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July 1,1979—1 had just turned 19 and had been through the thick of it. T only shot him in the shoulder, What can really happen to me? calied an old friend Who .

told me that it was all over the T.V. and Ramirez had died, but that they were locking fora six foot black dude, and to come back to LA.

Santana and his wife picked me up at the bus depot in L.A., and we went to their house to change for a party at the Paladium, As we drove to the spot L knew o

something was up. L knew the security fools that worked the doors, and as we walked in they greeted me. Mr. Ralph, one of the security dudes, walked up to me and tolﬁ me

if 'm packing a gun to get rid of it because the place is surrounded, and so follow him, I walked off the dance floor to aback entrance and opened the door to find giins drawn
onme.

T was returned to the LA County Jail, where I received a visit from the FBl and the organized task force who had just arrested Luigi in Yuma, AZ; driving a gas‘
tanker full of weed and coke, They were tipped off by Ramirez, It did not take a rocket scientist to see how this was starting to logk for me. They brought u‘p Uncle Frank

Fratianno, 18th $t. and everything that the rats who were involved could give them, to save their asses. I refused to deal and was then charged with murder one and looking ‘

at the death penalty or life in prison without parole! Twas thinking, prior to this visit, that the worst case scenario was mansiaughter. I never robbed a safe, and meyknew .
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this (which you can read in the transcripts). A man who steals baby formula gets life while a child molester gets three years. In the 1800s they raised cattle h’CﬁMa but

now they raise inmates. un Frgsa’om S‘l'“l L‘)a$ a P\-iGQ. "

I sat in the LA County Jail for a year, alone, with decisions that had to be made. 1 was 15 years cld and my dump truck attorney visited me and _offered 3-5 years .

in the Youth Authority with a promise that I would be out in 18 months. In the worst case scenario, I could be held until I was 25 years old. He went on to inform me that all

they had was Santana saying that I told him 1did it, and that T did beat him up but not with the intention of murdering him.

There was an off duty sheriff that identified someone else as the one who sold him gas, and he felt it was funny that Ramirez was not around and walked into

the office to find the body. I was looking at the death penalty or life in prison. So why not plead out and go get in shape to be out in no time? “They're gonna bring out your
organized crime history, your brother, Uncle Frank, and now the FBLis interested.” He put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Kid, take the deal” |

The same day, at my sentencing hearing, the judge asked me if any deals had been made with me in order to enter this plea of guilty. I stood and infonngd the
judge that I was promised by the California Youth Authority not to exceed rmy 2sth birthday if I entered a guilty plea. The judge turned to the district attorhgy, who cgn—' .

firmed this oral agreement. I was ordered to another division to accept the plea. As this is published, 1 am 48 years old and still in the same cell from that agreement.

Court Transcript:

Judge: Do you understand what robbery is, Mr. Torrey?

Torrey: Yes, Ido,

Judge: Do you understand robbery is the taking of property from another by force or viclence, and with the intent to permanently deprive that persen of that property?
Torrey: Yes, I do.

Judge: Now, you also understand that if you wanted to go to trial on this case, that you have the statutory right to the process of this court to compel the ;ttenﬂancg of all
witnesses on your behalf?

Torrey: Yes, I do.

Judge: Do you give up that right?

‘Torrey: Yes, I do,

Judge: Do you further understand this: If you are sent to state prison, that upon release from state prison that you would be on parole for a period of up; to thyee years?
Torrey: Yes.

Judge: You also could be sent to the California Youth Authority, in which event they could retain you there until the age of twenty five. Doyou understand that?

Torrey: Yes, I do.

Tudge: My further understanding is that the probation and sentence hearing will take place in Department “E” and our further understanding is that the jud.ge in Depirt-

ment “E” has indicated that he will be committing the defendant to the California Youth Authority at that time. Is that correct?
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Mr, Romeyn: That’s the people’s understanding,
Judge: Mr. Torrey, is that your understanding?

Torrey: Yeah.

With Donna Summer singing “Bad Boy,” the bus driver pulls into the yard at the seuthern California reception center for the youth authority, in Norwalk. As tﬁe driver turns
off the radio on this rainy day of February, 1980, the leg shackles are taken off.

The California Youth Authority of the 705 and Bos was very violent, and my reputation as Boxer from 18th St. was right there in front of me frozp the momen£
that I stepped off that bus, After the first month it did slow down, but then it was—my group locking crazy at your group—and the famous, “Where you fro:g?” fIwasan
Olympic swimmer, not a single soul would challenge me to a swimming match.

To this freak’n day, it’s always about being the quickest draw in the west! I know one day soon my reign will end. I was sent to YIS, a youth facility in Ontario, CA, .
and the reputation just followed me. You're judged by the last victim’s ass that you Kicked and his homeboys that await you! Let’s say, years earlier, you sj:'ab.bel,;:! go;lié guyh E
from Temple St. Well, now you would fight every fool from that gang. I still go to sleep many nights to date, awaiting the “ding, ding.”

It was 1981. I had just turned 21, with about thirty crazy fools from 18th 8t. at this facility. I spotted a face in the crowd of my cell block that1 could not recog-;xize;-
He would lock at me and grin like he knew me, till 1 asked around and was told he was the boxer who shot me—from Grape St. Watts, I knocked him out tha‘t qight, at the
77th Police Station.

