


It was not until  after puberty, and through a number of 
nefarious  activities,  that  I  found  myself  to  be  quite  the 
juvenile delinquent. Part of the consequences of my never 
ending  hooliganism  and  infamy  ended  with  my  being 
incarcerated  in  the  eighth  grade  equivalent  of  prison. 
SLGC, an Orwellian bureaucratic acronym for the Student 
Guidance and Learning Center was in effect the institution 
where I first learned about incarceration. Who would have 
though  that  school  boards  looked  down upon  punching 
teachers in self-defense and mooning entire school buses 
as  they  drive  by.  Nonetheless,  SLGC  was  a  quaint 
institution in some ran down industrial part of town. As 
inmate-students  of  SLGC,  we  were  not  allowed  to 
compulsively attend the facility without first being in our 
Sunday's best attire. We were forced to wear white tennis 
shoes,  pleated khaki  pants,  white  long sleeve  button up 
shirts and a tie and belt. Of course, the ties and belts could 
be of about three non-gang-related colors. The shirts had 
to be long sleeve to cover up any gang tattoos we middle 
schoolers may have had. The pants could not be starched 
but had to be ironed daily. Band-aids were used to cover 
up neck or face tattoos. Every morning, inmate students 
were  patted  down  extensively  and  sent  through  metal 
detectors. We were not allowed to bring school supplies as 
they were deemed to be dangerous weapons. Golf scoring 
pencils  were  administered  at  the  beginning  and  end  of 
each  class.  The  library  contained  about  three  hundred 
shredded  and  moldy  titles  discarded  from  every  other 
school in the surrounding area. Teachers were prompted 
to wear shank proof vests and a couple were even able to 
carry guns at times. 



Most  inmate-students  were  sent  there  from  other 
institutions deemed “trouble” schools. As an early expose 
of systemic racism, most of the inmate-students, actually 
all the inmate-students except me, were minorities. Most 
inmate-students were in there because they were first or 
second  time  violent  offenders.  Rapists,  murderers,  and 
robbers all under the age of 17. The court ordered school 
had  a  higher  drop  out  rate  than  graduation  rate.  Yet, 
“Graduation” was actually a term used more frequently to 
describe moving from SLGC to an actual prison ran by the 
Texas Department of Corrections. 



But most importantly for this particular written account 
was the fact that the school had a zero tolerance policy on 
violence. If an inmate-student was found on either side of 
a  physical  altercation,  the  inmate-student  would  be 
expelled and criminally prosecuted under the full extent of 
the law. For example, during my attendance two inmate-
students  got  into  a  fight.  During  this  fight  one  inmate-
student  stabbed  the  other  in  the  eye  with  a  golf  score 
pencil.  Angered  and  severely  injured  the  other  inmate-
student  threw  his  assailants  head  and  neck  through  a 
small window. Upon pulling his assailants head back into 
the classroom he ripped multiple 6 inch gashes into the 
other  inmate  students  neck.  Flesh  hung off  in  strips  as 
thick  as  bacon.  The  student-inmate  still  with  a  pencil 
lodged into his eye socket asked a friend to get out of his 
desk  and then  proceeded to  use  the  desk  smashing  the 
other  bleeding  inmate  unconscious.  Afterwards,  three 
inmate-students  were  expelled  and  had  assault  charges 
pressed on them by the school district. The third inmate-
student charged was of course, the one who got up out of 
his desk. Although this inmate-student never once injured 
or tried to  injure anyone,  he too fell  under  the school's 
zero tolerance policy.



With the zero tolerance policy on my mind, I made due 
diligence to cross my t's and dot my i's , watch my p's and 
q's, and most importantly refrain from my favorite reply of 
“well then, fuck you!”. Of course, policing myself was not 
enough to regain my freedom from this overbearing and 
insane institution. Model inmates, as I later would learn 
are typically despised for one reason or another. During 
recreation hour, other inmate-students would talk about 
there quests and attempts at machismo, consensual and 
not.  Some  openly  talked  of  raping  women  for  the 
neighborhood gang initiation, others talked about varying 
forms of coercion but with similar outcomes. With all of 
their  talk  of  drunken  parties,  roofies,  girls  of  much 
younger  calibers,  they  obfuscated  both  terms  date  and 
rape  until  the  terms  were  either  meaningless  or 
synonymous.  It  was hard for  me to hide my uneasiness 
about  their  favored  topic  of  conversation,  and  I  did  so 
relatively unsuccessful. 

