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Dear CTI, 
I wish to express to you how much being able to go through the Coaches training has meant to me. The changes I've seen in how I deal with, and perceive others are simply the tip of the iceberg when it comes to the changes I've experienced.
Prison offers us so few meaningful classes, and most of the instructors don't even know the subjects they teach. It was refreshing to have you, people who aren't here for a paycheck, but simply because you care, come in and share your knowledge with us. The classes were interesting, the instructions fun, and the people great. I've been down for awhile, and never have I had a learning, and growth, experience like I had in the Coaching classes.
The class has allowed me to see people as people, and not as objects. They've shown me how to step out of the box, and leave my gremlins behind. I'm now able to use the gift of level three hearing and sensing when dealing with people. This has opened up a new world for me, a world free of bitterness and anger, and full of understanding. It has also helped me to share my thoughts with the kids I work with in the Jericho Road program, and get the kids to open up to me, a crucial step for growth. 
Will I ever be a professional coach? Maybe not, but yet every day I'm being a coach with those I'm in contact with. Every day, however, I'm using the skills you've taught me in coaching to become a better person, free of the box that has for so long held me down. For that I thank you, and hope you will continue to reach out to those of us behind the razor wire fences of prison to give us the freedom we so desire.


 

My Second Chance
I came from a background of being in and out of institutions since the age of 16, from foster homes, to boys' homes, to juvenile hall, to county jails, to state prisons and finally the Federal System. 
The first 12 years of my life were what some would call "peaches and cream". I was born and raised in the beautiful islands of the Philippines. A couple of years after I arrived here in the states, I had become a regular at the Juvenile detention centers and was "public enemy #1" in my community. Little did I know where it would take me to loneliness in prison, depression, hatred, prejudice and quick to blame anyone and everyone for my misfortune. I destroyed every relationship that I have been involved in, on a path to destruction trying to do drugs, women and sin, trying to fill the loneliness and emptiness I had inside, I didn't know I was hurting my family and children and myself. I didn't know anything about choices and perspectives and I didn't know I had any other choices. 
December 2001 marked my 10th year anniversary in Federal prison. I started doing my 15-year bit in FCI Sheridan with a bad attitude. I made some bad decisions (introducing and dealing drugs in prison) that got me more time added to my 15-year sentence. I did 8 months in segregation, lost 54 days of good time, lost my visit for 18 months and was given 2 1/2 years added to my time. I was then transferred to a penitentiary in California as an added punishment. Still carrying the same negative attitude, it didn't take me long to find shanks/ice picks for weapons so I can protect myself from getting jacked as I started dealing drugs again. I had no care in the world... why? I lost my wife, my kids, my so-called friends, and basically lost all contact with the outside world. A lot of times it seems like I didn't have anything to live for. I tried to fit in with everybody who was somebody in the criminal world. I wanted to be known as the man not to be mess with just like I portrayed myself to be when I was in the free world. While I was in Lompoc, Ca. Penitentiary, I received shots (disciplinary reports) for inciting a riot, refusing to obey a direct order, possession of heroin, possession of a weapon, out of bounds, inciting a work strike and a couple assault. I ended up doing 26 months in the "hole" and lost months of good time for the bad decisions I made. It didn't take long for me to receive another transfer to a higher security penitentiary located in Florence Colorado. I was really going up in smokes and didn't even know it. Even in prison, I was spending months at a time in the jail within the prison. 
Spending a little time in Florence USP, which we call the "Gladiator School" changed my perspectives when I was involved in multiple stabbing during a drug transaction. With collapsed lung, grazed spleen and major internal bleeding, I had a taste of the pain I've inflicted on others. It was a blessing when my security points dropped and was transferred to a lower security prison here at FCI Englewood. Within the ten years I've served in prison, I've spent 42 months of it in segregation or what we call the "hole". 
It took me about a year and a half to completely turn my life around. It was hard getting used to doing a different time. What I mean by that is people are not as violent as the other prisons I've been in and it seems like everybody's quick to snitch. It was hard to be around people you can't trust snitching replaced with violence. For a while, I actually welcomed violence in USP's because everybody has a true respect for everybody. Snitches or rats gave me a different perspective and now welcome them because they give me the motivation to walk the right road. You can't do anything wrong in here and not people not tell on you so it is one of the things that motivates me the most. 
I met Pete Ninemire when I first arrived here in FCI Englewood. Pete basically took me under his wing by encouraging me to take classes. It's pretty obvious now that he seen goodness in me that I've never seen in myself. My pride to show myself as a true convict blinded me. I couldn't see any other way but my way. I had a very low self-esteem. It seems like I could never avoid problems. Pete motivated me into going back to school. I took classes in business management, anger management, alternative to violence and drafting class. Pete got me involved in Buddhist Meditation which is every week in the Chapel. It was about that time too when he signed me up for the "CCC Coaching Class". I thought it was about sports. I don't remember much of the first workshop since I was so damn nervous. I remember the others encouraging word for me to come back to the class after each break. My self-esteem was so low that I could hardly speak my name in front of the class. Through CCC, Fulfillment, Balance, Process, and In the Bones, I finally got a little comfortable speaking in front of other people. 
Since the CCC class a couple of years ago... I've gotten involved in other programs such as the Jericho Road, Toast Masters, Christian Promise Keepers Group, Rocky Mountain Club and our Pioneers/Visionaries Club, which is a continuing education in coaching. I've also started instructing a Stretching Class 3 days a week. 
Through Coaching, I was able to discover the real me. Not the person I tried to portray to my fellow convicts. Unlike before, I now have a real vision on what my bigger game is like.
I found out I could make a difference Just the way I carry myself. I've learned to communicate better with my friends and most importantly, I reconnected the severed ties I had with my family. I learned to communicate with my wife and I'm actually having a pretty good relationship with them now.
Coaching has been the best experience I've had in prison. Being an observer and being able to watch the leaps perform and just feeling the enthusiasm they have is so contagious. Watching the CCC class participants grow and change within the three days is another reminder and just reinforces my belief on how much I've changed for the best. I have better understanding on what I really want in life when I was just running blind. I feel like I can really lead people who need direction in their lives.
 As the Life Purpose metaphor we had come up with in one of our exercises in the "Process Workshop" goes... "I am the North Star that navigates the great expanse of understanding." More and more it rings true for me.