A fewweeks eariier, [ was in the gym with coach Smitty and a heavy weight named Henry Tillman, when Boxer walked up to me at the heavy bag and t5ld me.tilat ‘
I was a no good Mexican, and that he was gonna make me pay. I smiled and told him 1 was not a Mexican, that I was Puerte Rican, and in closing, fuck him in ghe ﬁe;k! :

He made a step to me, but his boys and the cops were looking, and he took off as 1 went back to my bag work. That night after dinner, I was told that during the
weekend I was gonna be hit and to look out. I always accept that my time will come. A few days later, my cell door was abruptly opened, and the guards ran in a.nd handcuffed '
me, took me down 1o a strip cell where I was hosed, and then questioned about Boxer from Grave St,, who was found hung in his cell; a suicide, until they saw that his haufis
were tied behind his back.

1 spent my time in an empty cell with no light and only one blanket, under a full investigation that resulted in me not even knowing about his death. I'was theﬁ
escorted to a van and driven to northern California to a facility called Preston Youth Facility, in Tone. I am looking out the same window 28 years lat;zr, af Pres!éon Yl'out.h
Autherity, located on the same property as the Mule Creek State Prison. .

In the summer of 1981, Preston was supposed to be for bad boys. I stood there for a month before the warden found out who I was and traded..me‘away i‘xke‘ aj dra’ft‘
pick. In the 1980s, the Youth Authority was not for rehabilitation, but sports. There was a boxing program in every state facility, and basketball was popular, to&. 'i'he wm.'d.en :
at Preston traded me to the northern facility for a basketbalt player! Into the fire  went—a southern Cali inmate being thrown into a Northern Mexican facilify which hated
anyone from the south, especially gang leader Boxer from 18th St, .

After being sent to the hole (solitary confinement) on numerous eccasions, it finally dawned on them that I was not going anywhere, and ﬂxat—f}dm the s:hoi;lf E
ders—I could not be dealt with! So I stoed in the gym, boxing daily, teaching everyone about a proper hook, feet work, eic. 1 was growing up and learning t.hecart orf hé}plrgé
opponents back to their cell, instead of their boys carrying them back. I realized that I could draw, so I started to create tattao patterns, portraits, and whate{;;r elsg Tcoutd
do for food. I started to draw for Low Rider and Teen Angel magazine. I became good friends with the owner, who remembered my boxing days inL.A, 501 sta:te‘ij to draw - N
all the covers for Teen Angel. |

Many people started writing, but onie person in particular was Maria. She started visiting me with her son, TJ, on the weekends. I spent my days trajning in the-
gy, secretly knowing I would make a comeback when I was released in 16 months. Many were saying that Iwas washed up and done for. T knew betzer.

Being that close to my release date, I was issued a gate pass; which meant that I could work outside of the prison grounds. T was made a bus boy at the loca] i

Denny’s, at the port of Stockton, I would go through the week at work trying to remember to tell Maria to buy a gun or knife at the pawnshop, 5o she:could keep it in hér .

purse. But every time she visited, I would play with TJ, and get lost while doing so, and forget to mention it. I returned to my cell block one day and wrote her a letter saying
) i3
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that, in months, I'd be there to protect her. I told her tha, until then, she should get some protection. She was living in a rough neighborhood, and I worried ab;m; per s?fety.

I returned to work on Monday. On my break, I went to the back table, I was telling the waitresses about Hollywood while drinking a pint of _Henngs&, and I told
thermn about “the life” T was called up front over the speaker to see the transportation cops.

Instead of the usual routine they asked me to turn areund and put the bracelets on me. Officer Rudy said they intercepted a letter saying that ﬁvas‘l‘:ry!n.g:tq_ B
purchase a weapon. 1 explained the situation: about Maria and remembered that I had spoken to him about it before. He tried to tell the warden about the need for Malriia‘to :
have a weapon, but since the Youth Authority was taken over by the Department of Corrections in 1982, they were worried about job security and cmcked down.

We did not go onto the highway towards the facility, but instead we went it the opposite direction. I was being transferred to Tracy Prison. At this time it was
better known as Gladiator School. This was the real deal—when you take a breath and don’t know if it’s your last,  was put in a single cell, while other inmates were double
celled. They did this because we were Youth Authority inmates being held in a state prison. But survival was the only thing on my mind. The prison was currently on lock-

down, and I had arrived in the middle of the Seuth Versus North War! I sent a message to o s from 18th St. asking for some coffee and 411. He sent some coffee,

Youry ' o

abig knife, a chess board (to put in my pants as a shield) and anote that read, “It’s on| Watch yourback!”

