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Dealing with COVID 19, In Prison and Out
by Audacious Audie Schrack

Thanks to AVP and the tools I 
learned that are part of my life 
now I was able to get through 

my frustration.  We know that goes 
to anger so easily. I have eight years 
of AVP experience and have been 
a facilities coordinator and team 
coordinator. But even with the tool 
box, sometimes, because we are 
human we get pissed. It’s about how 
we channel our misguided anger 
with Transforming Power into new 
learned behaviors.  In prison it was 
so triggering blaming COVID 19 for 
the delays in life, the loss of programs 
and visits for all of us. AVP helped me 
reflect that crises happen. We’re all 

affected, and we’re not alone. AVP 
helped me transform the anger into 
positive drive.

Now I’m out of prison, and give big 
thanks to AVP that helped change 
my outlook on life. I made it out 
to transitional housing, but can’t 
move into the community due to 
COVID 19. I laugh that COVID 
19 still affects me. But we are all 
in this together and not alone and 
need to be mindful to control anger. 
Let’s practice peace and kindness.  
Thank you AVP for giving me the tools 
to help me keep my peace in spite 
of Covid 19.  A big thank you also 

to my friend and mentor Generous 
Jason, and also Awesome Ann and 
Smiling Steve and so many others in 
our community.

An Interview With the Incoming AVP USA President

Richard Chiamulon was promoted to President of Alternatives to Violence Project USA this past Memorial Day. He’s 
the first formerly incarcerated individual to fill the role of President. His experience began with AVP California and 
he served various roles for them up to 2018, when he moved to Oregon. He was interviewed over Zoom by Steve 

Gelb. This is part one of two parts. Part two will be shared in the AVP/CA Fall Newsletter.

SG: Can you tell us about how you first got involved in AVP?

RC:  In 2008, I was transferred to Ironwood State Prison and had a roommate that 
was involved with the college program and he was telling me about AVP. At the time I 
had made the commitment to change my life, so I decided to go to the workshop. My 
first AVP workshop was an interesting experience. It was the first time in years that I 
was willing to admit to myself that I needed help. Sitting in the workshop, I thought, 
“hey, you’ve got some issues, you might need to work on them.” It may seem strange to 
hear someone tell themselves that they may have a problem; however, I was suffering 
with deep trauma and lack of hope. Even more challenging was the near impossibility 
of seeking personal change. Everyday was filled with violence and amoral decisions. 
Attending the AVP workshop was the catalyst that saved my life forever. For the first time 
in years, I had hope! It was amazing to me that people would volunteer to drive to the 
hot desert and sit in a hot room for the weekend. They created a safe space for me to 
express my emotions in a positive way and they were very patient! I was so excited 

about the workshops, that I became a Facilitator.

SG: Tell us about the road that led you to become the incoming President of AVP USA, the first returned citizen to hold 
that position.

RC:  Assisting with organizing the workshops were some of the most valuable lessons I learned.  Ironwood State Prison 
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was [racially] segregated, so it 
was difficult to balance facilitator 
assignments for workshops. I found 
that treating people fairly and 
being transparent were invaluable, 
which translated well into the 
community. In 2015, I volunteered 
with the AVP Los Angeles Council. 
They sponsored me, along with 
AVP California, to attend my first 
National Gathering at Denver in 
2016. It was such an exciting time 
for me meeting AVP facilitators from 
around the world. At that Gathering 
I volunteered for the Bylaws and 
Reentry Committees. From 2017 
to 2019, I was an At-large Board 
member. I learned quite a bit about 
how AVP-USA operates. I might add 
that it was a steep learning curve. 
I’m glad that I had the experience 
as an At-large Board member. 
From 2019 to 2020, I took more 
responsibility by accepting the Vice 
President role. When nominations 
for the 2020-21 AVP-USA President 
were due, I wasn’t sure if I had 
the capacity to continue on the 

board. Some of you might have 
met my wife at the 2019 National 
Gathering. She gave birth to twin 
boys three months later. My wife 
has been very supportive and 
encouraged me to accept the 
responsibility as President.

SG: It’s exciting for AVP USA to 
have returned citizens not only as 
President, but also as Vice-President. 
Do you have thoughts on this?

