[bookmark: _GoBack]reachingaprisoner.com
Did you cry at the end of Toy Story 3? I did=) My favorite animals are puppies; any breed they are all just adorable. I like meeting new people and learning different cultures. Traveling around the world is something I want to do. I also want to be grounded and buy my own home. I am very family orientated. People have told me that I am a pillar or responsible one of the group. I am an organized person by nature. I like for things to be in place, but I have been living with a disorganized roommate, so I am flexible. I enjoy having fun, dancing, my favorite genre of music is R&B, Soul and Jazz. I enjoy trying new things, horseback riding is one of those “new things” I’ve tried, and I enjoy it. I have never been married, I have a had long-term relationship that did not work out, but I am a believer in marriage. Since I have been incarcerated, I am now a certified plumber, I am working towards a certification in owning and operating a business. I also hold one of the highest paid jobs in the prison. My true aspiration in life is to be a better person. To love and be loved, to live and do the right to the best of my ability. I’m looking to make new friends or find a genuine connection with that special someone who knows that might be you. 
Katera Williams DOC# 314834                                     B32-10L                                                                  Arizona State Prison Complex-Perryville San Pedro                                     P.O. Box 3100                                                    Goodyear, AZ 85338
DOB: 1/8/1990
Gender: Female
Ethnic Background: African American
Height: 5ft 6in
Weight: 180lbs.
Hair Color: Brown
Eye Color: Brown
Expected Release: 10/2020
Sexual Orientation: Bisexual
Looking to Write: ANYONE
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THE TREE OF FIRE
BY: KATERA WILLIAMS

THE TREE COMES TO ME
FOR THE FIRST TIME IN WEEKS.
WHEN DID ALL ITS COLORS,
LIKE SOME COMMERICAL FOR DYING,
START SHOOTING OUT OF IT’S SKIN?
THIS MORNING, WE FUCKED
EACHOTHER INTO A REGULAR
BACKYARD BONFIRE-COLD WOOD
TURNED TO COAL IN THE FINE,
FINE FLAME. AND NOW, THIS TREE
BREAKS INTO VIEW, LURID RED LEAVES
THAT DEMAND A CLANGING, 
SCREAMING ALARM, AND I THINK-
THIS TREE HAS BEEN HERE 
ALL THIS TIME, AND I DIDN’T NOTICE.
I SWEAR, I’LL TRY HARDER NOT TO 
MISS YOU AS MUCH: THE TREE, OR HOW 
YOUR FINGERS UNDER STILL 
SLEEP-STUNNED SHEETS
COAXED ALL MY COLORS BACK.
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