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Ball & Chain Press

To:
My Dearest
Husband

Los Angele
s,

California
90004

September 1, 1987

Please, my darlin
g, if

you love me, get
me out

of here!

I can’t stand the f
lies

and the smell of
cow

poop makes my no
se run!

Love, your wife

This inmate is the P
roperty of the Calif

ornia Department o
f Corrections

sent by inmate #
W27022



The Postcards from Prison Collection© Book was created from
cartoons drawn by Norma Jean Almodovar for her husband Victor, during her
1987-88 incarceration in California Institute for Women at Frontera, CA., and

the California Rehabilitation Center in Norco, Ca.
Norma Jean, who became notorious after leaving the Los Angeles Police

Department and becoming a call girl, was sentenced to three years in prison on
a bogus charge of pandering when she refused to stop writing her tell all book
about the LAPD, “Cop to Call Girl.” Even though she had never been in trouble
before, the judge was forced to impose the mandatory three to six year prison
sentence because the District Attorney said “her literary efforts would expose the
police department to public ridicule, thus lessening respect for law and order.”

Through her daily letters to her husband and the cartoons she drew to illustrate
them, Norma Jean managed to keep her sense of humor and survive her ordeal.

Her book was published in 1993 by Simon and Schuster (hardcover)
and in 1994 by Avon (paperback).

Say, you know what I just heard? LA District Attorney Ira Reiner is
asking for the death penalty in Almodovar's case 'cause she still won't

stop writing that book, "Cop to Call Girl!"

One of the most embarrassing aspects of being in prison was the lack
of respect that my "crime" commanded from my hardcore criminal
friends. At that time, it was almost unheard of for someone to be
incarcerated on such a charge who had never been in trouble with the
law before. The other women just didn't believe me when I told them I
was in prison for trying to help my 'friend' Penny fulfill her sex
fantasy... but they sure did believe that the then District Attorney Ira
Reiner would throw me in the pen for writing a book about the LAPD!California Rehabilitation Center in Norco, Ca



"You don't like your haircut Dearie? Oh, too bad! Do you
know why I am in here, honey? I kilt my last 5 husbands by
stabbing 'em to death with a pair of scissors! Yep, kilt 'em
dead, I did!”

“BAD HAIR CUT”
I met the most interesting women in here. . . so many of
them looked like the nicest people. . . I couldn't imagine
that they had actually killed anyone. . . in some cases,

several someones! I did know that it was wise not to annoy
them, as they were already serving life sentences and might
even get time off their sentence if they were to do a favor for

the DA and the LAPD....

MS. BIRD’S CLASS
One disastrous morning I awakened to
find that I had been transferred into the
notoriously nasty old biddy Ms. Bird's
word processing class frommy job in the
art studio. I learned frommy room-
mates that if one’s namewas on the trans-
fer list posted each morning on the hall
wall, it was mandatory to attend her class
regardless of one’s ‘real’ job. I followed
two ofmydormmates toMs.Bird’s class-
room, and before class started, I
approached her to ask for a pass to go to
my counselor’s office to get things

straightened out. Politely but firmly I
explained that I hadnot asked to be transferred
intoher class and that I needed to transfer back
tomy job in the art studio that very day. I told
herwewere starting amajor project that after-
noon and I had to be there to show the other
inmates how to fire the kiln. Ms. Bird was
highly insulted and haughtily informed me
that therewasawaiting list toget intoher class
and no one ‘got in by accident...’ She snarled
that I would have to see my counselor on my
own time. I was ordered to ‘sit down and shut up’and not annoy her anymore.
During lunch break, I went to the counselor’s office but the line was long and I was near
the very end. I did not get to seemy counselor that day or for several more days. However,
Ms. Bird apparently took my rejection of her class personally and SHE sawmy counselor
during the lunch break and found out who I was.When class resumed that afternoon, she
pointed her long, skeletal finger and motioned me to the front. Quite reluctantly I walked
towardher, notwanting toendureher scathing remarks a second time inoneday. I hadbeen
very polite and not at all disrespectful, so I did not understand her fury at my request to get
out of her class.
Her eyes squinting, her voice as shrill as the wicked witch in theWizard of Oz and just
loud enough for the entire class to hear every word, she hissed at me “I know your story
and you better watch it!” The last twowords were emphasized with the point of her finger
wagging inmy face, so close I could smell the remnants of her tuna sandwich on it.
She had no idea that Iwasn't ashamed of my background, so her threat to tell the other
inmateswho Iwas if I didn't "behave" and“not speakunless spoken to”waswasted.When
the grin on my face told her that her threat had no ill effect on me, her own face turned
crimson and she shook her head angrily. “Go sit down!” she barked.
It only took threeweeks to get the ‘mistake’rectified, and in themeantime Iwas able to sit
in her class and type lots of letters to my friends and family.After I got my job back in the
art studio, I sculpted a little bird on a tree branch and took it to her one afternoon. By then,
the interviewwith Ed Bradley on “60Minutes” had aired and she sawwhy her “threat” to
expose me to my fellow inmates had no impact. She graciously took the peace offering I
made for her and asked, “So are you going towrite another book about this place?” “Yup,”
I said. “Will I be in it?” “Most likely...” “ Oh... hmm....” was all she couldmanage.