And of  course,  because of  my refusal  to engage in such 
sickening conversations, I was deemed the town, or in this 
case institutional, fag. Of course, I never objected to the 
title  as  doing  such  would  surely  end  in  a  brief 
hospitalization followed by a more extended incarceration. 
Such a passive course however, ended up in at least my 
being assaulted  on five  separate  occasions  in  the  locker 
room. 



The first two times I was knocked unconscious from blows 
to the back of the head. The next three times, I did not go 
down  as  easily,  so  while  being  surrounded  and  rapidly 
kicked on the floor I was able to comprehend my attackers' 
verbalizations  of  their  assault.  Not  one  of  their 
verbalizations was in reference to my charming good looks 
or  witty  intellect,  but  instead  only  words  and  phrases 
referring  to  my  obvious  skin  color  and  implied  sexual 
orientation. I was told I would be forced to do sexual acts 
upon  them  for  my  apparent  deviant  lifestyle  choices 
among  other  threats  that  I  may  have  found  ironical, 
hypocritical, and otherwise idiotic had I not been too busy 
trying  to  protect  my  internal  organs  and  fleeting 
consciousness. I to this day, have never felt so scared and 
belittled  in  my  life.  I  did  not  tell  my  parents  about  it, 
because I knew their reply would be some backward ass 
attempt of justifying and moralizing my assaults as a form 
of victim blaming punishment for mooning a bus driver or 
two.  I  didn't  tell  my  punk  rocker  friends  at  the  time 
knowing that they too would see this as proof of some sort 
of  internal  weakness  on  my  part.  I  couldn't  tell  school 
administrators  about  it  because  I  would  be  risking  the 
possibility of self-incrimination, not to mention that I have 
never had a taste for snitching. But reaching a breaking 
point, both on my bruised body and fractured identity, I 
began to feel an internal compulsion, a sort of unknown 
rage forming from within myself. 



No longer holding onto the unending threats from external 
authorities, tired of feeling the swift kicks of victimization, 
and unable to further justify any form of passivity, I then 
decided to bash back. The next few days, my resolve must 
have shown in my stride, my swagger must have radiated 
my inside resolve, because the attacks ended. This time-
frame  was  just  long  enough  to  build  my  confidence 
further, while alternately fueling the other side's irrational 
drive  to  annihilate  me.  Groups  of  inmate-students  who 
had previously jumped me were now talking in circles just 
shy of even my best hearing attempts. I became the target 
of even more attempts but was able to see them coming 
and stand my ground. By making a stand, I was able to 
deflect their multiple times a day attempts at getting me 
on the ground.  I  soon escalated my internal  alarm level 
into  the  highest  form  of  fight  or  flight  awareness,  and 
being that we were surrounded by barbed wire fences, I 
chose to fight or at the very least make a pretty believable 
attempt that I was willing to defend myself. Their assault 
attempts moved from the exclusively private locker room, 
to  the  more  brazened breezeways,  restrooms,  bus  rides, 
and even in the classroom on one particular occasion when 
the teacher briefly left the room to assist in breaking up 
another fight.



Finally came the day of reckoning. Upon leaving the gym 
while walking down the breezeway, two inmate students 
began  harassing  me.  “Come  back  you  fucking  guerro 
faggot”,  “I'm  talking  to  you,  you  fucking  puta”,  “  your 
going to get ass raped when we send you to prison,” etc. 
But as the verbal barrage got closer and louder, the threat 
of  physicalities  did too.  Teachers and students  began to 
run out into the breezeways in anticipation of a fight. One 
of two teachers (an ex-cop and top body builder) was at 
the  end  of  the  breezeway,  but  began  to  walk  over  to 
deescalate the situation. Then in under a minute, in front 
of the entire school they began to kick and punch me. With 
all my new held resolve, I began to punch back. But after 
what seemed an infinity, I realized that I indeed had not 
thrown a single punch back. I  also began to realize that 
there was an extreme pressure being forced upon my neck, 
and my ability to breath had been stopped. 



During that sixth and last time I got jumped, one of the 
other inmate-students attacking me grabbed tight onto my 
tie as I was pushed to the ground. He continued to yank on 
it until it no longer became a tie but in effect a simplified 
noose.  Not  breathing  all  I  could  focus  on  was  his  fist 
yanking on my tie while his friend continually kicked my 
head with fervor. I was trying to calculate how many more 
seconds I had until the teacher would arrive and break the 
fight  up.  Each second without breathing felt  like a  time 
frozen picture.  Frame after  frame I  begged to  whatever 
god that existed to stop the fight, but to no avail as I was 
momentarily  reminded,  as  I  would  be  countless  more 
times throughout life, that no omnipresent bearded white 
man was acting as a universal referee and compassionate 
super-being.  Then,  as  the  last  frame froze  in  sequential 
bleakness, I blacked out. 



