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Since March 2020, our in-person creative writing classes have
been placed on hold due to the ongoing COVID-19 pandemic.
Despite the challenging circumstances and the limitations we may
have faced, we continued to strive to find opportunities for our
students to self-express and write remotely. Our current issue
of InDepth is a retrospective to celebrate our students and their
original writings. We extend our immense gratitude to our past
and present volunteer teachers who made the writing program
possible. Note: some names and identifying details have been
changed or removed to protect the privacy of individuals.
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When I look in the mirror
I see a person who is going to be somebody someday.

When I look in the mirror
I still see that lost child looking for a way out
to a better future.

When I look in the mirror
I see a beautiful person
that will transform the lives around them.

When I look in the mirror
I see myself as a better person
raising a family and having a nice job.

When I see myself in the mirror
I see myself making new friends
who are trying to better themselves
and won’t be so rude to you.

When I see myself in the mirror
I see a wonderful life abroad with challenges.

Anonymous
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I like silence. Silence is a good quality and I love it.
Silence gives us the time to rest. I rest and do my own thing.
Silence is good with other things like
talking to others, thinking, meditating, or practicing music.
I am a quiet guy.
I like to be silent.

Jerry L.

Every time I try to look in the mirror,
I can’t even see myself thanks to all the smoke I blew.
Now, how much I wish I could be the same person
that I was when I was 10.
Now, I can’t even see myself thanks to the smoke I blew.

Irvin G.

I wish I didn’t know about drugs.
I wish I didn’t know my dad.
I wish I didn’t know myself.
I wish I didn’t know about jail.
I wish I knew my good side.
I wish I knew God more.

Kane B.
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Money is motivation...
plus I don’t want to die.
I lied to myself so I ain’t got to cry.
Arrogant so no one can ever hurt my pride.
This life drives me crazy, but at least I’m on a foreign ride.
Death for dishonor,
I think about how I should have unglued myself from the corners.
I should have chosen different friends so I didn’t have to mourn.
Nightmares soak my body like the

ocean.

Momma told me she loves me, I wish it was enough.
I talked to God sometimes, I think maybe I’m saying too much.
But that’s what keeps me going.

Christopher K.

WI INNDTEEPRT H OLLI T
ID
EA
RY
AR
EY
D IJTOI O
UN
R N|A LD |E W
C EI N
MTBEERR 22002220

Blue
You knew my past, you knew I was broken.
Yes, you told me sweet lies,
hid the truth,
and played with my emotions.
When your dog died, I was like an armchair
Comforting your every sob and every ounce of pain.
When your grandma was diagnosed with cancer,
you were devastated, filled with anger and you wanted to give up.
But I stood there by your side, listened to how you felt,
and helped your grandma by giving up my phone
so you can check up on her.
When you had no clothes, no money, no friends,
I stood there with open arms,
despite how much you hurt and used me.
The last words you ever told me,
scarred into the depths of my heart and mind.
Yes, like a fool, I forgave you. I hope you’re happy.
I should’ve focused on myself rather than try to help a person
who never wanted to be cared for.
You took my trust, my friendship, my freedom,
and stomped it to the ground.
You are just another memory I stored in my head,
slowly fading away as I choose to pick myself up.
I’m glad you forgot me.
At least I never had to say goodbye
because I never really knew the real you
until the day I tried to take my life.

Erik H.
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I’m glad I have my mom even though she’s not perfect.
She’s mine and she’s worth it. I love my mommy and she loves
me back. She cooks and cleans and kisses and hugs me. She is
beautiful to me. She’s perfect to me. My wonderful mommy.
All she wants is the best for me. She taught me everything I
know and always tells me to do right. I’m going to graduate
high school and go to college and get a good career so I can
take care of her like she did for me. I would never replace my
mom even if I had the chance because she’s mine and she’s
perfect to me. She’s my beautiful mom. She’s worth it. She’s my
best friend and I can talk to her about everything.

