FROM THE

JAILHOUSE

 TO THE

WHITE HOUSE

BY

WARREN A. RHODES

Copyright

2005

williamgladdenfoundation.org

ISBN # 1-56456-012-0

All rights reserved.  No portion of this book may be sold, by any process or

technique, without the express consent of the publisher.

THIS IS A TRUE STORY

There were so many reporters there, and camera operators, too.  So many important people were there.  Even the wife of the President of the United States was there.  The place was packed.  They all wanted to hear me talk.  You see, the wife of the President had asked me to come to the White House.  She wanted me to tell how I had traveled from the jailhouse to the White House.  I felt very proud.  All those important people were there to listen to me.

I am Warren Rhodes.  I got into a lot of trouble when I was young.  I used to get into trouble at school.  I failed the sixth grade.  I failed the eighth grade two times.  I dropped out of school.  I was always in trouble with the police.  They sent me to reform school.  I even went to jail.  Trouble followed me everywhere.  I had to change my life and find a better way to live.

I am a doctor now.  I worked very hard to change my life.  Other tough guys can change, too.  I will tell you how.  This is what I told the people at the White House.
I was 12-years-old and in sixth grade.  I was getting good grades in school.  My brother, Sonny, was one year older than I was.  He was doing even better in school.  I had a big newspaper route.  I delivered 160 daily papers and over 200 Sunday papers.  I loved all the money I earned from my paper route.  Everything in my life was going so well.  Then Billy and Lester came into my life.

Billy and Lester were my cousins.  Their parents died, leaving Billy and Lester homeless.  They were very bad.  No one else in the family would take them.  They had done a lot of crimes.  They came to live with us.  Sonny and I had to share our bedroom with Billy and Lester.

Billy and Lester were older than Sonny and I.  We listened to everything they said.  They taught us about girls.  They taught us how to steal.  They taught us how to get high on booze and drugs.  They taught us how to be tough guys.

It was not long before Sonny was one of them.  He talked really tough.  He acted like he was not afraid of anything or anybody.  He cursed like Billy and Lester.  He disobeyed our mother.  He stole.  He fought at school.  He was always in trouble.

People were afraid of Sonny just like they were afraid of Billy and Lester.  The neighbors started saying what a shame it was that Sonny had become just like his no-good cousins.  I did not care what they said.  I wanted to be like them.  I thought they were the toughest guys around.  They did whatever they wanted to do.  No one told them what to do.  Nobody messed with them.
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I tried to be just like them.  I started acting like a tough guy.  I did not try in school anymore.  School was boring.  I got tired of the teachers telling me what to do.  They reported me to the principal.  So what?  I did not care.  I failed sixth grade.
I quit my paper route.  I did not want anybody to see me delivering newspapers.  That definitely was not cool.  I started taking money from “sissies.”  They were scared of me.  I sometimes carried a club.  All the tough guys carried clubs.  It was fun acting like Billy and Lester.

My parents finally kicked Billy and Lester out of our house.  That made Sonny and me angry.  It was like busting up our team, but it did not make any real difference.  Billy and Lester had taught us everything we needed to know.  Sonny and I lived to prove that we were the toughest guys in town.

Sonny and I were having a ball.  We only went to school to meet our gang or to get something going.  We hardly ever went to class.  The cops were always after us.  It was exciting.  They tried to catch us beating up “sissies,” or shoplifting, or getting into other trouble, but they never could catch us.  Sonny and I did whatever we wanted to do.  Adults could not control us.  We thought that we had it made in the shade.

Sonny was caught stealing a coat.  I thought they would let him off.  They did not do what I thought they would do.  Sonny was sent off to reform school.

I was afraid of what might happen to Sonny at reform school.  That did not keep me from getting into trouble, though.

While Sonny was away, I met Butch and Robert.  They were my age.  They were tough guys, just like me.  Together, we broke into houses, cars and stores.  We raided loaded trucks to sell the stuff we stole.  We were a great team.  We were good thieves.  The police suspected us, but they could not catch us.

Sonny came home with many stories about life at reform school.  It was wild and exciting.  Sonny talked about riots, escape attempts and fights.  His stories made me want to go to reform school.  Butch and Robert also were excited about reform school.  We dreamed that we would be sent there.
We did not have to wait long.  We got caught starting fires and other crimes.  That was our chance.  We were not going to blow it.  We strutted into the courtroom like real tough guys.  We cursed the judge.  We did not pay him any attention.  That made the judge very mad.  He sent us to different reform schools.  I did not see much of Butch or Robert after that.
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The Judge sent me to the Maryland Children’s Center for six weeks.  Things had not worked out the way I had hoped.  I did not like Butch, Robert and me being sent to different places, but I was still excited about being “sent away.”  I would find new partners at reform school.

