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Here for the Stay  

I’ve felt hot metal rip through bone, spent 

years in a cell alone.  

I’ve seen life taken and souls forsaken.  

I’ve missed birthdays and seen my  

grandpa’s eyes in the courtroom as they 

glazed. 

Children I’ve never seen or could never 

raise, hope to god they come see me in the 

older days.  

I’ve cursed and I prayed, knowing a  

fraction of my life has been ripped away. 

Realized I’m here for the stay, in jail is 

where my head lays. 

Every night I pray, waiting for my release 

day.  

I’ve seen fights, had cold nights,  

Hope to live my life right.  

I’ve promised myself never to act again 

out of spite and wait till the time is right,  

My future used to seem so bright.  

Every day to God I pray, that I don’t get 

led astray,  

But right now I’m just here for the stay.  
 
 

By: Steve Wood “aka SKUBA Steve” 



Happy New Year Scoop Readers!  

This year brings many changes within the Literacy Program at the John Howard Society of Manitoba 

and we are excited to share them with you!  

 First, we have some new changes with the layout of the scoop itself. As you may know, the scoop is    

produced by the participants of the John Howard Society of Manitoba’s Literacy Program: The best of 

prison      literacy and art, created by inmates for inmates. This means we need and want you to be part of 

developing each and every issue! How can you do that? Well, if you are part of the WRC literacy         

program, we encourage you to participate on the Editorial Board. You will be part of developing the theme 

of each edition, deciding on what is important to include in the upcoming issue, editing a draft before the 

scoop gets released, and more! If you are not at WRC, we still need and want you to be involved in        

developing the INSIDE SCOOP!  

 Submit your artwork, jailhouse recipes, work out routines, poetry, book reviews, and jokes!  All  

submissions must now include a  completed waiver form (found on page 4)  for us to publish your work. 

We will not publish your work with out one! Ask your unit counselor to make you a copy, if needed.   

 Second, we are currently hiring a new Literacy Coordinator. In the meantime, our Peer Tutor       

program has been put on hold. We are hoping (fingers crossed) that we will have someone hired and able 

to start  up with the program at HCC in early spring. Stay tuned! 

 Third, we know you loyal readers anticipate seeing your stuff printed in the upcoming editions. We 

want to keep you informed (or have a better idea) of when the next issue will be coming out, so we have 

decided to set  a due date for submissions for the upcoming scoop. Make sure you send in your stuff soon!  

Things To Remember:  

 Due date for SPRING SCOOP: March 25th, 2016 

 Do not forget to add a completed wavier form with the work you send in!  

Take care and happy reading!  

- Melissa, Practicum Student 



Awoken  

I smelled a flower, as I awoke and rose. 

Wondering if that was the scent  

Of you beneath my nose. 

It fascinated me, I squeezed my toes 

A grin to a smile, is how the day chose to go 

I felt amazed; you are still the one I crave. 

Lasting moments, feels just like yesterday 

And still important. 

Now here I am, waiting on release.  

Let me tell you something, 

I’m the one who stands for family.  

The day will arrive, to hold you once again. 

If I could make a wish, it will be for a kiss. 

That’s how much I have grown fond of you, 

And so dear miss,  

Days go by, time flies by, 

Again out in jail, is not what I’m about. 

We make mistakes, I will not lose faith. 

Life is a challenging landscape, 

And I will finish the race. 

I’m stay strong and steer to clear. 

Driven with purpose and direction,  

Freedom will one day be here. 

 

By: Joe Owen  

Not Knowing  

We live our lives not knowing what would happen 

But just keep in mind, 

That we were set free from a world of darkness. 

Being in jail ain’t no joke as we walk the yard, 

Lift weights, look around, wishing this wasn’t real 

Hoping for change, missing my family  

And most of all my freedom.  

So we live our lives not knowing.  
 

By: Trevor Bird AKA Scoobz  Source: http://www.pickthebrain.com 

By: Eddy Cobiness 



Inside Scoop Waiver 

Please attach this to any artwork or poems you send in  

 

Name (please print):_____________________________________ 

Name of poem/artwork: ____________________________________ 

 

I, _____________________________________, give my permission for the John Howard Society Literacy 

Program to print my work in the Inside Scoop and confirm that I am submitting my own authentic and  

original work.  

