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22 Jimmy Santiago Baca—
Un Vato Con Chingo De Vision

Jimmy Santiago Baca went into prison a vato
loco who couldn’t read or write. He left Florence,
Arizona’s hellhole a nationally known poet. He
went on to win awards, write novels and make
movies. After six-and-a-half years of la pinta,
Baca learned how to create soul and racﬁcnce
from dark shadows.

30 Challenging the Convict Code

The Convict Code is an unwritten law. No convict can recite
it, but all hardcore cons claim to follow it. We examine the code
through the eyes of two men, one a seasoned convict doing time
in Texas, the other a world-respected prison activist. Both agree
it is time to revamp the most rigid rules of prisoner conduct.

Ask yourself: s it ever right to raf2

34 Lies About “Resort” Prisons

The mainstream media, in Reader’s Digest
and other biased but widely circulated pubfi;ca-
tions, has been calling our prisons resorts. What
do they know?

Three prisoners—who do know what life is

like behind bars—debunk the myth of so-called

country club prisons.
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People always ask me how much time I did. They ask if I was in
a state or federal joint. When I tell them I never went to prison,
they look confused.

“You look as if you've been to prison,” they say.

“Must be the job,” I reply, “the long hours and all.”

People associated with the magazine, those I interview or pho-
tograph, the prisoners I correspond with, they usually leave it at
that. But freeworlders just don’t get it. “How can you work for a
prison magazine if you haven’t been therer”

Easy. Thanks to prisoncrats and politicians, Americans live in
the midst of a prison culture without spending a day in the slam-
mer. We've entered an era when prisons can no longer be tucked
away and forgotten.

Turn on the news or check out your daily paper. What do you
see? Prison. Crime. Prison. Crime. So and so got executed in what-
ever state. So and so got busted. So and so politician wants to build
more prisons, get tougher on crime, kill this killer.

It’s about time that people realize how far this prison culture
stretches. It's no longer just about the 1.5 million locked up. It’s
about the thousands of ex-cons struggling to shed the stigma and
the kids who are headed straight to the juveys and pens.

It’s also about the growing number of freeworlders who know
somebody in the joint, a brother, sister, uncle or friend behind
bars. How many of us know an ex-con on the streets, someone
who's either made it back into society or who can’t find a job and
returned to crime because he or she lacked the skills to compete
in a job market that’s more competitive than ever?

One dickhead asked me, "Why do you support those lowlife
bastards?”

Again, the answer is easy. It’s like this: I'm human, they're
human. Get it? As for “lowlifers,” what does that term really mean
1o freeworlders? Economically deprived? Environmentally influ-
enced? Unlucky? Or are they hinting at some mutant criminal
gene?

I try not to judge hardheaded idiots so much. I figure they're

just part of the uninformed public who think all criminals are

rapists, baby killers and serial murderers.

These are the same people who think prisoners oughtta be
deprived of TVs, weights and windows in their cells. This issue’s
piece on “resort” prisons, by Jon Marc Taylor, explores that lunacy.

Our cover story, “A Legal Lynching—The Case of Mumia
Abu-Jamal,” by Kim Wozencraft, also lends credence to the sadly
misinformed public.

Brutal killers and rapists?

Think again. Check out “[immy Santiago Baca—Un Valo con
Chingo de Vision” and read a story of personal transformation from
somebody who spent seven years in the can only to emerge as one
of America’s greatest poets.

If that doesn’t convince you, read “Challenging the Convict
Code,” by Jorge Antonio Renaud and Bo Lozoff, and find out why
even the hardest cons are questioning the untouchable code.

Stand behind these lowlife bastards?

You bet. I guess I'm just a traitor to society. Hope I don’t lose
too much sleep.

6 PRISON LIFE

| by Chris Cozzone, Executive Editor

CONTRIBUTORS COLUNN

Thomas Falater, author of “FuturePen,” became o contrib-
uior fo Prison Life while incarcerated at the federal complex in
Colorado. “Prisons these days are so out of control,” he wrifes. “I feel
so ashamed and pissed off that | spent over a year in a shithole for
something that years ago, | would've gotten probation for.” Now
released and living in California, he's working a “crummy” sales job.

