     

Norquay Community Centre this  

summer. We’ll be doing this by      

designing an extra-special edition of 

the newsletter and taking donations for 

copies in the community. There may 

also be a way for incarcerated readers 

to contribute as well. We’re still  

working that out, so stay tuned! 

We hope you enjoy this issue of 

the Scoop, which includes contribu-

tions from our editorial board as well 

as all the usual wonderful poetry and 

art from incarcerated artists and    

writers all over the province and    

beyond. As always please feel free to 

send in your poetry, stories, and art-

work and we’ll try to fit it in the next 

issue. The editorial board is specifical-

ly requesting jokes for a new humour 

section, so if you’ve got good ones, 

send them our way. 

Until next time, take care and  

happy reading! 

 

Jacquie Nicholson 

Literacy Coordinator, JHS 

 

 

 

This poem was submitted by an 

anonymous fan of the John 

Howard Society’s work 

 

 

HUG A THUG 

 

Hug a thug 

Is what they say 

But we will 

Help them anyway 

 

We’ll do our best 

To help them see 

There’s so much more 

That they can be 

 

We are the John  

Howard Society! 

 

 



Across: 

 

1. concoction of taco, noodles and corn chips 

4. face_______ 

7. a sad or depressed inmate 

8. 8th floor material 

11. common area 

12. your cell 

14. 8 for 12 or a pick 

Down: 

 

2.    frequent visitor to WRC, provincial ______ 

3.  one breach 

5.  blue suit 

6.  poke job 

9.  do not drop 

10.  new to jail 

13. communication expert 

Crossword: WRC Trivia 

This crossword was designed by the new Inside Scoop Editorial Board to test your knowledge of  

Winnipeg Remand Centre trivia. Answers will be printed in the next edition of the Scoop! 



GAOL 

 
I’ve reached the nadir of my life 

Lowly and humbled by the power  

of loneliness, emptiness 

Searching for something  

inside these brimstone walls 

And wires and razors (sign) strife. Imagine! 

A world of locked doors and locked stares 

Where no trust can be earned; ever aware 

The sound of the screws, always jingling 

Like some sick malevolent music rattling in time 

With every thud of combat boots 

Always watching when you could do without it 

Turning cheek when there is a need 

The numbness I feel gives me a bleeding heart 

As I wait for the life that I can, again, start 

When you break free from these chains  

and you finally take a stroll, people stare 

They seem to know where I’ve been 

Who is this pale person with curious eyes  

acting like he’s never been 

That’s how it seems 

People change, things change,  

but the one thing that remains  

is the memory of being lonely, cold and in pain 

Behind those walls, I will never return 

There is too much to lose and everything to gain 

I lower my head and I carry on. 

 

Terence Desjarlais, aka Not Big Punn 

 

MY PAIN 

 

Please save me cuz I’m tired of sinning 

Open up these doorz for my new beginning 

I come from the darkest of roads 

Stuck inside the deepest of holes 

But where my life will end nobody knowz 

I tried, in the end all I was left with was scarz 

In my mind, I always try to make peace 

In my heart, I wish all the pain to release 

Nobody will ever know the pain I go through 

I look up at the heaven hoping I can go too 

Three tearz on my face for all the people I lost 

And a scar on my arm, where I was shot 

I’m not proud of my past, I’m just proud that I’m 

not in a box 

For as long as I can remember I deal with the pain 

But I guess I have to let go in order to change. 

 

Byron W. Harper, aka Born Hood 

DAYS GO BY 

 

Days go by one by one 

Trapped in a cage nowhere to run 

The same routine morning to night 

No grass, no trees, no flowers in sight 

Concrete all around beneath and above 

Cold to the touch no presence of love 

Fences and wire night lit up as day 

A hundred black eyes  

making sure that we stay 

Is this a dream or is this real? 

Hopeless and alone is how I feel. 