I also understand that my work may also be used in other John Howard Society publications, such as  

workbooks and facilitation manuals, as a handout in group classes, or for future promotional or fundraising  

projects.  

 

_______________________________________         ___________________________ 

                                       Artists Signature                                                          Date  

 

We will not print anything that is racist, sexist, homophobic, has gang symbols, or that glorifies 

 violence or gang involvement. 

Writers and  

Artists, the Scoop 
Needs Your Stuff 

for Your  

Spring Issue! 

Send in your        

poems, stories, 

jokes, book re-

views, and  art-

work. 

 Don’t forget to     

attach your con-

sent form!  

 

By: Eddy Cobiness 



Unknown  

Lest my fined heart quit beating I must see you again 

Ever does it threaten to stop for the pain it bears overburdens it 

Less, and less do its struggles chase it to wane its beating 

No longer does it know how to work it’s you used to make it  

Long have I endured this deprivation of being without you  

It overshadows my thoughts with dreadful depression of senses 

More and more do I see myself drifting away it’s if I never was 

For existence is bare without you beside me enlightening my senses  

I fear a day when I might never see you again my sweet 

Such a day haunts my life as I know it now threatens me 

For a day without you is worse than an eternity in the pits of Hell 

To endure weeks, months, even years could well be the death of me  

Long for lighter carefree days when I knew of your company I do 

‘Membrance of times spent laughing in your sweet warm embrace 

Always flitter to and from in my minds viewing of memories 

Though the day I wait for is the day I again see your smiling face 
 

By: Endrick Victorious Delaviere 

Which is your Preference  

Paper chase,  

Such a deceiving trait,  

A demon in disguise,  

Ready to destroy your life, 

Too stubborn to realize,  

The outcome of wasted time.  

Time, 

Something that we do,  

Always taken for granted,  

On the outs,  

There is never enough, 

Rushing through traffic, 

Like maniac,  

We lose self-control,  

Blinded by drugs and alcohol. 

Alcohol,  

Clouds your mind,  

Ignoring responsibilities,  

Blacks you out. 

You just have killed,  

And you don’t remember at all. 

Drugs,  

Numbs your pain,  

Make it go away,  

You plead with sweat,  

When will it ever end? 

Death, 

You live to die,  

Where do you stand on your lifeline? 

Live fast, die young? Or  

Learn more, grow old. 

Money, time, alcohol, drugs, & 

death,  

Which is your preference? 
 

By: Vicki. L 

Same Day 

What would you say if I told you I could not feel? 

If I couldn’t tell you what was fake, or what is real. 

I can’t remember the last time I had a good laugh, 

Or a really good cry, but I can tell you all the times I wanted to die.  

The day I lost my innocence, my youth, and my smile.  

Those moments I could never gain back, nor reconcile. 

I can remember when all this chaos started,  

A time from this world, when my mother parted.  

No one to love me, or show me the way to be. 

At one time I had a family, but now it’s only me. 

I made a choice, now I live in this 6x8 cell. 

I wish I could turn back time, instead of living in this hell. 

I can’t collect $200, and I can’t pass go.  

No fame or fortune, I’ve nothing to show.  

Don’t know what I’m waiting for, or what I’m trying to say. 

I suppose I’ll figure it out, when I get released someday. 
 

By: Leanne Henderson  

Source: http://www.canadiangeographic.ca 

Source: Google image  



Welcome to Jail & Delta 

Here I am behind these walls. 

People call me names when I walk through the halls. 

I’m here all by myself but I am not alone, 

Thousands of miles away from home. 

Sitting in jail for crimes I didn’t do. 

Please don’t judge me because I don’t judge you. 

It sure does suck to be me. 

Dunno whenever I’ll finally be free. 

I read many books…play many games. 

Try to keep myself busy so I don’t go insane. 

I do a lot of bible studies and also I pray.  

Just hope God answers me  

And sends me back home someday. 

I pray all goes well for my trial 

Because if not, I’ll be locked up for a good while. 

Between now and then, 

I’ll be here looking for more friends. 

