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dium Security Institution.
Magazine office: Mission In
stitution, P.O. Box 60, Mis
sion, British Columbia, Can
ada, V2V 4L8. Contents may
be reprinted without permis
sion where full credit to the
author and magazine is given.
The Mission Messenger is
available to any and all inter
ested individuals; By simply
returning the enclosed sub
scription card with cheque or
money order for $18.00 pay
able to the Mission Messen

ger, you receive the latest
news about the happenings in
prison. Advertising rates are
made available upon request.

The statements, opinions,
and points of view expressed
in articles published in this
magazine are those of the
contributing authors, and
publication shall not be
deemed to mean that they are
necessarily those of the edi
tors and staff of the Messen

ger, the Correctional Services
of Canada, or any person
working within the Canadian
Criminal Justice System. Nor
does the acceptance and pub
lication of advertisements for

products and services indi
cate the endorsement of such
products or services by the
aforementioned parties.

If you have something to
say and write and would like
to see it in print, send a
photocopy of the original work
to the Mission Messenger.
While we cannot guarantee
the publication of all mate
rial submitted and received,
we can and will guarantee
you equal consideration.
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ociety is such that if one does not conform to the
'established principles of right and wrong the dissenter

is judged to be a misfit subject to the wrath of those who
propound these relative principles.

Take for example the child or teenager
who feels that his/her reasons for doing,
thinking, or planning something are never
received by their parents as legitimate or
even worthy of their consideration. The
parents - underestimating their childrens
perceptions of the world - are quick to
condemn or disregard their views, resting
instead on their own authority to have
them do what they demand regardless of
whether their own views and perceptions
of the state of the world are right or not.

This leaves many of today's youth
feeling alienated, rejected, and often at
odds with their parents.

But children have very keen percep
tions. They see the world they live in and
often make judgements and decisions about
how they should act based upon them.
Unfortunately, and in many parents eyes,
not to mention the society's eyes, these
children who think for themselves are of

ten chalked up as being un-conformists
simply because they do not act or neces
sarily agree with the views propounded by
the society or parent who, in most cases,
arc relying on outdated ideas they them
selves received from their parents when
the world was a much different place to
live in. This conflict confronting the ma
jority of today's youth need not exist,
especially when one considers that we as
Canadians live in a supposedly Liberal
Democratic society where freedom of ex
pression is a paramount right.

But because many parents and the
society at large often refuse to recognize
the childrens right to determine their own
destiny and identity, we haveon our hands
a generation of youth who, because of the
stress that accompanies the hinderance of
their self expression, are determined to
fulfil their need to express themselves in
ways that cause condemnation from all:
parents, society, criminal courts, and sub
sequently prisons.

What is so totally harmful if your
children decide to do what they want? So
what if they decide, for example, to hang
out with people you may not think are
stand-up-community- pillars: i.e., other
kids with spiked hair, motorcyclists, or
kids other parents claim are a bad influ
ence, etc. Does a child's choice of friends
necessarily mean they will become what
you fear they will. I suggest only if you
lack the faith and trust in your children to
make the right choices, or you feel the job
you did bringing them up was inadequate.

Furthermore, it is only when the par

ents, society, and criminal justice system chooses a child's
associates that every one's fears materialize and become
reality. The children buck and rebel when they lose the

freedom to choose who they will or will
not associate with. Where freedom

disappears and is replaced with dicta
torship, there we find the birth of
rebellion.

The rebellion we are seeing in to
day's world is no-doubt due in part to
this lack of freedom the children are

experiencing in early childhood. Where
an individual's choice of destiny is
always subject to another's views,
regardless of whether those views are
right or wrong, that individual may
become frustrated and, thus, may re
ject what all think or propound as
legitimate courses of action.

This situation, unfortunately, could
lead to the complete rejection of all
that may be right, leaving the individ
ual to continually choose a life he/she
may never enjoy and possibly forever
regret. Yet, if the individual has been
given the opportunity to make his/her
own choices, whether they are right or
wrong in the eyes of their parents or
society, he/she may well find the true
experience of living life on its own
terms - experiencing the upsand downs
that come as a result of the choices he/

she has made.

The alternative, if I maybe so bold
in stating, is to let each person deter
mine their own course with the rest of

us lending support, encouragement,
and love for them and thier decisions.

We do not have to admire their

choices, granted, or even agree for that
matter, but what we have to do is
accept each person as a unique indi
vidual with goals, dreams, and aspira
tions not unlike the majority of us.

While the precise nature of these
goals, dreams, and aspirations may
defer from parent to parent, society to
society, and individual to individual
each has merit and ought not to be
suppressed or even worthy of our dis
taste and sometimes indifferent atti

tudes. Let us live in harmony with
each other, recognizing each person's
need to express him/herself free from
the constraints that bind the full reali

zation of individual self-will and de

termination.

<z££s<j£ JL. \jootz
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Dear Dave & Steve:

Thank you for sending me a
copy of "The Messenger." Our
ad looked great and I enjoyed
reading the information articles.
Congratualtions on a job well
done.... We would like to show

our support through a subscrip
tion and enclosed is our cheque
for $18.00.

Once again, thank you and
continued success with "The

Messenger."

Loretta White

Mission Info Centre.

Dear Editor Dave,

A great paper, Dave. Very
professional and well-written.

I read with interest you plight
with regard to... (Sex Offender
Baseballers....) I think this an
interesting development and in
some respects knowing who they
are is not all bad. Yet, if I
interpret the message, it comes
out like this: "You [prisoners]
cannot and we [administration]
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cannot discriminate against of
fenders simply because they
have committed atrocious, ob
scene, and violent crimes against
mostly women and children
which will result in life-long
suffering for the victims. You
[prisoners] must accept them
[sex-offenders] as your equal,
and play ball together where
you can all become friends so
they can develop some self-
esteem. You [prisoners] can
and we [administration] will
however, discriminate against
female offenders simply be
cause they are female. You
[prisoners] cannot and we
[administration] will not accept
them as your equal, and you
[male & female prisoners] may
not play ball together, and cer
tainly you must not form friend
ships or help one another to
develop self-esteem."

I think it is ironic that Mis

sion - the very institution de
signed for CO-CORRECTIONS
- is actually being used for
COERCED CORRECTIONS!!

I'm sending you some recent
writings, but you may have
problems getting them past your
censor board. It's really too bad
that freedom of expression is
not consistently honoured by
the CSC.

Gaylc Horii

Editors Note:

For those readers that don't
know Gayle Horii, she is serving
a life sentence with a parole
eligibility at ten years. She is
presently incarcerated at Matsqui
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(Male) Institution and living in
the hospital due to the lack of
facilities for women prisoners.

Gayle was transferred to
Matsqui from the Prison for
Womenat Kingston, Ontario ap
proximately two years ago, as a
humane gesture by the Correc
tional System: her husband who
is here on the west coast is
terminally ill.

Dear Madam/sir,

We are currently researching
the penal press in Canada. Our
goal is to make the penal press,
which had all but been lost,
accessible to academics and

students in sociology, criminol
ogy, history, and literature/
english. We feel the penal press
is a rich source of information
and knowledge from those
imprisoned by the Canadian
Criminal Justice System.

Is the Mission Messenger
still being published? Who is
on the editorial board? Do you
have any back issues since
January 1990? If you do, would
it be possible to get copies..., as
we are collecting Penal Press
Magazines...; we have the larg
est collection in Canada- 3000

issues and 130 titles?

