
Hope: A belief in a positive outcome related to events and circumstances in one’s life. 
Hope implies a certain amount of perseverance — i.e., believing that a positive outcome is 

possible even when there is some evidence to the contrary.
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About The Inmate Art Program & “Voices” Poetry Group

  Under the auspices of the Suffolk County Sheriff’s Department and Director of Education Dorothy Dunford, 
Kirstie Tuffs-Kugler -- who holds a Master of Fine Arts from the Winchester School of Art in England -- con-
ducts a comprehensive art program at the House of Correction in which participants of the class are taught the 
principles of a variety of artistic techniques including pastels, watercolors, pencil and ink, tempera, oil pastels, 

and a host of mixed media. During the class, inmates learn 
how to calmly focus and express themselves in a creative 
and non-violent fashion. 
   Under the supervision of Assistant Deputy Superintendent 
of Program Services Carole Cafferty, Caseworker Lindsay 
Talbot runs the “Voices” poetry group at the Nashua Street 
Jail for male detainees. As a primary focus of the group, de-
tainees are encouraged to channel their thoughts and feelings 

into the written word in an effort to provide them with a contemplative and constructive outlet for some of the 
emotions that can lead to undesirable behaviors.  As with all of the programing within the Department, the reha-
bilitative value is key, and by teaching participants to move outside of some of their familiar and comfortable be-
haviors while introducing new ones, a potential first step is taken towards accepting real change in their lives.

Kirstie Tuffs-Kugler

	 	 	 Sheriff’s Message

   Welcome to “Not Beyond Hope,” a quarterly compilation of art, poetry, and essays 
from the inmates at the Suffolk County House of Correction and detainees from the 
Nashua Street Jail.
   Not Beyond Hope is designed to provide a positive outlet for creativity and expres-
sion by inmates and detainees housed in our facilities, and each edition will include 
contributors’ reflections on a variety of topics. We hope that you enjoy and appreci-
ate the feelings shared in these pages.
   This edition of Not Beyond Hope features artwork created by inmates who took 
part in an ongoing art program, which was implemented just over years ago at the 
House of Correction, and literary contributions from members of “Voices” – a poetry 
group comprised of male detainees which was launched in early 2008 at the Nashua 
Street Jail.

   The art program was designed to not only provide inmates with an introduction to art history and technical 
instruction, but also with the means through which to practice discipline, focus, and self control – valuable 
skills that will prove useful as they continue their rehabilitation and, ultimately, reentry into society.
   The poetry group was created with the intent to provide detainees with the tools to begin learning how to 
channel negative energies into positive, non-aggressive self-expression.
   I want to commend Director of Education Dorothy Dunford for her efforts around implementation of the art 
program, and art instructor Kirstie Tuffs-Kugler for her work with the men enrolled in the class, as well as the 
Nashua Street Jail’s Assistant Deputy Superintendent of Program Services Carole Cafferty and Caseworker 
Lindsay Talbot for their achievements with the Voices poetry group.

 
   With every good wish,
 
   

   Sheriff Andrea J. Cabral

Sheriff Andrea J. Cabral

Lindsay Talbot
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Ming Liu

Claudino Correia

Robert Mallard

Douglas Savory

  Marquias Bartee

Vick Gregory
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Robert Mallard

When I created the portrait of the two faces, I 
wanted to think out of the box and not allow my 
creativity to be boxed in. The painting is a physi-
cal representation of that. The shackles represent 
captivity of knowledge.

I first thought that Kirstie was the craziest lady 
because of how intense she was and how she 
went about everything. But, it’s really a beauti-
ful class.  

Working on art in this class reminds me of the 
song ‘The Right Side Of The Mountain.’ It pro-
motes calmness. When I sit down to do it, it gives 
me solitude and allows me to reflect on things 
personally. U

T “I think that creating art - any kind 
of art - is very important. It’s a way of 
expressing a voice freely that you’re not 
able to speak. That’s especially impor-
tant in here because the rest of your time 
is so restricted” 
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The Darkness Within
 By Daniel Pinkney, Jr.