1was supposed to be going home in a few months—working at Denny’s, drawing, seeing Maria... And now, ! was in prison with mother fuckers vs‘rho were serious
about this shit! Forget about the corrections and rehabilitation shit that Joe Public is fed by Sacramiento politicians, asking you for more morney, more prisong—-this ghit; 1s |
real, and there is no rehabilitation! The prison system wants us to kill each other so they can turn to senators and say, “See? We need more money, more ée‘curit&.” Pﬁsoﬁ .
is nothing but stress, death, destruction, and punishment. Once you get in this vicious system, you are lost forever! It's all about survival of the fittest, big fish eat little fishy
and “Fuck you in your neck, punk!” You lie, you die, if you don’t pay, you die. If you play by the rules, are lucky, and honorable—you can live to be one hundred in the joir.)t. |

The following Monday, I was guided to the yard. Two little people ran past, and the 5th guy ahead of me was stabbed five times in the neckas they ran off. He cﬁe‘d .
on the second step running after them. We stayed in lockdown for another month. T tried, on a Tuesday, to make my way out to the yard for alittle sun,sol could kick itwith
the fellas that [ knew,

1learned prison politics in a hurry. There’s the Mexican Mafia, La Eme, the Aryan Brotherhood, the Black Guerilla Family, and the remainder—a melting pot of
Cubans, Ricans, Haitians, Native Americans, and more, It is cool being an “other” because we are not “gang related”—or so the guards thought. Every group has a desig—
nated shot caller, who represents the group to all inmates, administration, and guards. Like a state senator, the shot caller has the keys to the yard. These guysare lifers. It's
a closed society—nothing like HBO's representation. I choose my words carefully, but it doesn’t matter since 1 am currently marked for death or “in the hat™. |

It is niow 1982 and I was going home. I was scheduled for the parole board in a few weeks, so I was working out hard and made it back down to 165 pouncis. My .
knee was feeling better from the weights and running daily with that onion field murderer from Bakersfield. Once a week, I invite someone to my cell or the é.hower to bé:c. )

The next few weels in 1982 were the craziest. I was met in the big yard by a couple of La Emes who escorted me to their shot caller—some fool from the than‘i:cel
gang that I had met when I lived with JoJo, He was cooland respectful since I was from 18th St. 1 needed to let my homes know that it was time to pay La Efne. .Si.nace 18ﬂ1;;3t. )
was the biggest gang in California, and is now in Utah, Nebraska, etc., the mafia wanted their cut! If we didn’t pay, a green light would be issued, meaning that‘-a.:;y LaEme’
could kill an 18th St. member without ramifications. I explained that I was not Mexican and not about to pay anyone. oo T

'

I was alone and in reality. I could never be from any gang from La Cosa Nostra because I was not Mexican or white in the eyes of either gang, Gangs are ju;t crawas i
st ommmspaacinewicsozs Jadla in Prison Okin calar is MTa benian Nanbehavioral Characteristic T

Days to the parole board and [ started to carry a knife. The tip pricked my knee every time [ took a step to walk, Iliked that it made me alert and not get compla- 1
cent about my surroundings. The night before my parole board hearing, I stayed up all night with my legal folder, lerters of support, and new marriage certificate to Maria.
I had no other family left—Luigi was in prison, the Gambinos, Genoveses, and Bonannos were dying or snitching out each other. Everyone I knew was from the magazine ‘
letters I got or from 18th St.

I was anxious to stand in front of the Parole board because, bullshit aside, they could order me released and parcled right there on the spot. The momﬁg my .
name was calted on the loud speaker to report to the parole board, many lifers wished me good luck. .

T entered the parole board room and there were three board members. One was an older Latino man who locked my way and smiled. Then theré wais an}i::lc:ler‘i







white man who looked like he wanted to be fishing, A woman with a sout look on her face waved me to sit down and state my name. The men said theywere fahs t_h_at AW,
the fight at the Sacramento Auditorium. The woman went ballistic, “I have read your file and, I too, am from Compton and know all about 18th St. thugs. Just bg;ﬁusg you
are an athlete, do not think you will get treated any different on your incorrigible butt.” !

She drank some water, took a breath, and tried to compose herself. I realized [ was not going to be parcled, Getting a hug from Maria did not"‘ look toe géoci‘ I
laughed nervously and was asked if I thought she was funny. “No, but there is no need to talk to me with such vile” The white man wrate down “Dolphins -3, Rams +7, Bears
-10.”

The woman continued, “The new law that has taken affect this year is applicable to you, and under 1170.D and C, an inmate who is found to be incorrigible wﬂl be
found unsuirable for the Yourh Authority and returned to court for sentencing. And you, Mr. T-0-R-R-EEEE are incorrigible!”

“This means I am not going home?”

The Latino man Informed me that I could appeal the decision and asked if I had anything to say. 1 responded that I had a plea bargain and was told that they héd—‘
me at most until I was 25, which was only three more years. They asked for my Youth Authority 1D card as a parting gift, as I would be transported back to the; LA cfountyja.ll“
for re-sentencing, o -

Iwoke up in the LA county jail the morning of my court date for my modification of sentence. 1 thought the worst case scenario was 3 more yearls in j:ris.q:n; "I'enfbf‘
us arrived at the Norwalk Superior Court House early Nov 6, 1982. 1 was appointed another dump truck public attorney named James Boedecker. Dear Mr. Boed;aclcer came
to visit me in the holding tank. He informing me that I was in front of another judge, not the one who I had made the deal with. Judge Stevens was not afan 9?’ Joey Ton"éy
and was not going to allow me to withdraw my plea or re-sentence me to three years anywhere. The judge was going to allow a plea of second degree murder for 7-10 j'ears-
with credit for time already served.