Children’s Center was a real let down.  Nothing very exciting happened.  There were fights every now and then, but nothing as daring as the riots, gang fights and escapes I had expected.  We just went to classes, or counseling, or did our chores.  We told stories about crimes we did before we were sent away.  We bragged about how bad we would be when we got out.  Children’s Center was boring.
I had my head shaved like the other tough guys at reform school.  My head had just been shaved when this guy walked up and plucked me on my bald head.  Everybody laughed at me.  The guy who plucked me was considered the toughest guy at Children’s Center.  I did not care how tough he was.  I was mad.  I beat him up.  The teachers had to pull me off him.  Everyone heard what had happened.  That made me the toughest guy there.

I quit school after I was released from Children’s Center.  I hung out on the streets with my partners.

I broke into a store and stole a .38 caliber gun.  The gun made me feel powerful.  It was like being a real gangster.

Two weeks later, I was locked up again.  I had shot a friend in the chest.  He almost died.  I was sentence to six months in jail.  The sentence was suspended.  The judge put me on two years probation.  That meant I did not have to go to jail, but I had to stay out of trouble for two years.

I did not want to be locked up again.  I tried to be careful.  I still wanted to be a tough guy.  I just did not want to get caught.  I drank liquor only when I thought there was no chance I would get caught.  I was careful about the thefts I pulled.  My partners bought drugs for me so I would not be seen.  I shot up the drugs at home so the police would not catch me.  It did not matter.  I still got into trouble.

My partners and I was hassling a security guard at the corner store.  One of my partners threw a bottle at the guard, almost hitting him on the head.  A neighbor told the police I threw the bottle.  I did not do it.  It was my idea, but I did not throw the bottle.  I was convicted and sentenced to six months in jail.

I had a lot of time to think in jail.  I though about how I was not in control of my life.  I thought about all the other tough guys that I saw come and go.  They were in and out of jail all the time.  I grew very angry with myself.  I knew that I could end up just like them.  I did not want to be in and out of jail for the rest of my life.  I was going to change.  I would straighten out my life.  I would stay out of trouble.
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When I got out of jail, though, it was too easy to get back into trouble.  Before long, I was back to the same old way of life.  I had not changed.
One night I almost killed myself by shooting dope.  It was a real bad experience.  Even today, it scares me to think about it.  It really had an effect on me.  I had to do something to change my life.  I was only 17.  My life was going too fast.  I did not know what to do.  I felt trapped.  I had lost control of my life.  I felt that I was going to be killed or sent to jail for the rest of my life.  Trouble was everywhere.  I could not avoid it.

I got into a fight with a guy the next week.  He and his gang chased me.  I went for Sonny and his gang.  We found the gang who had chased me.  We started fighting.  A shot rang out.  Sonny fell to the ground.  He was hit in the head.  The bullet almost killed him.
I was responsible.  I had set up a situation that had almost killed me brother.  I felt terrible.  I could not shake it from my mind.  Almost killing myself was bad enough.  Feeling responsible for almost getting my brother killed was even worse.  I could not go on living like that.  I had to change my life.

I had built a reputation as a tough guy.  That reputation haunted me.  That is why I started shooting drugs.  I had to do the things tough guys did.  It is like that when you have a bad reputation.  You had to live up to your “rep.”  It is hard to change, but I knew that I had to change.  I was playing a loser’s game.  I had to turn my life around.  I did exactly that.

Here is how I changed my life.

I heard about Job Corps.  It sounded right for me.  They had a job-training center far from my home.  It did not cost anything.  I begged the man to let me into the program; he did.  I was glad for the chance.  I left for Job Corps.
I was determined to make it in the program.  I imagined myself graduating from Job Corps.  I imagined myself walking across the stage to receive my certificate.  I imagine my whole family in the audience.  They were clapping and cheering for me.  The images of their smiling faces filled me with pride.

I imagined other things, too.  I imagined how it would feel to get a good job.  I imagine how it would feel to hear people saying good things about me.  Those thoughts made me feel so good.  I dreamed of the day when they would come true.

I did whatever I had to do to make these dreams come true.  I became a good student.  I went to classes every day.  I earned an award for perfect attendance.  I worked and studied hard.  I earned awards for class performance.  I did my best at everything.
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Then, one day, this crazy guy said I had stolen his watch.  He started calling me names, pushing me, daring me to fight him.  I tried to ignore him.  I tried to walk away, but he really got loud.  A crowd gathered.  I did not know what to do.  Fighting would get me in trouble.  I wanted to beat his brains out.  Nobody had ever pushed me and gotten away with it.  I had to be cool.  I kept saying to myself, “Be cool.  Do not blow it.  Don’t blow it.”
I did not fight that day, and I learned something very important.  I could control my life.  I was going to graduate from Job Corps.  Nobody could destroy my chance to make something of my life.