Ed Thompson, the arist for “FuturePen,” had his own sign
company hefore he got locked up five years ago. He spends his fime ot
the Delaware Correctional Center doing his artwork and trying fo
reverse the decision in his case, which he feels was one of ineffeclive
counsel.

Jorge Renaud, authar of “Challenging the Convict Code,” was
the 3rd place poetry winner and the 2nd place nonfiction co-winner in
our Art Behind Bars Contest. He writes for The Echo, a Texas prison
paper. Many of his essays, he says, are rejected because they focus too
much on “those who wield power.”

Gary Harger is our first published phofographer behind bars.
While producer Marc Levin was ot Joe Harp Correctional Facility in
Oklahoma, filming our HBO special, Prisoners of the Drug Wars, he
came across Gary who showed him his collection of prison photogra-
phy. His print, “Face of a Convict," is featured with the arficle
“Challenging the Convict Code.”

Ray Fernandez, ortist for “Challenging the Convict Code,”
is confined at Pelican Bay SHU. “My outlet to the world,” he wrifes,
“is my self-taught art.”

Jon Marc Taylor, locked up at Jefferson ity in Missouri, is
on impassioned speaker against the injustices of the American penal
system. One of his op-ed pieces was published in The New York Times.
In this issue, he turns his rage toward Reader’s Digest.

Karl C. Johnson isincarcerated in Boise, Idoho. His essay
“Doing Time" first appeared in the Oregonian prison newspaper in
response fo an Ann Landers column.

Kenneth Z. Taylor, D.D.S., dlso known as “Doc Taylor,”
wrole a response o “some asinine falk show aired on a NJ radio sta-
fion” where the fopic of discussion was prisan “resorts.” He's since heen
thrown in the hole for an unrelated “but equally stupid” reason.

David-Michael Harding, locked up at Clinton
Correctional Facility in New York, is a first-fime contributor fo Prison Life.
“The Cas of Savone” won 3rd place in our Art Behind Bars contest.

Greg Waleski is ot Arizona State in Florence. His “Honor is
Everything” won 3rd place nonfiction in Art Behind Bars. “I suppose |
could write some nice things,” he says, “but | prefer the hardcore,
militant atfitude.”

Bruce D. Hill, artist for “Honor is Everything,” works his
craft af Huntsville, TX, where he’s serving o 30-yeor sentence.

C.W. Pyle, author of “Self-Rehab,” is locked up in California. His
“Surrendering of Spirits,” which tied for 3rd place fiction in Art Behind
Bars, was featured in our March 1995 issue.

Joseph Hernandez, the artist for this month's Iron Pile, is
at Green Haven in New York. His work has appeared in previous issues
of Prison Life.

Alex Friedmann, our Resource Editor, spends much of his
time al SCCCin Clifton, TN gathering information on agencies and
resources. “It's hard fo find agencies willing fo support prisoners,” he
writes, “but those that do are invaluable.”

Robert R. Reldan is a juilhouse lowyer af New Jersey State

Prison. His arficle, “How fo do Legal Research,” marks his debut in
Prison Life.




PPING THE STAKES

Week one of the revolution.
America is shocked; America is horri-
fied. America is terrorized.

