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Stop the Violence 
By Unnamed- I used to never use my own name because I hated myselfé 

Written by: Dale Lee Gordon  Copyright 2016 
Prison number T15968 
Incarcerated July 1998 

Paroled January 28th 2007 

Written especially for public schools in loving memory of Carole Ann 
Garton, and her unborn son Jessie James Garton.  
Stop The Violence is a program to keep kids out of trouble. Stop the Violenceôs primary goal is to 

keep future generations out of jail and prison's. With a reduced inmate population STV Stop the 

Violence will cost tax payers less. Schools would have more money for education which will help 

students in society. To me it just makes more sense to hire more teachers than to build more jails and 

prisons. We have a choice. We can end this nightmare. Perhaps new schools will be built and our jail 

and prison and systems will collect dust and tumbleweeds. Make them a museum, or shut the doors 

for ever. Perhaps make them homes for low income families. If things continue then this system will 

continue to ruin our society. We have taken God out of our schools, military, courtrooms, 

government and about everywhere else and so we are experiencing all these problems in society. 

Right now our nation is under judgment and refuses to repent. Because of this we have horrible 

leadership that is ruining our economy, taking away our rights and has a whole lot worse plans up 

their sleeves.  I am not a great person, but the programs I have worked extremely hard on I think are 

great. My plan is to do this program all over the United States of America, and other countries as 

well. (I just Googled and Binged ñTodd Jessie Gartonò and my website 

http://stopschoolviolence.homestead.com/  comes up.  I am making headway as far as getting Stop 

the Violence out there to the world. I hope to see more full churches and empty jail and prison cells 

someday. These websites are written for children and for adults. This website is an oasis of help 

among a lot of junk written for children and parents to work out problems together. There are many 

more works to be done in the future. Thank you,  

Sincerely,  

Dale Lee Gordon  

 

Thoughtôs from a Holding Cell?  

Here I sit locked up in a cell with only my mind for several hours. This was just the beginning. Later 

I would be in similar cells for days and even weeks. While in these cells you have lots of time to 

think. Many times I did not even have a Bible. Now I know what a dog in a cage feels like. What 

happened to my life I wonder? Thoughts race through my mind and you cannot shut your mind 

down. You ponder many things in life. What happened to the old life, and where did I go so wrong? 

You think many things. There are what I call the shoulda, woulda, couldaôs. These are the thoughts 

that haunt you. You know you failed and there is nothing you can do about it now. So you just sit 

here and think. That is all you can do. What is worse is when in you have a cellmate that hates you. 

You are stuck with a person that even under the best of circumstances it is hard to get along. The life 

you once enjoyed is now gone. Thoughts race through my mind. Will I ever be with my ex-girlfriend 

or not. (She dumped me within weeks of going to jail.) How about my parentsô boat they won, can I 

ever get to enjoy it. (I finally did and it was a lot of fun.) Though I wrote the X girlfriend continually 

I received nothing in return. As for me I wrote anyways. I was not going to give up or bail out of a 

ñwonderfulò Christian relationship with her, but no matter how hard I tried she got married. You 

cannot imagine the pain, rejection, and brokenness I felt. Still I could not believe that the worst had 

happened. I got dumped and it hurt like you cannot imagine. In a rubber room, insane and completely 

out of my mind, I see words written in milk on the wall. They are, ñI was just trying to kill myself.ò I 

http://stopschoolviolence.homestead.com/
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cannot recall if I was hallucinating or not, but all of the scratches and scribbles, and what I thought 

were pictures induced insanity even worse. I recall a trip to hell. When I got to the lowest of abyss of 

hell Stalin and Hitler came to my cell. They had a silver can in their hands. They dumped it out 

looking for the keys of hell and death, but they no longer had them. Thank God! In another vision I 

saw my crime partner Todd Jessie Garton in chains being escorted before The Judge which I saw as 

Jesus. Sometime later I saw him walk back by. He was very unhappy. Todd Jessie Garton knew he 

was going to hell. That vision was crystal clear. Now that I have done my time I looked at other 

people who are doing time. Many people go on missions to help others, building churches, 

ministering, rebuilding lives, and spreading a message of love. Many of these people give up so 

much. Itôs mainly the riches of our society. They go to live in the dirt along with native people. In 

doing so, we can learn about love. My ex-girlfriend unselfishly helped orphans in Ukraine.  

Though I talk a lot about her in my writings, it just goes to show you the things that we love the 

most, we can lose so easily. I really had plans to run these ministries with her. These thoughts raced 

through my mind more painful then you can possibly imagine. Looking back I realize that these 

thoughts in my mind were idolatry. I loved her more then I loved God and that was wrong! I recall 

one time I kept her vehicle too long for some reason. Anyhow I knew I was late and she could not get 

to her language teacher for one on one session. I felt so bad I spent my last few dollars on things for 

her car. On my mission to prison I worked very, very, very hard. I started my writings even before I 

ever went to jail. I had even began to read the Bible before that. The problem was I was just out of 

time and my ñsilly seasonò had ended. ñSilly seasons,ò as I call them are the times while we are 

playing the prodigal, foolish, vida del loco, or the dope slinging days. Sooner or later these days, the 

good old days, will catch up with you. You may be well off for a while until the devil retracts his 

golden hand. I call it golden hand because he tries to offer you all the things you think you need. Just 

as in the movie ñNeedful Things,ò we later find out those things were not so needed. I know what I 

need, and all along He, LORD Jesus, was there in those cells with me. Sadly the author of the  

Bible has been removed from schools, and replaced with the violence, drugs, and pernicious 

relationships that so often end with unwanted pregnancies. Abstinence is not always easy, and though 

we make mistakes in the past as I have done, we can rewind the clock and have forgiveness as if we 

had never sinned. I had planned to wait till marriage, but at the age of 19 in the Philippines that plan 

failed. After that it was all downhill from there on. You will feel so much better waiting till marriage. 

Planned pregnancies and children that you want are better than the unwanted.  Years ago perhaps in 

1998, I wrote that I could give up the old life and spread a message of love. Sometimes we have to 

give something up. I do not feel I was being punished but rather enlightened. I am where I am needed 

the most, and that is a place to learn. It is now my turn to give back to the world. My sword, my 

weapon of choice is a King James 1611 holy Bible, with Strongôs Exhaustive Concordance (now 

Strongest Strongs). I also read from the Geneva, Bishops, and Wycliff. I have also recently gained an 

interest in the Septuagint Bible. Written years ago I said, ñI know His sword will protect me.ò I used 

what I had often just my mind in a holding cell with nothing at all only memories. These my friends 

were thoughts from a holding cell.  

 

Gangs  

We have gangs because we have powerful adversaries, or so we think. Rather I have one powerful 

friend. He died for me 2000 years ago and gave me faith, hope, and love. Iôd like to introduce Him to 

you. His name is LORD Jesus Christ. As a gang member, much like the old me I had to have several 

guns. They could however, not save my soul. I have found ancient Hebrew words are much more 

intimidating than any physical weapon I ever carried. I now possess a greater weapon and that is 

what I learned in my studies in jail and in prison.  In the United States Marines we were taught rules 

of engagement for example fire control. We were to put limiters on our firing patterns so that two 
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Marines would not fire at the same enemy. What is there on the streets? Save one bullet for yourself 

or so it seems. That was my plan it was a police assisted suicide. I was tired of living and I did  

not care anymore. When a gang member is killed, don't we want revenge? Revenge  

leads to more blood and where does the fighting end? All we create in the end is more  

pain!  

 

The Awakening!  

We live our lives in the fast lane.  

Driving around in steel chariots rulers of the road we are insane.  

Alcohol and drugs won't affect us when we drive?  

Then we smash into another car killing everyone but we're still alive.  

We lived our lives hard, thinking we will never die.  

When weôre in trouble these walls don't tell a lie.  

Where did we go, what did we do?  

All we have are memories of the past our whole life for itôs through.  

 

Read this if you still think stop the violence should stop:  

 

Death itôs real and you may not want to read this!!!  
 
You don't understand it until you see it. I never saw death close-up as I had seen my friend Carole 

Ann Garton. It's a site that will forever be etched into my mind. I wished not to speak of it, but 

people need to know of it. You can see it on TV or and the movies. It is one thing to see death, but it 

is something else to see the destruction of a human being especially someone you care about. There 

was blood stained hair spread out on the floor.  Her right eye was blue and I did not know why? Her 

belly was swollen with a lifeless baby. I knew even if she could be saved the baby could not. I did 

not know the extent of her bodily damages. Her body was limp and motionless. It's one thing to see 

an animal die, but it's a harder to see one of your own kind or worse yet someone you care about.  

I cannot say it enough violence has to stop!!!  

 
(Psa 7:11) God judgeth the righteous, and God is angry with the wicked every day.  
 

I'm dreaming of the out doors  

 

I feel the air in my face I smell the flowers. I looked at my imaginary wifeôs hair blowing in the 

wind. Thinking perhaps someday I will be married; that was if I survived prison. In the distance I see 

clouds on the horizon and the sun is setting. Everything is so beautiful and peaceful. Then smelling 

something of a foul odor and a toilet flushing I wake up remembering I am incarcerated.  Friends 

though you may be thinking well jail and prison cannot be so bad, think again. I used to think about a 

lot of things to help pass the time. I thought of anger, rage, revenge, and lost love. Thank God I was 

locked up for so long because it gave me time to think these thoughts out of my mind. In addition to 

the negative thoughts I also thought peaceful thoughts. They were of heaven, and heavenly things. I 

thought of all I would do in heaven. I tried to think of the love, peace, joy, faith, and knew somehow 

there was hope.  

 

 

Scroll Down my version of Word 7 I paid over a hundred dollars is not working.  Thank you Bill 

Gates. 
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Meth Equals Death!  
About this poem: Though it sounds harsh it is written mainly for people who are thinking about the 

life of drugs. I can honestly say the only drug I ever used was alcohol and Jesus cured me from it. I 

have been sober for a decade now. Please bear with me. In this poem I am not trying to insult you, 

rather let you know you are loved. It is the reality of life and I donôt paint pretty pictures on the 

Devilôs candy. No one needs it, especially innocent children. My poems may sound abrasive, and 

perhaps they are, but I want you to know there is a way out and that is through Jesus Christ my 

LORD and Savior.  This child looks up at his parents, ñplease don't get high once again!ò Is this the 

pattern to show the child it's okay to live in sin? Were the drugs more important? He was a great kid 

in school. He had decent parents and a good home. He had a 4.0 grade average, but then something 

bad happened? Yes you guessed it, it was the drugs. In the process he was permanently expelled in 

his senior year. Yes the drugs were more important than school. He is only 28 years old but on his 

way to the pen, thatôs prison for short. Drugs are a business and drugs were his business. He was all 

set up, that is until he stole a car. He got into a high-speed chase. Well you guessed it he got caught. 

He's going to do three years in prison now. His girlfriend has his child. He wants out, but he can't 

have it. The drugs put him away. Now he wants to get serious, but who knows what will happen? I 

hope things work out but I don't know? Three years is a long time! In prison many bad things can 

happen. My advice to you is don't carry the gun, use or sell drugs, or get into any type of crime. If 

you can find a good Bible-based church, that would be great. Finish high school, and live a good 

righteous life.  

 

Scroll Down  Bill Gates wonderful program is not working todayé. 

 

CHAPTER 1  
A SHORT STORY TO SCHOOL KIDS:  

Have you ever seen a dead body? I'm not talking at a funeral, but rather a body that has been 

destroyed by some form of an accident. Anyone who has come onto a gory scene as I have 

knows what it is like. I'm sure it even affects those that work in human blood all the time. 

Hospital workers, police and military are perhaps some of the top people to see the effects death, 

but after a while I think the mind just becomes numb. It would have to or it would just drive one 

crazy. For me the gruesome death of my friend still haunts me.  Let me give you a picture, and 

yes it is graphic. The Devil, the evil crime partner, Todd Jessie Garton by name, loves blood. 