 
I smile, but deep down I’m not happy,
Internally vexed.
Hostility rises in my heart,
I wonder what hectic ways are released next.
Exposed to a cruel world where friends are foes,
Who do I trust?
I adapt to this habitat with rivals.
Survival is a must!
I seek liberation from such a life,
The life of venal and destruction.
But how could I escape the inevitable,
I learned from corruption.
Why am I overwhelmed when my tolerance has a 
limitation,
Of this truculent world?
Believe me…
I can only take so much!
Vulnerable to the darkness,
I inherit and welcome what’s not stopping.
Little hope, no faith is how I’m feeling…
No options!
No such thing as a smile or a laugh,
Only frowns and growls.
Anger, animosity, clenched teeth and scowls.
My nature is to hurt, not help,
But help I need ‘cause I’m hurt.
Deep wounds inflicted,
It’s harsh where I lurk.
Here I am, a frantic man within.
But I don’t show this.
Naturally acting out vulgarly,
And I don’t even notice.
Could my ways be mended for the better and benefit?
I don’t think I’m eligible,
And there’s no point pretending it.
So my fate is un-
predictable, be-
yond my grasp.
Sad thing I won-
der how long I 
will last.
A massive issue.
My visual scopes 
no happy 
ending.
No hopes, no 
rules…the evil 
within trending.

Momma
 By Calvin Carnes

 
I’m a rhyme poet
Trapped in a mindstate of not knowing
Asked myself “why’d you leave?”
It’s been 20 years but the pain’s still with me
And it runs deep like a bottomless pit
I can’t shake the pain so I write about it in pen
Can you imagine the pain of feeling not wanted
A young man in his teens no love flowing
So I used to smoke weed to put my mind at ease
As I stare in the mirror and ask myself “was it me?”
Did I cry at night while you were trying to sleep?
Did you want a baby girl and instead have me?
What was the reason that you left me alone
In this world with no momma to protect me 
and run to at home
Did you get on your knees and pray for your lost child?
Ask God to watch over me and hold me down?
Or did you forget about me 
after you walked out the door
Like a piece of trash after it’s dropped on the floor?

Michael Duff

    Marquias Bartee
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Prose By Darnell Thompson
 
I started smoking weed at the age of 15 in the streets of Baton Rouge, Louisiana. What got me 
started was the people I was hanging with. They didn’t put a gun to my head. I just did it be-
cause everyone else did it. It got worse when a couple of my family members passed away. I 
needed to smoke to deal with their deaths and my problems and, most of all, to help me cope 
with things that were bothering me since I didn’t trust nobody, which was a problem and still is 
in a big way.
 
I tried drinking, but it wasn’t for me. I didn’t like the taste or the burning feeling as it was going 
down and my first drink was home brew, so I left drinking alone altogether.
 
Then, I went to Connecticut for the summer to stay with my grandmother because I was too out 
of control. That’s when I learned about the switch, no belt. So, I started hanging with my cous-

in -- who just passed away last month -- and I asked him 
where was the weed at and he rolled up what I thought was 
weed, but the way I felt, I knew it wasn’t. When I ended up 
in the hospital for two days, he told me he was sorry as he 
cried by my bed and told me it was not weed and told me 
that’s was what they did in Connecticut.

When I got out of the hospital, he gave me some pills to 
take for my headache. Come to find out, it was Ecstacy. I’ve 
been smoking weed and doing Ecstacy all my life. I started 
drinking on holidays, birthdays, and special events.
 
I know that there’s consequences for everything I do, no 
matter what, and I know that all through life I just chose to 
do what I wanted to do when I wanted and that’s what got 
me in here every time. I don’t put the blame of me being in 
here on nobody but myself because I know what I was do-
ing and could have stopped but didn’t. I’m paying for it.
No, I wasn’t high. The last time I drank was 2003 and I 

never been to a meeting. I just got knocked upside the head and my probation and the urine 
they’ve been taking keeps me clean. I still got locked up on another case.
 
My plan for the future when I get out is to go and see my daughters who are both 22 year-old 
twins and my grandson. Then, I’m going to go get my license back, then go back to college for 
business and accounting. Then, I’m going to go to see my peoples and family since I didn’t burn 
none of my bridges with anyone in my family. And last and most important, when my grand-
mother died a month before I came in here, she left me an apartment building with 10 apartments 
and I am going to deal with that and open my own business in another state with some help.