Sunday-Tanning at Whale Beach- CRC, Norco
Getting a tan at the "beach" was a greatly anticipated luxury- even if I didn't fit
into my itsy bitsy teeny weeny bikini any longer- who was I trying to impress, any-
way? Certainly not the other inmates OR the guards!
The alternate name for our "beach" was "Shamoo Shores." This is what the
inmates called it... because so many of us had gained a great deal of weight from
the heavy carb diets that the prison offered. When we went sun bathing, usually in
our underwear, we looked like a bunch of beached whales, hence the name.
It wasn’t politically correct to call it that, and the prison authorities forbade us to
use that name. None of us listened to them anyway, and among ourselves, that’s
what it was called all during my incarceration and probably still is called today by
the new inmates and the lifers.
The very first time I heard about ‘going to Whale Beach” was when I was still at
CIW (California Institute for Women). I actually believed that we were taken on a
bus to a real beach somewhere outside the institution so we could frolic in the sand
and sun. I had heard stories of inmate outings that had taken place in the years
before there was so much inmate overcrowding. At one time, the few female
inmates that were in California prisons were boarded on buses and taken to coun-
ty fairs, museums etc. in order to give them something to do and was a reward for
good behavior. One woman I met claimed to have walked away from one such
outing and had been ‘free’ for over 17 years before they caught her and sent her
back to prison. She said that even while she was gone, they still counted her as
being there so the administrators wouldn’t be punished for allowing an inmate to
escape. Plus the institution got paid for every filled bed and would lose the money
they got for her if they let it be known she wasn’t there.

Good Food Days
Though the tax payers were paying for relatively healthy
food for us inmates, the good food never reached us except
for the days when the Federal Inspectors came around. We
could always tell when the Feds were there because we
actually got the food listed on the daily menu- and we had
fresh fruits, vegetables and dairy products! The food that
was ordered and paid for by your tax dollars went home
with the guards and other staff members.

What they did with our food I will never know. Most likely
they sold it to friends and family members as the quantities
that the food came into and went out of the prison were too
large for private use... But whatever happened to it, the
inmates did not benefit from it! Instead, we ate plenty of
sandwiches with the usual mystery meat, all of which
contributed to our ever expanding waistlines and poor health.

SShhoowwiinngg  tthhee  FFeeddss  wwhhaatt  tthheeyy  ggeett  ffoorr  tthheeiirr  mmoonneeyy



TThhee    jjooyyss    ooff    ccoommmmuunnaall    lliivviinngg--  CCRRCC

No privacy whatsoever when I moved to CRC - community
showers-  and 80 roommates- where could a modest whore like
me hide?  Not until I graduated  to the honor  dorm did I get
assigned to a room with  a private bath! At least in my new
“home,” I only had to share the bathroom with 7 roommates.
Not much worse than when I was a child in upstate New York,

sharing one bathroom with my 13 siblings...
You can be sure that I behaved myself if for no other reason than

I did not  want to go back to living in such a public style! 

Food Smuggling 101

I learned no other skill in prison than how to smuggle food from  the   “village
cafeteria.” No matter that everyone was searched upon leaving, we always
managed to smuggle out the most interesting things in our bras. Occasionally I
found myself wondering how male inmates smuggled out their food- as I am sure
they found some way to do it... but the thought that they might hide food in their
jock straps made the whole smuggled food idea very unappealing, so I did not
spend much time thinking about it.

Not that the food we smuggled was worth eating later- it was just the thrill of
learning how to get around the rules of the day.  Of course, the most difficult food
of all to smuggle out were sloppy joes! We had them at least once a week- and,
come to think of it, they weren't any worse than I had at summer camp as a child!