“Hell no, buddy. I have a plea agreement and niow they want to re-sentence me and Twill ot plea again!” I had served my plea agreement, and Mr. Boedecker as—‘
sured me he would fight this in the appeals court till the end. But I never saw him again after thar day.

I sat in the holding cell for hours until I was summoned into Judge Steven’s court, and the following is on record;

“Mr, Torrey, 1 am not going to allow you to withdraw your plea agreement and burden the tax payers of this state with a long drawn out trial. You pleaﬁ guilty 1;:0‘
187, murder, and in about five minutes, that’s what you will be sentenced to. Numerous fights in YA and trying to purchase a gun while in custody. Bad places are fﬁt bad
people, Mr Torrey, and you're, without a doubt, bad people. Incorrigible is right. Your sentence is just the beginning as the Brigg’s initiative just passed on Nwexﬁbé; of 19&2, :
which protects minors not adults or gangsters like you, You should not have been sentenced to the YA, and T am going to correct that wrong, You couid not ha;ldl:le Y ;';-5year
deal and now you are back” : &

He banged the gavel and asked me to stand back and continued, “1 hereby sentence you to 25 years to life in the California Department of Correctioris.‘l will give .

you credit for 822 days that you served i the Youth Authority.”

Court Transcript:

Judge: Do you have further arraignment for judgment?

Boedecker: Yes

Judge: All right. Is there any legal cause why sentence should not be pronounced?

Boedecker: The legal cause has already been stated, as much as the court will allow me to state it.

Judge; All right. Stand up, Mr Torrey. (Defendant compliesy

For the offense of murder in the first degree, te which the defendant entered a plea of guilty as of January 9, 1980 the defendant is sentenced to the state prison for the term
of 25 years to life, with the provision that the defendant is entitled to credit as follows: For a total of 822 days time served in state institutions, including the California Yauth .
Authority, plus zz4 days under the provisions of Section 2g00.5 of the Penal Code, and an additional 112 days, under the provisions of Section 4019 of the Pérfal Code. He‘ is

remanded to the Sheriff of Los Angeles County for delivery to the Department of Corrections.
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Do youunderstand that punishment—that penalty?

Torrey: Yes, sit,

1 had to immediately sit down, My knees were buckling like I had been hit on the chin. I was escorted out of the court room and met with Mr. Boedetker, wt}o.a;isuéed m.e E

and promised to stand by my side, that Judge Stevens could not sentence me twice for the same crime as it was in double jeopardy. I was escorted out, put in shackles, and.

driven directly to the Southern Reception Center for the California Department of Corrections in Chino, CA.

That evening, in my cell, [ heard the paper sliding into my cell that read, “Modification of Sentence: 25 Years to Life.” At the bottom it noted my parole ehgxb:hty, i

“June 13, zoo2.” My soul began to rain and thunder as the radie blasted and the screams began. I could not eat brealdfast the following morning. An old timer swept thejﬁoor‘
past my cell and asked if I remembered him from the Main St. gym. There was too much fog in my brain from what had transpired, but he teld me that the green light had ‘

been put on the 18th St. gang, 1 was told to request protective custody from the guards before pecple returned from lunch, or they were going to be ordered to move on me.
o

I had no intention of requesting anything when this focl from Clanton stopped at my cell and told me, “Lock up! Or when the bars rack yow're dead!” Insteaq,-‘thé tock-up -

beil rang because someone got stabbed, and we were locked down for the night. I locsened up.

1stayed up all night and shadow boxed, moving side to side, for I'was caged and freezing. I skipped breakfast in the morning, and I found myself staring atalong

haired biker named Gypsy in front of my cell. He said he was from the Hell's Angels and a friend of Luigi. I questioned him until he mentioned 1978, Lancaster, and me beat-

ing the ass of one of his bros. He smiled and extended his hand, explaining that the club is doing business with Luigi and the family, and that he would have niy back in the

day room. He told me the light was called off as a parting gesture, as someone sent me a message saying “Danny has a knife” I did not care. I had to go into that dlay‘room ‘

or lose face and fight everyone.

As I 'walked into the day room, someone informed me the light was off but that he wasn’t going to do anything even if it was on. “Bulishit, you fools would-h'av‘é
Xilled me!” I turned on the TV to watch Arguello fight Ganigan as an older fool turned the channel. T was on him with lefts and rights as his knife clunked to the floor. A biker

announced “There’s no green light, Let them be.” I beat him until my hands hurt and kicked the body until my white tennis shoes were covered in bluod. Gypsy wmspered., :

]
.,‘

“gnough,” as I began pissing on him till he woke up, An hour later [ was back in my cell and the guards were there to lock me up.