Curtis Taylor
University of Ottawa

Editors' Response:

Thanks, Curtis, for your let
ter and interest in the Penal
Press. We will be forwarding to
you the back issues and infor
mation we have. We hope it
helps.
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Letters to ffl.
the Editor \*

Dear Editor,

I was surprised to see that
the administration allowed you
to write about the sex offend

ers. I always figured them to be
sex offender lovers. How was it

that you were able to write
about them and get past the
censor board?

Curious

Editor's Response:

In the beginning, like you, we
believed that we would have

some problems with our articles
about the sex offenders. As
time went by however, we be
came convinced that this is what

we had to do regardless of how
anybody felt. We reasoned that
if the administration wouldn't
go for what we were doing in
this office that would be their
problem. But as you can see, the
administration didn't pose any
objections. Their only concern
was that we present the facts
honestly and fairly. This we are
trying to do anyway; because to
be a good magazine, that is what
has to be done.

Dear Dave,

Thanks so much for the copy
of the Mission Messenger. It
was good reading, and I really
liked what you wrote: responses
from the editor, and your book
reviews. It was professionally
written.

Marion Baldwin

Dear Editor,

In the article titled, "Mis
sion Begins Treating Sex Of
fenders," May - June issue of
the Messenger, you quote the
author of the Sex Offender

Treatment Program as saying,
"Such programs have also been
found to enhance inmate moral

and acceptance by the popula
tion...." Is that person nuts or
what?

An "Old Schooler."

Editor's Response:

First of all, the person you
are questioning is Dr. Stein-
hauser who is the director of the
program. I really don't have an
answer to your question of
whether she is nuts or not. All

I can suggest is that you go and
see her and ask her yourself.

Steve,

I was very impressed with
the format and content of the

issue of the "Messenger." It is
apparent that some pride is
taken in putting it out.

Lyle Osrnundson
John Howard Society

Dear Editor,

Right On! The last issue of
the Mission Messenger was great.
I really enjoyed the articles and
look forward to reading many
more like them in the future.

Keep up the good work.

A. Faithful Reader
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Y°u Can't
here is a scourge sweeping
this continent, and even

the high-tech security that
prevents dangerous criminals
from leaving, cannot prevent
it from entering Mission In
stitution. "What is this Bug
babbling about?" you might
ask yourself. Political cor
rectness. A fancy name for
censorship. A little back
ground on the term "politi
cally correct" is in order. With
the ever increasing political
clout that special-interest
groups wield, they have been
able to force their morals on
the free-thinking populace of
our so-called democracies. For

example, the Womyn's[sic]
Rights group's attempt to
remove the suffix man from

the English language. Chair
man becomes chairperson,
foreman becomes foreperson,
mailman becomes mailperson,
ad absurdum. Before I start

sounding like some sort of
communist agitator, I will get
to the point.

My name is Pat Rafferty
and I work in the Mission

Institution library. I'm doing
life without parole before 18
years for second degree mur
der. I'll have five years "in"
by December '91.1 transferred
to Mission Institution in July
of this year. Reading is my
favourite pastime, and books
are my best friends, so I rather
enjoy my job in the library.
Hopefully trying to encour
age others to make use of and
respect our excellent library
facility with its constant
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supply of new books, I took it
upon myself to write a some
what humorous article regard
ing missing books, and a
tongue-in-cheek book review
on some new arrivals. I at

tempted to utilize humour,
sarcasm, and hyperbole to
pique people's interest I made
some photocopies of the two
articles and placed them on
the various bulletin boards

situated around the institu
tion. That was when the
"Thought Police" stepped in.

It seems that one of my
book reviews offended a cer
tain group of people. A rep
resentative from Oak Inn, the
housing unit for sexual of
fenders, came to the library
and explained the situation
to Caro, the contract librar
ian, and on her request I
quickly went around the in
stitution and removed the so-

called offensive article. I want

to state that my boss, Caro,
had nothing to do with the
article. Also, I would like to
state that the article was not

intended to insult or offend.

I would like to reproduce the
article in toto so that the

guilty comment will not be
taken out of context:

Henrv Lee Lucast IM
Shocking True Storv of
America's Most Notorious

Serial Killer. Dr. Joel Norris.

1991.

This will be a popular item.
Some of his pastimes include;
torture, mutilation, dismem
berment, cannibalism, incest,
rape, necrophilism, and sa
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distic murder. "His crimes
make Ted Bundy and Charles
Manson sound like choirboysf'
Personally, I think they should
make each and every one of
them a castrato.But, I digress.

It appears that my refer
ence to "castrato" made some
testicles twitch. And right
fully so. I know every time I
read an article on capital
punishment I get an immedi
ately noticeable crick in my
neck. But, does that mean
that "capital punishment"
should be stricken from our

vocabulary. I don't think so.
The simile, quoted from the
back cover of the book, of
Ted Bundy and Charles
Manson sounding like choir
boys was extended by my
opinion that all three (Bundy,
Manson, and Lucas) should be
made castrati. A castrato, as
defined by the Oxford Dic
tionary, is a "male singer
castrated in boyhood to pre
serve soprano or alto voice."
That such things happened in
the past, is a fact of life. Are
we to ignore the past because
the mere mention of such

practices makes some people's
scrotums shrivel? Today, there
is a growing number of citi
zens - citizens are people who
live outside of prisons and
are allowed to say what they
think - who believe that chemi

cal castration would be an

appropriate punishment for
sex-offenders. Is that going to
be too horrendous a state

ment to print? It is a fact. I
don't agree with that particu
lar opinion, but I respect their
right to voice it.

I could only guess at the
real reason for the censorship
of the article, as no one talked
to me about it. I talked to an
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acquaintance of mine who
lives inOakInn,buthedidn't
know anything about it. The
unit representative for Oak
Inn was in the library re
cently, so I asked him about
it. It seems that some people
erroneously assumed that I
was saying that all sex-of
fenders should be castrated.

So, I was held accountable for
their propensity to read be
tween the lines and see things
that don't exist. That is the

main contention at the centre

of the censorship debate -
debate is another concept
having common usage in the
community but sorely absent
from the Correctional Serv

ices of Canada's "Dictionary
of Politically Correct Terms".
Who designates the authority
to interpret what people are
thinking and saying, and what
happens if that authority is
assigned to someone who goes
into a knee-jerk, Freudian
freak-out every time they
think they are being slighted?

Now, I can appreciate the
sensitivity required when
discussing such topics as
crimes and punishments, even
though I sometimes forego
said sensitivity to incorpo
rate literary devices (eg., tes
ticles twitch, and scrotums
shrivel are alliterations). I
also appreciate dialogue. I
learned more about the objec
tives and purpose of the new
sex-offenders' programme
from the brief discussion I

had with the Unit Represen
tative of Oak Inn than all the

time I had wasted reading
newspaper articles on the
subject. The mystery and
secrecy shrouding the pro
gramme currently under way
in Oak Inn could leave the
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door open for over-active
imaginations to liken it to Dr.
Frankenstein's laboratory.

I believe that the absence

of dialogue is at the heart of
most of the problems in this
gaol. Censorship destroys dia
logue. Rules and regulations
result in resentment. We have

enough rules and regulations
around here without adding
new ones that basically say,
"You can't use certain words

: ••:
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because some people may let
their imaginations run wild,
and interpret what you are
saying as something com
pletely different from what
you are actually saying."
Aptly stated in Orwellian
"doublespeak" the previous
statement reminds us that Big
Brother is still watching.

Pat Rafferty,
Mission Institution
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We .Pon't Want Our Criminals

Rehabilitated! ^

I'd like to think oi" Canada as basi

cally a gentler more humane place tolive
than many other countries I could men
tion.