(There is a book about this crime. I have never read it for the longest time.  Finally I read it the 

parts that I could stomach made me sick and disturbed me greatly. The book is called ñKill or be 

Killedò by Robert Scott.  There have also been movies and even a short YouTube which I have 

included.  Here is the YouTube:  http://youtu.be/73NPArMu8ks  One of the movies I believe is 

called ñToy Soldierò The other which I believe is far more accurate is ñMarried to a Rock Starò 

by Cineflix.  The YouTube ñBad Companyò is not accurate at all but the movie, ñMarried to a 

Rock Starò is.  I was in the movie ñMarried to a Rock Starò and I have been seen on TV.  I did 

finally read ñKill or be Killedò by Robert Scott, though parts of it are too disturbing and 

upsetting for me to read.  To the sick twisted husband Todd Jessie Garton blood, guts, and bones 

being everywhere is Toddôs form of fun.  Instead of new buildings, Todd would dwell 

in houses of hatred even a prison house which ultimately he did.  The criminal Todd Jessie 

Garton will exchange the good for the bad, even destroying that what Todd has, only to replace it 

http://youtu.be/73NPArMu8ks
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later. When this evil man tried to kill his dog KD over chewing up some blinds, I think his wife 

who adored her husband knew that she and their baby were next. I wrote the Todd Jessie 

Gartonôs  dad trying to say something to the effect that his son was unstoppable. He immediately 

took that and ran with it saying to everyone how I was guilty.  YOU HAVE NO IDEA HOW 

MUCH THAT HURT ME.  At the same time I just told Todd Jessie Gartonôs dad basically, here 

take my portion of that stupid company G&G Fencing which was a total scam.  Later I learned in 

the movie ñMarried to a Rock Starò that Todd Jessie Gartonôs business did not even have valid a 

contractorôs license.  I paid thousands which was far too much money to get into that business, 

and became very poor out of it. It was as if it was some sick joke, and I should have known 

better. The foolish thing Todd Jessie Garton gladly accepted all my money without a single 

problem having the same exact personality as this evil ñpastorò Brock Dale Bernstein who owes 

me well over $35,000.  This pastor knowing about my crime would continually tell me that 

he was not like my crime partner. This wicked man Todd Jessie Garton liquidated things I 

needed, for example the F250 Ford truck.  The other truck, the Ford Ranger he took as well even 

though I had made almost all the payments on. He could have at least given me the Isuzu, since 

he had the jeep but the Todd did not care.  

 

I just finished watching the stupid little YouTube called ñBad Company.ò  They had a picture of 

the door where we stayed in the Hampton Inn.  The room number was 218.  I immediately 

thought of Psalms 21:8.   

 
(Psa 21:8)  Thine hand shall find out all thine enemies: thy right hand shall find out those that 
hate thee. 
 
In Gematria 218 is The Apostate Heart:  ñBrother Kills Brother.ò    

Many others too have suffered greatly over my incarceration. Many thought I would never get 

out, and I often wondered the same. Some inmates wanted me dead and since God would not let 

them, they would try and torment me to the point of suicide.  Now as far as this wicked Todd 

Jessie Garton; I've seen that cold blooded killer in action. He had me in tears after his wifeôs 

death. He was listening to his beloved wifeôs music. (It was music she had written and sung with 

a band.  Carole Ann Holman was extremely talented and had she not of been Satan's wife she 

could have been a professional musician, archer, and many other things, plus a loving wife. It 

was almost like everything she put her hand to she excelled at.  Carole Ann Holman would beat 

both that slobbering nutcase Todd Jessie Garton and myself, Dale Lee Gordon on 

one side and her on the other.  Carole Ann Holman was extremely good at tennis. I long for the 

day when the Saints of God get to trample our enemies asunder.  

 

As wicked Todd Jessie Garton the cold blooded maniac was listening to Carole Ann Holmanôs 

music he was writing down some lyrics, and preparing an emotionless funeral. Satan as an 

Actor played himself. As Todd Jessie Garton drove on listening to an angel sing; Carole Ann 

Holman, Todd was just as cold as could be.  I had to turn my head to the side of the road because 

I didn't want to have Todd Jessie Garton see I was beginning to cry. He was playing his wifeôs 

incredibly talented music which was tear jerking, but he just was emotionless. Later that day this 

massive amount or hate was just boiling out toward me. He chewed me out like a doggie 

chewing on Jezebelôs bones. Goodness gracious that thing Todd Jessie Garton broke my spirit 

more than you can possible imagine. Like I say the only care he had was that he successfully 
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destroyed me. This recent pastor Brock Dale Bernstein was the exact same way. The two could 

have passed as brothers, their tactics were so similar. The only difference was that the pastorôs 

ways were much more refined. He broke me financially but he canôt stop me.  You would not 

believe the words of this wicked pastor who just burned me. Brock Dale Bernstein spoke of 

remembrance of the beginning when he took Adamôs crown.  Brock Dale Bernstein said he was 

given a crown and told whatever you do, do not lose this crown.  Pastor Brock Dale Bernstein 

spoke having the power to read minds, and has described his other powers in great detail. I know 

what the man is made of.  

 

I was in the Marine Corps four successful years with a good conduct medal and the ranking of 

Corporal E-4 or non-commissioned officer NCO. I was in during the time of Desert Storm. I 

never faced combat, other than we were in a combatant situation in the Philippines during a coup 

attempt. When Desert Storm first happened the first waves of people were sent and they did not 

need me. So my thought was, why volunteer if they do not need me. I feel cowardly for not 

going, but I know now had I chosen that path, there's no way I would have found God. That or I 

would have been killed as an atheist, and the atheistic fools along with unrepentant sinners will 

be exiting off at the left side of Godôs throne. At the time of Desert Storm I was so into the world 

and it's failing ways, that I could not see the light of God. I did end up going to Kuwait after the 

war, but not for war. At that time we were like a world police that would keep order to a chaotic 

world.  We were essentially busy like police in a city. We were out there just waiting for a call to 

go anywhere in the world. Interestingly enough I was one of the Marines in charge of 

security if we ever had to take prisoners of war.  While there in Kuwait, I bought gruesome 

pictures at the local market of dead corpses that were from Desert Storm's enemies. Some of the 

pictures were just of a hand or a head. It just goes to show you what something like the Marines 

will do to you if you don't have God in your life. I cannot imagine where I would be had I of 

gone to combat.  I had to be a real warrior in the Marines because without LORD Jesus Christ in 

my life I had nothing, or so I thought. I don't know what I was thinking. Perhaps hell was some 

sort of hot potato that you pass around. I used to mock God and it got worse as the years 

passed.  As for me I was driven by all the violence in the world. I loved the kill, kill, kill 

again, and then after that kill some more type movies. When those movies weren't wicked 

enough I would watch, "Faces of Death." It was real people getting killed or severely maimed. 

Within those years of the Marines I went from somewhat normal to kill, kill, and kill. My switch 

was flipped and I never shut it off. I was at the point of thinking that any war could be won with 

superior firepower, not with a superior God.  I fear God and while I was terrified of Him and His 

power I also do not think that God wants us to fear our way into the kingdom. In fearing 

God alone, the love in our hearts could be lacking, because we may love out of deed not 

from a loving heart.  I am editing this older book. I used to be all one sided especially about 

fearing God. However the Bible often uses this language: 
 
(Jdg 6:23) And the LORD said unto him, Peace be unto thee; fear not: thou shalt not  
die. 
 

It seems as if human life this day and age has no value to it especially after popular games like 

ñGrand Theft Auto,ò not to mention the vile junk I used to create.  After years I went through 

and absolutely destroyed all my old idols of filth that were built in Satanôs name. People murder, 

sell dope, while toting that pistol and God only knows what else. For this reason you really have 

to respect the police and their jobs.  Even the Parole Officers, we have to obey these people. If 
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you do what is right, they will treat you with respect. Those officers of the law, and United States 

Marines, no partiality intended or discrimination toward other branches of service it is just a 

known fact Marines are the best, and the rest of the team, all are putting their tails on the line 

every day trying to keep the peace.  So I used to carry guns. Sometimes I carried three thinking 

I'd get into some kind of war. I know some are doing the same exact thing because I saw it. ñOh 

no, we found the gun at Wendyôs in the bushes.ò So what why didn't you tell the police? I know 

what you were up to, because I heard you talking about it. As I stand before God one day as a 

child of the Most High I will speak the truth, because in front of the throne of God lies are not 

permitted.  Jail and prison life is not life it is rather a slow and painful death. Your body ages 

through the years, dying daily from a poisonous drug called "sin." Though we are all born with 

this poisonous drug, we can take an antidote which is called LORD Jesus Christ. When you place 

Him there in your heart, soul, and mind, not even the bondages of death can keep you from 

awakening from a long seemingly endless nap. Life is mortal, but through a death in the LORD's 

hands and at His timing can we gain immortality.  As for this life it is not what I planned as a 

child, but we all know God's ways are higher. Sometimes they are painfully higher. In due time 

however, you can learn to soar with eagles. It's not impossible, and with God Almighty all things 

can be done, even for youths who may not yet know the LORD, or understand that He does 

answer prayers. It may come down throwing out some literature that is unedifying. It could be 

the music you are listening to may keep a door closed.  

 

About this sermon: 

I wrote this sermon at some predetermined time back in jail. I was already doing a lot of 

thinking. I was inside the walls and I needed one thing. That of course is a key.  The key I 

thought I needed was a physical key, but what I really wanted was a gun. The song plays in my 

head,"I don't need a gun." It's by Billy Idol. Friend there is a key that opens all doors that of 

course is the Holy Bible. I don't even have to have a Bible in my hands because we convert it to 

memory.  Until that is you forget all you know and then you really need a Bible and your 

embarrassed you ever wrote such jibber jabber.   

 

In jail and in prison our lives are out of control. Things we would normally consider important or 

take for granted you do not have that privilege in behind bars.  There are four things I can (could 

past tense) control: The flushing of the toilet, hot and cold on the sink, and the light switch. Not 

much for the explorative mind there. It is a good thing though. In my insanity I've pushed every 

button in the cells. After a while they ignored me. I felt like "legion" of the Bible fighting for my 

soul. This war was in a continuous battle. I saw strange lying visions, and scary things. I was out 

of my mind and slowly getting worse. I recall seeing this huge chess playing game. It was as if it 

were God verses the devil though looking back at all the weirdness I think most of those visions 

were from Satan himself. Since all of this I have had way far out dreams.  I went through some 

extremely hard times, and I succeeded, but only because of God. All of us true Christians suffer, 

but if there were no suffering, there would be no kingdom. As for me it hurt terribly. That 

however, is life. As the saying goes, "no pain no gain!"  Heaven can be likened to a parcel of 

land that is given away freely. All you have to do is claim it. In doing so, you want to get ahead 

of the bunch. Yes it is a mad life, but as with all things, good things come to those who wait. I 

thought how in the world would I ever get through nearly a decade of prison? We must wait on 

the LORD and that is a hard thing to do.  Our victory in overcoming this world is in Jesus Christ 

LORD and Savior.  Amené 
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(Mat 24:13)  But he that shall endure unto the end, the same shall be saved. 
 
(Mar 13:13)  And ye shall be hated of all men for my name's sake: but he that shall endure unto 
the end, the same shall be saved. 
 

Chapter 2 How I survived prison? 

And you can too... 
You don't have to be the greatest 
man or woman to survive prison. 

Even if you have enemies everywhere 
God's power is infinitely higher. 

God can and will get you through. 
 

I do not know how many of my readers can relate to a man who was once in prison. I 

recall those last days of freedom before jail. I had my ex-girlfriendôs Bible that she gave me for 

Christmas. I had begun to read it days before I found out I was heading for jail and prison. That 

Bible was the one thing that kept the glue of my life together.  When I found out I was going to 

jail, we didn't know it would end up to nearly a decade in prison.  My mom faced the inevitable, 

though my dad tried to stay positive.  In that time the lowest moment in my life I asked my dad if 

he could bail me out.  I look back and that hurt so bad.  My mom and dad were ready to sell all 

they had just to get me out of jail for a little time. Little did I know you still would have to do the 

time. You can't bail out, buy out, or lie out. Itôs just like at lifeôs end, you will stand in front of 

the Great White Throne and there all things will be known. There will be no reversals, no bails, 

no acquittals, nor any type of mercy to the wicked. At that time I had no clue what would 

happen, and I was scared to say the least. This wasn't a fear of the LORD, it was a 

worldly fear. I've felt the fear of the Almighty God, and it puts any type of worldly fear to 

shame. The fear of the LORD is beyond anything you can imagine. It is beyond terror. 

On the streets I was on a one way collision course with hell literally. Sooner or later I would 

have done something terrible and ended up in prison for something even 

worse, or I'd be dead and in hell.  Life is not always what it is cracked up to be. Sickness 

happens, age sets in, plans backfire, homes and cars are destroyed, and so are the rest of our 

lives. Perhaps the hardest of all is seeing one that you love suffer something so terribly. I have 

heard others preach of their child slowly dying.  My own father had to see the destruction of a 

son that was destined for a much better future.  So here I was it was too late, but I now knew 

there was a God because I needed His help. I wasn't exactly sure how He worked, but I just know 

I wanted to be one of His employees. The other god, the Devil, treats his employees like trash, 

and tries to get you into a bond you cannot break.  It is like you have to sign in blood, and pay 

with that same blood in the end. We, however, serve a greater God, Yahweh by name, that loves 

us and 
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will see us through on the other side. He does not say there will be no burden, but rather that:   

 

Matthew 11: 28-30 Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of 
me; for I am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your 
souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light. 
 