 

Clarence Redhead  

I WILL BE HOME SOON… 

 

As I am sitting here in this lonely cell 

Thinking of you hoping you’re doing well 

Pace back and forth frustrated and lonely 

Cause there’s no one to see and nothing to do  

As I sit n’ think about everything that’s around me 

And shed tears beneath my eyes 

I’m hurt inside, that’s something that I hide 

I feel like a nobody as the guards walk past 

Like I ain’t nowhere in sight, that doesn’t faze me 

I just wonder where things will end in my life 

I will always remember times like these 

Having no where to go and no one to see 

But to look up in the sky  

And think about all the freedom you’d have with you 

While you’re out there waiting for me to come home 

to you 

Just to let you know 

I already got a song to sing to you at night 

Don’t forget 

You’re the only person that will make Mommy do 

things right. 

 

Candyce C.  



UNTITLED 

 

I figure this much life in jail can be useless 

but you can use this as a time to define better 

I picked up a pen only to find treasure 

You can see me laughing at times  

with these lines I write 

Sometimes I cry, the realism makes me  

shine more bright 

There’s sections in my life I tend to split apart 

It’s easier with these sessions so I can hit the mark 

The thought I’m trying to get at was once puzzling 

I had mixed emotions like enemies I was once cuddling 

Times like this I would scratch some lines like they 

meant nothing 

Cover up my true pain there’s so much time I’ve spent 

running 

I’m hitting that quarter century whut do I have to show 

for it 

A past I have to leave behind happiness is when you go 

forward 

Achieving and succeeding, believing in your aspirations 

The question in my life I would have to ask for  

greatness 

Not for me, for my daughter that I barely know 

It’s my fault she don’t know her father I chose the  

careless road 

Another written piece I have filled with honesty 

It hurts, truth hurts I’m starting to chill with constantly 

Door popped, it’s time for some supper trash food 

I’ll leave this here new doors are open to pass through… 

 

Monty aka Bad Conscience 

DONE MY TIME 

 

I walk out of jail  

Done my time 

Payed my debt to society (So they say) 

I am eager and excited  

Had a long time to think  

Of my life and damage I have caused 

I want change  

I need a purpose 

I want to change the wreckage of my past 

The first step is to go school  

Then get a job 

Do people actually hire ex-cons? 

You know the answer to that. 

No, simple as that  

Record, no job 

No job, no money 

No money, no home 

You know where this is going  

I am right back on the street  

1 month later in jail 

A year later still in jail it feels like home 

Costing you and taxpayers 80,000 a year 

And all I needed and wanted was a job. 

I guess that will never happen.  

 

Kelly 

PAID IN FULL 

 

It is said that one thing is for certain and two 

things are for sure 

Being poor is a disease, so let’s hustle up a cure 

If you got a nine to five or you’re slanging 

dope on the side 

If you are working really hard or you’re into 

jacking rides 

Yo you gotta grind hard it’s the only way to 

survive 

Just get off your butt then make some moves 

What you plan to do, that’s up to you to 

choose. 

Just do what you gotta do. 

 

Dwayne Birchwood  



I WANT YOU TO KNOW 

 

My mind’s in the present 

Yet my heart’s in the past 

Tried to move it on 

But a spell you did cast 

I may be smiling 

On the inside I hurt 

Never should I never have 

Thrown “us” in the dirt 

First love never dies 

It just lies and waits 

For the keys to turn the locks 

And open love’s eternal gates 

I think about you 

Almost every single night 

Shoulda never let go 

Wish I’d never lost sight 

I miss what we had 

What we could have been 

I hate all that’s changed 

Since you and I back then 

Even if we can’t be 

I want you to know 

I’ll never be over you 

I miss you so… 

 

Psycho M.  

MISSING THE WAY 

 

Missing the way  

you look at me 

Missing the way you’d stare 

Missing the way  

you’d hold me 

When I told you that I care.  