By: BlueNoser 

Roll Up For Release 
 

I’m dropping this note from Milner Ridge jail 

The reason I’m here is I can’t make bail 

I’m tired of coughing and spreading my cheeks 

Haven’t had a smoke in nearly four weeks 

Most everyone here gets their hair cut short 

Because it’s free and it looks good for court 

Play lots of cards, but there’s not much for sports 

Too bad that you wear someone else’s shorts 

The razors are free but they’re single blade 

Therefore I always ask for a band aid 

Can work in the kitchen for a little pay 

It’s not very much, four seventy a day 

It could be worse, could be breaking boulders 

But I have to finance my head and shoulders 

The guys I eat with they seem pretty cool 

Don’t dare tell no one when you’re done your bit 

Or else he’ll be asking to help pack your shit 

To never come back is surely my goal 

‘Cause living with guys just ain’t how I roll 

I’ll get lots of rest, but not any peace 

Until the guard yells “Roll Up For Release” 
 
 

By: Robert Wilson 

Addictions 

There are a lot of things people are addicted to, 

He could be addicted to she,  

As she could be addicted to he,  

But sometimes that addiction can be other things, 

Like pain, love, poems, drugs,  

Everyone has an addiction. 

No matter how bad things get you still want 

The things you are addicted too. 

Even if it’s impossible to get,  

You’ll find a way to get your addiction.  

These addictions can either be, 

Good or bad. 

I write this with experience,  

Because I have addictions of my own.  
 

By: Keif AKA Keifer Bruce  
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I act a little shy, 

But only cause I like you. 

Kisses through the phone, 

I wanna be beside you. 

On and on it goes, 

With every single kiss. 

And every single night, 

You’re the one I really miss. 

Just want to hear you laugh, 

Just to make you smile. 

I ‘d say it all to you, 

I’d go the extra mile. 

Just to be beside you,  

To feel you next to me. 

I know that there’s some  

distance, 

But we are meant to be. 

Another little thought, 

A pretty little poem. 

Just to show you, 

That you are never all one. 
By: Dillin Bird (Allinyuh) 
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You’re my Dad 

Through my eyes you’ve always been perfect 

You always made my life seem worth it. 

Through the good or bad, the happy or sad,  

I’m proud to say you’re my dad. 

You have always kept us together, 

Because of you our family is forever. 

One thing stays the same and will never change 

I’m proud to say you’re my dad. 

Through the years we’ve done so much 

Our memories no one can touch 

Whether fishing or games or the tornado that 

came,  

I’m proud to say you’re my dad 

So now thirty years have went by,  

Since you brought me here and that’s why, 

I’m your only son dad, that’s why I’m so glad.  

I’m proud to say you're my dad. 

By: Nicholas Serbyniuk 

The Hopeless Light of Love 

Mourning the double sacrifice of yours and hers, 

this is how she left it, cracked and broken, 

your heart frozen from all occasions of joy. 

Everyone tries to reason with you, trying to bring you 

to reality, they ask how you feel and you say “nothing.” 

Finally with a whisper through the phone, 

“I miss you most when I’m alone, I’ll wait for you to 

come home.” 

You look at the promise placed at your feet, 

rising up from the silence with your reply, 

“I don’t know why, but I feel better when I’m alone.” 

Hearts are stolen, promises were broken. 

Was she thinking of me? Was there even a possibility? 

Love is like the sweet smell of roses, the feeling of  

summer rain on your skin, 

love is gentle, it floats in the clouds, it sits in flowers,  

it is sweet and kind, 

love celebrates life, life is beautiful and should not be 

wasted. 

I’m afraid of change, because I built my life around 

you. 

I’m afraid to go home, because I know I will be alone. 

I will stumble and crawl, but I will learn to love. 

I just want you to know, you will always be in my 

heart, 

in every piece, even as it falls apart. 

I hope you smile when you think of me, 

in the end that’s all I will ever be, 

and that is nothing but a memory. 

You may have forgotten, shatter and broken, it belongs 

to you. 

A second sun at night, from the ocean consuming, 

life as oars to water leaving no trace behind, 

but the memory will always be mine. 
 

By Mike Harper 

Childhood 
 

Living in my prison 

Within a prison 

I cannot escape.  

A product of rape.  

From a broken home I came, 

With a broken heart of pain. 

A burden to my mother, 

My purpose I wonder. 

I live with these memories 

Of all that they did to me.  

The ones who were suppose  

To love and protect me 

Were the ones who were 

Hurting me. 

They used me, they abused me.  