Perhaps you meant to bake a pizza, but spent so long working on that you put into the 

oven in the end comes out a foo sandwich. Such were the ovens of the day. MY 

OVEN THAT WAS SUPPOSED TO BURN OUT THE IMPURITIES ONLY BURNED 

THEM IN. MY OVEN TOOK SEVERAL PASSES TO BURN ALL JUNK OUT.  Friends, 

prison will do to you if you let it. You can let prison beat you into the dust of the earth, or shall I 

say the fine powder that surrounds the prison yard. What prison does to you is what you let it do 

because you fear man and not God. Friends at the end of life you will not be faced with a man 

judge like you faced in court, but a massive throne so bright you cannot see the face. That face of 

course is God's and He rules over all. There is not some simple law library you have to be wise 

in. It is the law of the Holy Bible that is your judge. Believe it or not we serve a God who has 

counted every single tear drop, every heartbeat, every atom of food, air, or water that has entered 

our bodies.  He has worked so hard to give you a wonderful life yet so many have forsaken and 

turned your backs on His great love. I ask you will you reside in His love forever, or will you 

face hell and death? The question is knocking on the door to your heart... Amen 

 

How I Survived Prison, as a Christian? 

 
Sometimes the things in life that seem to be the most impossible are the things that 

not only reward us in the end, but make us into that one thing that God had designated us to 

become. Prison is not the end of the road, but rather The Great White Throne is.  Once you get 

to the Great White Throne nothing can be done to escape its impending doom, or its great reward 

depending on the choices you made.  I do know this: It will be a shame to see the ones we love 

who will not make it. One thing that will help us is prayer. It is a form of humility that basically 

states, "Hey God I cannot handle this one myself." God I cannot handle this one myself. My 

computer is only half working I have no traffic to my site I am broke and I donôt know what to 

do.  (As of this hopefully final editing I am working on this file and the entire website on an Acer 

Aspire One.  It is painfully slow and I often have to refresh the RAM and do several reboots to 

keep this computer running.  Dated April 17, 2013.)  Prayer is breaking that foolish heart of 

stone and replacing it with one that is malleable and that can accept constructive help. After all 

don't we all need help at some point. Perhaps even Pharaoh sought help from the depths of the 

Red Sea. Did he get it?  Well read Exodus chapters 14 and 15 and find out.  His stony heart of 

pride got in the way and too much courage pushed him into the watery abyss.  You can do your 

all to serve God in prison, that doesn't mean you still may take your licks. I did, but I didn't fight 

back. I didn't face this personally because I was fortunate and I tried to stay off the yard, but if its 

blacks against whites, either stay out or engage and let yourself get beat up without fighting 

back. As for me I blessed my 

attackers, all of them. The first time I praised God so loudly I made sure everyone around me as 

far as could be reached heard me. When my attacker finished beating me I told him, "I'll pray for 

you." I had a hand written Christmas card, but they would not let me deliver it. Someday he will 
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see that and say to himself: "What did I do?" Hell care at the Great White Throne as will others 

in life, the ones that have done us wrong without repenting.  I heard about a man in Russia who 

became a Christian. He was in the military and high ranking at that. They stripped him of his 

stripes and made him a janitor.  If I recall he lost both his wife and family. After becoming a 

janitor, others laughed and mocked him to scorn. He would clean the floor and then one of the 

other personnel would laughingly urinate all over it. Hey we all suffer, and sometimes it is worse 

than others. It's the pride issue that will get us into trouble and knocks us down a notch on God's 

ladder, though you may have success in this life for a season.  Sometimes we have to be knocked 

down in order to be lifted back up.  So here I survived prison the way many of our biblical 

heroes have and that is through love and perseverance.  We won while the foolish were too 

entwined into serving themselves a banquet of hatred.  Whatever the issues in life, no matter just 

how hard they may seem, we can overcome them as I have. It may even be death, but we know 

that the sting of death has been conquered by LORD Jesus Christ. He gives us victory over all 

things. Though the body may be destroyed by death, if we are truly in Christ Jesus what do we 

have to fear?  I've read the Bible enough to see the Holy Character of God. He loves perfectly, 

and if all of us understood that better we would have nothing to worry about. God is not the 

Devil though Satan tries to make me think that. The Bible says it in scripture 1 John 4:8. "God is 

love."  

 

What more greatness can we ask out of such a wonderful God? 

 
Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for 
his friends. John 15:13. 
 

Did Mohammad do that, Hitler, Stalin, Buddha, Confucius, Hindu... ect ect, you get the point. 

The only God that saves is the one who took his bones with Him when he defeated death 

victoriously. That my friend is the one and only the LORD Jesus Christ. 

Some people are still looking for my God's bones, but they can't find them. They have a 

new Hubble telescope to look into space but some still claim there is no Mighty God. 

The foolish works of a Russian astronaut looked up to the skies and said that there cannot be a 

God. I look at my hands and feet and I know there is a God. I know I have a heart because I can 

feel it beating. My lungs are still breathing because I am alive. I have a button I bought. It says, 

CIA, or Christ is Alive. I had to think about that several times before I realized, "God really does 

have it all under control."   

 

Amen... 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 3 
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Introduction:  

What to do when the  cuffs go on?  

 
"Dale we need you to come down to the office." I went not thinking of what was going to happen. It 

wasn't what I expected. I still had a few days before I went to jail, they however, were early. This would 

turn out to be my first introduction to chains.  I was a new believer in God Almighty.  Just as my parents 

were coming down the hill...   Well at any rate, as I said good bye, something hit me and I spoke up the 

words of Psalm 23:4 to my parents. "Yea though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will 

fear no evil: for thou art with me." This "shade of death," tsalmawveth for me was jail and ultimately 

prison. I don't know how I knew the words, since I knew nothing of the Bible. All I can recall is some  

stupid shirt worn by a devil in the flea market at the Jolly Giant in Anderson California. Those 

blasphemous words were, "Ye though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death I will fear no evil 

for I am the meanest baddest... and so on." I guess I was on auto piloted because I said what I said without  

hesitation and not even knowing where or anything about that Psalm.  Also somewhere in the Bible it 

says that the Holy Spirit will give you the right words to say at the right time.  True to Godôs word I have 

spoken right at many of the right times.  My parents rebuked me because it was a Psalm about death. 

Truth is known it was a verse I did not even know.  It just came out and as soon as it did I was filled with 

the Holy Ghost.  

All I felt was pure joy. Steve Grasshoff the investigator was very kind to me and treated me with 

lots of respect. At any rate my joy was never so great. As I went into the jail at Weaverville, and  

ultimately Shasta County my joy in the LORD was complete. Guards tried to take it away, and  

later it was the loss of S***? and the inmates hatred toward me that broke my spirit. While I was  

in the safety cell out of my mind, a guard came to the door and said, "reality set in?" It wasn't  

that at all, I was out of my mind. I was mentally in hell and when I think of it was no joke the  

level of fear that sat in. God sent me into the Marine Corps to learn to be a man even in the worst  

of situations. All I had was a broken brain, and myself learning what hell was all about.  I've Been There! 

I've been out there? I know what it is to lose everything you've ever loved. I know what it's like to be 

having questions about God. I know what years of hard atheism can do to a person.  I also know the 

changing power of God. I know what it is to lose your first love to someone who doesn't care.  

I wanted to write my first book as like an introduction to myself. It's a story of the things I've done wrong, 

and even questioning God, can you ever forgive a sinner like me? That answer I learned is yes. Heaven's 

yes! God can forgive homosexuality, bestiality, rapist and even child molesters. God can forgive that and 

a whole lot more. The question is are you willing to accept it, change from those vile ways, and move on 

with life? I hope this book will encourage you.  A few of my readers have done some of these things or 

perhaps had things done to them.  I've had close calls myself where others wanted to molest me. That was 

even before jail. In prison homosexuality was quite common. The people who were the worst of them 

were those who did not claim to be homosexual. These were the "predators." THE PREDATORS ARE  

THE BIGGEST HOMOSEXUALS ON EARTH BECAUSE THEY WILL GET WHAT THEY  

THINK THEY CAN GET (MY GOD IS BIGGER) FROM ANYONE. THEY TAKE SEX AS  

THEY FEEL FIT AND IT IS SICK WHAT THEY DO. THOSE ARE THE PEOPLE THAT  

THERE WILL BE NO FORGIVENESS FOR... 
 

Amen  

There are a lot of things that the LORD hates, but when we come to the throne of God, it's like 

those things never even happened. We just have to go to God on the right terms, not with the, "I'll steady 

the cart myself" as King David performed trying to bring the Ark of the Covenant to Jerusalem in a very 
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unprofessional way.  If you know your Bible history you know a man died just for steadying the cart the 

Ark was carried on. We have to serve God on His terms not with what we feel is best. As an atheist of 

atheistôs, I did many things against the word of God. I look back and it makes me feel terrible. You get to 

a point in your life and you realize life is not about serving the flesh. It's not about what we do. I stated to 

a man in a jail cell years ago, "I'm talking about love." His answer was a humiliating, "I'm not 

homosexual." That really hurt, but sometimes people do not realize love is not about human sexuality or 

its misuse.  Sometimes all a person knows is hatred, thinking love can only come from a bottle of booze 

as I did. Perhaps people think love can only come from a needle, a line, or out of a girlfriend.   

 One woman I know is Paulie.  She is so kind and though severely handicapped in a wheelchair 

she is a very kind Christian that never complains.  Her spirit is so awesome and powerful. I've been 

around both healthy and handicapped people who all they do is complain, yet I have never seen as much 

as a hint of unkindness come off her. She has this unbreakable love for God, life, and every good thing in-

between. Thank you LORD Jesus Christ.  As for me I complained up a storm when I found out I was 

going to prison. I was going in a rampage, of anger and hostility.  True love is the joy in serving others. In 

helping others, and letting them know in your own special way without as much as a word that you love 

them. Wow, my old high was riding a bicycle and looking back knowing, "Wow I just rode 100 miles in a 

day!" Now it's realizing there is a new Christian way. That my friend is when you help someone 

handicapped no one else in prison no one gives a lick about to shave or shower or change their clothes for 

them. It's a total rush when you realize all the old ways are changed, and the new has come. There's a new  

life now, and it's not found in a glass of wine, or in having a beautiful woman holding you. I've  

had that opportunity, but thank the good LORD He takes things away. He makes you realize you  

no longer need to "make love" to a bunch of girly pictures in a jail cell. He takes feelings like  

that away and lets you see that love is serving a kind couple a prayer, or helping a challenged  

person with food.  Becoming a Christian is happy and loving. I've been fooled into thinking the devil's lie  

Todd Jessie Gartonôs, "you don't want to be around all these happy people do you?" Well as a matter of a 

fact I do. I don't want to live the life of chaos and anarchy anymore. I wrote the book on it, it's was  

called, "The World of Total Chaos." In all those years, in thinking life's problems were solved by  

things like "Marine Corps Mechanic, Role Playing Game Designer, Business Owner, AA degree  

holder, and Forest Service Fire Fighter." It was all superficial. I was hurting inside because I had  

no love. I was hollow and empty. Then God stamped "Prisoner" to my list of qualifications.  

God stripped everything away, but if you've ever read Job, He gave it all back. As of  

4/13/07 I'm writing in and I am about ready to begin to publish my book. (I lost that all once again ddue 

to Pastor and my caretaker Brock Dale Bernstein stealing all my money leaving me with over $35,000.00 

in debt.)  God has (had) provided all I need. I just got back from the behavioral center to fulfill a vow I 

made to God. I now have (had) plenty of money and God is taking care of all my needs. I hope you enjoy 

these writings as much as I have in writing them.  Note:  As of June 4th 2013 God will bless this ministry 

again with double what I had before.  Another thing is, I like who I am and what I have become and I am 

no longer worried about the past nor do I worry about what others think.   

Amen... 