I'd like to, except for one unfortu
nate national trait - our blind and un

reasoning desire for vengeance.
Vengeance? Us? We're no Rambos,

I hear you say. We don't go out and
waste bad guys the way they do in those
American movies.

Oh, but we do. we do.
Part of being proudly Canadian is

knowing that in this country an instant
of violence can cost you your freedom for
15 years, 25 years, or even longer. Can,
if you're middle-aged, mean a death
sentence.

Of course, we don't actually string
people up any more. We don't slice off
their heads or gas them. That would be,
well...un-Canadian.

Instead we waste people in a subtler,
more appropriately Canadian way by
simply stacking them up like cordwood
and leaving them to rot.

I hold no grief for killers. My sense
of outrage at the photograph that ap
peared in The Star last week of a badly
wounded Constable Larry Dee after he'd
been shot point blank near the SkyDome
was as great, I'm sure, as yours, and I am
only relieved he survived.

It's understandable that people who
have lost a loved one. whether a child

stolen away and slain or a parent killed
by a drunken driver, should want more
than anything to sec that person pun
ished.

But for society as much as for the
individual, the thirst for vengeance is

good as a program of personal develop
ment; we don't even lock them away -
except for a small number who will
always be dangerous - to protect soci
ety; and if we think we're locking them
us as a deterrent, the 50 per cent in
crease in violent crime in the last decade

suggests it's not working.
The truth is. like spiteful children,

we stamp our little feet and tell them in
our mature Canadian way that we're
going to lock them in their rooms, effec
tively, for ever and ever.

And we don't ever want to hear from

them again - at least until they emerge
from penitentiary maybe a quarter of a
century later supposedly reformed, well-
adjusted and ready to take their place in
society.

Draconian Sentences

It wasn't always like that. Until
Parliament abolished the death penalty
in 1976 prisoners serving life sentences
were eligible for parole after seven years,
and. on average, they were released under
supervision after 12 years. I don't re
member the streets running with blood
in those years.

But the government for the day, as
the price for abolishing the death sen
tence - which was no longer carried out
anyway - agreed to impose draconian
life sentences that denied all hope to the
prisoner of winning his release through
reform and good behaviour. The hor
rendous result is that today there arc
nearly 2,000 prisoners serving life sen
tences in Canadian prisons (58 of them
women), with lifers expected to make up
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25 per cent of the prison population in
less than a decade. "It creates an atmos
phere of hopelessness,'' Graham Ste
wart, executive director of the Ontario
John Howard Society tells me. "a tre
mendous despair."

And there's not even a glimmer that
public opinion is ready to adopt a more
sensible approach to bringing some of
these offenders back into society in a
controlled fashion.

Recently, in a show of spineless po
litical expediency, the federal govern
ment cancelled plans for a meeting at
Joyceville penitentiary at which 100 lif
ers (delibera tely excluding prisoners still
considered dangerous or those prone to
attack, like child-killer Clifford Olson)
would have discussed rehabilitation. One
of the speakers would have been Jimmy
boyle, a Scottish killer I've interviewed
and who today runs an outstanding
program in Edinburgh to help young
sters in trouble.

How bitter and cynical must those
prisonershave felt, realizingif they didn't
already know it. that Canadians through
their government want no talk of reha
bilitation - only punishment.

Frank Jones

Globe & Mail.



OCT -NOV 91.

-- Some men have

killed themselves to

end unendurable pain

Many of you have seen the
place. It always seems to

be a few hundred yards from
a main highway. Nothing too
much out of the ordinary
during the day other than a
rather ominous fence or two

surrounding it. At night there
is always an eerie orange glow
from the many lights that
surround the place.

Many people have differ
ent names for it. Some call it

the institution or "that place."
Locals call it the joint or the
institution. But I have a

different name for it and for

the past dozen years, it and
others like it have been the

place I call home.
Since April 1979, I have

been incarcerated within the

confines of a penitentiary,
serving a sentence of life im
prisonment. When I came to
prison, Pierre Trudeau was
prime minister and no one
had heard of Brian Mulrooney.
Gas cost around 50 cents a

gallon, and the idea of the
litre was just starting to come
to the fore. The rage was
audio cassettes and no one

had ever conceived of a

compact disc.
A Package of cigarettes

cost around $1.30, a good
annual wage was in the $15,000
range, and the Flames were
just about to leave Atlanta.

To explain prison life in a
word is hard to do: but more

than anything it is frustrat

MISSION MESSENGER

ing, the loss of your personal
freedom is something you
really must experience to fully
understand.

I was asked in a letter

from a young man a few
years ago to tell him what it
was like in a prison cell. The
easiest way I could explain it
was to tell him to go into his
bathroom at home, imagine
exchanging the tub for a bed
and then remaining in that
confined space for the next
few years.

Time after time I am

amazed when a member of
the public is quoted in the
news media as saying one of
those age old remarks such as
"they have it too good in
there." I wish there was a

way that I could make people
understand that regardless of
the surroundings within a
prison, no matter how nice
the grounds might look, how
new the buildings might be,
how well a recreation area
such as a gymnasium might
be, the simple truth is that
this is a prison.

If you try to escape, you
can, and will, be shot. This is
not a bad dream, it is reality.
You cannot leave until the

powers that be tell you that
you can. For many, that day
is years into the future, and
for others it will never come

- they will die inside.
A few months ago, the

CBC did a five-part series on
life in Bowden that was aired

across the country. In that
series, the CBC crew, not
unlike the vast majority of
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other media people who have
visited this prison, made a
point of showing how nice it
was inside Bowden. They
made a point of showing cells
that have televisions or ste

reos in them but failed to say
the men who are lucky enough
to have such things in their
cells saved their money for a
long time to purchase them.

For a prisoner, his cell is
quite literally his home and
the majority of us who have
been within the system for
any length of time do not call
it a cell, but our "house."
That small, six-by- nine-foot
area is the one place on this
earth that is mine: no other

prisoner enters unless invited
to do so. It is where I live,
where I sleep. Perhaps worst
of all, it is where I think.

That is probably the worst
part of being in prison, even
after all these years. There is
nothing worse than the door
locking behind you, and you
are within you house, waiting
for sleep. And there is noth
ing to do but think: It can be
painful, painful.

There is not a prisoner
alive who does not dread the

11 p.m. lock- up. Then is the
time you are most truly alone,
the time you lie back and
remember, the time you ask
yourself: "What would life
have been like, what would
the past few years have been
like, had I not ended up in
prison? Where would I be?
What would I be doing? What
if, what if, what if. . . ."

Many on the outside fail to
understand that while men

who are in prison have com
mitted a crime, the simple
fact is that in many cases,
they are not unlike most people
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on the outside, that they
committed a certain act and

were caught, while others who
live in society did things but
were never caught.

Men who live in a prison
have many goals and dreams,
not unlike men on the out

side. We look forward to not

only being free, but more
importantly, we look forward
to being normal.

Being able to live a life
that we have some control

over, being able to walk in a
local park and hear birds sing
and the water flow down a

stream. To see a police cruiser
drive by and not have to
worry about what I did wrong
this time, to walk down a
street and windowshop, go to
the grocery store on a Friday
night with your wife and
push the cart for her. To see
our children grow and pros
per, to be with the ones we
love and who love us in re
turn.

In the 12-plus years of my
incarceration I have seen

things that you would never
believe. Hell, I have seen
them with my own eyes and
still have trouble believing
that humans can do things to
each other.