They burnt me and deserted me. 

Self-pity? NO!.... Strength!! 

After all my pain there is no length  

To how far I came.  

I’m still here today 

And I can still put a smile on my face 

And I will conquer evil by loving and forgiving 

All the people who took my childhood away.  
 

By: Beaner  Source: Google 



Make a Title 

Just one 

             No more 

Less thought 

            More time 

No mind 

            To find  

No refunds 

         Never no time 

Rush around 

            Told all 

When you’re older  

            Too young  

to find  
By: Anonymous  

My Life 

His eyes are blood shot, 

His thoughts are lost. 

Just picked up 5 more charges, 

The drugs clouded his Mind. 

All he needed was some clean time, 

To unwind and remind him, 

What he was looking for. 

No it wasn’t the coke war, 

Or the sib he adore, 

Or the crack that’s a sure fact. 

Almost led him to having his first whack, 

Good thing he got thrown in the sack. 

Now he can fix what he messed up so bad, 

And not be misled, 

By fake friends, 

Who ditch him in the end. 

It’s time to start a new trend, 

By being loyal to the end. 

Did I mention I’m that man? 

I can make a solid plan, 

Lock it down. 

Not roll with clowns, 

So what you think you wanna be down? 
 
 

By: Bradley Lundgren 

Untitled  

To see what we have never seen,  

To be what we have never been, 

To shed the chrysalis and fly,  

Depart the earth, kiss the sky, 

To be reborn, be someone new. 

Is this a dream or is it true? 

Can our future be clearly shorn  

From a life to which we were born? 

Is each of us a creature free-? 

Or trapped at birth by destiny? 

Pity those who believe the latter. 

Without freedom, nothing matters. 

In the real world 

As in dreams, 

Nothing is quite 

What it seems.  
 

By: Stephan D.  

Danced with the Devil  

I knew what I was into,  

I knew it was trouble. 

No one knew my pain, 

Neither my struggle. 

I learnt how to hide it, 

I hid it very well, 

All I did was smile,  

No one can ever tell. 

How I hid my feelings 

Was pay no attention, 

Until I feel in love with  

My so called connection. 

Told me the name, 

As he predicted. 

I got to know the game, 

And I was addicted.  

I was in another world, 

I was on another level.  

I was a lonely little girl,  

Who danced with the devil.  
 

By: Cha, Che Chartrand  

Untitled 

I am on my knees, hands together, asking god to forgive me  

For what I am about to do in the future 

It starts to rain over me, angels crying from heaven  

Because I sin again 

I look for away up but only way I see is down 

I’m facing the light but the darkest behind me keeps me coming 

closer 

It looks like I’ll never see the gates of heaven 

I’m in front of death and I don’t even know it till it comes 

I guess I have to suffer for all my sins 

By: Jay Forbister  

Source: Google image  

Source: www.wikipedia.org 



This book 

A is for Alibi is a wonderful mess of  

 a mystery of CRIME. 

   Women, Jail, lost. 

Love re-tracing steps of a past full with women, 

lost, a husband GONE. 

Memories come back from a chosen few, 

from a past TRAIL 

  NIKKI IS FREE FROM JAIL. 

From her ex-husband’s redrum, 

YEARS passed of unrest, missed justice, re-opened wounds of past 

thoughts. 

GIVEN away to presents actions of future 

consequences of justice. 

 taken into the hands of one, 

who chose to see the truth  

 passed the feelings of lost.  

hurt, 

confused and spiteful people who played by 

            Pain 

            who 

spelled 

out sorrow only to have 

   the truth come 

spilling out onto your LAP to see, feel, and wanting more to those wonderful 

minds who            GRIP 

     NEED 

      AND  

U-N-D-E-R-S-T-A-N-D the murder mystery world.  
 

   Written by: Johnny-G 

Do you have a  

 BOOK REVIEW  

that you would like to 

share?  

The scoop wants your stuff!   