This does not happen in the good old
U. 8. of A. is the common refrain. We
are used to hearing of acts of political
terrorism abroad. Pan Am flight 103;
the hijacking of the Achille Lauro
cruise ship; the murder of athletes at
the Olympic Games in Germany, to
mention but a few. And we are accus-
tomed to seeing the black-masked
faces of the perpetrators. We expect
them to be revealed as Palestinians,
Arabs, bearded and mustachioed for-
eign types. Even the bombing of the
World Trade Center in New York City
was understandable in these
terms: it was foreigners, aliens,
guys with names like Ibrahim
and Mohammad.,

And New York, well, that’s
not really America anyway. We
can deal with terrorism when
the threat comes from outside
our hallowed nation. All we have
to do is round up all the bad
guys, those foreigners who hate
America, and kill them. We
need not bother ourselves with
such questions as why others
hate America so much as to kill
innocent civilians and children. For,

make no mistake, most foreign acts of

terrorism are directed at America.
Now I look at the photo on the
cover of our local paper. Under the
headline, Suspects Nabbed, 1 see a face
not unlike the faces of the cops and
agents who surround the suspect. An
American face, if there is such a thing.
This guy has a crew cul, that most
American of haircuts. His skin is as
white as Bill Clinton's. He even looks
a bit like our President with the
prominent nose, the long face. He's
clean-shaven, maybe blue-eyed. But
his mouth is set in a tight-lipped gash,
his countenance pinched and focused
with stony resolve as cries of “baby
killer” and “bastard” are hurled at him
from an enraged crowd of his fellow

by Richard Stratton
Editor & Publisher

Americans. He makes no attempt to
hide his face.

Think of the shock and horror—the
lerro—many straight citizens felt upon
realizing that this guy is an American.
Americans did this. White-skinned,
red-blooded Americans planted a
bomb in front of a federal building in
Oklahoma City, blew to bits a full third
of the huge federal edifice, killing
scores of other Americans, mostly fed-
eral workers, yet among them many—
and here is the word again—innocen!
children. T read from a published list
of the confirmed dead: Baylee Almon,
age one; Anthony C. Cooper II, aged
2; and a woman, aged 51, with my last

name—perhaps a relative. I am sad-
dened, deeply grieved by the loss of
lives that should never have been sacri-
ficed in the violent political arena.
Who does not lament the death ol
innocent children? All children are
innocent. We love them for their
goodness, their innocence, and our
hearts are rent with grief when we see
a tiny body carried in a rescue work-
er’s arms. I have two little boys, one

just turned three, the other not quite

one. I know how I would feel if my
kids had been blown to smithereens in
this catastrophic act of homegrown
political terrorism. I would want to kill
the terrorists. I would want to beat
them to death with my bare hands.

My oldest boy could see that his dad
had been obsessed with the news over

the past week. When he saw a photo of
the devastated Alfred P. Murrah feder-
al building, he asked me what had hap-
pened toit. I told him someone blew it
up. Then he asked me a simple ques-
tion, an innocent question most three-
year-olds ask thirty times a day: Why?

This is the only question that mat-
ters, particularly now that the damage
has been done. Why? Why would
white-skinned crew-cut Americans
attack their own government? I spoke
to a retired federal agent within hours
of the bombing, before anyone knew
who the bombers might be, and he
called it: “BATF is in that building,”
he said. “It is two vears to the day
since the Waco debacle. It could
Ilil\’ﬁ' h(f(’]] llll}’l)llt‘. EV(‘,’I‘}’HI](‘
hates the federal government.”

Everyone hates the federal
government. Certainly many of
the people I know, not all of
them radicals or ex-cons, hate
the government. Or if they
don't hate the government
itself, they hate what the govern-
ment does with the money it
extorts from taxpayers.

I said aloud, when I heard of
a probable connection to the
militia movement, “Thank God
it came from the right. Now maybe
they will pay attention.”

Then I saw our president on 60
Minutes. He did the most irresponsible
thing the president of a supposedly
civilized nation could do: He called
for more blood, more killing; expres-
sed more anger and hatred. He said,
in so many words, that the govern-
ment will find the people responsible,
hunt them down and kill them. The
country has a federal death penalty
and the president vows he’ll use it, as
though more death will heal our criti-
cally wounded nation.

The president said the government
would do exactly what I thought I
would want to do had my kids been
among the victims. I'm sure the
crowd that greeted suspect Timothy

PRISON LIFE 7



McVeigh outside the courthouse
would gladly have torn him to pieces.
But the purpose of civilization, and
the role of government, is to protect
us from our most primitive impulses.
We expect more from the head of a
government that prides itself on its
moral leadership. We know in our
hearts that killing is never the enlight-
ened response.