I have seen men end their

own lives by making a noose
from a bedsheet or a shoelace,
and once, a thick coat-hanger.
I have seen them take blades

and slice and gouge their arms,
legs, abdomens and throats.
Others have swallowed razor

blades and others have con

sumed cleaning agents in at
tempts to put an end to pain
they could no longer endure.

I have seen men who have

lost their lives at the hands of

others. Some because their
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actions brought forth wrath,
and some who were simply in
the wrong place at the wrong
time and found themselves

caught up in a situation that
afforded no escape. I have
seen prison-staff members die
in front of my eyes. I have
seen rivers of blood.

I have been witness to a

man who was shot attempting
to escape; one minute he was
a living, breathing man, the
next he was dead.

Violence is a reality in
prison.

I am in the minority within
the prison system. Serving a
sentence of life means, quite
literally, that I might remain
here for the rest of my life. I
may never taste freedom
again, and to say that it is
easy to accept would be a lie,
but somehow I force myself
to keep a stiff upper lip, to
"keep it together", to never
show the pain inside, to not
let the other side see any sign
of weakness, to not "let them
win".

I was guilty, and now I
must pay. But does paying
for that act of so many years
ago make the rest of what in
carceration is about, fair? Can
people not understand that
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people can change and de
serve a chance to exist on the
outside again?

I am not ashamed to admit
it, but the truth is that the
many years I have been incar
cerated have made me cold. I

have a very hard time show
ing open emotion to others.
Sure, I am very friendly and
really enjoy helping others,
but deep inside I cannot al
low others to get close.

Some people should never
be released from prison, but
the vast majority should be
allowed to return to society at
some point.

People make mistakes, and
most learn from them. Maybe
the next time you read a
newspaper article or watch a
slanted television program
such as that CBC show, you
might remember that no per
son on the face of the earth is
perfect. People mess up. It is
a simple fact of life.

It's know as being human.

Steve Lesway #900549A is
serving time Bowden Institu
tion in Alberta. This article

is reprinted from the Calgary
Herald.
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'And, yet

The first things you see
when you arrive here are

the guard towers and the razor
wire. The first things that
are done to you are finger
printing and a strip search.
You are given a number -
yours for life - bedding and a
drab green uniform. The
first things you feel are anxi
ety and fear.

Welcome to prison.
I am prisoner FPS=795267C.

serving a five-year sentence
for bank robbery and for
gery. Walk with me here on
the grounds of Bowden Insti
tution, a medium-security-
prison housing almost 500 men
located in the midst of green
fields, 120 kilometres north
of Calgary.

This is the first time I have

committed any crimes against
Canadian society, so my
impressions of prison life are
virginal, unsullied by years
of exposure to what is re
ferred to as The System.

Bowden Institution doesn't

fit preconceived notions of
what a prison should be. There
are wide green lawns, flower
beds and trees. There is a

collegiate feel to the five red
brick residential units set

around a small park. It might
almost seem a boarding school
or college.

But that superficial ap
pearance is deceptive. When
you wake up in the morning
and see the razor wire and the

towers, you know that you
are in prison. When you are
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told where to go, when to eat
and when to sleep, you know
you are in prison. When your
cell is searched and your pos
sessions ransacked during a
search for contraband, drugs
or alcohol, you know you are
in prison. When your corre
spondence is scrutinized and
your telephone calls moni
tored, you know you are in
prison. When your visits are
watched by the cold, unblink
ing eyes of the closed-circuit
television cameras, you know
you are in prison. And when
you meet the convicts who
exist here, you know you are
in prison.

This place is filled with
men hardened by years in the
prison system. Many of them
have seen their dreams bro

ken - their spirits warped.
True, it is not as hellish as

some of the other jewels in
the Canadian prison system's
iron crown. Since I came here

in January there have been
no stabbings or violent hos
tage-taking incidents like the
one at Saskatchewan Peniten

tiary this spring. But here
have been a number of self-

mutilations, a handful of
fights, a beating and one
incident in which a man locked

himself in his cell and set it

on fire.

The potential for violence
is always present here. Take
a man's seat in the dining hall
and it will erupt. It simmers
just below the surface.

And that is not surprising.
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>, guara towers tell you'prison'
a man can heal himself in this environment

By David Rooney
Bowden Institution

After all, every man here has
been incarcerated - in part -
because he was dysfunctional
in one way or another.
Emotional instability, drug
addiction, alcoholism and
other symptoms of personal
disorder play significant roles
in prisoners' lives. Many,
many men come from homes
shattered by poverty, brutal
ity, neglect and ignorance.
Such desperate circumstances
breed intense anger, hostility,
frustration and distrust which,
just as surely, seek and find
outlets through crime and
violence.

Captured by police and
incarcerated for crimes rang
ing from murder and bank
robbery to assault, theft and
rape, many men remain hos
tile and frustrated during their
imprisonment. The anger and
suspicion that permeates this
place is tangible. Some con
victs seem to emanate intensely
cold waves of bitterness and

hostility.
For some, this alienation

persists because the nature of
their crimes separates them
from their fellow convicts.

There is a loose kind of hier
archy based on respect here.
Men doing life sentences are
on top, so-called special-needs
clients 'the current euphe
mism for sex offenders' are

on the very bottom with ev
eryone occupying rungs in
between. And yet even this is
but a murky illustration.

No one in prison is buck-
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ing for sainthood. We are
here because we are people
whose problems caused pain
and suffering to others and,
just as importantly, to our
selves as well. This is, despite
the wide, green lawns and
colorful flower beds, an awful
place. And yet a man can
heal himself here.

There is a little light hid
den here, small sparks of
humanity struggling to shine
through the gloom.

Sensitivity and compassion
are rare commodi

ties here. But they
do exist. It is dif

ficult to build

friendships here
which involve

high levels of
trust. Nothing •
even the most

innocent and

innocuous gesture
• is accepted at
face value. Most of the men

behind bars are reluctant to

unlock the hidden doors
within them: they are too
afraid of the real threat posed
by informers within the prison
system.

And they are afraid of
becoming vulnerable to an
other human being. But once
trust has been achieved, con
victs can be staunch friends

and intimates. For men whose

lives have been so filled with
pain and betrayal, true friend
ship is a priceless and private
treasure.

Sensitivity exists here, as
well. Men reviled and feared

by normal, so-called straight-
john society will sometimes
sit in the park around which
the living units are clustered
and feed the small birds and

animals which live their own
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secret lives on the prison
grounds. Others express that
inner light which exists in all
men through art, music or po
etry. A 145-kilogram killer is
not someone you would ex
pect to see creating beautiful
ceramic sculptures, but a man
I call my friend does just that.

Again, this is not some
thing you expect, but it does
exist here at Bowden and at

every other prison in the
federal prison system.

Some men, having discov

ered the value of talents they
may not even have known
they had, continue to perfect
them when, at last, they walk
through the gates free men.
Others, sadly, regard their
abilities as simply a means to
burn away the time until they
are released.

Parole or release at the

expiry of a man's full sen
tence are the goals of every
thinking prisoner in The
System. It takes a lot of work
on the part of a convict to
achieve release, and even more
effort to be successful on the

street.

Prisoners at Bowden are

offered many programs which
can help them beat the odds
and stay out of prison. These
include life skills, anger-
management, relapse preven
tion, a drug and alcohol abuse
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program and schooling, up to
and including university.