By 1982, I was enjoying Vacaville prison and working in the Captains officeand R&Ras a clerk, I settled in—Ilocking forward to my appeal. My kned clid not.h‘aj\re

to be replaced, and technology was getting better and better in medicine, Charlie Manson was living in the cell block next to mine, and he would go visiting on the weekend :

with different women and bring back screaming weed. He would play guitar as we sat around and smoked, while T drew sports scenes and athletes. I knew Charile 'S crazy
shitwas a front because wher the guards would call him to attend an interview he would look at me and say, “Show timel” and make different faces, asking whichone l.ooked

craziest. He would occasionally go cell to cell, polling who didn’t have a TV or radio and then had his people order one for everyonel

October 15—I was leaving work at the Captain’s office when an old time sergeant pulled me aside and asked me to watch a rookie guard, who had just begun ‘

working in my cell block. If she needs help, I should look out for her. After a fight in the gym, I was headed to take a shower when [ heard her screaming. I ran 'ba‘;:k to find

a crowd of inmates yelling, laughing, punching her in the face, and tearing her clothes. I pushed my way through and began beating on one ringleader before'picking up an

old cast iron mop ringer to baptize his partner. I beat them into dreamland, looked at the crowd, locked the room, and hit the emergency button. When security arrived she :

was knocked out, and they took turns beating me until I was out cold. Officer Esparza finally woke up and told them what had actually happened.

Years of being solid, not ratting people out, and fighting at the drop of a hat were over. I now was marked as an inmate—a boxer from 1Bth with mob ;ieé w_hb never .

helps his captors. I was sent off to California Men’s Colony. On Fridays, the Army boxing team would visit the prison gym to fight me. I got to the point that it was easier to

let them exhaust themselves from punching me and then knock them out. At 23, I should have been peaking as a fighter, but I was shot.

I was leaving the gym one day, and I ran into Morgan, who had led the assault on Ms. Esparza. He smiled at me and I knew things were about to gét répl funky. ‘

Corrections typically keep a list of inmates and their enemies, in order to separate them. Someone wasn’t doing their job, and as a result, there was nothing in my file abgut
helping an officer during an assault. And so, the following evening, when a shadowy figure came out of the dark behind me, I woke up days later in the Hospitaj fromacoma

with a plate in my head, The guards claimed that the dispute was over a drug debt. Just my huck!

Somig
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1 was sent to Vacaville Medical Center, and a report was filed by the officer who sent me to protect Ms. Esparza. I filed a lawsuit over negligence and the scars on:
my face. 1 was sent to the protective housing unit at Soledad, across from Larry Singleton—whe had kidnapped a little girl in Riverside, cut off her armg and 1§ft harlby -]

ditch, He was currently being parcled. I had read that she was awarded a million dollars, and when I informed him of this he replied, “Yeah, but she can’t count it

[N

Affidavit of Adela Maria Esparza . C

I began working at California Medical Facility in Vacaville, CA as a correctional officer on October 8, 1982. My duties included the supervision of inmates glassified as psy-
chotics in remission. Before working at CMF, I worked at the California Institute for Men, in Chino, for eighteen months, alsoas a correctional officer.
1 make this statement on behalf of Joey Torres, who saved my life at CMF.

On October 15, 1982, after one week of orientation, I began my first day of supervising Wing P-3 on the psych unit. Shortly after my shift began, an inmate named

Thomas Morgan started following me and making comments. Throughout the evening, Morgan became increasingly menacing and bizarre in his behaﬁor”tqwardﬁ me.1

called his behavior to the attention of my direct supervisor, Sgt. Parker. After a brief meeting, Sgt. Parker determined that Mr. Morgan posed no threat and refused to ta;ce?
any action.

Because Morgan continued in his bizarre behavior, I also advised Officer Barrajaz (a supervisor of another wing on the same shift) of Morgan's disfﬁﬁtiqe behav-
ior. Officer Barrajaz indicated that he would occasionally check to see how I was doing. Officer Barrajaz said that if I got into trouble, I could count on inmate Torres bjeca\:‘lse,
“He is a good inmate.” Joey Torres also reassured me that if I gotinto trouble, he would back me up.

Again, I complained to my supervisor of Morgan’s continued and increasingly menacing behavior. I requested Morgan either be moved or l_ocked. upin hi?. r:eﬁ.
He denied my request.

At one point, I heard Morgan say under his breath that he was “going to kill” me.

As1began to direct all inmates back into their cells at lock up time, through a pass window, I locked up and the next thing 1 knew, Morgan punched me in the face
with such force that my teeth were loosened, my mouth lacerated and my face bloodied. Morgan came into the room, stood over me, and attempted to hit me agaml was
only semi-conscious but managed to kick his groin area and began screaming, He proceeded to artack me again. Althiough there were a number of inm:ates.sunoﬁndiﬁg-us
by that time, only Torres intervened to stop Morgan's attack,

At Chino, the alarm button is located on the hip area. Because I was unfamiliar with the placement of the newer alarm button, I reached for my h.rp area. Tbrfés
yelled out to remind me that the button was located in my chest pocket. I was then able to alert other officers of my need for asgistance,

It is my belief that inmate Morgan had every intention of killing me. Had it not been for Torres’ intervention. I believe that Morgan would have killed mé ur cal‘xslled
sericus bodily harm. Torres saved my life and averted a potentially volatile situation in which other inmates could have become disruptive. .