Send it to: 

The Inside Scoop 

  583 Ellice Avenue, 

Winnipeg, MB 

Source: Google Image 

ACROSS 

1.  Second sign of the zo-

diac 

4.  Professional cook 

7.  Desert plants 

8   Arm bone 

10. Pressing 

12. Sprocket 

14. Beverage 

15. Provide evidence for 

18. Proprietor 

19. Saying 

20. Profit 

21. Ravine 

DOWN 

 

1.  Diplomacy 

2.  Unsure 

3.  Merge 

5.  Search for food 

6.  Female relative 

9.  Essential 

11. Fish trap 

13. Powerful 

15. Halo 

16. Crown-like 

headdress 

17. Blood vessel 

Crossword from  

puzzlechoice.com 

Answers on 

page 11 



Writers and Artists, the Scoop Needs  

Your Stuff!! 
 

Send your poems, stories, jokes, book reviews, artwork and your waiver form to: 

The Inside Scoop 

  583 Ellice Avenue, 

Winnipeg, MB 

 R3B 1Z7 
 

We try to print everything we get. However, we sometimes need to edit for length.  

We will not print anything that is racist, sexist, homophobic, has gang symbols, or that glorifies 

 violence or gang involvement. 

Want to Read to Your Kids from Jail? 
Both the John Howard Society of Manitoba and the Elizabeth Fry Society of  

Manitoba, run programs where incarcerated parents can record themselves reading a 

storybook to their child. The  recording is then burnt onto a CD and sent to the child 

as a gift, along with the storybook. 

These programs are free and open to anyone in the Winnipeg Remand Centre,          

Headingley Correctional Centre, Milner Ridge Correctional Centre, and  

Stony  Mountain Institution. As long as you don’t have a no-contact order from your 

child or   your child’s caregiver.  
 

 Call JHSM at 204-775-1514 ext. 303.       

Ladies, contact Elizabeth Fry at 204-589-7335  

Source: Google Image 



JHSM’s Reintegration Department 

Anger Management, and  

Parenting Program 
 

The John Howard Society of Manitoba offers programs and  

services to all clients who are preparing for their release and 

are seeking community resources. These programs  are  

available to them while they are incarcerated or after they have 

been released. It lets them know how they can use their time in 

jail productively rather than simply "doing time".  

Staff and volunteers offer support and guidance, often referring 

clients to community programs and specific assistance  

provided by the Society.  
 

Contact Tania at: 204-775-1514 ext. 308 

or Carmen at ext. 305 

JHSM Bail Program 

The John Howard Society of Manitoba offers a Bail  

Assessment, Support & Supervision Program to provide men 

with an opportunity to remain in, or return to the community 

while awaiting trial. This allows them to receive the support 

and programming offered in the community, and gives them 

the chance to address issues that put them at risk of  

re-offending during the pre-trial period. It also provides tools 

for men to break the cycle of arrest/incarceration and make 

positive life changes in the future.   

We work with up to 75 adult male offenders who pose a  

medium risk to re-offend and/or fail to comply with bail  

conditions. Our residential component can accommodate up to 

25 men. The program provides a supervisory role over clients 

on bail with an obligation to report any failures to comply 

with bail conditions to the Crown and the Police.  

A breach of bail conditions by the client may result in eviction 

from the program.  
 
 

All referrals to our program must be initiated by a lawyer 

FIRST and we can be reached at:  (204) 775-1514 ext. 335 

 

 

 

 

 

Need Some New Duds? 

If you’re getting out of jail and 

need some new-to-used 

clothes, have your Case  

Manager email Tania at:  

twiebe@johnhoward.mb.ca 

With requested items and the 

date of your release. 

Source: Google Image 

mailto:twiebe@johnhoward.mb.ca


Hockey  

ARENA 

ASSIST 

BLUE LINE 

BOARDING 

BOARDS 

BODY CHECK 

BREAKAWAY 

CENTER 

CHARGING 

ELBOWING 

ENFORCER 

FACE MASK 

FACE-OFF 

FOREWARD 

FOUL 

GAME 

GLOVES 

GOALPOST 

ICE RINK 

ICING 

JERSEY 

KNEEING 

LEAGUE 

LINE CHANGE 

LINESMAN 

MISCONDUCT 

NHL 

PENALTIES 

PENALTY BOX 

PERIOD 

PLAYER 

POINT 

POKE CHECK 

POWER PLAY 

PUCK 

RED LINE 

SLAPSHOT 

SLASHING 

SLOT 

SPEARING 

STANLEY CUP 

SUSPENSION 

TIME-OUT 

TRIPPING 

WHISTLE 

Source: www.puzzles-to-print.com  