Many men take these pro
grams simply because they
think that if they jump enough
hoops they will impress the
National Parole Board and

will be released. But some

vehemently refuse to enter
programs, vowing never to be
co-opted by The System. Many
such men zealously guard their
independence and regard even
the most innocuous pleasant
ries from a guard as evidence

of their intention

to somehow brain

wash them. For the

most part, these are
men who have spent
much - perhaps
even most - of their

adolescence and
adulthood behind
bars. They are
hardened and di

rect men whose Us-
versus-Them philosophy per
meates The System.

But that often-uncompro
mising belief is being eroded
here at Bowden. That erosion
of a fundamental prison atti
tude is due, in part, to the
saner, greener environment.
But it is also fostered by
many staff. Some guards
openly try to be friendly, or
at least receptive to prisoners,
and are genuinely interested
in helping those they believe
are honestly attempting to
overcome the problems that
helped put them here. And
their charges often respond
in kind.

However, it is obvious that
for other staff members their
employment here is just a job,
a kind of glorified baby-sit
ting position which they try
to forget when they walk
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through the gates to go home.
A few others seem to have

become as hostile and frus
trated as the prison popula
tion. They, like the men they
guard each day, have in one
way or another been brutal
ized by The System to the
point that prisoners believe
these guards do not regard
them as fully human.

No one - even those who

try to emerge unscathed each
day - is unaffected by the ex
perience. It is unlike any
thing else in Canada, but it
can nonetheless breathe new

life into a dying soul. Any
man in prison can emerge the
better for it. It requires
strength, an iron resolve and
a deep, abiding hope for the
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future.

Hope is a rare commodity
behind the wire. Many, per
haps even most of the men
who pass through the gates of
this - and every other Cana
dian prison - have little faith
in the future. They have lost
hope for a better life. Having
come from dead-end back
grounds they can see only
cul-de-sacs when they con
template the future. Their
past lives have not prepared
them to accept anything but
hopelessness, and their pres
ent lives are filled with hatred,
ignominy and pain. What
then can their futures hold?

And, yet, deep in the crev
ices of our souls we crave

something finer than that
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which we have had, some
thing saner and cleaner than
an existence which inevita
bly leads back to prison. We
yearn for meaningful lives,
self-respect, dignity and the
love and comfort of wives
and children.

Some of us may find those
things. Any man here can
seize control of his destiny
and reform himself. All he
needs is the desire, tools, en
couragement and willpower
to do it. We certainly have
the time.

Steve Rooney is a former
Herald writer. Reprinted from
the Calgary Herald.
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Times of crises are times

of desperation. In times
of desperation, men turn to
extreme deeds of heroism and

destruction, and feel that they
are justified by the extremity
of the crises. The frightening
aspect of such a sense of
desperation is not the require
ments of extremity, or the
demands of a crisis, but the
rapid degeneration of all
moral standards in the midst

of desperate actions. Some
violence is justified by crises.
In no time at all, the situation
degenerates to the point where
any violent deeds of any sort
seem justified. Where appro
priation of property, murder,
rape, and torture are all
viewed as forms of violence,
it becomes a matter of indif
ference whether one or an

other form is used. The worst

danger inherent in violence is
the decay of all moral stan
dards in its presence.

In our time, violence has
become the symbolic issue for
a whole generation of youth.
The violence of motorcycle
gangs, of the police, and of
bombs is present in domestic
life. The violence of war is

found on television screens in

daily doses. A generation of
young people became flower
children and turned to drugs
to escape violence. But the
violence forced itself upon
them. A group of young
people engage in an orgy of
killing. The news media en
gage in an orgy of words over
it. Oui political system is

Violence,
One prisoner's thoughts
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Justified:

By: Bruce Jones
Mission Institution

invaded by riots and clubs.
Film wallow in gore. The
fundamental problem for all
committed young people is
just when and where to use
violence. Violence seems to

have replaced sex as the
immediate moral issue, ex
cept where it has been incor
porated into sexuality.

A fair question is just
what constitutes violence. Is

it physical harm alone? There

are forms of psychic and
emotional violence (psycho
logical) which are more de
structive than a slap in the
face. It is often said that

words do not harm, yet the
anger which sever insults
arouse, especially in public,
seems to belie the claim. A

man may be harmed by dam
age to his property, even by
damage to other people. Must
violence be intentional or

wilful? Accidental destruc

tion can be extremely damag
ing. Is passive resistance a
form of violence? Some people
argue that standing in a man's
way is committing violence
on him. Others claim that the

destruction of property is after
all, not harm to persons di
rectly.

To avoid many of the
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irrelevant difficulties which
stem from too narrow or too

broad a conception of vio
lence, I shall address a more
specific question. What justi
fications can be given for
causing a person suffering?
Two answers are rather obvi

ous. First, a criminal may be
punished by imprisonment,
which causes him pain. We
have already addressed the
question of whether it is jus
tified to harm a man for what

he has done, and found that
the strongest case can be made
for punishing a man to reha
bilitate him. This is my sec
ond answer. A man may be
punished in order to make

BJhim better, as a form of edu
cation.

The view that we are

justified in causing a man
suffering when he deserves
punishment is much to simple,
and requires qualification.
First of all, although we may
agree that punishment is jus
tified, we are by no means
ready to approve any and all
forms of punishment. Some
punishment may be too se
vere. We are forced to the

realization that even where
suffering is justified, too great
a suffering is still an evil to
be avoided. Retributive
punishment certainly must be
matched to the crime. And
rehabilitational punishment is
not justified if it causes a
man extreme pain for the
short or long term.

Second, and more inter
estingly, even rehabilitational
forms of punishment may fail
to be successful in some cases.

Yet a confirmed criminal must

not be allowed to harm oth

ers. Punishment can also be a
deterrent. It can in addition



OCT-NOV 91.

be a form of physical re
straint, simply keeping an
unsocial man from injuring
other people. Here too, we
are convinced that the form

of restraint can be too severe

and repressive. A criminal
restrained for the good of
others should not be mis

treated. On the other hand,
most people would be uneasy
at making his imprisonment
too pleasant, since it could
not serve to deter others from

crime.

We must note that

it is never right to harm
anyone, even an evil
man. Punishment is to

improve him and make
him good. We might
accept this principle,
though many people
would not. Neverthe

less, we will be forced
at times also to cause a

man some pain on no
other grounds than to
prevent injury to oth
ers. Once we grant such a
principle, then we may be led
to rather extreme versions of

it. When is it justified to
cause a man suffering? To
benefit him and also to bene

fit others. But is it really
right to harm one man to
benefit another? It hardly
seems so.

Let us for a moment lump
together some forms of in
jury-violence, deprivation,
even that of too little money.
Any system of taxation in
effect harms one man to

benefit another. In fact, all
moral and political life con
sists in the attempt to find a
balance among needs and
interests. A poor man may
have special needs. A crippled
one certainly has. It is ac
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ceptable to almost everyone
to tax the affluent (to take
their money) to help the poor
and crippled. The crucial
questions concern not the
general principle, but the
degree of injury, and for more,
the type of injury. Too severe
a taxation is not justified.
Crippling a whole man so
that he does not have his

special advantage would also
be absurd.