After I transferred to the minimum security facility in Norco, California and I
became more experienced in the ways of prison, I found that having a ‘food girl’
who worked in the officers’ kitchen meant that occasionally I could have some
really decent meals. The officers’ kitchen had a gourmet chef and inmates who
were assigned the plum job of working in the officers kitchen knew their position
offered them an opportunity to make some good  prison currency on the side. The
only money inmates had was in an account that could be used to buy items on
‘canteen.’ One could not physically possess any money, but through the barter
system, one could offer to purchase canteen items for the smuggler in exchange
for a meal made from the food that the officers were given.  I couldn’t afford it
often, but I remember one of the most awesome meals I ever had while incarcer-
ated (other than when my beloved husband brought food for our conjugal visits)
was a small steak, rare, with button mushrooms and a baked potato with real but-
ter. The food was still warm when  my ‘food girl’ brought it to me, safely wrapped
in aluminum foil and tucked into her ample bossom. It was a meal fit for a queen-
and it only cost me a 6 pack of warm diet pepsi. What a bargain!



On laundry days, which was just about every day since my wardrobe
was limited to two pair of underpants, two bras (a size too small), a
few tops and one pair of jeans, we had to wash our clothes in the
small sink in our cell. To dry them, we tied together a bunch of
shoelaces to make a clothesline which we hung from the window to
a tiny nail on the wall. Frequently the string broke, sending the wet
underwear and jeans into our faces as we slept. 

In the summer, clothes dried overnight, but in cooler  weather, it
sometimes took a week to dry  a pair of jeans. No problem- we wore
them wet!

If you had friends who worked in the prison  dry cleaners and laundry,
you could pay to get them cleaned-  and with soap that didn’t make
your skin break out in a horrid rash! I didn’t know anyone who
worked there, so I had to use the laundry soap we were given, which
caused me to break out in hives that didn’t go away for months!  

In the Pen
It's no fun at all to be locked behind bars

No fun being in a small cell
Can't see out the window to look at the stars

Yeah, being in prison is hell.

Got no one to talk to, got nothing to do..
I sit and count flies on my wall.

Time goes so slowly, and between me and you
I'd rather not be here at all!

Norma Jean 1987

Pig in a Poke(y)
If you send a pig in a poke to the pen

You are apt to get a revolt now and then.
Beware if the pig that you send has a sword.......
She just may decide that your ox should be gored.

If the sword that she has in her hand is a pen-
A mightier sword that your bullets can't bend-

When she's backed in a corner, her sword she will draw....
Nor will she be stopped though her flesh shall be raw!

The system picked on the wrong piggy to fry
And soon they will rue the day they did try.

The pen will by far do more harm than the sword
And living well soon will sure be my reward!

Norma Jean 1986

LLaauunnddrryy  NNiigghhtt  aatt  CCIIWW



The way to ruin an expensive manicure
Not only did the state cleaning fluid ruin my formerly well
manicured nails- but gave me a horrible rash, too! In addition,
I was still suffering from  a bad case of hives I got at CIW
using the state issued soap to wash my clothes. 

Some nights the itching got so bad I used my hair brush to
scratch my skin- which eventually led to open sores where I
scratched myself too hard. Clumps of my long red hair began
falling out- which I later learned was due to the contaminated
well water we drank.

The corrections officers were supplied with fresh bottled water
but the inmates had to make do with tap water, and the water had
deleterious effects on all of us who had to drink it. I suffered
from side effects for nearly a year after I paroled... 

Shop ‘til you drop- Saturday Rummage Sale Days  at CIW

Carol the Rag Lady's Saturday  shopping mall at  the side of the
laundry- where, for the price of stamps or cigarettes, you could
buy a whole new outfit- ragged maybe, torn most likely, but
always clean. It was almost as exciting as shopping at Neiman

Marcus- but not nearly as expensive!

Whenever an inmate paroled, she usually left her prison clothes
with her roommate or dorm buddy, who would take the clothing
and ‘sell’ them Carol. Carol worked in the prison laundry and she
would wash the clothes and offer them for ‘sale’ every Saturday
afternoon, rain or shine. Very often, the clothes she had for sale
were not the drab and boring prison issue variety- but nice

clothing which had come to the inmates in their quarterly package.
My friends on the outside sent me lots of stamps, so I was able to
acquire quite a wardrobe in the months before I transferred to
CRC. I left most of it behind when I transferred, as I was only

allowed to take a small box of clothing with me to my new “home”
in the minimum security facility in Norco.