Once I regained consciousness, but still  feeling the most 
terrible disorienting dizziness and burst of sharp pains, I 
began to see things in a fuzzy slowness, a sort of seamless 
and fluid dream scenery. It took me a while to realize that 
a teacher had just cut my tie off in the process leaving a 
small gash in my neck. I could feel the blood rolling down 
my neck  before  getting  absorbed by  my bleached white 
cotton collar.  In what seemed like a  very far distance,  I 
could hear pitiful tear-filled yelps from someone pleading 
to  the  same  god  who  just  effectively  ignored  me.  His 
impassioned plea was for help  because someone had just 
broke his arms. As my vision and hearing became less and 
less fuzzy, I began to hear more of his pitiful plea. Before 
long I realized he was telling his dear god and the rest of 
the school as his witness that a “fucking faggot” had just 
broke his arm. 



“That fucking faggot, 
        that fag broke my arm... 
               help me, please god...  
                                                   help.” 



Never once that day did I  fear for  my future.  I  was too 
hyped up on adrenaline, DMT, and whatever other near-
death neurological  cocktail  my body had worked up for 
me.  Ecstatic  joy  and  a  boundless   sense  of  autonomy 
overcame my sensibilities as I tried to recollect over and 
over what kind of  Steven Segal  shit  I  had pulled in the 
couple  seconds  between  blacking  out  and  going 
unconscious. Countless administrators talked to me about 
the event but I can't now nor could I then care what was 
being  asked  or  what  I  was  saying.  Consequences,  no 
matter  how  harsh  they  were  to  come  couldn't  jade  my 
feelings of liberation. It wasn't until the next day while at 
home with my mother, that I even found out what my zero 
tolerance punishment would consist of. 



Contrary to my anticipations and with multiple teachers 
and students testimonies in my favor, it  was decided by 
the  administrators  of  my  juvenile  nightmarish 
imprisonment,  that  I  acted  in  complete  self-defense. 
Furthermore, they later explained to me in cold statistical 
language  that  had  I  not  fought  off  my  attackers,  they 
would have had to explain to even higher authorities and 
the  public  why  another  kid  died  that  year  under  their 
supervision, and so they were glad I was alive. Their glee 
was short lived as I soon expressed to them and the police 
that I refused to press charges upon my assailants. But of 
course, and in just like any other course in which people 
try  to  subvert  the  system,  the  school  and police  took  it 
upon themselves to press charges upon my fellow inmate-
students.  I  refused to   testify  in  court  or  give  a  written 
account  to  cops  about  the  event,  and  actually  am 
completely unaware of how their trials or lives have been 
since our encounter. The cops urged me to press charges 
because they were sure they would be able to put away my 
attackers on heightened hate crime statutes. 



It soon was being called a hate crime by everyone because 
everyone had just assumed I was gay. To be fair,  it  was 
probably in the cops and school administrators diversity 
sensitivity training to not ask my sexual orientation, but 
with that being mentioned, they actually never asked me 
any questions in regards to what or how I was feeling. It 
must have been too sensitive of a subject to approach, but 
clear  cut  enough to  be called a  hate  crime.  Anything to 
make their benign bureaucratic job either easier or more 
exciting. Eventually,  the event fizzled down, and I spent 
the  remainder  of  my time served at  SLGC in  a  relative 
peaceful  term.  By  no  means  were  the  other  inmate-
students  suddenly  moved  or  motivated  to  befriend  me. 
They  just  revamped  their  verbal  insults  to  such  witty 
combinations  as  “you  think  you're  such  a  hard  pussy 
faggot”,  “you think you can break my arm, you crooked 
dick rider”, and my personal favorite and the simplest one, 
“crazy  white  boy”.  Yet  even months  after  I  had left  my 
internment  at  SLGC,  my  stepfather  asked  me  while 
assisting  him  in  some  manly  mechanical  task  if  I  was 
indeed a homosexual.  In seeing a perfect opportunity to 
rebel  against  my father's  unloving treatment of  me as a 
grossly unique and intelligent individual I replied with “it 
depends”,  making  him  lose  even  more  sleep  over  his 
unhealthy  obsession with  whether  or  not  he  failed  as  a 
father figure.



Patriarchy effects us all,
      Anonimus Maximus

p.s.    Burn them prisons and schools!