RC: Originally, I didn’t think about 
the significance of accepting the 
leadership roles in AVP. AVP played 
such a significant role in my life, 
that it was second nature to give 
back to the facilitators that helped 
me. I’m very humbled to know that 
people had faith in me and trusted 
me to lead the organization in 
various leadership roles. However, 
I’ve been fortunate to have the 
capacity to volunteer with AVP with 
the support of my family. Without 
their support, there would have 
been very little opportunity for me.

Update on the AVP 
Fall Gathering, 

November 2020 

Due to the continuing pandemic 
in California, the AVP California 
Fall Gathering will be held 

online via Zoom. 

Please join us on Saturday, November 
7, for sessions from 10am to 12pm, 
and 2pm to 4pm, and Sunday 
November 8,, from 10am-12pm. 

Once details are finalized, a 
registration link along with more 
information about the sessions will 
be sent out via email and will also 
be made available on the AVP/CA 
website. 

Although we will miss seeing 
everyone in person at the Wonder 
Valley Ranch this year, we look 
forward to seeing you on Zoom! If 
you are interested in facilitating an 
online breakout session, please send 
a message to: 
joycebanzhaf@gmail.com. 

In Loving Memory of 
Stephen Matchett 
1957-2020

Those who worked closely with our dear Stephen 
were invited to remember him in four words or 

fewer. Here are the responses:

Tender hearted mentor...unifying, joyful, grounded 
in integrity...inspiring, smiling, faithful, example...
compassionate, humane, kind...intuitive, responsive, 
humble, committed...trust the process...still waters, 
deep peace...intractable servant of Christ...integrity, 
wisdom, generous, kind...alive...true mentor to 
many...always supportive...a model of eldering...
environmentalist, committed, determined ally...
integrity without conceit...especially cool, calm 
and collected...gracious, kind, forgiving, helpful..
kindly, brilliant, noble presence...sincere thank 
you letters...kind and patient teacher...comfortable 
and humorous friend...like Abe Lincoln, lanky 
and wanting us to be free...persistent in living his 
values... a gentle giant...true model of healthy 
eating...a blessing to us all.

mailto:joycebanzhaf@gmail.com
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Prison Coordinators Update
by Lydia McCloskey

The Prison Coordinators  and the 
Prison Coordinator’s Council 
have been meeting monthly 

online despite our inability to serve 
in prisons due to COVID-19.  Both 
groups agreed that continuing 
our contact, conversations, and 
planning would be useful and 
healthy during this unusual time.

First, to clarify the difference 
between the two groups:  the 
Prison Coordinators have been 
meeting for several years to resolve 
roadblocks they run into while 
offering AVP inside and to share 
creative ideas.  Also, they share 
and discuss new information from 
CDCR and other sources. Currently 
60 names are on the participant 
list which includes coordinators 
from state prisons, federal facilities, 
jails and fire camps. The Prison 
Coordinators Council is a small 
subgroup recently formed to 

take on detailed tasks regarding 
developing policy language, 
interfacing with the AVPCA Steering 
Committee, and addressing items 
delegated to them by the larger 
Prison Coordinators group.

Recently, members of the large team 
have been sharing information 
received from Community Resource 
Managers (CRMs).  They’ve also 
passed around materials they have 
sent to inside facilitators via the 
CRMs. Due to social distancing 
requirements, most inside activity 
groups have been suspended,  
However, some Inside team 
coordinators have requested mini-
workshop materials and are able 
to do small group circle work 
with the approval of their prison 
administrations.

Also, Prison Coordinators with 
outside facilitators have prepared 

creative newsletters and CRMs 
have copied and distributed them 
to inside facilitators.  In addition, 
the PCs received an announcement 
from CDCR that eligible inmates 
who maintain good behavior 
during the Covid suspension of 
programs and visits will receive 12 
RAC credits.

The Prison Coordinators Council 
has been rewriting documents that 
will be updated on the AVP/CA 
website after review by the Steering 
Committee. These documents 
include material on opening 
prisons, AVP prison 
flyers and posters, 
and policy updates.

Work goes on 
despite the limitations 
of the current situation. 
Dedicated people continue 
to serve AVP/CA.

Quality Quan’s Prison Memoir

AVP/California’s own 
Quality Quan Huynh will 
be releasing his memoir 

Sparrow in the Razor Wire in 
September. In the book, he shares 
honestly about how he overcame 
his tendencies to react to situations 
with violence and the role that AVP 
played in helping him transform 
himself, so that he was eventually 
able to find a sense of freedom 
long before he was paroled. 