 

Missing the way you’d say  

you love me 

Missing the way I would too 

Missing, because I’m in jail 

And there’s nothing I can do.  

 

Missing everything about you 

I still can’t move on 

Missing the way you’d  

look at me 

When night came to dawn. 

 

I love you so much 

Missing when  

you were my beau 

Please tell me that 

You will always love me too.  

 

Traper P. Cook MISSING TO KISS YOU 

 

We’d been away for so long 

This is what happens 

When we do things wrong 

Soon we will be together 

But for now we write  

through a letter 

Never underestimate  

my feelings for you 

Know that I’m for real and true 

I close my eyes and realize 

I’m here alone in my cell 

But the thought of you 

Puts my discomfort at ease 

And in the end of all this 

It will be just us 2 

I don’t lose hope b-coz I know  

you’re just there waiting 

No one can come between us 

B-coz we are way past lost 

Our love is unbreakable 

 

Elma S. (Luv Ko) 

VALENTINE’S DAY 

 

I can feel the drama everywhere, 

I’m in jail as if no one cares, 

But I know that’s not true, 

And I miss you too, 

This is not how I imagined this day to be, 

All love is lost in this hopeless place, 

Oh how I wish I could see your sweet face, 

Someday when I’m free, 

I’ll show you how much you mean to me, 

I will make up for all this lost time, 

But it won’t be with more crime (LOL) 

If the truth can set me free, 

I can tell you how much you’ve changed me 

You’ve inspired me in so many ways, 

Angels must surely sing your praise, 

In these dark nights in gets so cold, 

And I’ll pray for dreams of you, 

It warms me at the thought of being next to you, 

Lord knows all this is true, 

And if you do too, 

You can feel how much I love you! 
 

Shaun Hall 

I WISH 

 

I wish I wuz there, that day you 

decided to take your precious life. 

I wish I could have said, I love 

you, don’t do this 

How you left me, your boy, your 

loved ones. 

I wish I could juss let go of this 

pain I have deep down inside. 

I wish you at least said goodbye. 

You left everything behind and 

now it’s lost forever. 

I wish I could bring you back to 

this world, 

Miss those times we had, damn 

you were sooo happy to see me, 

I wuz too 

I never thought I’d replace you, but 

I’m putting everythin aside 

Hopin’ to live life, but on the reals  

 

I can’t  

Becuz you were my bestest friend 

ever, someone I trusted and loved 

so much 

Layin’ deep in the ground is not 

what I pictured, not you, “T”. 

It’ll be three years soon that you 

been gone, still struggling wit that. 

How can I let go? 

Your love, your touch, your  

everything, I’ll never let go 

I wish you toll me, “You’re gonna 

get through this, you’re gonna live 

life” 

Fuck tha haterz! 

I wish you said again “I love you,” 

cuz I love you tomorrow, and  

always… 

 

To T.M.K. from Keke 



Artwork by A. Morrissette 



Staying fit and healthy in prison is not an easy 

task, but also not impossible. We inmates have 

nothing but time on our hands, every day of the 

week. A good start would be instead of annoying 

our loved ones every other hour with phone calls 

we could be doing very basic exercises during this 

time. 

It is always easier and more motivating to have 

a workout partner. Find somebody on the same tier 

as you. You can start with jumping jacks by doing 

100 and taking a 15 second break. Start again and 

repeat 5-10 times. Another is what I call The  

Scissors. You stand in one spot with one foot in 

front of you and the other behind. At a fast pace 

switch your feet position and bend your knees in a 

lunge position. Do this for 1 min and take a 15  

second break and repeat for a total of 8-10 times. 

Another great workout is doing the steps. Do the 

steps on the range (not the ones going to top tier, 

safer steps would be the six going to the bottom  

tier). At a good pace go up and down for 1 min and 

take a 1 min break, repeat 10 times. Push-ups, we 

can never do too many push-ups, just do them until 

failure.  