   Vick Gregory
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Douglas Savory

T “I get influences from all around 
me. A conversation, music – life. The 
colors that I use can reflect a feeling 
that I have or some thoughts that I’m 
trying to work through. The every-
day things in life have an effect on 
you and how you feel all the time and 
sometimes you can’t express that. Do-
ing this artwork helps me to express 
some of the things that I haven’t been 
able to express in speaking.

 
Working this way al-
lows me to become in-
trospective and think 
about what I’ve done 
and why I am where 
I am. When someone 
asks me in the future 
about my past, I can 
tell them about it with 
a new perspective. 
I’ve made mistakes 
and it’s important to 
be able to tell people 
about them so that 
maybe they won’t 
make the same ones that I’ve made.” U 
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Chains For Sale
By Michael Duff

 
Chains for sale! I’ve got chains for sale!
I got chains rusted solid from seawater

Antiques that bound Black bodies
Securely in the hull of slave ships

I’ve got chains decorated with blood
Fit for a Sunday morning lynching

Chains that locked dark minds away
In dungeons of despair

N

Michael Duff



I’ve got the very chains that strangled truth to death
And hid books from the culturally blind eyes of overworked plantation slaves

Chains that contained and controlled afro-aggression 
in concrete project buildings

Twenty-Two stories tall
Chains constructed of the notion that we could not survive

Unless at your beck and call
I’ve got chains so old that the keys have been lost for the last four hundred years

Chains that must be broken by force in order to be removed
And still, unmoved, we have become accustomed to their weight

The burden carried skillfully upon our backs and the backs of our ancestors
For as long as I can remember
I’ve got chains made of gold

That hold young Africans hostage in economic slavery
Sound asleep with visions of the American Dream dancing thorough their heads

Blinded by the very glitter that we once took for granted in the place of our birth
New values – based on metal and glass – forgotten the traditions we once served

Gone the true wealth of your past
I’ve got chains for sale

Chains for cheap
Chains that you can keep in that same box that you keep your 

forty acres and a mule
In that same box you keep your copy of the Constitution

For which stands nothing that a Black man has ever been able to take to the bank
And still you sing and dance, and refuse to think outside that box 

That holds you captive
I’ve got Gucci, Reeboks, Cartier, Remy Martin, Alize

I’ve got chains in pretty boxes, available at your local mall
Chains that you can display openly so that you don’t feel quite so small

I’ve got chains that you shoot
Chains that you inhale

Chains that will hold you
Tighter than any local jail

Chains that rattle loudly each and every time you fail
But the shackles that hold you most secure are the ones you cannot see

Ignorance is the lock that binds them to you
And if it is really freedom that you desire

Then knowledge of self has always been and remains the only key.
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Michael Duff

T “This class truly is an oasis. If you are dedi-
cated to the arts…this is a very supportive and 
productive place to be. I believe that this ac-
tivity allows one to reflect about their lives to 
this point and helps to put things into a posi-
tive perspective for the future.

I created ‘The Entrance’  (right) to symbolize 
moving out of the darkness and into the light.

I created ‘The Trip’ in recognition of Black History Month. It focuses on the expatriation of 
Blacks from Africa to America during the slave trade. They would tether people together some-
times eight at a time. On numerous occasions, during storms, slaves would sometimes be lost 
overboard. Other times, they were thrown overboard by slave traders while others sometimes 
tried to jump to freedom. I also wrote poetry to accompany the piece (pages 9 & 10).

 Marquias 
Bartee

T “When I’m painting or work-
ing on a project in class, I’m calm. 
Kirstie makes sure that we stay fo-
cused and that we concen-
trate on what we’re doing. 
Art can be just like life: 
things might not work out 
the way you want them to, 
but if you have patience, 
you can be successful. It 
depends on how much you 
want to put into it” U 
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Hole In The Wall
 By Alex Middleton

 
U Don’t know me from a hole in the wall
But thru a hole in the wall I can see, who I am + the elements 
it took to shape me.
I’m said to have a dark mind.
I say it takes darkness 4 a single star 2 shine.
I come from dark times.
The type of darkness that makes Stevie Wonder blind
But Stevie probably wouldn’t have liked to see if it was me he 
had 2 be.
My life’s not 4 everyone’s eyes
But if I decide 2 give U a glimpse promise that when I behave 
like I do U’ll understand why.
Let’s illuminate this darkness.
Look, in the corner.
U see that guy?
Naked, cold, shaken, scared
He represents my fears
I’m not 2 familiar with him, we haven’t communicated in years.
Walk with me.
But watch Ur step
As U see, every-
thing’s broken

All this rubble on the floor represents my emotions
My dreams, hopes, all of my endeavors
So be careful, 4 someday I may put them back to-
gether
Hey, let’s take a look in this box
These are my cares
Yeah, I know, really isn’t much there.