That evening, I reported the events to Officer Evelyn Mason. She assured me that Torres would get recognition in his file for saving an cﬂic—er*s' life; it was net
until eazlier this year that I become aware that a report of this incident was not placed in his file. I did nothing to identify bim or highlight his actions, as I did not want to

endanger his safety within the inmate population.

Recently I learned that Torres was severely beaten by inmate Morgan and—as a result of this beating—now wears a steel plate in his head. His aptempt at saving

my life put his own life in jeopardy and he had to be transferred out of his prison in California to a Nevada facility.

If called as a witness, I can completely testify as to the truth of the foregoing statements.

Executed this 28th day of November, 198¢ at San Francisco, CA. Notarized by the Notary Public.

Ken Hurdle - Statement of Character




August 21, 2002

Correctional Lieutenant Evelyn Mazan wrote, rather than coming to the aid of an injured officer, inmates will usually say they saw nothing. However: -
“Inmate Torres came to the aid of another human being, regardless of the consequences. Torres knew that night what would happen to hirt. Hg tt::ad t? Felwl r.n-e’. o
AR

A feted
but I did not understand. Joey said something that night, and years later 1 understood the full meaning. ‘What’s going to happen to me, Mazon? I couldr’t leave hgr alone.

He is so big and could kill her. I had to do it, What's going to happen to me, Mazon? As the years have passed, I can now fully appreciate and understand what Torres really

did. T have also come to realize that Joey is a very special person. I have never said that about any inmate.” 5
“Being in corrections, I do not get inveolved with inmates’ personal lives and have no feelings, one way or ancther, about their being in prisen. With Joey, 1 would #

i

like to see him get out. Joey did a very good thing and was chastised for his actons. It’s time we recognige that Joey will make a good US citizen.” (Exhibit7) = F

After being transferred to New Mexico, Mr. Torrey become very active in an organization called Boxers Against Drugs (“BAD™). (Exhibit 8). As a former drug user,

e

he worked hard to educate others about the dangers of drug abuse through his work with BAD and by trading sports memorabilia. Numerous news articles have been writ-

rET-

ten about the sports stars who joined his crusade to help at-risk youngsters (See for example: Michael J Stott, “Caged Trader” Tuff Stuff December 1962 [Ex__tﬁbit‘ o).

In my opinion, it is the many laudatory comments from corrections officials that are particularly noteworthy.

ot

3

In July 1993, New Mexico Corrections officials wrote that Mr. Torrey, “spends a considerable amount of time on the phene, either direct or through three way

calls, promoting his Boxers Against Drugs program.”

Joey contacts numerous sports figures to do personal appearances, card shows, prison visits, autograph signings, and varicus other things to ﬁgl'}t drug abuse,

W

W

He states he spends up to 10 hours per day on the phone. The expenses for all the phone work is done through donated monies from athletes and donated signied sports .

e

items that can be auctioned off.

“Joey appears to have a sincere and dedicated attitude towards helping others not make the same mistakes he did.”

Tnow smile 25 Yedrs Later verlect:ina the uouna adu-s eve's "0FpIceyr
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Tsat in Vacaville segregation with numerous administrators, facing a federal lawsuit that I had written while sitting in the hole. It is so eagy to litigate when you flow with the

&
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truth and the facts. One night, after numerous beat downs by the guards for litigating, an associate warden came to visit me and finally said, “Sorry. If you drop the su.mwe :

T
will send you to any other prison in the US that the department has an agreement with.” I was sure that in the code of the convict, I was marked for death! { started writpg f
to Ana Luisa, an old friend who was close to Las Vegas and would be able to visit me. I sent word out to the yard about my return and was sent a message that sounded ke

£, AR

a setup, “Come out 1o the yard Joey. All is OK.” I smiled and thought, “Check, please!”

When I finally agreed to be sent out of state, I was transferred to Soledad State Prison, in the Protective Housing Unit. This was a special cell block that had

R S

three front doors that you had to get buzzed through. I remained there for months—awaiting a ride to Nevada, [ was housed in this special unit with some of_t.hé natlon’s

most violent, high profile child molesters and murderers. There was Dan White (the fool who shot San Francisco Mayor Masconi), Juan Corona (who buried a bus fulliof

e

farm workers), Sirhan Sirhan (who was charged with shooting Robert Kennedy), and numerous gang shot callers who had now walked away and wer=el informing for their

security.

I remember sitting in my cell watching Oliver North testify on TV about his involvement in the Iran/Contra madness and passing weapors in Secret! The NY
Giants were in the Super Bowl, and T was receiving mail and visits from Terry, an old friend who I decided to marry for conjugal visits. As Dolly used to tell me, even a thug
needs a hug! I would go out to the trailer for three days of peace and quiet. It had been the first time I made love since 1979. |

While there were only 300 California inmates in this cell block, these were some of the baddest around, Many of them just got tired of killing on the main liri_e:‘q:n’1 S

state prisons and raised bloody hands as if to say, “I quit.” x

1 was transferred in 1986 to maximum security Nevada state prison, located in Carson City. Snow-covered mountains lie beyond this old p;en.itenﬁary. 1 picked, - ;

Nevada to be close to Ana Luisa. I left Terry because her family lived the gang life, and the association with me put them all in danger.