These basic workouts will work your core, 

arms, back, shoulders, legs and glutes, burn fat, 

build lean muscle and cardio and speed up your  

metabolism. Most important you will be healthier 

and have more energy. 

Eating healthy in prison is very difficult        

because of our options. We can make better choices 

though. We get 6-10 slices of bread a day not     

because it is 

healthy but 

because it is 

filling. 

What this 

bread does 

is make you 

lazy and 

puts on  

unwanted 

fat. The 

white bread 

you eat in 

here is    

nutritionally 

insufficient. All of the white flour bread, cereal, and 

muffins go through a high heat milling process that 

removes 90% of the nutrition. So maybe try eating 

only one slice per meal (and instead of giving your 

fruit away, eat it, as it will give you minerals and 

vitamins your body needs). 

Our bodies crave sugars and fats because we 

need it to survive. But this does not mean order a 

chocolate bar or chips and eat tarts, etc. These are 

not good for you. Eat more fruit and less milk and 

you will see a difference with the amount of     

cravings you will have and weight loss. Fruit has 

large amounts of vitamins, minerals, anti-oxidants 

and many phyto-nutrients (plant-derived micronu-

trients). Fruit is low in calories and fat and is a good 

source of simple sugars and fibre. The dietary fibre 

is great to relieve constipation, and help ward off 

cholesterol. 

I am on the topic of fruit because I do not      

believe people know everything that comes from 

this plant-derived fruit. Here is a list of things your 

body benefits from: removing free radicals,        

protection against cancer, aging, infections,       

wrinkles, Alzheimer’s disease, weak bones 

(osteoporosis), etc. 

Finally, for everyone who struggles with weight 

and blood pressure, or you just wants a healthy 

change, going vegan (not eating animal products) is 

where you will find great results in health and 

weight loss. 

It’s not Impossible: Staying Fit and Healthy in Jail 

A JHS literacy student on nutrition and fitness behind bars 



Writers and artists, 

the Scoop wants to 

hear from you! 

 

Send your poems, 

stories, letters, jokes 

and artwork to: 

 

The Inside Scoop 

583 Ellice Avenue 

Winnipeg, MB 

 R3B 1Z7 

Hello! I’m one of the inmates here at WRC. I’ve been housed on the trustee unit for 

almost 8 months now. Kitchen duty was my first experience, in the “dish pit” as the 

older and more experienced would say. 

 

It’s not bad for awhile, until you get sick of it. The routines of dishes, food prep and 

trays combined with the smart remarks and bad attitudes of coworkers can bring 

your spirit down. But we can’t forget that we are all in this kitchen together and we 

all have to make it work.  Like they say there’s one in every crowd and this time 

you’re that one. I’m one of the guys that said, I would never be there, but here I am, 

unfortunately, writing about it. Father of five beautiful children, partner to a loving 

woman. And in jail for DUI. Many promises to appear and no changes in my life, so 

here I am for 18 months. 

 

Man oh man, if I could turn back time now... I probably wouldn’t, I think, because 

up until now I was on a road to destruction. I feel this is the best place for me right 

now. My alcohol abuse brought me to this place to experience what alcohol is. With 

all the good feelings alcohol brings, it also brings loneliness, unhappiness and 

heavy heartache. With all it gives, it can take so much.  

 

Here at WRC you experience everything from alcohol, drugs, abuse, racism, you 

name it, it’s here. You also learn a lot. I learned to be silent when certain people are 

around, not to talk unless talked to. It’s sort of look out for #1 and that’s yourself at 

all times. Days can be long if you’re confused about stuff or just plain bored. You 

get juggled around a bit at first in the kitchen until you find a job you like. Floor 

cleaner, lineman, cook, baker, or pot washer. I myself experienced them all.  