In addition to these last

two considerations, there is a
third. In determining what is
right or wrong in cases which
involve compromising inju
ries and benefits, we are seek
ing a general rule or prin
ciple, not looking to each case
separately. Rule utilitarian
ism is far more defensible

than act utilitarianism, at least
where we are concerned with

achieving maximal benefits
for everyone in a society. We
are looking for a regulative
principle. It would not be
right to force one rich man to
give up his wealth to the poor
if no other were required to
do so. It would not be fair or

just.
We ask again, when is it

justified to harm one man to
benefit another? The answer
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is, when the general rule of
action which is applied in the
particular case before us is
more advantageous to men
generally when followed than
any alternative rule. For
example, a graduated system
of taxation provides a just
means of distributing wealth
more fairly and of helping
the poor without unduly harm
ing the affluent. On the
whole, a graduated system of
taxation is more beneficial

than any other form. A
uniform tax harms the

poor more than the rich,
which is neither fair

nor beneficial to the

poor. Finally, it can
certainly be argued, and
often is, that too severe
a graduation would
weaken the economy by
depriving the rich of
capital for investment,
and harm everyone.

It is also justified to
imprison a criminal who

cannot be reeducated to be

come a useful member of

society. Allowing him his
liberty would cause injury to
others. Yet clearly there can
be little justification for the
view that causing him severe
pain benefits anyone. If prison
life is too soft, some deter
rence will be lost, especially
for people whose life outside
prison were not particularly
hard. On the other hand, if
prison were not particularly
easy, but simply decent, and
men chose to live in prison
rather than in a ghetto, then
society might be a good thing.
Finally, prisons have their
costs, which must be weighed
against the other considera
tions. A general balance of
factors is required to achieve
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the most beneficial results.
In the discussion of utili

tarianism there is no good
calculus of pleasure. There is
no simple or routine way of
adding benefits and subtract
ing injuries to arrive at a sum
of goods achieved. It is fool
ish for us to pretend that we
can simply balance the gen
eral good for society against
the suffering of prisoners,
and arrive at a numeral quan
tity. What we do instead is to
sustain the function of the

regulative principles we con
sider most important. In the
case of imprisonment, the
considerations of primary
importance are the need to
punish men for their mis
deeds, the need to protect
society from injury, and the
need to avoid unnecessary
suffering. The first two tend
to be predominate. But this is
mainly because prisons are
secret, and the average per
son does not know how pris
oners are mistreated. Where

facts of prison life are ex
posed, the outcry is often
rather loud. The regulative
principle that needless suf
fering is an evil to be avoided
is very powerful for most
men.

This brings us back to the
most direct question of vio
lence. It can indeed be gener
ally right to injure one man to
benefit others, provided that
the injury is not too great, the
benefit is significant, and the
rules appealed to are fair an
just. The qualifications are
of utmost importance. In
particular, we note that the
degree of injury must be
controlled. Almost everyone
would agree that certain kinds
of injury are virtually pro
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hibited in all cases.

We now can see the place
of violence proper in our
considerations. In addition to

the general calculation of
benefits for society as a whole,
we must also take into ac

count prohibitions against
certain kinds o injuries.
Torture, the infliction of
extreme physical pain, the
appropriation of property, are
all generally forbidden, be
cause to allow them to be used

would be detrimental to soci

ety. Where men are tortured
for political opposition, the
entire political fabric of so
cial life is weakened. Where

ordinary criminals are beaten,
there is harm done to them

with little benefit to others,
and a general suspicion en
gendered that
life and suf

fering are
unimportant.
A society as
serts its pri
mary values
in its regula
tive prin
ciples. If life
is valuable, it
may not be
taken easily.
If suffering is
evil, it must
be avoided at

virtually any
cost.

I now look

at the most

ordinary
forms of vio

lence. A man

is angry, and
punches an
other in the

face. What we
have discov

ered to our
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great sorrow is that permit
ting physical violence on such
slight provocation tends to
make people more violent. On
the other hand, it is a well
known psychological cliche
that severely repressed forms
of violence can become vi

cious and even less control

lable. What we are led to is

the realization that some forms

of violence must be totally
prohibited - those involving
physical pain, striking or
wounding others, and severe
and costly damage to prop
erty. Other forms, especially
verbal forms of violence, are
more tolerable, though sel
dom desirable. And a mali

cious man who wounds others

with words is worthy of con
tempt, but not of imprison-
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ment.

The procedure at work is
still a form of substantive
grounding of moral principles.
Certain principles regulate
human actions effectively and
beneficially. Generally, men
can be asked to make small
sacrifices for others. That is
of great benefit to everyone.
Some sacrifices, which involve
severe personal injury, are
not justified, and we make
known firm regulative prin
ciples against physical vio
lence. Killing and bombing
of property are forbidden.

Does this mean that kill

ing and other severe forms of
violence are never to be used?

To answer affirmatively is to
be a moral purist, with all of
the draw-backs of such pu
rity. A regulative principle is
one which rules our actions,
until it comes into severe

conflict with other regula
tive principles. When two
prima facie obligations con
flict, we must choose the one
which has the greater weight.
To most men, Hitler was an
evil to be destroyed, even by
violence.

But it is essential to real

ize that physical violence is
an extreme. It is almost al

ways bad. It is prohibited by
a general rule, and that rule is
one we hope all men will
someday come to follow
strictly. Violence will be
overcome only through pro
hibiting it now, and obeying
the prohibition. Any regula
tive principle can be set aside,
if that is required, when it
comes into conflict with

another regulative principle
taken to be of greater moral
weight. The important thing
to keep in mind is that a
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regulative principle disobeyed
is always a moral crises, and
that disobedience of such a
principle is to be avoid as
much as possible.

It is difficult to grasp the
nature of a moral decision
that calls for a departure
from a regulative principle.
Certainly it involves a clear
sense of the price being paid,
and also a firm regret at
doing what we must do. In
practice it means that vio
lence will be used only where
no alternative remains, and
abandoned as soon as pos
sible. Violence is like war,
itself a crises and a firm evil,
to be entered into only where
we are confronted by greater
evils.

But now we may note the
greatest evil of violence.
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Whenever it is used, it tends
to encourage further violence.
Police violence encourages vio
lence in return. Those who
argue that extreme violence
and force can repress the op
position, look only at the short
run. In the long run, the vio
lence used is repaid. The
members of a revolutionary
group which uses bombs an
kidnapping, call down all the
hatred of the powers that be
upon them and anyone else
who see to challenge the au
thority. Extreme violence is a
last resort. More important,
it is to be abondoned as soon
as no longer necessary. The
regulative principle must be
to end the use of violence. We

cannot end the use of vio

lence through use of violence.
Bruce Jones

'Don't let George scare you.
He's in for art forgery."
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The Christian Info
By: Melvin Adams

The Prayer Warriors of
Mission Institution would

like to extend a warm greet
ing to all. We as Christians
would like to tell you that we
meet up to four times a week
plus hold Prayer meetings each
day at 5 PM.

You say oh ya, but what
are the requirements to join.
Well unlike some other groups,
you don't have to have done
any special crime or be of any
unique race to come. If you
like singing, great! If you can
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listen, better! All I can tell
you is we have some great
volunteers that come in and
share the word of God. If you
know the Lord as your per
sonal Saviour then don't hide

come and fellowship.
If you'd like to know the

Lord then come and join in,
we'll tell all about Him. We

would like to see you all come
out.

The various Christian

Teams that come in through
out the week are the Robertson

Team on Tuesday, the For-
sythe Team every second
Wednesday, The Mueller Team

A man should never be ashamed to own
he has been in the wrong, which is but
saying, in other words, that he is wiser
today than he was yesterday.
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every Thursday, the Airwaves
& Chinese Baptist teams al
ternating on Saturdays, and
the Salvation Army &
Robertson Team alternating
on Sundays. We as Christians
try to think of ways to help
you. We do care and we Love
You All.