 

God Will See You Through 

 

Way back years into jail I had two prophetic words from the LORD. They were delivered by another 

inmate and simply the words "have faith." My mom had a dream an angel said to her that everything 

would be alright. Later there were other prophecies and things that only God could do. I did however, not 

know that God wanted me in prison. I thought God wanted me out and with S***? Surely I was ready to 

go. "Not even close Dale." I had major amounts of work to be done, and all kinds of learning, and a battle 

for my own soul. I learned suicide was not the answer but it had its temptations.  Friends think of this. 

Here you are you want a second chance. Well you don't think Joseph didn't want his chance. Sure he did. 

He wanted out of that sewer they called a dungeon.  He didn't get a break as sometimes we don't.  
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My parents knew my out date was not until January 28th 2007, but I rebuked not only them, but God 

Himself. See the words, "have faith," were not you'll get out early. My parents knew that my date was set 

by God himself and only could be rendered by Him. God uses prisons like furnaces to help us. Friends I 

have to tell you, you can survive prison. It is called, "obedience." If you obey God you can get out of 

some terrible situations.  It's funny the things we all go through, and I'm not the only one.  I read of a 

helicopter pilot that got shot down in Vietnam. The book was called, "Five Years to Freedom." This man  

survived some very harsh stuff. Hey people do. Let me tell you I've been in little cells with nothing but a 

smock that doesn't fit and my own urine to drink off the floor to keep me alive since the guards were not 

bringing me water.  These little cells will drive you crazy real quick. I was already insane and then I went 

further insane. You have to have things to keep the mind busy. As for me it was the constant attacks  

from the devils that were possessing my mind. Voices were sounding off continually. I did not know what 

to think, all I could think was just how mean they are.  God has given me a lot of things but the real 

reward is eternal life.  THOUGH THINGS LOOK BAD IF GOD GIVES YOU A PROPHETIC WORD 

HE WILL SEE YOU THROUGH...  AMEN!!! 

Todayôs log December 6, 2007 (edited once again June 4, 2013)  

Today someone went off the deep end of life perhaps trying to go back to prison.  

He slit our catôs throat nearly killing at. We all loved our cat. Sometimes though that is  

the way things go in people's lives that have no love. It's very sad, and I get very  

discouraged sometimes. It's like when you spend hours cleaning and someone else  

comes up behind you and destroys everything you work for. I get tired of cleaning up other peopleôs 

messes. Life can be very frustrating at times. The little voice in my head continually tells me, ñwe press 

on.ò Things like this, and other things, can really wear away at the spirit. As if things were not already 

bad enough, someone comes along and throws a stick in your spokes. Once again, we crash to another 

low level. It's just like when Todd Jessie Garton made me go to Portland, Oregon with him on the most 

terrible trip of my life. I was very confused, hurting, and needing my Savior, but Todd Jessie Garton made 

it too hard for me to find. I was too blinded by Satan's lies. Today the man who nearly killed the cat, got 

fooled by the devil too. 
 

 

STOP THE VIOLENCE!!! 

Chapter 4 It ends now!!! 

¢ŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻƻƪǎΧ 
Poetry and Short Stories 
Death: In my own words- it is the destruction of earthly life as we know it. It involves a 

final judgment, and a fiery end or eternal life in paradise. The choice however, is yours. 

You can do as you will, or you can bless the one who gave you life in the first place and 

that is God. 

Looking Back, Spring 1998: 

Back in the spring of 1998, my lady friend, Carole Ann Holman lost her life to the attack of her 

wicked husbandôs plans. It was at the hand of a brutal husband, a person I call Satan, and the 

Devil. The person he hired carried out the "hit" at the commands of Todd Jessie Garton.  The evil 

pathological lying husband had gotten his wife pregnant and she was carrying an eight month his 

own baby in her womb. This crime was so evil, I literally saw this pregnant woman lying dead in 
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her own pool of blood. I speculate Satan the husband expected me to arrive early to call 911. I 

just had a flash back thinking about it. People can be very insensitive when it comes to death, 

because it hurts so much seeing it.  Even now people still ask me about it and it gives me 

flashbacks.  I had no clue what they were up to when they did this. Had I known their evil plot, I 

would have done something to stop it, for example killing the husband to prevent my Carole Ann 

Holmanôs murder.  Situations were so bad that at the time as drastic as it sounds, 

that was the only way to stop the satanic maniac.  Otherwise Todd Jessie Garton would have 

been released from prison and he would have gone on a killing spree and I would have been one 

of his targets.  Everything that happened was absolutely crazy. How can you kill another man, 

other than as in combat in a war, or police on the streets? This was not a war, nor a drug infested 

back street neighborhood. There were no friendlies to pick us up, nor anyone to help us had we 

been wounded. The evil husband did not care. It was like a war for him, and Todd Jessie 

Gartonôs lies were pure confusion toward everyone else. The husband had weaved such a huge 

network of lies, and now it is finally coming unraveled. Lies have a way of catching up with you 

at the end. If you live as a liar you will die in the lake of fire.   

 

(Rev 21:8) All liars, shall have their part in the lake which burneth  
with fire and brimstone: which is the second death.  
 

On the other hand if you tell the truth, you will be made free. John 8:32. 

 

And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.  

 

 

Disclaimer: 
I do not know how this will all work out. I have a lot of writings to sort through that I wrote in 

jail and in prison. It will literally take me years to process it all. (I have made very little success 

on retyping all those works.  Many are good writings I just have been so depressed over what 

pastor Brock Dale Bernstein did to me by stealing all my money shutting this ministry down.)  

That is how hard I worked to get my life back in order while locked up. Still I did the time, and 

believe me I was a very angry person about it. I was so angry I said some very bad things to a lot 

of people. I lost my mind and that did not help.  Not to make excuses but I was guilty for my part 

in the crime.  I did what I did and that was not right. 

 

Non-Religious Writings: 

 
 
Speed 
(This is a very offensive poem because it speaks the truth.) 

If you are a user you do not want to read this because it is absolute reality!!! 
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I am the drug everyone needs. 

Use me just once you'll be hooked on speed. 

I'll take you higher and faster than you could ever go on weed. 

I'll make you sell your body and turn you into a whore. 

Come on and use me you won't be a bore. 

You can go crazy like a mad man, you don't need to sleep anymore. 

Speed is for dieting you can you can lose so much weight. 

You'll have fun getting high until you come behind the iron gate. 

How far have you gone before you get behind iron bars? 

How deep has the pain set in what are the emotional scars. 

How many other drugs have you tried? 

To how many people have you lied? 

How are your finances, how much did you have to steal? 

Are you homeless and starving begging for a meal? 

When you come to jail what will be the deal? 

Look in the mirror how many teeth have you lost! 

Calculate the damage how much did the drugs really cost? 

Where are your friends, now that you're behind bars? 

Look at the track marks, hair loss, sunken eyes, and the other emotional scars. 

I read your poems, I've seen you study, and I know you want a new life. 

You're in jail prison, or at the Mission and you won't change I've seen all the strife. 

Here your locked up, you drink caffeinated tea and coffee to get high. 

When medication rounds come you get your drugs for a low I can't understand why? 

As soon as you walk out the door you'll light a cigarette or go to a bar. 

When you get drunk you'll drive home in your car. 

Pretty soon you'll look for a hit of speed. 

It doesn't take long for you to be in the need. 

Chasing the dragon, pursuing Satanôs seed. 

Perhaps it's acid or heroine or some other drug. 

Come on and use me it gives you a little tug. 

Your body is like steal it will never give way. 

Sharing needles, unprotected sex, thinking you'll live forever life soon swept away. 

Ah there's a child here and a child there, but you're so selfish you don't even care. 

They are given up for adoption but you are hardly aware. 

When you are on speed you tend to forget about things like protection. 

You don't have a care in the world about anyone else or your own direction. 

Sure when you're on speed you'll have friends. 

When you're headed to prison all the friendship quickly ends. 

The speed will be waiting for you to get out of the pen. 

Will you ever get off, or will you let the drugs win? 

So as this poor child looks up to his parents all high once again. 

Will he too follow the pattern off into the drugs and their sin? 

 

The Drugs Were More Important: 
or so he thought! 
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He was a great kid in school. He had decent parents and a good home. He had a 

4.0 grade point average, which was until he did drugs. Shall I say the drugs did him? In 

his folly he got permanently expelled from high school his senior year. The drugs became more 

important than school.  Now he's only twenty years old and headed for the pen. Pen is short for 

prison. In the process of doing drugs bad things happen. Old ladies get robbed, children get 

molested, things get vandalized, and people get disease, and imprisonment.  Friends we got 

caught and that is all there is to it. I did a stupid crime and believe me there was no negotiating 

over my sentence.   

 

So what do you do as a new criminal returning into society? You may be in prison 

while your girlfriend is raising your daughter. Perhaps your parents are having their 

fiftieth wedding anniversary but you can't make it because you are in prison that or you get out 

and no one welcomes you nor wants you around. That hurt me terribly being left out from the 

family. 

 

Prison is a very sad, lonely, and depressing place to be. It is the closest thing to 

hell on earth. You'll want out so bad but you know you cannot have it especially when youôre 

watching TV since it reminds you so often of freedom and the outside world. You may get into 

rehab, but that is only successful if you are willing to have a true change of heart. I ask folks who 

have never been there to please get your priorities straight in life. 
 

 

Broken Cup: 
Having a bad day in jail, to say the least! 
I had a real bad day. I had to listen to all the tapes of the recordings of my interviews especially 

the 911 phone calls. It was horrible remembering the day that my life was destroyed. I did not 

want to think of it. I went back to my cell and threw my beloved 

unbreakable cup against the door as hard as I could. The door defeated my cup. I used 

ink to seal it. I've kicked the door with my thongs. The door was the winner in that day 

as well. Other times I have punched the wall with all my might, screaming profanities as 

loud as I could. This is not the life my friends. It tears you apart. I am still reaping much 

destruction from the wake of such evil. 

 

Insanity:  

 
At the time of this writing I had been insane three times.  (At least three years of insanity looking 

back I think it was longer.)  During my prison sentence I had been insane for years. Here and 

there were sanity and insanity mixed together unknowing whether I was sane or insane.  I still 

went to the Behavioral Center in Yuba City, March 7. It was the last insanity run I have to 

endure, still I have to take my medications. (In retrospect looking back I went to prison twice.  

The second round was for 10 days and I have been in five mental hospitals for different periods 

of time.  In times since then I have been partially sane here and there. It is very hard to live with 

taking all these medications and living with the side effects. 
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The Alaskan Trip:  

 

This is a true story about a Laotian man who tried importing 90 pounds of illegal drugs into the 

United States from his country to Alaska. As you can see his plans were changed as he landed in 

jail and later prison. Sometimes a quick buck, isnôt quite worth it if it turns into an early 

retirement plan with locking doors and concrete walls and a small cell and some person you 

never even met.   

 

It was 5:30 in the morning and time to depart. 

He had a long journey ahead, he must get an early start. 

Thursday night was the last time he saw his kids and his loving wife. 

He's on a mission out of state to start a new prison life. 

He tried to get rich, but he didn't know quite what he was getting into. 

The dogs smelled the imported packages, their noses sure knew. 

He signed for the packages, and that was all it took. 

Sinteff knew the wiser, they already had a look. 

Ninety seven pounds of opium, a lot of people could get high. 

All day and night he would continually cry. 

I know his feeling, I felt his pain. 

Your whole life destroyed over financial gain. 

Is money so great, selling the drugs, your bodies for a cheap thrill? 

How about murder for hire, money for the kill? 

His children will grow up while he's behind the bars. 

Is money really worth it, fancy homes and fast cars? 

Three years in jail, I have to say "no?" 

Long cold lonely years ahead in an Alaskan prison, he just had to go. 

 

Things I've Learned In Jail... 

 
Cock roaches move fast and in great numbers. By helping others we solve our own problems. Ice 

cream makes even the most hardened criminal happy. Everyone has a 

will to survive. You can learn more Spanish in two days of jail, than in two years of high 

school. I've learned that by teaching yourself another language you can help a lot. If you 

pass gas there is no escape from the smell, nor for the people who are literally ready to 

kill you for fouling the air. Everyone incarcerated is afraid, especially of the unknown, 

though they do not want to show it. I've seen even both the "biggest and baldest," kill 

themselves. 

 

 

THE WEAPONS WE CARRY  

 

Unless you have a business to carry a gun then people carry weapons because they 

are scared. We carry big weapons to offset the fear in our hearts. When we draw our 

swords, someone draws blood. Once we to draw blood, we need to draw more. It is like 

we can never get enough. The revenging of our enemies creates hatred and anger in their hearts. I 

think all of us have seen the classic, "Romeo and Juliet." Violence accomplishes little, love 
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accomplishes much. No wonder God won.  For me I have handed my sword over to the LORD 

and I am now letting Him fight my battles for me. 