Quan’s goal is to get this book 
into the hands of people who are 
incarcerated. For every book that is 
sold he will donate one to prison. 
To sign up for notification of the 
book’s release please visit: https://
www.quanxhuynh.com/

Quan has provided us with a heart-
pounding sneak preview, and we 
will be publishing the first chapter 
of the book in two parts, with the 

first part in this issue. 

Chapter 1: Lost Soul

On January 15, 1999, I shot 
and killed Minh Nguyen 
and tried to shoot and kill 
his three friends, David, 
Vincent, and Andrew. After 
our fight at a Hollywood 
nightclub, I put into effect a 
chain of events that would 
forever alter numerous lives. 
We followed them for about 
twenty miles before I did the 
shooting. To this day, I am 
still not sure why the fight 
started—because I wasn’t 
there. It didn’t matter to me, though; 
these guys had disrespected us by 
fighting my homeboys, so I wanted 
to shoot them.

I was twenty-four years old, 
attending college, and working 

at the Gallup organization. This 
was before the fame of their 
StrengthsFinder studies, the 

personality assessment based on 
positive psychology that changed 
how the corporate world viewed 
management styles and talents. At 
that time, they were more known 
for their Gallup polls, and I was 
their 1998 Interviewer of the 

(continued on page 4)
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Year. Other managers suggested I 
interview for a management role. 
The position would have put me in 
charge of a location that had over 
300 interviewers. Finally, for once 
in my life, it felt things would go 
right. There was another side of 
my life, though. For the last seven 
years, I had been going in and out 
of juvenile hall and the California 
Youth Authority, where they housed 
the most serious juvenile offenders. 
I was released the previous 
year from a parole violation for 
possession of handguns and was 
still on active parole. I felt my 
life had no sense of purpose or 
direction.

On the one hand, I was a member 
of a violent and ruthless Vietnamese 
street gang, and on the other hand, 
I attended college and seemed 
on the outside to be as capable 
as the next person. I had no self-
understanding of my true motives. 
I only knew that I wanted a better 
life than the one I was living but 
had no sense of where I could find 
it. The management position, and 
everything it represented, seemed 
to be the answer. Yet I was also 
seeking status, a form of success, in 
the gang life. Later, I would learn 
how wrong I was in pursuing either 
path. It would take a life sentence 
in prison for me to find true 
meaning and purpose in my life.

Several months after the interview, 
I was notified by the management 
team that I was not a fit. This news 
crushed me. I was ashamed and 
upset; I did not share the bad news 
with anyone. Instead, I stuffed it 
into a dark corner of my mind. That 
night, at the club in Hollywood, I 
felt agitated and restless. I wished 
I had been in the fight. I wanted to 
pull all the disappointment, anger, 
and hurt I felt about being turned 
down at Gallup and take it out 
on someone else. The rival gang 
members were from a gang out of 
Los Angeles, while we were from 

Orange County; but honestly, it did 
not matter.

Whenever something in my daily 
life frustrated or upset me, I found 
an outlet in the gang lifestyle. In 
the back of my mind, because I 
felt like a failure for not getting the 
management position at Gallup, 
I became more determined to 
succeed as a gang member.

In the gang life, I loved the sense of 
power that came from a gun, and 
all my homeboys knew I preferred 
the Sig Sauer handguns. The Sig 
Sauer had no safety and a hair 
trigger, and was to me, far superior 
to any other gun. It was similar to 
how I saw myself in regard to other 
gang members on the streets. This 
night, I had one with two high-
capacity clips with fifteen rounds 
each and one extended clip with 
another thirty rounds. They always 
told me sixty shots was overkill; 
I disagreed. I had experienced 
enough of the gang lifestyle to keep 
a gun in my car at all times, along 
with enough bullets to be prepared 
for anything. I had been involved in 
numerous shootings, and in some of 
them, I ran out of bullets. It terrified 
me; I overcompensated by making 
sure I would always have more 
than enough. We followed the four 
men from the rival gang for over 
twenty miles. They were in a red 
Honda Civic.

We were waiting for the moment 
that the freeways would clear so 
there would be no witnesses to the 
shooting. I sat in the front right seat 
and had black cotton gloves on, 
smoking a cigarette while caressing 
my gun. My Sig Sauer had custom 
rubber Hogue grips on it; these are 
made to reduce recoil and provide 
better grip on a handgun. There 
was something oddly comforting 
in the contrast between the soft 
synthetic grips and the cold steel in 
my hands. The high-capacity clip 
and the extended clip rested in my 

lap.