T did not know anyone in Carson City and began a new anonymous life. I watched a playoff baseball game where Billy Buckner, of the Red Sox, allowed a ball toi go '

Y et T



through his legs off the bat of Mookie Wilson. 1 smiled when I saw that kid, Darryl Strawberry, who I always used to see in the hood. I'was happy to see that in this stave they

had a boxing program. I'would sit back and watch the kids bang the bag and spar for hours, I wanted so many times to run over and help but was sure someone would say
Iwas a cop lover and stab me. I still suffer that dream. The days were nice, but the nights were cold with snow on the prison yard. One day, I was called off thg yard whefe 1
was building a snow man and escorted to see my counselor. A very nice lady said she was aware of my situation and appreciated me saving one of their own. She inféfmed
me that she pulled some strings and was going to have me sent to their state’s kick back prison. I did not know what she meang, but on January 6,187, I was driven towards
the California/Nevada border, eventually reaching Jean, NV. |

This was the beginning of my new life, Nestled against a mountain near I-15, behind the casino, Pistol Pete’s—the famous spot where they h'ouséq the Bonnie 8
Clyde car. This place never failed to amaze me. { saw inmates walking around in personal clothes, wearing baseball jerseys, looking all relaxed, playiﬁIg golf on one side of
the yard. I thought that was surely enough until 1saw, on the other side of the yard, a tennis court with white dudes playing, And in the middle of the j'ard.—a quing ring!

Inmates walked out, and they were pretty much all old and white. I stood in line for food thinking, “hell no,” as inmates were freak’n making food orders! I'was

standing there when this old white dude with a cigar as big as Luigi’s introduced himsetf as Jimmy Sacce. I thought, “Sacco? Sacco?” Then he went orite sajﬁtha; haewasa '-

1

friend of Luig’s and the family, and that he pulled some strings to get me relocated to this Camp Snoopy.

Jimmy Sacco runs the biggest sports book in the nation. He recently began heading the biggest offshore gambling establishment in Costa Rica. We ate, and he
gave me the 411 on the family; who’s dead, who's telling, He was very kind and informed me that the Steve’s Muffler thing was based on money owed to him. We spent hours

sitting there in the chow hall with his body guards; the guards slipped him his daily bottle of vodka. We drank and went down memory lane, He told me that there were 500 | %

inmates on the yard and half were perverts or molesters, and the other half were slot cheats and white collar criminals like himself, He was making bank from prison and
running his operation in Santo Domingo and Costa Rica from his cell! He handed me a shoe box with a few Cuban cigars, a roll of bills, toothpaste, apd odds and ends. 1

wralked back to my cell.

1thought I had seen it all until T entered my cell and found wall to wall carpet, a recliner, a giant stereo, TV with cable, and the beginning to my legéﬁdary status— -

the telephone! You would turn in your ID card, and they would hand you a phone,

1 had a knock one morning from this guy, Ernie, that I knew from the Spilotre family. His boss had recently been found buried in a hole in the deSért. !-hscrew

was known as the “hole in the wall” gang because they entered through one building to rob the adjacent one. He was also a barber. He'd give me & nice cut, and we'd, smioke’

cigars while going down memory lane. I walked to the gym that afternoon and was in more shock when I found the state-of-the-art weight machines, little booths, a pizzeria, '

popcorn machine, and fresh nachos. You were allowed to keep $45 in quarters, so I decided the next day would be spent working out, orderinga Ia.rge cheese pizza and
nachos, and going back to my cell to watch cable. |

1 visited on Saturdays with Ana Luisa Hernandez. She looked like Dolly’s twin—down to her class and old school love and respect for her farnily,;Mir mmd was
blown in the visiting reom when I could receive groceries from visitors: avacados, plantains, and quarts of Pepsi half full of Bacardi! ‘

I told Jimmy Sacco that I wanted to fight again and was thinking about bringing opponents for me and maybe geta professional fight under my belt. Mr. Sacco
told me that I was too smart and that he would help me promote other fights, for he promised the family to look gut for me. Jimmy floated me a few thousand, and1 wels;lt
on a phone campaign. I never was aware of the things a man can do with just a phone in his hand. I called Top Rank’s office in Vegas and spoke to Migﬁel Di;é, an oi_& ‘tirﬁe'
trainer who betrayed Jimmy Montoya and everyone in his path to become the number one self-proclaimed cut man in boxing. This man was so vain that hehad awards

created and bestowed upon himself! 1 informed him that 1 needed boxers out at the prison for an exhibition and gave him a date and time, Top Rank was the same ageri'x:y

who went after me to fight when [ was 17.

Next, I made an appointment with the warden, who was an old time boxing fan himself, Walter Luster was in his 60s, and a part-time boxing co:ach, whenhe -

was not working at Camp Snoopy. 1 sprang the idea of promoting fights from the prison, and he smiled and loved it. I went to work calling all the relevision sfaﬁons—locaj
and abroad. We were 35 miles from the Vegas strip, and pretty much every guard wanted to put in eight hours and return to a city that never fuck’n sleeps! I made a call to
John Nadel, from the Associated Press in LA, and introduced myself, my crime, and explained that I should be free. I asked him to help me get in touch with Eric David and

Darryl Strawberry. [ know everyone has heard about their problems, but back in the day they were respected representatives of the hood. Eric still has othef athietes and




entertainers that turn to him for advice. Darryl got lost, but his heart is true.