 

Killing Pestilent Weeds! 

 

It's easy and rewarding, not like killing flowers. 

We buy weed eaters to destroy weeds. Weeds are easy to destroy because they 

look terrible, prick us, and are an eyesore and they are all in the way. 

Even these prickly things do serve a purpose, such as keeping mountains from 

sliding into the rivers and eventually into the sea. As for almost any man, I think it is 

much harder to destroy a flower than a weed. Show yourself as a flower, not for men to 

be dressed in pink, and perhaps the world will not want to destroy you.  However Jesus showed 

himself as a beautiful flower and look what happened to him.  Must have been insane when I 

wrote this parté 

 

I Regret What I Have Done... 
 

For me, I thought of my first reactions when I first got to jail. It is that we are sorry. Now that we 

are in need we feel pain. We try to show mercy to let the world know we're sorry. If we put up a 

good enough show maybe they will let us out? This thought has to go through everyone's minds. 

I know it did for me. Little did I know my quest was off to prison to serve a decade at 85 percent 

time.  I want to do more, and I hope I am doing it now. I was a typical man, one enthralled by his 

own success, (a success quickly fading) and yet a man with problems.  Many people when they 

are down start using drugs and alcohol as an escape. As for me, my thinking became corrupt, and 

I began to think more evil. I was becoming like my supposable friend Satan Todd Jessie Garton I 

followed well. He spent two years enjoying destroying my life before my fall which led to 

prison. 

I had written here back all those years ago sometime between 1998-2000, that my 

life had been headed for a huge tailspin. Once something is done, in some cases reversal is 

impossible. If, however, you see someone off into the same path of destruction I was on I 

encourage you to steer them back on track. I recall a few people on the same path just like I was 

before jail. They too were convince that it was too late to change from their past.  Friends back 

where I was before I came to jail, I was making minimum wages at a molding factory. I was just 

barely staying above financial water. Having had to declare bankruptcy two years before because 

an accident my evil crime partner Todd Jessie Garton purposely caused drove me into a financial 

hard place. I know what it is like to be in want. I have not had to go hungry, but I do recall 

having to figure out where money would come from for things I needed to survive. Times were 

tough and they are much tougher now.  For me when I was down and out, it was hard because I 

did not want to admit it. I had too much pride to sink into the fact that my old life just wasn't 

working out. I felt if I accepted a handout I was some sort of failure. I couldn't "belittle" myself 

at the time. Friends sometimes we need to relearn all that we have in order to get our lives back 

in order.  It's hard to see how wrong a person can be if you're on the top of life. When you are 

down you feel you are out of solutions such is in my case now.  I can see now why some people 

take the bait of the life of drugs, stealing, or doing wicked things as I have done. Sometimes 

there may seemingly be no hope or place to turn. Let me give you a place, 1-800-525-LOVE for 
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K-love radio and they have pastors on staff.  The internet web site is KLOVE.com. I hope they 

do not mind me giving it out.  

 

There are flip sides to every pancake... 

(Wow this was obviously written during my insanity!) 
When we serve pancakes we always try to put the good side up. We don't like to 

see the bad side for fear of embarrassment, guilt, shame, and the fear we made a mistake.  So 

why do we serve our pancakes with the good side up.  Are we afraid to show aren't perfect, and 

if so why? Almost every pancake is a little darker on one side. Some are much darker than 

others. Occasionally you flip over the pancake to see what it looks like on the other side.  Some 

do this before they bite into it. Others eat their pancakes without even looking. The same can be 

said about life. We all make mistakes. Some burn a few pancakes, some burn down the whole 

kitchen. (That almost happened in the last house I was living in.)  It doesn't mean we can never 

cook again, it just means next time we need a bigger fire extinguisher. (or the fire department)  

We all need food for the soul. If we eat garbage we turn into garbage. There is a saying about 

food, "you are what you eat." It's a book sometimes I call my sword. You can use it without the 

devastating effects of a gun, or other weapon. Though you may not get an answer immediately, 

just know someone upstairs is listening. God doesn't always speak through burning bushes, 

earthquakes, or other ways. It's that still small voice that 

God gets his message across. I hope this did the job. Usually that is the voice that people hear, 

after all when your eardrums are shattered what can you do? 

AMEN... 

Stop The Violence!!! 
Introduction  
Chapter 5 originally from òHard Subjectsó  

Warning- This is the pure truth about incarceration. If it sounds overly  

harsh, it's because being incarcerated is overly harsh. Incarceration is as  

cruel as can possibly be. Sometimes the greatest threat is the people in  

charge and their violence is not toward men alone. Women inmates also  

suffer. Prisons and jails, any type of incarceration is as cruel as can possibly  

be.  As in all things they work both ways and now that Iôm out and it has  

been a year later for the most part I do not see the majority of the folly in  

those in charge. It comes from hardened criminals. In one such case a  

cowardly male inmate hurt a female doctor so bad she had to retire early.  

He was angry because he did not get the drugs he wanted. Friends I have  

seen it all. I have seen the people hiding in prison. Hiding in places where  

they should not have been. You donôt mix mental patients with those who  

are just trying to get drugs and a place to hide.  
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This prison term was just as long as could possibly be. It's the first and the last time I will ever have 

my life brutally taken away. Actually my life was taken to lock up facilities seven times. Five of 

those were behavioral centers the other two were prison. This was from a man Todd Jessie Garton 

who originally said, "I'll go to the wall for you!" He denied the entire incident even the crime we did 

together in Oregon. I had to beat it out of him in court and he still lied. Friends I know what it's like 

inside these walls. As for friends in that awful place I could only count them on one hand. I had 

planned to write several of them, but I knew all they would want is money and things. I have to take 

care of myself first. Besides I do not have the time or stamps to waste on people who do not even 

care. One other inmate wanted my help. God commanded me not to help him. God already gave him 

one chance and he blew it. He was into God for all the wrong reasons mainly pride. Pride is  

a major issue among inmates. Many consider Christianity a sign of weakness. All  

inmates seem to have issues as I did for a long time. Sometimes it takes years to get to  

the place God wants us. This of course is full submission to God, in loving and serving  

Him with a pure heart.  I know I've heard the "I'm innocent!" stories. Everyone is in prison for some  

reason. I am not talking of martyrs serving time for being faithful to God. I'm talking  

about those who serve time for our own folly like me. However unless God Almighty intervenes we 

could all as Christians be rounded up and put in FEMA prison camps were they will kill all of us and 

bury us in plastic coffins that will hold three people. Many other countries incarcerate  

Christians in prisons for their faithful witness. These are the prisoners of the LORD. I've  

been around a lot of hardened criminals. True friends are rare and I only had few people I could trust 

over a sentence that lasted 8 years 7 months. Years ago Joyce Meyer sent in literally thousands of 

books of her own to the inside walls of prison. Almost all those books are sitting in a land fill 

somewhere. Her shampoo and soap was sold off or traded as were her books as some of the more evil 

prisoners held on to Joyce Meyerôs books. I had to trade and bargain for them to get all the books 

Joyce Meyer sent. It hurt me terribly. I read all the Joyce Meyer books I could get my hands on. 

Those books that Joyce Meyer wrote were extremely helpful especially Battlefield for the Mind. 

Joyce Meyerôs books helped me in overcoming the whiles of the devil. Most male inmates will not 

even touch a Christian book written by a woman. They feel it is not a womanôs place to preach. As 

for inmates many are just downright mean. I'm just warning you! This is one of many stories I've 

written to try and persuade people out of crime. Today on the city bus I saw a young man as high as a 

kite. If he could only see how stupid he looked! He fried his brains on harsh street drugs and became 

such a mentally ill person that now the government has to take care of him. It reminded me of when I 

used to get drunk.  

Inmates do not like looking in a true mirror, one that does not lie. One inmate was doing something 

similar to what I am doing. He wrote about inmates and tried to do anti-crime  

art work. He however, was doing it out of pride and not in love. He called others bad  

things, and he even called me a homosexual which I am definitely not. I write these stories to try to 

keep others out of crime. Prison is pure pain. It hurts very badly; I mean suicidal bad! Let me tell 

you: You cannot imagine spending a quarter of your life locked up behind bars. So here is a short 

story, one of my own folly and madness. It's a very negative story as it paints the picture of a ruthless 

hard core truth.  

 

Inmates Hate the Truth  

 

Many inmates hated what I was doing. They were very insulting toward what I  

was trying to accomplish. They do not care about stopping the violence. Rather for them  

inmates just hit restart. One inmate would just come over and grab whatever it was that I was 

working on and begin reading it like it was all his business. Those people were so insulting and made 

me so mad. That same inmate called me repulsive names, laughed and mocked me, as  
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did others. When he heard part of my STV, Stop the Violence, story he was furious. He  

did not want to hear it because he knew just how close it hit home to him. Those people  

broke my heart and they will do the same to you if you find yourself behind those cold  

and cruel walls. It is especially true that they hate you just for being a true Christian with  

values.  

 

The True Story- Stop the Violence 

Volume One- one of many writings 

From Jamestown, to Corcoran, to Vacaville State Prison and Finally Free 

July 98 to January 28th 2007 

 

I've written much on this subject in the past. I wrote pages and pages on this subject. Some of my 

writings, which shall be in later books, are in play forms. Some are even slightly fictitious to follow a 

certain story line, yet based on fact.  Prisoners hate to see their own folly. Therefore they hated me 

because I wrote of some of the foolish things they did. Truth hurts! Anyone who knows the Bible 

knows the truth can set you free, and if not, all your folly will be revealed in the end. See John 8:32, 

and Ecclesiastes 12:13-14.  
(Joh 8:32) And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.  
(Ecc 12:13) Let us hear the conclusion of the whole matter: Fear God, and keep his  
commandments: for this is the whole duty of man.  
(Ecc 12:14) For God shall bring every work into judgment, with every secret thing,  
whether it be good, or whether it be evil.  
Writing this is like showing inmates a video tape of them in the crime's act. They get extremely mad. 

The inmate I spoke of doing anti-crime art and writings was kicked off the unit because he wrote 

about real people, even though he used fictitious names. As soon as he was gone, other inmates 

ripped down all his paintings from the walls. In one of the units I was in A-3 in Vacaville one inmate 

would come over grab whatever it was I was writing on and begin reading it. Behind bars, your 

business is everyone's business. There they constantly pester you about your crime. My crime was 

particularly painful seeing my pregnant friend Carole Ann Holman had to die all because Todd Jessie 

Garton did not want her or the baby she was pregnant with anymore. When I first went to 

Jamestown, it's a prison for big boys, inmates demanded to see my paperwork. If they think you've 

done something out of line telling the truth, a rape or child molester, or a truthful Christian  

who fears the unseen God, you will get either beat up, but more often killed! When I was in the 

hospital for mental illness, insanity, on the food menu I saw things like, wired jaw, or other things 

that could be broken. Let me tell you from experience bones break. Humans are not perfect. You take 

a beating as I did, you may end up eating your own front teeth. Many inmates are extremely cruel, 

and I mean cruel! Many know one thing, hatred! It's their own mother tongue. Out on the yard one 

day, I was confronted by a sick demonic, homosexual inmate.  He hated me and mocked God! "God 

cannot help you," he proudly and defiantly complained!ò He was commenting on my shorts which 

were a little undersized. He would have liked to have gotten a hold of me but my angels wouldn't 

allow it. See Psalms 34:7, and 91:11.  
 
(Psa 34:7) The angel of the LORD encampeth round about them that fear him, and  
delivereth them.  
(Psa 91:1) He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall abide under the  
shadow of the Almighty.  
 

As I read this it just makes me furious and hard to forgive. It is like throwing dirt on an old wound. I 

hope they read this one day and just see how darn mean they really are.  Since we live in a 
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Communist nation that hates God Iôll say it this way, God hates ommiozzecials (As originally written 

but since I have done so much other truth on this site I will say God hates homosexuality.) There will 

be a day of reckoning. Unlike a lot of churches I believe in hell where the Devil will pay. That may 

sound cruel but it is a cruel world. I am sorry but I have feelings and I have so much bottled up 

hatred for those men. I wanted so bad to lash out at so many of them and smash them hard, but I 

knew I wanted to get out of prison worse. Many prisoners are lifers and want you to fight them. They 

are jealous of your date and the fact you want out. If you fight them you fall into their trap. When 

you go before the board you may not get out of prison.  I walked a Christian walk through that place 

of hatred and I survived. Prison for the most part was a time for Peace Above the Storm I was living 

in. ñPeace Above the Stormò is a book I read in jail and can be purchased from the Adventist Church. 