 

You only stay at one job for awhile, usually not long because guys come and go fast 

on remand. One day you’re here, the next day you’re transferred or OTC (out of 

town court), it all depends what your charge is. I became a cook not long after I got 

here. When you’re a cook your tasks are already set for the day. When you arrive in 

the morning at roughly 6:30 am all the kitchen crew arrives at that time. Breakfast 

line starts at 7:30 am. Then general cleanup only to begin cooking again right after 

that, roughly 10:00am for 12:00pm line. Then trays again washed and put away. If 

everyone on your crew works somewhat a little, everything goes pretty fast. But if 

one or two guys slack off that’s your extra time you don’t have on the floor upstairs 

(spare time).  

 

You always got your group of complainers and also your group of workers. Some 

are experienced and some are not; you can tell right away. First-timers and your all-

timers. Guys that don’t know what’s going on and the guys that been there done 

that, sort of thing. I worked my way through that door only to open another much 

easier job: stores and canteen! I do a little of both but my real liking is the storage: 

moving orders, counting, receiving, puttin’ away the stock that was ordered. My 

peers I work with are great individuals. If they were to move or change jobs I would 

go back to the kitchen. Or range cleaner, or somewhere… 

 

The Native Elder here is a great way to express yourself either one to one or in a 

group. You don’t only learn from him but from your group and yourself.  

 

Well, that’s just a little about what goes on in and around the trustee unit. 

Meegwetch and good luck! 

A Day in the Life Of 
 

A veteran trustee talks about his WRC experiences and life on 600B 

RELEASE 

 

Having every reason to turn 

my life around. Knowing at 

the end of this journey. The 

point of destination desolate 

and wrong. With only   

longing and a never ending 

contradiction to my own 

dumbfounded imagination. 

A rumination that is at 

where I am now at, back to 

where it all started at. 

Locked up this time alone. 

Like a Leper or a disease 

that has been released from 

Pandora’s Box. All those 

around me nothing but fake, 

liars, backstabbers, and all 

destined for a lifetime and 

an Eternity of Damnation in 

this life and the next. 

Laughing now and thinking 

everything they know is 

right and yet it’s wrong. 

Teaching others their ways, 

fucked up is what it is. All I 

do is wait until I shall feel 

freedom. Not free from this 

cell. Free on the outs.  

Free to do, to see, to be me. 

 

Neechi Lee 



The Adventures of Toby and Kyla 
A fable by Garry Basarowich 

To be continued in the next issue 

of the Inside Scoop….. 

Once upon a time there were two chipmunks, Toby and 

Kyla. On a warm summery day they happened to be  

exploring around the forest in which they lived. It was the 

morning time, and the sun was just beginning to break 

through the sky. Toby and Kyla were the only two animals 

awake. Toby, being the adventuristic chipmunk that he is, 

wanted to explore a new side to the vast forest that was 

home to Kyla and him.  

Toby began to run toward the stream separating the two 

forests, excited about the discoveries that he was about to 

make. Suddenly, he felt a familiar pull. Kyla was holding his 

tail cautioning Toby about entering unknown territory. Kyla 

had heard many tales about the other side of the forest. The 

side of the forest that Toby and Kyla knew as home        

consisted of beautiful open fields and warm streams. In  

contrast, the other side of the forest was dark because of the 

heavy population of tall trees that blocked the rays of the 

sun. In the middle of the two sides there was a stream  

dividing them. 

In the near distance Toby spotted a tree which happened 

to have fallen creating a bridge between the two sides. Toby 

knowing Kyla would follow took off in pursuit of the 

bridge. Reluctantly, Kyla ran after Toby. “Don’t say I didn’t 

warn you,” she mumbled under her breath, knowing it 

would do no good as Toby was somewhat of an egotist who 

favoured himself as the only pebble on the beach. 

“Kyla! Kyla! Imagine all the great adventures that await 

us on the other side,” Toby said, thrilled.  