India H., Age 16
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Hero is a person who protects, saves, and stands up for their
people. I’ve never met a real-life hero. The only heroes I’ve
even heard of are those in classical literature like Achilles,
Hector of Troy, Agememmom, Odysseus, and the rest of the
main characters in the IIiad and the Odyssey. I’ve also heard
that those can be myths or facts. I believe they’re facts
because I’d like to believe so and I do. These people are true
heroes, everyone yelling “ACHILLES!” in battle simply because
he is the greatest swordsman who ever lived in history. My
favorite hero is Achilles. I know he was real. I wouldn’t become
like him, I’m no hero. I’ll do my own thing.

Jerry L.
When I walk through my door, I hear my dogs barking and see
my grandmother cooking food. I smell the good food like
chicken and rice with gravy. I also see my dogs run around and
jump on top of me. I see that the house is very clean and hear
my grandmother singing while she cooks. I also see my
grandfather sitting in front of the table watching football.
When I get ready to sit down, I hear my little cousin running to
the house coming from Saturday school, walking with my great
grandmother. It makes me feel happy to see my greatgrandmother walking around smiling and having a good time
with my 13-year-old cousin. It's a blessing to see her like that.

William H.
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Is He real?
I question my faith constantly.
Seems like higher power won’t save me.
You see
I’ll find these thoughts racing in my head.

I feel so far from home
both physically and emotionally
Ligaments
Tendons
Bits and pieces
Same thing you get
This amusement park feels distant
You’re dead and you’re gone
Save your breath for God
I see my senses melt to a frost,
contagious to breathe,
infectious,
while the garden is filled with weeds.
I think I’d be better off alone
locked away inside a room
With no windows or doors
is this life meant for me?
Either dreading my every breath
or struggling to sleep.

Rebekah S.
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I sit around an empty room without anything to do. I think about
my daughter and my lovely wife. I ask myself why am I back. I
close my eyes and see her smile, the biggest smile I’ve ever
seen.

As days go by, they miss me more each day. I sit alone and
think about how days would be if I were home. As time flies by,
I stop to think about going home and focus on the future. I tell
myself I’m not coming back but they say I will.

As the sun goes down, I hold my tears. My daughter needs me.
She doesn’t know what's going on but I still do and it hurts.

Honestly, I will never leave my baby girl ever again. I pray to
God and try to distance myself from this life I live. I will try to
change my ways again until I succeed in my new ways.

As kingdom comes, my time will come to be free as the birds
and remain high in thoughts. I say thank you Lord for you have
saved me.

Alfredo G.
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A SPECIAL THANK YOU
We extend our gratitude to the staff at Probation headquarters,
Barry J. Nidorf Juvenile Hall and Central Juvenile Hall.
... and to our current teachers who continue to inspire, guide, and
encourage our students to express themselves one word at a time.

our current and past teachers
Fax Bahr
Ana Lilia Barraza
James Becerra
Aaron Bergman
Anna Carey
Lauren Dani Chung
Susan Cuscuna
Davion Davis
Shelley Diamond

Jacques Edeline
Dunia Elvir
Gary Gilbert
Michelle Gubbay
Ken Mirman
Sally Hamilton
Gale Holland
April Hong
Lesley Hyatt
Deborah Kanter

Ben Lear
Roberta Villa
Gina Loring
Adam Weissman
Hud Morgan
Troup Wood
Jared Nigro
Natalia Orendain
Leslie Poston
Gabriel Vallejo
Lauren Van Vranken
Mindy Velasco
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The mission of InsideOUT Writers is to reduce the juvenile recidivism rate by
providing a range of services that evolves to meet the needs of currently and
formerly incarcerated youth and young adults.

Using creative writing as a catalyst for personal transformation, these young
people are empowered with the knowledge and skills necessary to successfully
re-integrate into our communities becoming advocates for their future.

InsideOUT Writers
3339 W Temple St 2nd Floor
Los Angeles, CA 90026
Office: (323) 660-1866 | Fax: (323) 660-2072
insideoutwriters.org/donate
development@insideoutwriters.org

PEN. PAPER. PERSEVERANCE.
Join our e-mailing list and follow us!
/insideoutwriters

@insideoutwriters
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