I was in the eye of the storm with hatred on every side. Now it is a time for war: a war of words 

against the Devil. I am sorry but I am a Marine and it is just a little hard to get that out of me. I feel 

this power in my body I have never felt before all the time. It is strength and I do not have to even 

work out. Now that strength is gone because of all that the enemy has stolen from me and being hurt 

so bad from it. I have been beat up three times all for the LORD and I am sick of it. You donôt want 

to be the next person to even think about taking a swing at me because I donôt know what I will do. I 

have felt like swinging on my Hewlet Packard Vista System many a time. Perhaps that is why I am 

out of work, because I am still too messed up to work. Also I am on medications I could not normally 

afford that I get free through the Veterans Administration VA. Low paying jobs and I collide like a 

Ford Pinto backing into a fire hydrant and blowing up. I hate those jobs and I am really trying to get 

my life out of the gutter. My body is weaker, though my mind is stronger. Every day I have to see 

this world I think my anger grows. It hurts to work so hard for something and then have it  

completely destroyed by the stupid monster Satan. Iôm not talking about myself here. I am talking 

about us all: The body of Christ. Here a friend of mine spends every last penny getting to the Pact 

Meeting. Not only is his speech taken for granted our church books are thrown into the trash. [PACT 

Redding has been permanently shut down so inmates that truly want to succeed have even a lesser 

chance of success.] Our world has become this huge trash dump. I sat there in prison knowing in my 

heart that with the mind of an engineer I could easily build cars that would get into the thousands of 

miles per gallon. I had another engine up my sleeve that runs on water. It never needs refueling and is 

extremely powerful. No one cared. I later learned that many others built such devices using even 

better technology that were either silenced or even murdered such was the case with Stanley Meyers 

who built a water powered Brownôs Gas engine.  

 

God Sends His Angels  

 

I've been protected by angels my whole life. There were times my alarm didn't go off. I fell in 

Okinawa onto a concrete floor injuring my left arm. I got lost in Singapore on my bicycle at night. I 

almost fell off a cliff on a bicycle ride. We nearly got into a head on collision coming back from 

Reno. The list goes on. All the many times God helped me, yet I never thanked God. I do now!  

One inmate in jail that lied about his service in the US Marines hated my guts. When I said at one 

time I just wanted to die, he offered to kill me. There was so much friction between him and other 

inmates, we wanted him gone and to never come back. We put in a kite to the guards to make sure 

he'd never return. Sure enough he later did. He was mad as ever. One day he stood in my door 

wanting to come in and kill me. He commanded to know who wrote the kite.  

He caught me completely by surprise. I said nothing. He left when he realized my angel  

kept him from killing me. This man was like Todd Jessie Garton. He was the best of the best as they 

all are. Force Recon, Sniper, Staff Sergeant, super mechanic, you name it. Even his war  

stories were just like Todd Jessie Gartonôs. Truth be known, the jerk who was never a Marine; was 

someone who would have killed you in combat. You couldn't trust a man like him. He'd be liable to 
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kill you just to take your food or ammunition. I talked to so many that were the best of the best. If 

they are so great what are they doing behind bars? As for me I was simply a mechanic, and a 

Corporal, plus I had an honorable discharge. I'm nothing special but never the less I served my 

country as a United States Marine. It takes a real man (or woman) to join any service let alone the US 

Marine Corps. You have to be top notch. A lot of people have the desire to be in the infantry, or 

Reconnaissance or whatever, but their bodies just cannot handle it. My body couldn't. My knees 

really bothered me from all the running I used to do. Not everyone can fire high expert on the range. 

Some people just aren't capable of being the best. Their vision may not be the best, or they learn 

slowly, or like me they have a bad memory. If I would have been a career Marine I don't know how 

far I could have made it since I have a very poor memory. It's hard enough just to get a good conduct 

medal let alone an honorable discharge. God is the only reason I have both. Like I wrote I was lost in 

Singapore. Too many times God got me out of bad situations.  My crime partner Todd Jessie Garton 

was absolutely pathetic. He was supposedly a PFC who was only in the Corps for eight months. 

Another DD214 showed him in the Marines for a year or so as a Lance Corporal. He didn't even 

make it one year. I found out later in the movie by Cineflix called ñMarried to a Rock Starò that Todd 

Jessie Garton never even finished Boot Camp for the United States Marine Corps at MCRD San 

Diego. I think he only lasted a week or two and that is it. He could not confess to his wife Carole 

Ann Holman that he failed and he lied to her, hence the picture with him in Marine Corps Dress 

Blues getting married. Todd Jessie Garton used to crack on me terribly. He was just jealous! Even if I 

could have been in the infantry my poor old body was just wearing out. I really damaged my knees  

badly in the Corps. Jesus Christ stated it best, "The spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak," 

Matthew 26:31. The Marine Corps is hard on the poor old body which is one reason they like to 

recruit you when you are young. You have to truly be special to make it. Most inmates who say they 

were this or that in the military don't even have an Honorable Discharge and more likely the case 

never even finished Boot Camp. Todd Jessie Garton is too much of a coward and a wimp to handle 

the United States Marine Corps, besides he cannot take orders. Once he told me the US Marine Corps 

got rid of the bayonet assault course. That was a flat lie. What are you supposed to do when you run 

out of ammunition quit? You better fix bayonets and keep pressing on. Todd Jessie Garton was 

supposedly in around the same time as I, and he said they never had the bayonet assault course. Well 

that was just another lie. Jewel the musician stated it best in her song, ñwho will save your soul after 

all of those lies that you told?ò Ironically that was one of Todd Jessie Gartonôs favorite songs. God 

sure isnôt going to defend Todd Jessie Garton on judgment day nor will he defend Pastor Brock Dale 

Bernstein who stole well over $35,000.00 from me when I was seriously ill. Todd Jessie Garton want 

to be an attorney, defend yourself, but you wonôt stand a chance in Godôs courts. I donôt know whoôs 

law youôll use since there is only one law and that is the King James 1611 with Strongôs Exhaustive  

Concordance. It has proved to be the winner all along. In the Marines our motto was Semper Fidelis, 

always faithful. Marines don't even run together in the joint. Sorry but Marines that have been there 

in combat will hang with other Marines. Two Marines that were both in the Marine Corps we with 

me and accepted me. There is nothing faithful about military personnel in prison unless they honestly 

served, but so many make up huge lies about the service that they never even entered boot camp. Just 

a few true Marines will even bother to help you. While I was in one unit one Correctional Officer 

came to me and asked my name. He said a former Marine that works here as a C.O. remembers you 

from Marine Corps Boot Camp. Once that happened I was moved to another unit that was much 

safer. It was a Protective Custody Unit, PC for short. While I was incarsurated I rarely got in a 

conversation about the military or even associate myself with the Marine Corps. I am so embarrassed 

about the military anymore I wonôt even wear my colors. That was me when I first got out of prison. 

Now that I learned that many civilians are not liars I will approach and talk to people I see wearing 

Marine Corps emblems. In jail and in prison I learned not to say a thing about my past because so 

many people never even made it past boot camp. Soon the lying war stories would get in full swing 
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and liars like Todd Jessie Garton would try and out lie you. Pick up your radar because a lie is in 

progress! Most inmates find out you actually amount to something they do not want to hear it. When 

I look back on all the lies I had been told it hurts like crazy. Those men made me feel so inferior. 

Sometimes prisoners are in prison living a lie. I've seen inmates, such a one was a child molester, say 

things like, my wife blamed me because she was mad at me. One other man said, "Oh the shotgun; 

we found at Wendy's." Still another complained, "I did not know the drugs were in the glove box!" "I 

bought thirty pounds of pot but I wasn't selling it." Yes the stories go on, in perpetual lies. When I 

first came to jail I thought people were my friends. I did not know people yet, nor did I understand 

the Bible. I still had a lot to learn. I did learn inmates will sell their souls so they can lie. It's not right, 

but such is life! They would rather tell a lie to keep from paying a high price than to enter paradise.  

It also makes me really upset in some cases and thinking to myself, and oh well in other cases. 

Everyone wants heaven, but they do not know what it is to get there.  God has a sense of extreme 

anger, but he is the funniest all around. On a high note Godôs anger is not toward true Christians that 

follow Godôs Word. God says in Hebrews chapter 12 that God chastens who he loves. If you feel like 

your life is in a pit of hell like I am in then it is most likely that the LORD loves you and the pain 

does not last forever. Sometimes pain teaches us and a good lesson can be learned such as with the 

case of prison. However I still cannot see the benefit of God taking my money through Brock Dale 

Bernstein except to show a man with an Acer Aspire One can finish a web site under terrible 

conditions. I am praying for the later rain that God will bless my websites and give me the money I 

need to make the final refinements to it. We have to live in the world before we can live in heaven. I 

know you are perhaps thinking what about all the abortions and miscarriages. There is more to the 

Bible than what you think there is and I will leave it at that, before you start throwing tomatoes at  

me. I learned a lot from the Devil and his angels. They all have very big mouths and spill the beans 

quite often. What they lied about often brought my attention to Bible verses. Now when I read certain 

scriptures my eyes are completely opened and I can really understand that book. That was my ñUel,ò 

wish of God while I was insane. A lot of things I do not know but with a little more leg work Iôll 

figure it all out more.  Who Do You Want to Live With?  If you want to spend your whole life 

around people like this keep living life foolishly! You'll get a life sentence and say to yourself: "Boy 

I wish I would have listened to Dale. He was right about just how miserable this place really is. Boy I 

wish I could go home!!!" Let me tell you what: for what I did I should be six feet under and my  

name blotted out of the book of life. God could have destroyed me long before, but in His great 

mercy He saved me from a fiery end. I know God knew I could one day be in a congregation helping 

others. Now that I'm out what can hinder me from preaching?  Well it helps to have a car, but God 

will provide one at the right time. I have one I just canôt drive it yet, which really hurts. Iôm loaning it 

to the LORDôs work, and I have even named it Samuel. It just hurts to see it getting worn out and I 

canôt even drive it. DMV revoked me because of my mental conditions.  Now I'm going to tell you 

some hard core facts about prison. People in there have all kinds of bad things happen to them. As for 

me I took to Jeremiah 17:5.  

 
(Jer 17:5) Thus saith the LORD; Cursed be the man that trusteth in man, and maketh  
flesh his arm, and whose heart departeth from the LORD.  
 
I chose not to make flesh my arm. When I saw this verse I decided, "I'm going to let God  

fight my battles.ò It came at the cost of letting inmates beat me up twice. (Three times as  

of 4/7/07 oh well he punched many times as hard as he possibly could but he did no  

damage) Each beating could have been much worse but God spared me. Sometimes God  

allows things to happen to try us. See Psalm 26:2.  

 
(Psa 26:2) Examine me, O LORD, and prove me; try my reins and my heart.  
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The second beating was so bad I was literally eating my teeth; praise God, I am worthy to  

suffer for Him. All three times I loudly praised God and blessed my attackers even as  

they were beating me. To one I said, "I'll pray for you," and to the other, "God bless  

you." I haven't seen too many others as thankful. People really hated me including  

Correctional Officers as well. I carried this non-defensive/offensive attitude my whole  

time in prison. I'd tell prisoners, "I don't fight." As soon as I told others that everyone  

wanted to beat on me.  At our parole meeting I saw one of my attacker's, who helped beat me. Not a  

word was said. I know I didn't want to talk to him no more than he wanted to talk to me.  

My mental health wasn't helping matters any more. A lot of inmates hate people  

with any kind of disability or mental illness. More often than not most inmates who  

claim to be mentally ill are making it up. I've seen it a lot. Many did (do) so much street  

drugs that they fried their own brains. You cannot be taking medications and self  

medicating with street drugs and alcohol. Really you should not even use nicotine or  

caffeine with those types of medications.  In Jamestown State Prison inmates were forcing me to get 

off my medications.  Then when I went crazy they hated me all the more. My cellmate literally was 

going to kill me. God had told me to carry every Bible I owned. We were just outside the cell.  

My cellmate stated something about killing me. I took both Bibles, a KJV 1611, and  

Amplified and threw them both hitting him right in the forehead. It totally stunned him.  