We turned on a stretch of freeway, 
and I did not see any other cars 
either behind or in front of us. This 
was the moment. I had shot people 
before. The gun would erupt, my 
ears would ring, and the smell of 
gunpowder would permeate the 
car. But I had yet to kill someone 
and wanted to be successful 
tonight. I rolled down my window 
and flicked out the cigarette. I 
fleetingly saw the embers bounce 
on the highway behind us, and I 
told the driver of my car to pass the 
Honda on their left. The wind was 
already rushing in my ears. I aimed 
my gun through the tritium night 
sights at the back-rear window. The 
only one I was concerned with was 
the left rear passenger; he would 
be the only one who could shoot 
at us as we came alongside them. 
His window was rolled up, which 
told me they had no idea what was 
coming.

Our car was going over ninety 
miles per hour when we sped 
by, and I started unloading at his 
profile, very similar to the hundreds 
of paper silhouettes I shot at inside 
gun ranges. Their car swerved to 
the right, and I continued to shoot 
at the rest of the occupants in the 
vehicle until the clip was empty. I 
ejected the cartridge and slammed 
in the extended clip, then looked 
back toward the red Civic. I hoped 
they would chase us, thinking I was 
out of bullets. We could have a 
real gun battle, and I would have a 
nice surprise for them. Instead, they 
pulled over.

The wind was still rushing in 
through the open window, and it 
did nothing to remove the smell 
of gunpowder in the car. My ears 
were ringing, and my heart was 
beating triumphantly. Nothing had 
me feeling more alive than these 
moments did. It was life or death. 
The sense of excitement after every 

...continued from Page 3, Quality Quan’s...
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shooting made everything else in 
my life feel dull in comparison. 
Yet, it was only temporary until my 
next shooting. I looked for shell 
casings in my front seat, lap, and 
side door panel. Expended shell 
casings always ended up in the 
weirdest places in a car, and I 
definitely did not want any of them 
to ever be found as evidence after 
a shooting. I instructed the other 
passengers in my car to look for 
them on the backseat and floor. 
We found one that had somehow 
wedged underneath where I sat, 
so I wiped it down with my gloves 
to remove any trace of fingerprints, 
then flicked it out the window. I lit 
up a cigarette, and we drove home 
in silence.

When I got home, I walked into my 
mother’s room to check on her, as 
was my ritual. She had this habit 
of waking up in the middle of the 
night whenever I went out, and I 
felt the need to let her know I was 
home safe. This night, she was 

sleeping and had kicked the covers 
off. I pulled the blankets back up 
and gave her a gentle kiss on the 
forehead. She mumbled something 
and fell back asleep. She looked so 
peaceful with the light of the moon 
on her face. I yearned to feel that 
way inside. 
  
The next day, I found out that one 
person died and a couple of others 
were injured in the shooting. I 
broke down my gun into different 
pieces and threw the parts away 
in random places throughout 
Orange County. I threw one piece 
in the dumpster and another in 
the ocean from the edge of the 
pier. Late one night, I buried the 
barrel in a new constructionsite 
near my house before they poured 
in the concrete. In effect, I made 
the murder weapon disappear 
forever. The only thing I kept was 
the Hogue grips for the next Sig 
Sauer I planned to find through my 
connections on the streets. I washed 
the gloves to remove anytrace of 

gunpowder residue and then put 
them back in my car. I thoroughly 
went through my car one last time 
and vacuumed it all up, wiped the 
whole interior down, then went 
back to my day-to-day living.

Nobody outside the occupants in 
my car knew I had just murdered 
another human being,and I felt I 
carried the darkest of all secrets. 
At home, I still carried on the same 
conversations with my family. I 
showed up to work and school, 
and everyone treated me the 
same. But the world was not the 
same. The same food that I always 
enjoyed tasted bland. The same 
conversations with friends and 
family now felt disconnected. I 
had entertained thoughts of killing 
people multiple times, but now that 
it finally happened, I felt a need 
to go back to church….[For the 
rest of the story, you can sign up 
to purchase a copy of Sparrow on 
the Razor Wire at https://www.
quanxhuynh.com/].

...continued from Page 4, Quality Quan’s...
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The AVP/CA Newsletter is edited by Steve Gelb, Rabia, and Jason Guinn.

We welcome your submissions and comments.
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