Although the prison is a state run facility, and therefore should
be  held to the same constitutional standards regarding the
separation of church and state- there was no question that many
of the staff tried to impose  personally held religious beliefs on
the inmates. This was especially annoying when  it was clear
that I did not hold these beliefs and was not allowed to question
the "facts" as given  to us by department psychologists.

Many of the inmates who wanted to parole early (for things
like murder) were quite willing to ‘become a born again” for
the sake of the parole board which gave great weight to those
who “found God” behind bars. Being the atheist I am and have
been since I was 18, if my parole had depended on that, I’d still
be locked up- probably for the rest of my life!

Kangaroo Court
"I'll be the judge," the donkey declared!

"And I'll be the lawyer," the monkey he roared.
"I'll be the D.A.," cried the thirty pound rat,
As he stood on the table and took off  his hat.

The ostrich jumped in, saying, "I'll be the fuzz"
When asked why on earth, he said, "Just because!"
You be the victim," they said to the elephant,

"And miss pig over there can be the malevolent."

"We must have a crime.. what did pig do?"
"Oh, what does it matter, " said the gnu.

"I know," said the elephant, when the motion was made
"Miss Pig over there tried to get my ass laid."

In a kangaroo court, a crowd did assemble
To see if the pig on the stand would but tremble.
Miss Pig sat so calmly, she held her head high.
"Not a thing did I wrong," she wanted to cry.

The D.A. pounded his fist on the table and roared
"Miss pig is a menace and ought to be gored!"
The lawyer and judge and the court did agree

So they sent her to prison, sat down and had tea..
Norma Jean Almodovar 1987

The White Light or White Lightning?

There are evil demons running
amok on the earth who make us

do bad things! The white light
technique can help you...



The "counselors" made it abundantly clear that I did not show
enough remorse for my "crime"- I never went around with my
head bowed and exhibited way too much  self-esteem to make
them comfortable!

I did my best to keep my opinions to myself as I was quite aware
that I was surrounded by people who thought they had a right to
impose their moral values on the rest of society, and that they
were the ones who held my future in their hands. If I did not meet
their prerequisite standard of remorse, they could hold up my
transfer to work furlough and eventually, my release from prison.   

Whenever I was told that I needed to show I was “sorry,” it took
everything I had to keep my mouth shut. Not before, not during
and not ever after did I believe that I had done anything wrong or
that deserved punishment.  On the other hand, if one could be
punished for one’s thoughts, I would be sitting on death row. 

Mail call at CRC
Not enough remorse from this old whore

After the interview with Mr. Ed Bradley and "60 Minutes"
aired in February of 1988, I began  receiving  20- 30 letters or
more a day, so mail call became a real chore for my dorm
officer- not to mention it annoyed my roommates because it
seemed like I got all the mail! Fortunately I was allowed to
have a small electric typewriter that one of my friends on the
outside sent me, so I could answer all my mail! And my friends
outside made sure I had a steady supply of stamps, envelopes
and typing paper as well as refill cartridges for the typewriter.

All letters- incoming and outgoing- were read by the mailroom
staff, who found themselves overwhelmed with the volume of
mail I received and produced. It was nearly a full time job to
keep up with those letters of support and encouragement- and I
answered every one of them. Being able to speak to Victor ever
day by phone and receiving all that mail made all the difference
in the world. I am not sure how I would have survived without
that emotional support.

Duh! Thatʼs because I
didnʼt do anything to

be sorry for and I
donʼt want forgiveness

from society!

The trouble with you
girlie is you donʼt show
any remorse for your

crime! If you want 
societyʼs forgiveness,
you must  show you

are sorry!



You Can't Make a Silk Purse out of a Sow's Rear
There once was a woman named Penny-

Who looked like she never got any...
On top of all that, she was tall, old and fat..
And her number of suitors weren't many!

Then along came a friend, namely me..
Who she told of her sex fantasy......

But to get her ass laid, it was I who that paid..
So, they took all my freedom from me.

So, I did fifty days in the jail 
For which I couldn't even post bail!

No way to appeal it, the judge signed and sealed it
And sent me away with a wail!

But, now comes the truth, so you see........
Even now I might not be free.

Three, four, six years is the sentence 
for doing the penance!