For those of you who don't
know, the Christian Group
sells All Occasion Cards and
Stationary. Have you got a
Sweetheart, we have cards
for them. If it's a birthday
coming up, we have cards for
that too. For cards and sta
tionary purchases, see Peter
Dredhart in Douglas Manor
(South Side).

Finally, we Have two
Chaplains here to serve you
the best they can. They are in
at various times and hours
throughout the week with the
exception of Fridays. Check
their doors for their Hours.

You can even leave them a

note. They will call you up
when they come in. They pro
vide one-on-one counselling
and even family counselling.
So please, don't be afraid to
come up.

We hope to see you soon.
Coffee or Tea is usually on
during our group activities.
Bring your Own Cup.

May God Bless...!
In the Service of Christ

Melvin Adams
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t was in the sum

mer of 86 that I

began my jour
ney in seeking
out the

meaning
of life. I

was in a federal Ontario prison
reading everything I could
possibly get my hands on that
would help me to understand
myself better, and answer why
I could not give up a life of
prison, crime, and drugs.

Here I was, 23 years old
and reflecting on how I had
wasted eighteen years of my
life going in and out of vari
ous group homes and provin
cial and federal institutions.

Life, for me, was so empty.
My childhood lacked roots.
My bouncing from one place
to another left me with feel

ings of rejection, loneliness,
hatred, and distrust. I didn't
know what love was, or even
how to love. God, to me, was
not a loving God. He was
someone who, waiting on the
other side, was wanting to
punish me and everyone else
for wrongdoing. Forgiveness
was a foreign word to my
vocabulary.

In my hunger for the truth
and meaning of life, I began
studying psychology, positive
thinking skills, transcenden
tal meditation, yoga, and
philosophy. While I learned
many things about life, I could
not figure out what life was.

Having looked everywhere
I could possibly think to look,
I thought why not try Chris
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tianity. I began read-
he Bible. When

came to the

words of Jesus

in Matthew

11:28,
which

read, "Come to me, all you
who are weary and
burdened, and I
will give you rest,"
I knew I had found

the peace I was
searching for. In
those few words, I
found the answer

to all my pain and
sorrow.

It was then,
1986, that I first
experienced the joy
of knowing Jesus
Christ as my per
sonal Lord and Sav

iour. Knowing that
I had a Creator who

loved me enough
to die for my sins
changed my life,
completely. I be
gan to realize what
love was, and life
itself took on new

meaning.
When they re

leased me from
prison, after liv
ing the Christian
life for one month,
I went back into 3
the drugs, and
crime. For reasons

unknown to me, I
walked away from
the fellowship I
had with God.
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These were the most miser

able years of my life.
I lost my wife and child. I

started using cocaine more
frequently. When I wasn't in
prison, I was out robbing
jewelry stores all over Can
ada to support a habit that
needed three to ten thousand
dollars a week. Things just
got worse and worse. The
walls of my life were caving
in. My mind was filled only
with planning robberies. I was

;V;>-'•:^1;.;"••;' • '•• ••• >;:'v.'.''••:••;•
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obsessed to the point where I
drove around with a 45 mag
num stashed under the dash

in my car.
When the word got out that

I was moving cocaine, doing
robberies, and carrying a gun
in my car, I found myself in

two high speed chases with
the police. They did eventu
ally arrest me.

In my mind, I was not
going to stay down. Deter
mined to escape, I busted out.
Again, I was on the move
across Canada and doing more
robberies as I went. Three

months later, working on a
tip, the Surrey R.C.M.P fi
nally arrested me.

My life was going so fast.
I didn't know my days from
my nights. Between the co
caine and the robberies, my
life was one big haze of dark
ness. I lost all feelings of
sensitivity toward everyone.
I didn't even care whether I

lived or died. Life was mean

ingless to me. I wanted to die.
I hated myself so much

when I was running that I
could recall, as I lay on the
jail bunk, wanting to be shot
during one of my robberies.
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&K94& &(U& $*d w&t&& minaeleA,. 1 cuould afifineclate
tfe QflflWttUKCty to ftMty fa* yuc. TtottUH? &ietpnd
(fod*4> *teac&.

'pon, example, 1 evaA deUaetted £u>*k a$t entfitty,
faterfrtted ttfe o£ alcohol, dnua*,, and cra#te. *7fa&
Ufa ledme i*t and out <*£ fate* &ome&, yuucfr faunai,
lefoun, tcuoofo, i<Ut, and fatality fede%al
jte*ate4tii&Ue&. tfaouaA it all, t6e Jlvut diet* me to
WtoHAelt <%*td
c&OKaedmty ^fo#y&ea*£. into-a .AeatttofpUAA-.

1 would not wti/i mty *ldfiat& on anyone, tut *) <fo
cote/i mty new ttfe in (fyfUAtfofi evefiuone.

^hont time to time, we all cvi&& we tod aonteone
wAo doe&n 't tbnoui and fvtefadae cc&> to (fate* to oun>
tiiou&leb. *k i& my v&Uon and ptauer tiat you will
ta&e advantage o£ .*7lte*£etten *Hetu*ort&..

*} want to 4&a*e in youri abiuaateA, and 6e aile to
o^efi 6etjk> and encounafement, w£et6e% tpu one a
(fytiAtian m mt.

TZentem&ei, feted & t&e anuuett to all o£ yowi
ttocdte&i *W&y not five font, a c&ancel

"Pen, £#zt6e& in$orutcatiou, fileate wUte to:

,76e&tten %*two%&.
e/O Veten, ThedAant

P.O. Sox 60,
7$tiMion, S.&., panada.

(71/21/4£2



OCT - NOV 91. MISSION MESSENGER

Like

six-year-o

Almost.
Hundreds of Canadian children are sick with

a disease that's turning their skin yellow, and
slowly but surely turning their bodies against them.

Liver Disease. It's now the fourth highest
killer disease in Canada - and it's on the rise.
Transplants have saved the lives of many
Canadians young and old, but we can't do nearly
enough of them.

We need your help to find cures. Please give
to the Canadian Liver foundation. And help us
give little girls and boys back their lives.

CANADIAN
LIVER
FOUNDATION

1320 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ontario M4T 1X2
Charitable Registration No. 0367 - 151 - 13
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My life was one big failure. I
failed at everything in life. I
felt like one big loser. I
failed in life and marriage;
but the person I failed most
was God.

As I lay in my cell in
Oakalla jail thinking about
what I was going to do with
my life, I decided I would
take a hostage and demand
some cocaine. The plan was
to demand enough so I could
kill myself. Today, I thank
God that I didn't follow

through on that thought.
As the days went by, I felt

weaker and weaker. I made

a decision to try asking God
to restore to my life the joy
of salvation I experienced so
long before. I remember
saying, "God if you love me
as much as the Bible says you
do then reveal yourself to
me; and I promise I will for
ever serve you; and I'll tell
others about your love and
forgiveness.*'

God answered that prayer
for me. In His way He re
vealed himself tome. He will

do the same for you. It has
been eight months now since
that great and wonderful day
when He revealed himself.

He revealed Himself to my
heart; today, in my heart I
truly believe that Jesus died
for the forgiveness of my
sins, and rose from the dead
to bring me new life.

If you would like a new
life, I invite you to say this
prayer with me: "Jesus, I
believe you died for my sins
and rose from the dead to

bring me new life. Forgive
me my sins. Come into my
heart this day, and make me
a new creation. In the name

of Jesus, I pray." Amen.
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I'd rather see a sermon

Than to hear one, any day;
I'd rather one should walk with me

Than merely show the way.