But I’m learning.
What’s that? U smell 
something burning?
Oh, that’s negativity
My parents gave it 
2 me, from day one it’s been with me
U see him over there, with the sign that reads “Sit with me”
Nobody likes him, that’s my misery
So, now you know
I’ve been miserable + around negativity my entire life
Haven’t had much 2 care 4
Dreams, hopes, emotions have been broken
Plus, I’m a dark fearless type of guy
Who’s been trynna give it up + really giving it a try
But at least when I behaved like I did U can understand why
Now let’s turn these lights out.
This show is done.
It’s back thru the hole in the wall U don’t know me from.  

   Ming Liu

    Douglas Savory

  Marquias Bartee
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Family Tree
By Alex Middleton 

I’ve acquired much wisdom coming of age
Now I can extend my branches far enough 2 give U some shade
Learned 2 stand firm, solid, and hard
Against the ax if the lumberjacks trynna take me to the lumber yard

Deep-rooted, there I stood
As they tried 2 cut me down, 
turn me 2 firewood
Sadly, I’ve seen many fall 
victim to the enemy
They’ve even cut a few 
branches of mine
But I won’t let ‘em timber 
me
A lot of wear and tear on my 
family tree
But now that I’m aware, the 
tear ends with me
I thank those up top 4 suf-
fering 4 us down bottom

As their experience teaches new leaves 2 never fall in autumn
My pain in unseen but it’s evident they tried to harm me
Said I remind them of ugliness, I’m nothing like a palm tree
I grew thru ruff conditions, endured all seasons
Praying that one day they’ll realize they hate us for no reason
But let ‘em hate
We’re used 2 it
Who cares
Just know that I’ll be in UR face for the next hundred years
B-cuz if they do find a way to take me down, those bastards
Not even death can do us apart, look around, I’m your casket

Michael Duff
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Ming 
Liu

T “This is a 
great program, 
not just because 
it gives you a 
chance to for-
get where you 
are for a short 
time, but be-
cause it can ac-
tually help you 
to think about 
your life and the 
possibilities. 

It gives you hope that you can do good 
things in the future.
 
I like the fact that we are being taught about 
the many eras and creators of art history and 
practicing some of the different techniques 
they used. You learn so much about the art-
ist by actually attempting to do some of the 
things that they did.

 
I don’t know if I’ll continue to practice when 
I am released, but the impact that I feel from 
this class – the discipline and appreciation that 
it demanded – will stay with me.” U
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Claudino 
Correia

T “I definitely learned a lot from 
Kirstie and the art program. She 
taught us about the history of art and 
the different styles. She was very 
strict about having discipline and 
about us taking the class seriously. 
She wanted us to be creative and ex-
press ourselves, but you had to work 
hard.  

It’s very relaxing and it helps you 
to think about things that you don’t 
usually think about. While you’re 
thinking about how to fix a problem 
with your piece, you’re thinking 
about how to solve other problems.

I plan on continuing to work on my 
art after I wrap up here. There aren’t 
a lot of people who get the chance to 
learn something new in prison. If it 
can help people to keep from com-
ing back in, it’s good.” U 
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Tell Me The Heart
By Larriston Lake

 
Dear feelings, tell me the heart
And why does it cry
The feelings of love the answers 
and why
If I could open up your heart
I would start from the part
I would start from the pain
And then what’s kept in the 
dark
Please feelings, tell me your 
heart
For I would like to know
Do you cry ‘cause you love me
Or is it not so

Dear feelings, please let me 
know
I’m talking to you, please listen
‘Cause listening is the key
To understanding what’s inside 
of me
The heart is pure, my heart is 
sure
And that sure stands for you
As surely as the sun is bright
Its twilight unfolds you
Dear feelings, thank you

Michael Duff

Claudino Correia
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