The CO's took me off to Corcoran State Prison, because I was insane. Let me tell you  

prison is no joke, nor is it a game!  As I had originally typed this I was grumbling because I had no 

computer. I was mad because I could not cut and paste. I was angry because Todd Jessie Garton stole 

my computer, since he used it to kill. Now here I sit I have a computer. God heard my cries, and self 

pity parties. I walked prisons yards and long hallways in an unusual manner. I loved inmates  

and treated others well, no matter what race or color they were. When I was faced with a  

fight I learned to use the Bible's verses or Hebrew words. Let me tell you the enemy  

cannot fight the Bible. In the last lockup facility I was in where my sanity was probably the worst we 

had a person there that was extremely violent. Just so you know this was a military PSYC Ward. I 

approached from the north and he from the south. We were about to fight but I had read in the Bible 

in the book of Job that I could approach a Behemoth with my sword. With Sword of the LORD in my 

hands I approached but he could not attack as he came to me. I told him about the Ten 

Commandments as he left. Interestingly enough I think the man truly converted to Jesus Christ 

because his whole attitude toward God and others changed.  One inmate, as did many others, claimed 

to be God Almighty. They wanted respect by being called biblical names. These people were nasty 

and mean, having no godliness to their character. One man insisted he was John the Baptist. He was a 

devil.  (Iôll explain more in The Mystery of God a book I will never publish.) He was one of the child 

molesters I spoke of earlier. Now once a child molester may not always be a child molester. I donôt 

mean to condone them just their actions. How a little child turns these wicked child molesters on I do 

not know? I spoke with many child molesters in jail and in prison. This child molester was with me 

in 1C in Shasta County Jail. He really felt bad and convicted that he told others and they had him role 

up his stuff and move to another pod. When one CM or child molester in prison introduced himself to 

others, he was John. I was supposed to help him to lie his way out of prison and go on talk shows for 

him. When I first agreed to help him, God gave me a huge shot of fear. He also gave me Psalm 7:4.  
 
(Psa 7:4) If I have rewarded evil unto him that was at peace with me; (yea, I have  
delivered him that without cause is mine enemy:)  
(Psa 7:5) Let the enemy persecute my soul, and take it ; yea, let him tread down my life  
upon the earth, and lay mine honour  in the dust. Selah.  
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I may have helped him were it not for the pride issue he had or the fact he vowed a vow  

unto God yet did not pay it. I vowed and paid my vows, even to this day. Sometimes  

you can agree with your adversary while you are in the way. Later you decide that it is  

time to be honest and serve God. Sometimes the only good thing to do is to let things  

happen a certain way. At the proper time the truth will come out as God allows.  

Sometimes as hard as it is we just have to play right along. Matthew 5:25-26.  
 
(Mat 5:25) Agree with thine adversary quickly, whiles thou art in the way with him; lest  
at any time the adversary deliver thee to the judge, and the judge deliver thee to the  
officer, and thou be cast into prison.  
(Mat 5:26) Verily  I say unto thee, Thou shalt by no means come out thence, till thou hast  
paid the uttermost farthing.  
 

As these other inmates played biblical characters, they all hated me. They all wanted to fight me but I 

gave them no respect, nor fear as they all wanted. One such inmate I cornered just saying one word, 

"Ebenezer" continually as loud as I could. It was the only Hebrew word I knew. Ebenezer means- 

stone help. When I read it in a book I knew I had to use it. This devil had no power over the mighty 

words of God's language.  Other times I used Hebrew in a like manner. Each time it rendered the 

adversary powerless, and prevented fights. The evil one's kryptonite is the Holy Bible.  I had other 

confrontations as well. One cellmate, one of the many worst, had planned to get high and drunk. First 

he threw a punch coming an inch or less from my eye. Then he began saying he'd pay me a couple of 

soups thinking he'd just have his way with me. I decided it was time to get out of that cell. I had to go 

to the suicide watch unit, because it was the only way I could get a move. I had to do that on three 

occasions. Finally after years I got to the unit I wanted. It was a closed wing unit. We had our own  

chow hall and everything.  Later in the Behavioral Center there was a person there that I wanted to 

clobber so hard. He poked me three times in the chest and I was just about ready to beat him hard,  

but I kept my anger all bottled up inside. Now I am releasing it and it feels good.  

 

Others Werenôt So Lucky!  

Others weren't so lucky! There were a lot of problems in both jails and prisons.  Some of the guards 

and CO's are the problem themselves.  Some were bad apples and would stage rapes, and murders.  

This was rare because most Correctional Officers and Guards  I was talking to one woman who had 

been to jail. She said the female cops would fondle her. One male inmate in prison spoke of being 

raped by a staged event they quite literally called, "The Sex Show."  From what I heard certain black 

Correctional Officers were letting black inmates rape white men. It's crazy, but if you are as true to 

God then the, "wicked one toucheth him not," see 1 John 5:18. I am sure white CO's do the same??? I 

can see my anger all over the pages of these writings, however I can also see the seriousness of what 

prison a form of hell on earth really is. God was teaching me in prison what true Christianity is all 

about. God made me give away a lot of things. I had to bless others with something I owned. 

Sometimes I'd have to give up a last stamp, or something very valuable that I could not replace. One 

time as I was wearing a nice pair of shoes, God spoke to me(I later figured out that God probably 

never spoke to me but only on a few occasions. Many of the voices were the Devilôs taunting 

challenges), "nice comfy shoes aren't they. Give them away." It was hard but I did. I gave away lots 

of other things as well. I think God talks to a lot of people; it's just that they don't always want to hear 

the things God says to us. The Bible tells us in 1 Thessalonians 5:19, "Quench not the Spirit." You 

may hear from God, then not want to hear from Him for His words are hard. God tries in such 

manner to reach us, however, if we don't want to hear it could be the last time God speaks to us. God 

often will say, "who do you love more, me or your possessions?" I recall telling God,ò I love you." I 

was rebuked! God responded, "If you love me, keep my commandments." John 14:15. God, or 



28 | P a g e 
 

perhaps Satan, made me destroy a very nice walkman and wrist watch just to prove I love Him. 

Twice I had to put a pen in my eye to as well to prove my love for God. God stopped me. It was like 

the first time was not good enough so God made me do it a second time just to make sure I'd do it. I 

was even tested that I should electrocute myself on 115 volts electrocuting my private parts. God 

tries our love with more than just words. Actions are what he wants.  

 
(1Sa 15:23) For rebellion is as the sin of witchcraft, and stubbornness is as iniquity and idolatry. 
Because thou hast rejected the word of the LORD, he hath also rejected thee from being king. 
(Hos 4:6) My people are destroyed for lack of knowledge: because thou hast rejected knowledge, 
I will also reject thee, that thou shalt be no priest to me: seeing thou hast forgotten the law of thy 
God, I will also forget thy children.  
 

Anyone can say, "I love you God," yet not everyone can prove it. Sometimes loving God  

can come at high price, as an example of the tithes I give. If however, you are your own god, who do 

you love? Know this friends, prison is a permanent place. I tried to outsmart the system. It's  

impossibility. Prison is an inescapable hell on earth. Let me tell you it hurts real bad.  

Almost everyone I know gives up all hope once the bus enters and the iron gate shuts and  

seals their way in. So I ask you today put down your swords of steel and pick up a Bible  

today. You'll find by stopping the violence, and learning love, you'll be a much happier  

person. In prison you cannot bail out, escape, or run to God, if you are pretending to be a  

Christian. The man who I was supposed to help, the one who played John the Baptist, I  

read over his file and writings as he commanded. He was a child molester, but one with  

absolutely no pity or remorse. He talked about his penus, and how God did this and that  

for him. His first beef, crime, he had no words of "gee I really messed those children up  

and I'm sorry." It was the story of; well I was an abused orphan with a very bad  

upbringing. I was brainwashed by Satan, yet it still did not give me an excuse to try to  

murder someone. I feel very bad and ashamed at what I did the crime in Oregon. It hurts  

me terribly just to think of it. I still have the image of dead pregnant Carole Ann Holman, my friend, 

in my mind. That pain will never go away and every time an inmate brings it up again it's  

like I have to relive that entire scene all over again. You know what really hurts and it hurts even 

more now that I am out: I will never see her in this world ever again. I canôt visit my old friend 

Carole Ann Holman and she is gone out of this world.  If you think you're on the road to prison, I 

implore you hit the brakes. Hit them quick! This is not life. It's a precursor to a fiery end, which no 

one wants. That my friends: death outside of God, is a one way ticket to a certain condemnation. The 

Bible tells us; "all they that hate me love death," Proverbs 8:36. Friendôs death without knowing 

Jesus Christ is a one way ticket to the wrong place. I am glad I survived prison. I feel much stronger 

and happier than I've ever felt in my whole life. As hard as the time was I'm glad I did it. I just want 

you to know prison is an inescapable, unloving, totally unforgiving, and difficult place to survive. As 

for me I thought I'd never survive prison. I think you all need to hear this. I'm hoping these words 

will one day persuade you from ever getting into the life of crime. You don't want prison's madness. 

If you're lucky, I mean lucky, you'll just get killed. People do not want to kill you, they would rather 

torture you instead. They want you to be their toy. If you donôt know God inmates will know you in a 

carnal way. MANY INMATES ARE VICIOUS HOMOXEXUALS. Some are straight but inside 

they love each other, which means they hate each other. Many are so mean they do not know what 

they want. Friends you want to know the truth about prison, and if you think I'm lying, go ahead find 

out on your own. You'll find out prison is just as bad if not worse. Prison is all about extreme 

violence, hatred and pain. Almost no one gives you anything for free. My last cellmate, one of the 

better ones, burned me for a good $40.00 set of pencils plus an extension cord I could have used. He 

wanted other stuff as well. He'll just turn around and sell it for coffee. I did several very nice 
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drawings for this inmate yet still he wanted more and more. Coffee is a subject in itself. For most 

inmates it's their form of dope. They get high drinking so much of it. Sometimes they drink in excess 

of ten cups a day and if you think I am joking you believe me I am not. Once they run out they'll do 

anything to get a fix. They will sell their last stamp, or yours, just to get a shot of coffee. When the 

coffee runs out they get mean and mad. Iôve had inmates take several of my stamps which I 

desperately needed and use them for their own coffee. Wow, let's talk for a second about toilet paper. 

It's a must have need. My last cellmate would literally go through a roll of toilet paper a day. He'd 

run everyone out including myself. I had to end up using paper bags. It was a terrible selfish waste. 

Among other things I was my cellmate's human powered remote. I don't mind  

helping others, yet a please and thank you are so very kind. I ended up putting up with a  

lot of things knowing I had a release date. As a child I sat in your seats. I know what it's like. I'd go 

to the kid's group for the fun, but when the preacher began speaking I'd just shut him out. The man 

had a great message, but I would not hear it. I only hope the same is not happening as you read this 

message. Are you a picture of the old me, I hope not!  

 
(Eze 33:30) Also, thou son of man, the children of thy people still are talking against thee by the 
walls and in the doors of the houses, and speak one to another, every one to his brother, saying, 
Come, I pray you, and hear what is the word that cometh forth from the LORD. (Eze 33:31) And 
they come unto thee as the people cometh, and they sit before thee as my people, and they hear 
thy words, but they will not do them: for with their mouth they shew much love, but their heart 
goeth after their covetousness. (Eze 33:32) And, lo, thou art unto them as a very lovely song of 
one that hath a pleasant voice, and can play well on an instrument: for they hear thy words, but 
they do them not. (Eze 33:33) And when this cometh to pass, (lo, it will come,) then shall they 
know that a prophet hath been among them.  
 
I made terrible mistakes, which I hope none of you will repeat. I can't tell you the value of just 

walking down to a pay phone, or going to the store to buy an ice cream. Just having the ability to 

cook for yourself is a blessing in its own. Just eating food with flavor is a huge blessing. Here I can 

chose the food I want and eat when I want even adding spices. It's nice to call home and you don't 

have to give your firstborn to make the call. It's also nice not to hear the same old message 

interrupting your phone call every few minutes. Now I can visit my family and not have to tell them 

a painful goodbye, or be locked in a visiting room. I can now pace without having limited room. Yes 

I'm still trying to sell you a new life in Jesus Christ our LORD. Don't you want it? I've lived as an 

atheist. That old life is not fun: nor worth it, especially in the end. It's an appetite for destruction. 