But what did I do? You tell me?

The moral of story is this..
Do not help an old friend who insists!

But if she does... shoot her! You'll get out a lot sooner..
'Cause that's the way life fucking twists!

Norma Jean Almodovar
written  in solitary confinement, 1984

Impatiently waiting for my honey for our
first conjugal visit- Christmas 1987

With all my worldly possessions stuffed into  in a small cardboard box
labeled “Prison Gucci Special,” I anxiously awaited  Victor's arrival for
our first  conjugal visit in December  1987, just before Christmas. We
would have 36  glorious hours to spend together, all by ourselves, in a
room that was once occupied by mobsters and movie stars back when
the prison was “Hotel California,”  a luxury resort built by Al Capone
many decades earlier. 

A few of our hours were wasted by the guards who had to search the
suitcases my husband brought with him, which were filled with  holiday
treats for me. My darling husband brought a pizza and cakes and can-
dies, as well as a complete crown pork roast and all the trimmings which
he cooked to perfection our last evening together, which we shared with
another couple in the conjugal visit unit who had no special food to eat
for the holiday. We were as desperately poor as they were, but thanks to
a friend who sent a check to my husband to buy those treats for me, we
had enough for ourselves and to share, which made it a very special
Christmas despite where we were. 



One had to go to "classification"  several times throughout one's
incarceration.  My first experience  with a counselor  made me
realize how vulnerable I was behind bars. Unlike the real world,
where you can eventually get a bureaucrat to correct false infor-
mation- in prison, mistakes were routine and never corrected! 

At first Ms. Van Duval had the wrong file, but even after she
found mine- my name was misspelled and the information from
court said I was unmarried and ten years younger! When your
level of ‘security’  depends on these  statistics, having the right
information is extremely important!’

As an unmarried 25 year old with a  new baby, and who had been
incarcerated three times previously, I would be classified a much
higher risk and be ineligible to transfer to a minimum security facil-
ity. As a more responsible, married 35 year old, without a lengthy
prison record, I was eligible to go to the nearby CRC, which was a
much nicer place to be for the duration of my sentence.

Smuggling skills came in handy after my conjugal visits
with Victor. Between my roommate who managed to
smuggle back to our dorm the food my husband brought
to our conjugal visit and another inmate who brought
loaves of bread from the officer’s kitchen, I threw the
best parties CRC had ever seen.  Our room became the
center of social activity for the weekend after my
conjugal visit. Of course, we had to donate a plate of
food to our dorm officer  in exchange for his silence. . .
Everyone agreed that Victor was the best cook EVER!

This is your fourth trip back here, is it?
When did you have your baby, 

Ms. Gonzalez? You aren’t married, 
are you?

THE NIGHTMARE OF BUREAUCRATIC BLUNDERS

“Norma Jean throws
the best parties!”

THE ART OF ENTERTAINING BEHIND BARS



Just like the “real world,” women in prison form cliques based
on many factors. It may be race or nationality,  age or type of
crime. It may be the date you were incarcerated  or the date you
will be released. You may or may not like the others in the
group, but if you  are ‘adopted,’  you always  need to socialize
with  the group members. Failure to hang out with “your group”
could lead to all sorts of problems.  Fortunately, I was adopted
by a fascinating and diverse assembly of ladies. There we were,
the ladies who lunch.... convicted felons all- a chronic drunk, a
bank robber, an embezzler, an arsonist, a murderer and me- a
panderer. I  tell you, our lunch conversations never lacked for
interesting dialogue!

LLuunncchh  BBuuddddiieess The last thing in the world you want to do is get sick in prison.
First of all, you might lose some of your “good time”  credits
which get you out of prison early.  (If you behave yourself, you
get one day reduction in your sentence for every day that you
serve; Meaning if you are sentenced to three years, you can be
paroled in 18 months.) In order to get your “good time” you
must go to your assigned job every day. If one got sick and
went to see the doctor and was prescribed bed rest, they didn’t
lose any “good time” credits. The bad news is that going to see
the doctor could be hazardous to ones health..... the medical
staff at CIW and CRC  were notorious for giving the wrong
medicine to inmates which in some cases killed them! Inmates
who were troublemakers were frequently prescribed thorazine
without their knowledge. Thereafter, those inmates did what
we called the “thorazine shuffle.”  I was determined not to let
it happen to me, no matter how sick I became.... and I did get
very sick several times during my incarceration! 


