
          2/25/10 

Family, 

Man oh man, I‟m so late with this letter. Why do I do this? I‟m truly sorry. I‟m going to keep trying to 

get it right. 

 

I‟ve read your comments and I‟m like, “Wow! People really like my letters and forties.” And you know 

what, I like doing them. I mean, yes, I‟m really busy, but I enjoy expressing myself to people that I care 

about, and who care about me. I come from a crazy past of unhealthy relationships and a dangerous 

addiction to G-life. So these feelings of love and care for you, have grown into much stronger feelings 

since I‟ve been locked up, and away from all the chaos. Prison can still be chaotic if you want that, but 

fuck that. I want to improve. I want to be a better daddy, husband, son, brother, friend and all that. I 

told my wife when I first came here, “Baby, if I‟ve got to be here, then I‟m not going to waste my time 

being the same person I was. I‟m going to work hard to make myself stronger, smarter, and healthier 

and more loving.” I mean honestly, why the fuck do people waste time being the same motherfucker they 

were yesterday? 

 

Smart people know that a heart full of love is what brings happiness, and that‟s what me and God are 

working on. Just gotta take it one step at a time, right? 

 

For some reason, I used to be like addicted to unhappiness. I always felt like people were doing me wrong, 

even when there was no evidence to back up my feelings. But I would just make myself unhappy for God 

knows why. And even if people do me wrong, why should I let their stupidity, their selfishness, their 



inability to love…Why should I let that cause me to be unhappy. Hell, that‟s their fault, not mine. But it 

still hurts when it‟s people we care about, right? But that also means that we‟re caring about some 

fucked up people. We need to look into why we‟re attracted to people like that. It‟s usually because that‟s 

the type of shit we grew up with. It‟s deep. The new album has a song called, “Addicted To Storms” 

about being attracted to trouble. I‟ve always said that the world‟s worst addiction is their addiction to 

pain. It‟s like we seek it, and we‟ll find it even if it doesn‟t really exist. For example, we‟ll kill ourselves 

thinking our chick is fucking someone else, when she‟s been nothing but loving and loyal. I used to do that 

a lot. But our addiction to pain won‟t be satisfied with shit being good, with everything going alright. Hell 

no, it has to stir up some shit just to satisfy itself. It‟s crazy. 

 

Man, I‟m sleepy right now. I just ate three beef tip tacos. My homeboy Apache made some bad ass salsa 

with cilantro and V-8 juice and jalapeños, onions, and God knows what else. But it‟s off the chain. So I‟m 

full and sleepy and just kickin it with you until I call it a night. 

 

Let me remind you that we‟re having a great 2010. We‟ve got some special projects for you this year. 

“The Son of Norma” is going to be the shit, for real. I‟m very excited about it. Then we got the County 

Boys album, Screwston albums, and another SPM album that I think I'm calling "Night School." Oh, also a 

"Cold 40" album. 

 

I want to send all my love to E-Dub, and Kool-Aid at Pocos Pero Locos. I love those people so damn 

much. They are great, great, people. Make sure you guys are checking out their show. It‟s really dope. 

Everybody in prison, who catches the show on their radio, is tuned in every week. I used to be able to 



hear it, but now the station that it was on switched formats, and they play a different style of music. 

Man, that sucks. 

Hey, I don‟t feel sleepy anymore. I guess my food digested already. Or is that too much information? 

 

So, yeah, I‟ve been reading all your comments. Thank you for all your awesome love and words. You guys 

are very rich because God has blessed you with love. There‟s no greater treasure a man can have. The 2nd 

greatest is health. So many don‟t have that treasure and I‟m always thanking God for keeping me and 

my family healthy. If a man has health, then he‟s just as rich as any man on earth. He just needs to 

realize it. So many healthy dumbasses walk around this earth pissed about everything, and don‟t know 

what problems really are. Let that doctor tell their dumb ass that they‟ve got a tumor, or some other 

bad thing, and then they‟ll realize how fuckin blessed they used to be when they were healthy. One of my 

best friend‟s mom died of cancer. I saw how it ate at her. During her last months, I could barely stand to 

see her because it was so sad. I still feel like a coward for not being their more often. So many people are 

sick today. It could happen to anyone. 

Well, keep in mind all the news of my previous letters. All those things are in effect and it‟s going to be 

an exciting year. I‟m also going to enclose a picture of me. I like how Kathy Le put those two Christmas 

pictures up on my last letter. This picture is of me in a little room right next to the visitation room. I 

took it in this prison, which is called the Powledge Unit. It‟s one of many, many prisons in Texas. This 

state has the most prisoners of any other state in America, which is nothing to brag about. 

Well, I believe it‟s time for another Cold 40. I hope you‟ll like it. I love you, and I‟ll write you more in just 

a bit. 

 



-Los 

 

  



Another Cold Forty 

I‟m the best that eva has been, the best that eva will be 

From H-Town Tex to a town they call Silsby 

From Worthin to Milby to all across the country 

45 Colts like the Coach Tony Dungee 

compitition crunchy like pretzels in party mix 

you witnessin the dopest I am harder than Barbie‟s tits 

Sorry kids but daddy even wrecks on a corny flow 

and I will not claim you less you put me on the Maury Show 

“I am not the father!” I will say it live on television 

“But they have the same nose only he would neva listen!” 

Then she started cryin and she wouldn‟t even sit by me 

The crowd started booin so I told them hoes “Kiss my bleep! 

You mothafuckin bleeps!” and about a dozen other bleeps 

Maury said, “Stop cussin out people in the seats! 

Leave them folks alone!” and then the commercials came 

I said, “If he is mine I have the perfect name.” 

Then she said , “No, I have named him Bud Smith!” 

I said, “That‟s not a Mexican name you dumb bitch.” 

After the commercials Maury got the test results 

I said, “If he is mine he will eat his vegetables, 

drink all his milk but he can‟t touch my beer. 



That‟s the first thing I wanna make real fuckin clear.” 

Then his momma said, “He is only six months! 

You‟re so damn pathetic all you do is hit blunts, 

drink syrup, pop X and walk around with a gun! 

You think I want your stupid ass raising my son!” 

the people started clappin she was putting on a show 

she even tried to slap me but the bitch was too slow 

Maury pulled the paper out the envelope and offered, 

“In the case of Bud Smith you are NOT the father!” 

I jumped up and danced and the crowd was quite stunned 

I punched this short dude that was sitting by the front 

Security had came „n‟ even though I was arrested 

I still was really happy that the DNA was tested 

A week later I received another phone call 

the same lady workin for the Maury Show ya‟ll 

she said another chick was claimin me to be the father 

and she was so hysterical that staff had to calm her 

I said, “Oh no, not another damn psycho! 

Send me the tickets and a hundred bucks and I‟ll go.” 

 