Kyla responded, “Toby! You know we’re not supposed 

to go to the other side, all the dangers and…” “Dangers, 

ha!” Toby interrupted. “Life is dangerous, but here is a 

grand opportunity for us to discover!... We’ll be legends. I 

can see it now.” And with that Toby started over the tree 

that bonded both sides. When he was halfway, Kyla pleaded 

with him in a failed attempt to turn around. “Toby, please,” 

she began. 

“Kyla! Either you’re with me or you’re not!” And with 

that Toby quickly scurried the rest of the way to the other 

side. Kyla had a delayed reaction, she knew Toby wouldn’t 

change his mind now, he was already on the other side. She 

couldn’t leave him alone now could she? What type of 

friend would she be if she did? What if he hurt himself? 

What if… With a deep sigh she pranced to the tree and 

crossed to the other side.  

Maybe it wouldn’t be that bad, she thought to herself. 

Perhaps the stories they were told were just that, stories.  

Toby, now attentive to the fact that Kyla was behind 

him, started off deeper into the forest. The trees grew thicker 

as they progressed.   

“Kyla my dear friend, don’t you feel exuberant?” Toby 

asked. Without waiting for a response he carried on forward. 

They combed through the underbrush and explored the  

massive sized trees which were uncommon on their side of 

the forest. They even found a hollow in the trunk of one of 

the huge trees. “Kyla,” Toby said. “Let’s leave our paw 

prints on the 

inside of this 

hollow, that 

way everyone 

will know we 

found it first.” 

Kyla liked the 

idea and said, “Yeah, that sounds cool,” so together they 

went inside the hollow 

“Toby!” Kyla said. “Look!” She pointed at some acorns 

that must have fallen and tumbled into the hollow. “Wow 

those are huge!” Toby exclaimed. “Yeah, and all this  

running around and excitement has made me quite hungry,” 

Kyla said. “Let’s have us a snack and carry on afterwards,” 

suggested Toby. “Sounds good,” replied Kyla. 

So they took an acorn each and began to snack. After-

wards they lounged inside the hollow for a little while   

longer, then entered back out into the forest. They           

discovered new flowers, new shrubs, seen new birds, even 

found a few caves while they explored into the afternoon. 

Finally the trees began to thin out, “Wow we’ve come pretty 

far, Toby,” Kyla said. “Yeah, look the forest runs out up 

ahead,” Toby responded. They seen up ahead was a cliff that 

dropped off the side of a rocky slope, and beyond that marsh 

and wetlands as far as their eyes could see. 

“Well, we’ll save those for another adventure,” Toby 

sarcastically said. “No way you could persuade me to go 

into that mess.” Kyla said, “I guess this is as far as this side 

goes.” Toby said, “We should head back now anyway. It’ll 

be getting dark by the time we make it back.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Kyla said and with that they   

began their trek back towards the stream they crossed. 

As they began to near the stream they could hear the 

water and it sounded a bit choppy. The sky above them was 

growing darker with the fading day but also there was a fleet 

of storm clouds arriving.  

“Looks like it’s going to storm out this evening,” Kyla 

said as the thunder cracked in the sky and the wind gusts 

blew the trees around them furiously. Kyla and Toby wanted 

to get back home as soon as they could so that they wouldn’t 

get caught in the storm. They approached the stream and 

both started looking for the tree which they had used as their 

bridge, but it was nowhere to be seen.  

“What happened to the tree?” Kyla said in a panic. 

“Umm, I think the choppy waves may have dislodged it,” 

Toby said.  

“What are we going to do? We’re stuck! And it’s going 

to storm and we have no shelter and…” “Calm down Kyla,” 

Toby said sternly. “Oh I knew it was a bad idea to cross, I 

felt it from the beginning,” Kyla complained.  

“Shhh,” snapped Toby. “Hey, look over there in the 

water down the stream, it’s a huge bear!” 