1began a friendship with Nadel, I considered him and his daughter my family. John helped me get ahold of both players, and 1 invited them to my event. John 3

would slip me numbers for athletes, and I would interview them. 1 would ask them to speak to Nadel, and he would get a scoop. 1was able to hear in his voicg one day how '

sad Nadel was. I asked him what the problem was, and he informed me that his daughter was using a new drug called “meth” or “ice.” Over the next fewyears,l would calt
his daughter and talk truthful about how drugs ruin you and you never know till you're through! I was told that I made a difference one day when I was contacted by Fox
Television, who wanted to do a special on me and Stacy! I saw this girl turn her life around and graduate college!

After being in some of this country’s most violent prisons, I had to check myself every morning when the guards and inmates would say, “good mofning.”’ Iwould

ponder why they were being o nice and what they wanted. Twas foored one day when I saw on ESPN that Len Bias and Don Rogers had died—two young athletes that had

died before their lives had really begun, I had a vision to start a program that would help young athletes from the inrter city to deal with this drug epidemic. Iloved working -

with Stacy Nadel and taiking to kids that were in trouble. Boxers Against Drugs (BAD) was officially created that evening, I called my attorney for advice and direction. I

met with Warden Luster, and within three weeks, we presented a list of visitors for this boxing exhibition. It began with Boom Boom Mancini and ended with three pages

of the “who’s who" in the sports and entertainment world. Eric Davis and Darryl Strawberry would drop in on fight night, I had to hire a secretary because I could not keep
up with requests from parents and celebrities who sought my help. I thought of Carios Palomino and called Mr. Nadel, who ran a story on Carlos and me. The story went on
the wire, and I blew up. The phone started ringing and ringing,

1 called Mr. Palomino and asked if he remembered a young kid asking for a shet at his title named Joey Torrey. He laughed, and 1 told him my simétion.rl wanﬁed
him to come to my promotion at the prison ta help me with the BAD program. Carlos was there the day of my first promotion. Miguel Diaz brought in five boxe.rs:—om; Twas
following was Antifoshi, from Nigeria. He was on his way to a title shot.

In one month, Williams and Shaun got together and said, “Joey, you throw the right. He comes back with a hook, then goes down and takes the count.” We prac-
ticed it over and over, when fuck-head Tony started with “So Shaun, have you ever done this before?” I looked at Shaun, then at Tony, who was serious, and s‘tarfecl laugiaing
10 cover my ass. I grabbed Tony and walked back to the room, where I wanted to shoot him. I'd rather go back to prison then get a bullet in the back of the head from thns
ass fronting me. I told him to leave and to not return, and I never saw him again.

I did as they said and proved my fight was fixed. The morning of the fight, I met Paul Molitor for the first time, at 2 Denny’s in Anaheim. Here was the rnan who
bailed me out of prison, paid my way through college, bought me a car, and I was sitting here stressed. Itwas a few hours before the fight, and Twas ; mess. I told him ev-

erything that was wrong and that the fight was bullshit.

We headed back to the arena for my weigh-in and testing. I stripped down, and it was supposed to be the California State Commissioner who checked my fighting . '_ ;

weight, but Shaun put me down as 199 Ibs. An older man in a commissioner suit told me that he was in prison, too. ] asked which one and he laughed, saying he ﬁsed- tobea

captain. Shaun passed an envelope, and my eye test was passed. Shaun took the blood and urine test for me, I headed back to the hotel for a couple lines and some Bacardi,

and I drank in the lime from the hotel to the arena that evening.

1 felt relieved that I had done the job for the US gov’t to secure my precious freedom. In the dressing room, I gotmy hands taped together, and they rana specfal
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on TV about me, and celebrities were coming to my dressing room to shake my hand. My son Andy, who 1 had just met for the first time, was there with my grandsen!1was .

listening to my theme song “Trick Daddy” and knew that one day I would be killed for what I was doing, I reflected on Sonya, JoJo, Ana Luisa, and how cruel th'g world was
in taking Emma, Dolly, Blanca, Mami, Papi, and all those years in the cell after I was promised five, not 22! The thought of being returned for life was jﬁst too much.
The announcer said, “After these messages, the remarkable story of Joey Torres;” and 1 put on my trunks—minutes away from that first professioqal fight that
had been on my list since the day I was shot down on Manchester Blvd, Eric and Moli walked in with Mr. Trampler as the TV crew followed me through the tunnel.
I walked out of my dressing room with my right hand on Eric’s shoulder and my left on Molitor’s as we passed through the tunnel, into the arena, and througha

velvet curtain.

The arena was packed with crazy fans, who had just watched the segment on all of the TV shows I had done, and they started to chant. The musiclbegan with,l

“Baby, I'm a Thug,” and people were grabbing at me and snapping photos. Eric and Molitor held the ropes open as I stepped in. The announcer was the same kiﬁ, Lups, Wﬁo o
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