Sooner or later you'll fall and fall hard. You get a serious spanking and you'll learn life is not all it's 

cracked up to be. You may think you're cool now, I did! Years of prison makes you think. If you're 

smart you'll take a thorough examination of your life as I did. For me it took years to get where I am 

spiritually now. I'm no longer full of hatred, as I was to enemies and the system itself. I had to get rid 

of all the hatred. It was hurting me more than it hurt others. As you can see reading some of these old 

writings bring up a lot of pain like you cannot believe. I am sorry but it really hurts thinking of all the 

dirty deeds that were done or the ones that they wanted to do. I have even prayed for people that 

really did me wrong like Todd Jessie Garton, Norman Daniels III, and Lynn Noyes that stayed 

faithful to her lover Todd Jessie Garton all through her jail time. See Romans 12:18-21. I pray those 

mine enemies would find Christ Jesus as I have. That was the old me the new me could care less 

about any of those three. (Rom 12:19) Dearly beloved, avenge not yourselves, but rather give 
place unto wrath: for it is written, Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord. (Rom 12:20) 
Therefore if thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he thirst, give him drink: for in so doing thou shalt 
heap coals of fire on his head. (Rom 12:21) Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good.  
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If someone makes you angry do your best to walk away. Who cares what others think of you! Worry 

about what the good LORD thinks of you. When you get to the place of true Christianity, you realize 

God is all that matters. In the end itôs God Almighty who sets us all free. 

 

Psalm 146:7, "The LORD loseneth the prisoners."  

Amen to that folks!!!  

 

Doing Time In Rhyme  

A quarter of life taken.  

Please God, from this nightmare awaken.  

LORD set the captives free.  

LORD you have won in victory.  

God you rescued me from that awful prison.  

LORD when I called on your name you did listen.  

LORD you are God you are great.  

Right on time, you did not wait.  

For those who were prepared to meet thy God.  

The wicked tried to win by fraud.  

They will do time in a horrible place forever.  

Taken from the righteous, God will sever.  

As for me I chose life.  

In a place of peace with no more strife.  

The battle is over the battle is won.  

Satanôs sword broken, run out of bullets in his gun.  

God won the gift of paradise.  

Everything is free, our Father paid victories price.  

 

Drugs & Your Body  

In both high school and college I took chemistry. I know enough about what certain chemicals do 

and I cannot imagine just how a person can put such chemicals into their body. You are literally 

putting a foreign substance which is not made by people that know chemistry, and probably do not 

even have a high school diploma. That would be about equivalent to rather than go to the grocery 

store go to the gas station to fill your belly on a tank of 87 octane gasoline. Do you think it would 

work? Well for some I think it would. You are flesh and blood, and flesh and blood is not meant to 

handle such foreign chemistry. It is bad enough that I am taking all the medications that I take, but at 

least they come from a drug store and are approved by the FDA. I mean how many of you when you 

buy drugs test the product or see if it is approved and sealed? Think about such things before putting 

all this junk in your veins. 
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 Stop The Violence  
by  
Unnamed  
I used to think so low of myself I blotted out my own name. Even 
on the books I wrote I later went back to blot out my name.  
Years ago back in 1998 I was convicted of heinous crime. I'm deeply ashamed of what I did. I was 

into the world, a full-blown atheist and a fool as the Bible defines it. I was a man with the guns who 

cared for no one. I have a story to tell about this fool headed for hell. It was the stupid crime for no 

reason a foolish time in a silly season. My life was a mess my crime take a guess, it was the devil 

whose paths weren't level. Through the Almighty God I survived, through my words I hope this 

speech comes alive. It's really not cool to live life as a fool, to pack a gun living life on the run. It's a 

real bad thing to find fame in the wrong way. Everything seems well and fine, such as stupid life of 

crime. All seems well then you see yourself in the newspaper  

headed for prisonôs hell. What hurts so much is being convicted of the worst part of the crime. Your 

evil satanic crime mate Todd Jessie Garton, the one full of hate lied. I would hope you'd  

see the folly of conspiracy. Too many people were involved in one crime. What I did not know was 

Todd Jessie Garton dropped a dime. He killed his wife Carole Ann Garton and his unborn child 

Jessie James Garton. I had no idea how someone could be so cruel? All that man did was hate. He 

hated me, but I was too blind to see. He tried to make me go down for his own crime, so  

what I told the truth to set me free I dropped the dime. So if he's condemned for hell I don't care God 

is not a killer as well for God is fair.  

So here I sit at night!  

It's a sad day when all I can look forward to is to be beat to death. You want to die. You want your 

lungs to suck the last breath. Dying is harder than you think!? One verse in the Bible rings in my 

head like a bell. Matthew 24:13 "But he that shall endure unto the end, the same shall be 

saved." The truth stares you in the face; you can just lie down and die. You want to! You keep 

telling yourself, "I don't want to wake up in the morning." You wake yourself. Then the same brick 

walls stare you in the face. The fluorescent light hums at a constant 45 dB at 60 Hz. You don't notice 

it much in the day but you hear it at night. It's a continual reminder that I'm still here. A good 300 

pounds of steel, that is the bed frame, keeps you safely tucked away at night. A huge monstrous 

behemoth would have a hard time breaking through the cell. Sad enough to say you ain't going 

anywhere. A mirror stares you in the face to let you know it really is you. Some days you want to cry 

other days you want to go ballistic. You want to vent your anger on what? A brick wall; I've tried it 

many times. It makes your knuckles bleed. You can  
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kick your sink and scream some curse words. The strong sink won't dent in, but you might upset the 

neighbors. Before you know it you're venting anger on another person. Curse words fly out like a 

heathen. (Or drunken Marine, which certainly never pointed to me.) Proverbs 16 comes  

to mind: "He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty, and he that ruleth his spirit than he that 

taketh city." You realize once again I have sinned. Crying out to God saying, "Father forgive me for 

my sins!" Other people look at you saying to themselves, ñis this the guy who studies the Bible?ò 

You feel lower than low. Will I ever be worthy of the kingdom of God I wonder what should I do, I 

study hard, in Christian stuff? Does anyone care? I realize I'm going nowhere.  Court has gone all 

wrong. "Correctional Institution,ò more like, "punishment facility?!" You wake up to another day in 

the Devilôs paradise. God's earth is out there only you canôt be there. Outside the jail window you see 

people having fun and enjoying life, only I was too stupid to have a life. Now Iôm jammed up in 

some little spot. Heck I havenôt touched the ground in over two years. I don't know when or if I will 

ever again. I've done all I can. People haven't come through. Looking back there really wasnôt much 

they could do. I spin circles walking laps every day pondering a new plan. All the other plans had 

failed. If I didn't have hope I'd self-destruct. I always kept hope I would be in heaven though to be 

honest I did not think I would ever finish my prison sentence. I had hope my former girlfriend would 

wait for me. She wanted children and who could blame her for leaving me. Not only could I not give 

her the children she wanted, I had a vasectomy through the previous girlfriend, but I was a man of 

shame and would never be successful ever again. So what hope? God gave me some talents. I can 

draw a real well. I kicked out a few drawings. Pencils are now a security risk. The guard walked 

through and saw my pictures how I just started a new one. He took all my pencils. I had to sit there 

and take it. I ripped up the picture I started in front of the guard and threw it away. It broke my heart. 

Sure I have treasure in heaven. What do I have now? There is a crummy thing they call an ink pen if 

you could call it that. It's in a ink tube inside of vinyl a tube. You write about 25 pages and starts 

going dead. My artwork is over. My other talent I can design a highly complex things in my head. 

How about an engine that gets 2000 miles per gallon? Absurd, not at all, the record is 7000 miles per 

gallon. Only this is an inexpensive practical modification to a car or truck big rig boat and many 

other engines too. Imagine a world even with free power fuel its vehicles unlimited water and more. 

Am I a nut, yes...! I spent four years in the Marine Corps. I sent them everything. They didn't even 

respond though I have even newer and better designs now. Many years later as I am editing this 

writing in May 2013 I found out that Stanley Meyers created an extremely efficient engine that runs 

on water. My engine designs are somewhat obsolete. I found out why the government was not 

interested in my designs because they donôt want efficient engines because they make more money 

selling fuel and destroying our planet.  I read Merlin Carotherôs, ñPrison to Praiseò book. I took his 

advice and thanked God for everything. Nothing seemed to work. Later I cursed it all away once 

again. (Many years later I now that I am out of prison I realize it is good to thank God for everything. 

I learned to thank God for prison and now I am learning to thank God for all the spoilers including 

Brock Dale Bernstein for robbing all this ministry ever had. I realize prison was a blessing so I would 

learn the Bible and share this great testimony with everyone I can. I realize the money lost was a 

blessing because I would have gotten this website out in the search engines while it was not at all 

edifying.)  Nothing worked from behind those walls of hell and damnation except the sickness called 

hate. There are new laws like 85% time. They came into effect at the wrong time. I read in the paper 

something to the effect our governor wants to keep real violent prisoners in prison. What can I say, 

people change! So I try to move on to new plan. What is it? I continue to write Christian writings and 

read the Bible. I'm burned out and want something new yet I lack the choices. So I sit here at night 

staring at the concrete floor. I thought about sending a petition to God. I gave up praying for myself. 

(You should always pray for yourself as well as others. I had to wait till long after prison to realize 

that though.) Sure if I'm sick or in bed, my hand hurts, because I'm writing things Satan doesnôt want 

me to say, I will rebuke the infirmity in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ. I'm used to being alone 
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now. Before I came here I had a love. It's destroyed now. A 10-year sentence killed things real good. 

I write her at least three times a month. I haven't gotten a response in almost a year. (I wrote her 

several times a month all throughout my eight year seven month prison sentence. I never gave up 

hope until she finally slammed me with a hate letter in the eighth year sentence of my prison term. 

God finally had to tell me she was gone in the behavioral center in March 2007 in dreams. I always 

kept the hope up because without hope Iôd fall apart.  Sometimes though it was hard to give up hope I 

thank my lady friend crime partner Lynn Noyes for being a friend when I needed one. I later found 

out that while in jail she was backstabbing me by writing Todd Jessie Garton. Lynn Noyes still loved 

Todd Jessie Garton. I think she just wanted to go home. She talked about withdrawing her plea 

bargain. It's hard for us to say you're guilty when some of the crimes you didn't commit. I got blamed 

of things I never committed, but I left it all in the hands of God and didnôt worry about it. They said I 

communicated on the computer which I never did. I never even knew how to do that. Certain people 

thought they knew more than they did. Well they were wrong. Theyé (The rest of this file was lost 

in the shuffle and I do not know where it went. Sorry!)  

 

 
The Evils of Harry Potter 

 I stayed at a relativeôs house for Christmas.  Whenever I walk into a personôs house I often look 

at their book cases and see the types of books they own.  Often this tells much about a personôs character 

as does a selection of DVDôs.   

 While staying there I noticed the entire set of Harry Potter series.  I have always thought Harry 

Potter to be a wicked and evil set of books.  They are disguised as childrenôs books.  In fact one of the 

local schools here in Redding California was raving how great the books were.  While I was in jail Harry 

Potter had a huge following.  There was even a public show demonstrating Harry Potter and all its 

characters.  I was so upset I wrote a paper trying to steer people away from the Harry Potter 

demonstration.  I gave it to a fellow inmate that was getting out of jail in time to make a public objection 

to the Harry Potter demonstration.  Sadly this other inmate was too much of a coward and non-Christian 

to pass out my flyers.  I was very upset when a fellow friend went by and to my dismay I learned he never 

even showed up.  He was just another loser that continually came in and out of jail never learning a thing.  

I learned my lesson before I even did my crime however I was not given a second chance.  In fact the 

entire book of the law was thrown at me as I later learned from my dad.  Sadly what I learned is that most 

people come in and out of jail never learning a single thing and taking freedom for granted.   

 While I stayed at my relativeôs home for Christmas I had wicked nightmares both nights.  The 

first night I stayed up nearly the entire night even though I was extremely tired.  I decided lack of sleep 

was better than nightmares.  The next night I just caved in and let the nightmares happen.  Both nights I 

prayed to the Almighty God but to no avail.  I still had nightmares. 

 The next day as soon as I came home and slept at home I had no nightmares of any kind.  In fact 

things were back to normal and I had victory over my enemies.  The point of this article is that there lies 

wickedness and evil in unsuspecting areas.  Though it may not molest anyone else this type of evil attacks 

even some of the strongest Christians.  I have to admit these were some of the worst nightmares I have 

had in a very long time.  Sadly there was no ability or fight in me to stand against these wicked books.  I 

was not unrighteous in any way while there.  In fact I read my Bible many many hours while there.  It just 
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goes to show you that sometimes you have to get rid of the evil things before you can get a good nightôs 

rest.  amené 

 

For more great books by Dale Lee Gordon click link below: 

www.dalegordonbooks.com  

For great websites also created by Dale Lee Gordon click below. 

www.coloryourworldwithlove.com  

For more on Stop the Violence click link below. 

http://endtheviolence.homestead.com/  
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