I graduated from Job Corps.  I earned a certificate in retail sales.  I felt great.  I was filled with pride.  That was the first time I had felt successful.  I liked the feeling.  My mother was proud, too.  She told all of her friends.  They told me that I was a “good son.”  Me, a good son.  Can you imagine that?

Making people proud of me made me feel good.  I wanted to earn more good feelings.  That is why I decided to attend night school and earn my high school diploma.  It was really hard.  I had to work a job during the day.  I studied at night and I dreamed of graduating.  I was going to make it happen.  It took three years of night school, but I earned my high school diploma.

I began to dream about college.  This happened when I got closer and closer to graduating from night school.  I asked a night school teacher what he thought about the idea.  “You go to college?” he laughed.  He acted like I was too dumb for college.  That really made me feel terrible.  Why did he have to say that?

I decided to keep trying.  I would show that teacher.  I signed up for college.

I felt out of place at first.  I thought most of the students were from rich families.  They seemed much smarter than I did.  Then I met James.  He was older.  He had been in jail.  He was once a tough guy, but he had become one of the better students in college.  He told me that I could be a good student, too.  He said that if I worked really hard, I could be like the other college students.  I studied all of the time.  I asked the teachers for extra help.  I was determined.  Nothing could stop me.

Graduating from college was exciting.  Everybody was there.  They were so proud of me.  They asked me what I was going to do next.  I told them that I wanted to be a doctor and help other tough guys change their lives.
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There are a lot of tough guys who get into trouble with the law.  They drop out or get kicked out of school.  They do not have any skills and cannot get a good job.  They hang out on the streets and get into trouble.  In the beginning, they think they are having fun.  They always lose in the end.  I was like that, but I changed.

Sonny did not change.  He was arrested for armed robbery.  He had a lot of other charges, too.  He was sentenced to 40 years in jail.  He will be locked away for a very long time.  Tough guys always lose in the end.

I started college again.  This time I would become a doctor.  It was scary at first.  Maybe I had bitten off more than I could chew.  I had to work very hard.  There were times when the teachers made me feel bad, just like my night school teacher.  They could not stop me, though.  I would no longer allow myself to lose.  I was a winner.  I had pride.
I wanted to make my parents proud of me again.  Too many people were depending on me.  I had to make it.  I had to make it for me and for all the tough guys who want to change.
All the hard work paid off.  I graduated.  I am now a doctor of psychology.

If you are a tough guy and you WANT to change, you can.  You can succeed, too.  You can make people proud of you.  There is no magic about it.  This is what to do.  First, decide what you want to be.  Second, develop your own dreams about succeeding and how proud you will feel when you do succeed.  Third, work hard to make your dreams come true.  Fourth, do not let anything stop you.  Fifth, remember that winners NEVER QUIT!
I was a tough guy.  I failed in school.  I was in reform school and in jail.  I stole and did lots of other crimes.  I even shot dope.  I changed, and you can change, too.

Oh, by the way, all the people at the White House cheered me.  They were glad that I had succeeded.  The President’s wife was very happy that I came.  She gave me an award.  She even took a picture with me.  I have the picture on my wall.

Every time I look at the picture, I think about that day.  It was the best day of my life.  It was the day when I completed my trip from the jailhouse to the White House.
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REVIEW OF THE STORY
1.  Why did Warren Rhodes want to be a tough guy?

· He hated everybody

· He wanted to be like his brother and cousins

· Everybody loves a tough guy

2.  What did Warren Rhodes do when he started acting like a tough guy?

· He did not try in school anymore

· He quit his paper route

· He started taking money from “sissies”

· All of the above

3.  Why did Warren Rhodes want to be sent to reform school?

· Life at home was really bad

· Sonny told exciting stories about reform school

· He had no other place to live

4.  Why did Warren Rhodes decide to change?

· He almost died shooting dope

· He was responsible for almost getting his brother killed

· He did not want to be locked up again

· All of the above

5.  What always happens to tough guys?

· They have happy lives

· They have lots of friends

· They lose in the end

6.  What happened when Warren Rhodes graduated?

· He felt great pride in himself

· His mother felt proud of him

· He wanted to earn more good feelings

· All of the above
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7.  What should you do if you are a tough guy and you want to change?
8.  What are your dreams of success?
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9.  What did you learn from this true story?

10.  How can you use what you learned from this true story to make your life better?
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