I can soon learn how to do it,
If you'll let me see it done;
I can watch your hands in action
But your tongue too fast may run.

e.arckmg
Take my nana ana guide me
Jn My sickness ana despair
Tell me ok so gently
Of tne many friends wko care

Make me strong, p J am weak
;And Let me see Tny Ligkt
To make anew beginning
Jn asane and sober life,

Name held back by request

All the lectures you deliver
May be very wise and true,
But I'd rather get my lesson
By observing what you do.

Though I may not understand you
and the fine advice you give,
There is no misunderstanding
How you act and how you live.

Name held back by request.

(VJkem ^oa ^Poofc Qood
We &&0fe Qood

• Prescription Glasses
• Fashion Frames

• Prescription and Non-Prescription
Sunglasses

• On Premise Repairs

MOST REPAIRS DONE
WHILE YOU WAIT!

SUNGLASSES FOR

SUN AND SNOW

Locally Owned 8- Operated
Craig & Debbie Poole

SW'NG/77

820-1112
h**#*L LTD.

#2 - 33231 1st Ave., Mission

(Across from Field's)

Mon.-Fri. 9-5:30, Sat. 9-5



OCT -NOV 91. MISSION MESSENGER PAGE 22.

qAal/

A rose it grows small and fine
behind the prison walls
like a vine

No sunlight shines upon
this rose
So pale and white, but
still it grows
Hardly any water, but it
never dies

Hidden away from harmful eyes
from my cell I watch it grow
Through v/ind and sleet and rain and snow
It brought joy to days of sorrow
and it made me want to see tomorrow
On the last day I was inside
The rose, it knew and slowly died.

Mike Titanich
turn mmm an oci con oca cat igjj

Utetf (** v«t* \juaIU
Amazingly Awakening
Opening my eyes I see
Confusingly walls to my dreams
A price to pay Im locked away
To feel these pains Ive changed my ways
Ive felt it all now time will tell

Ive had enough and thats for sure
Theirs things to do theirs things to prove
And once again 111 get to choose
A chance at heart another start
Society thats all I want...
My hearts a never ending fire
Flowers bloosom with sun and shine
Senseless confusion in our lives

Treasured aways your love to be
You no my friend you hold the key
Your place is with in your walls
Youll see the light just turn it on
Costing you may think is everything
It isnt you will see.
Faithfullness to the law

Reasures me no flaws

Take a stand like a man

Change your ol pride for a new life
Sparkles magic you can feel
Magic happens you can see
All in time no dought

As long as in as out
With work it will only get better
Dont you agree and want to get at her
Casting away the wicked
Evil falls from your tree
Baring new fruit to eat I need
Loving your enemies
Sterbility cant you see
Pravoaking what is wrong
Streangthens satin to carry on
Givem light to View their sight
Helpem to see the way
Hand them food who fear the good
Clothed with shame backwards

Stronger you are
With love from your heart
Their is hope for all you see
Let the lord speak and free...

Kevin Baitz

Memories of when life was better

Now with Jove through every letter
My eyes tear when I think about
what we use to do

When the lights were low and it was
Just me & you
Pressed sO close beneath the cover

Holding and loving one another.

Mike Titanich

dAaca nuf looe,,
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PICK-UP
&

DELIVERY

FULL CATERING
SERVICES

BULK ORDERS
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Hey Pal,
Ya gotta coffee, gotta butt,
How 'bout a coke or a seven-up,
Lend me a pen, lend me a chew,
And 1*11 have a piece of that pizza too;

While I'm at it,
Gotta few lumps, or a shotta cream,
How 'bout a stamp or a, magazine,
Lend me a cup, lend me a spoon,
Don't worry pal, I'll pay you back soon.

Hey Pal,
Ya got some food, I need a bite,
Cause I ain't eaten, since last night,
How 'bout some soap or a, thing of Bounce,
Know where I can getta, quarter ounce;

And Pal,
I have this debt, I gotta pay back,
So cut me some slack, lend me five packs,
Don't worry Pal, I'll pay ya back soon,
Like Thursday next week, 'round about noon.

Hey Pal,
Crack your door man, cause I can't wait,
Till the store opens at, quarter past eight,
Gotta play cards, and ya know that means,
I can't break away, to buy some ice cream;

And Pal,
I know you think of me as a pest,
But Hell, I'm not like all the rest,
I consider ya ta, be my friend,
And I'll look after ya, in the end.

Hey Pal.

thicken

FAMILY
RESTAURANT

CHICKEN - BBQ BACK HIBS - SEAFOOD
BURGERS - SOUPS & SALADS

_FRESHLY BAKED PIES

53-o4oo
33122 SOUTH ERASER WAY, ABBOTSFORD

O'CKEN CHEF RESTAURANT

Bv Doug Stuart

EAT-IN
•FULL SERVICE DINING

•SENIOR'S MENU

•KID'S MENU

•DAILY LUNCHEON

& DINNER SPECIALS
OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

(11:00A.M. • 11:00P.M.)
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1 Ifs Really No Secret It's no secret any more
the dice are loaded

1 It's no secret any more the good guys lost
1 Cancerous careers the poor pay the boss
1 Cowboys in la la land everybody's in trouble
1 walking through revolving doors nobody knows what for
j Empty skulls we all love each other

1 laying broken that's why we have wars
I upon civilization's floor It's no secret any more

Moon rocks space walks I don't wonder why
Violent school halls rap talk

It's no secret any more
1 It's no secret any more comatose authorities

5 the ship is leaking politicians paying whores
1 Captain lied, babies cry who love to hate

1 cross your fingers hope to die without keeping score
1 Everybody's late, nobody knows why elephant graveyards over flowing
I yesterday's Venus disappeared from sight, Mr. Rogers has no clothes
1 Muslims have a hijad listen to music with no chords

1 Priests without a bride singing empty rivers, dried up seashores
1 while the globe shakes and cries eat your neighbours 'cause you're bored

we all want popsicles and bicycles
1 It's no secret any more and to go to the shopping mall
8 everybody wants fresh salsa everyone wants the answer
j we're all travelling but don't have to who knows the question
1 packing pistols in picnic baskets It's no secret any more
1 looking for liberty
1 but it's death we're are after Riser 910624

1 white freedom from Columbia Mission Institution

l Chinese junk, African ganja

A Moment of History
By Byron Eldridge
Mission Institution

HISTORY: "A chronologi
cal record of significant
events..." (Webster's Ninth
New Collegiate Dictionary)

The ship HMS Explorer
slowly drifted to a stop a

few hundred yards from the
savages village as her captain
and the newly arrived gover
nor stepped out on deck. The
governor had been sent by
His Majesty the Emperor to

bring civilization to the back
ward savages an\l iheir iaa&,
and to begin faking, sd-yafir
tage of the woudious natttraj
resources of this new land.

From the mighty rlM$: 'Ex
plorer's deck the new gover
nor could just barely $i:£k-&
out the squalid dweUin^s of
these primitive people who
had lived here for genera
tions untold, andCie. wnS'ioot
impressed.

Slowly shaking his head

, the governor turns to the
•r captain and asks, "How long

have- they lived in these
wretched conditions?"

"We are not sure your
y/i'ceiiertcy," the captain re
plies;,; "*tmt those who know
afyougthese things believe that
they may have always lived
as savages."

c<Well we shall soon change
fjiat "^States the governor. His
eyesigfl%ming with the fire
of z zealot. "We shall begin

'bringing civilization to these
poor creatures immediately.
First we must teach them our

language so that they can be
broughtinto the folds of the
