4th Annual “Speaking Out From the Inside” Poetry Contest 

The John Howard Society’s Inside Scoop is holding its 4th annual poetry contest, which is open to 

anyone who is currently incarcerated or who has been incarcerated in the last year. Participants can 

submit one poem only, one page long or less, for a chance to win a gift certificate to local bookstore 

McNally Robinson. There is no entry fee! Simply fill out the form below, tear it out of the Inside 

Scoop, and send it, along with your poem, to The John Howard Society, 583 Ellice Avenue, Winni-

peg, MB, R3B 1Z7. Or, if you’re in WRC, write “Inside Scoop Poetry contest” on a request form and 

ask to see Jacquie Nicholson, JHS literacy coordinator. The deadline for entries is August 3, 2012. 

Entry Form 

Please fill out all sections of the form, or your poem may not be eligible. If you have questions, contact 

Jacquie at 775-1514 ext. 303. 

 

Full Name: ____________________________________________________ 

 

Are you currently in custody in a jail or prison? ______________ 

 

If yes, which one? ________________________________________________ 

 

If no, when were you last in custody and where? ___________________________________________ 

 

If we print your poem in the Inside Scoop or some other publication, what name would you like to  

appear next to your poem? (You can use your full name, first name, a nickname, whatever you want) 

 

__________________________________________________________________________ 

 

Provide a phone number we can contact you at if you are no longer in custody when the contest      

winners have been chosen. This could be your home phone number, a cell phone number, or the phone 

number of a family or friend who will know how to get a hold of you. 

 

_____________________________________________________ 

 

Please sign and date below to give us permission to print your poem in the next edition of the Inside 

Scoop, which is distributed in institutions and in the community, and also appears on the JHS website. 

We will be printing the winning poems, and also as many of the runner-ups as we can fit! 

 

________________________________________  _________________________________ 

 Signature       Date 

 

□   Check this box if you would like to have your poem used in other JHS publications,  

such as workbooks and facilitation manuals, handouts in groups, or for future fundraising projects. 



VAGABOND 

 

She roams, still searching  

with no place to rest 

So she just keeps moving  

to places far or near 

Walking, running  

on a road to anywhere but here 

 

A tireless nomad she goes,  

always alone,  

Her feet count the miles  

ahead and behind 

On the path that is less than kind 

 

Leaving tracks all along the way  

toward her destination 

Still she flees from location,  

she’s known to stray 

 

A simple nirvana,  

she escapes space and time 

A disturbing notion,  

lost inside a beautiful mind 

 

Endlessly searching  

to find a place of solitude 

Searching this world alone,  

Running  

till she finds a new place to roam, 

Her heart is her only home 

 

Still yearning  

she keeps moving along, 

She happily lives her life,  

a vagabond. 

 

LA 

Lori Abraham 

Know Your Rights 

When Interacting With the Police 
 

The more you know about your rights, the better you will be able to   

assert them. Each situation is different. Use your common sense. 

If police ask you questions, you can say: 

Am I under arrest? 

Am I being detained? 

Am I free to go? 

You do not have to talk to the police or answer their questions. 

You can ask for their name and badge number. 

If you touch a police officer, they can charge you with assault. 

If police want to search you, your bags or your car, you can say: 

I do not consent to this search. 

To “consent” means to agree,  

so “I do not consent” means “I do not agree.” 

If police want to search your home, you can say: 

Do you have a warrant? Let me see the warrant. 

Then read it carefully. 

If the police do not have a warrant, you can say: 

I do not consent to you entering my home. 

If you are arrested you can say: 

I have the right to remain silent. I want to talk to a lawyer. 

If you are arrested and police want to strip search you, you can say: 

You can only strip search me in private. 

I am [male/female]. Only [male/female] officers can search me. 

If you are arrested: 

Stay calm and quiet.  

If they ask, give your name, address and birth date. If you are driving, 

show your license. Then do not say anything until you talk to a lawyer. 

If you can't afford to pay a lawyer,  

call Legal Aid Manitoba at 1-800-672-1043 

 

Information provided by Winnipeg Copwatch 


