


























Michael Tate In Prison

He sinks, he swims;

He plays by the rule:
Doing as told

As though still in school.

His father fights on;

His mother hides tears
Frustrated and anguished,
Masking worst fears.

His brother once told me,
Grabbing my arm:
Michael's a good guy,
Meant nobody harm.

Yet he sits there and rots. . . and he's locked up for life,
After admitting he hit his then-brain-dead wife.

He knew not what was coming,

(And neither did she):

Addled by pills and with suicide thoughts,

She departed the world and years of despair

For - we all hope - a peaceful existence

In some gentle place we will just call "elsewhere."

But, once caught up in a man-made medical hell,

Michael Tate now sits confined to a six-by-six cell.

He knows the result,

(And so does his dad):

"I'm not going anywhere," he admits in a letter,

Perhaps, accepting the fate of a prescribed drug on his mind.
He plays a mean hand of cribbage, smiles, and he reads,
And the justice system ignores him, and just seems so blind.
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TO: MINISTER OF JUSTICE, OTTAWA.
YES, ADD MY NAME TO THE “SAVE MICHAEL TATE PETITION.”

I:I RETURN HIM TO WILLIAM HEAD INSTITUTION NOW PENDING A NEW TRIAL.

I:‘ REDUCE HIS SENTENCE TO ‘TIME SERVED’ OF SEVEN YEARS.

Date:

Name:

Address:

Signature:

Mail to: PO Box 20083 (RPO Sidney) Sidney, BC, Canada V8L 5C9
Thank you for your support!
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