When Mike Wallace mentioned
Waco, Clinton got pissed off. His face
contorted into a harsh glare reminis-
cent of the look on Tim McVeigh's
face. Waco was no excuse, no reason.
The Branch Davidians killed them-
selves, proclaimed the president. It
was their fault. It is all right when the
government kills because the govern-
ment is always right.

Good God, 1 thought, doesn’t this man
realize what he’s doing? He is wpiping the
stakes. He is threatening with violence
men who thrive on violence, men
whose modus operandi is violence and
destruction. He is challenging dedicat-
ed killers and urging them to kill more
Americans. By declaring yet another
overreaching war, war on domestic hate
groups by responding with threats of
violence, Clinton is playing into the
hands of right-wing militants and pre-
cipitating a crackdown that will cause
more Americans to hate their govern-
ment. The government’s response is to
never ask why people abhor its tactics,
never to admit it might be wrong to kill
and wage war on whoever disagrees
with its mandates.

President Clinton would call me a
“promoter of paranoia.” Yet are we
paranoid when our own government
declares bloody war upon vast segments
of the people? And not just criminals
or drug dealers, but many innocent
people whose rights are trampled and
whose homes are invaded, whose prop-
erty is seized, whose lives are destroyed
by the actions of federal agents.

Newt Gingrich flew into a rage
when a reporter suggested that the
people accused of blowing up the fed-
eral building in Oklahoma espouse
views similar to those mouthed by him
and his boys. Get the government off our
backs. Of course he got pissed. Newt
doesn’t believe his own rhetoric.
That's just politics. Lies. Like Clinton.
Clinton lies. He tells us it’s okay when
the federal government kills American
citizens and innocent children. He
tells us the children of the Branch
Davidians burned themselves to death
because their parents weren't ready to
knuckle under to the government.

Waco is not an excuse, not a rea-
son. There is no excuse for killing

8 PRISON LIFE

innocent children and civilians. It is
an example of why Americans have
come to fear and loathe the govern-
ment. [ can give you many better
examples of why Americans hate the
federal government. How about when
the FBI firebombed MOVE homes in
Philadelphia, killing innocent chil-
dren. Let's talk about how many
innocent children the American gov-
ernment has killed. How about the
thousands of Panamanians slaugh-
tered by American troops sent in to
arrest CIA asset Manuel Noriega for
dealing drugs? Who can forget the
image of a naked Vietnamese girl
running from her village as it was
razed and burned by American gov-
ernment troops?  And I can tell you
true stories of innocent, law-abiding
Americans who have had their homes
invaded by federal agents, been shot,
been arrested, had their property
destroyed or seized, all with the OK
of some lying informant looking to
curry favor with his federal masters.
No one is ever called to task for these
acts of governmental terrorism.

Thank God this guy McVeigh is not
an ex-con. Can you imagine the out-
cry? But no, he'’s an ex-soldier. What
does that tell you?

Let’s get it right. No one condones
the killing of innocent children or
innocent people for that matter. It is
not right when terrorists do it any

more than it is right when agents of

the federal government do it. Take it
further. When agents acting on
behalf of the government kill chil-
dren or citizens—whether innocent
or not—it is government-sponsored
terrorism. The death penalty is gov-
ernment-sanctioned murder. By vow-
ing to hunt down and kill the perpe-
trators of the Oklahoma City bomb-
ing, Clinton degrades himself and
lowers the government he heads to
the level of the terrorists. It is gang-
land logic. You kill one of ours, we'll
kill one of yours. The situation per-
petuates itself and escalates. Where
we needed dignity, restraint and mea-
sured leadership, we got bloodthirsty
anger and more hate.

Clinton and others in Washington
are clamoring for increased federal
powers to counteract domestic terror-
ism. As if this weren't the problem 1o
begin with. Wake up, Bill, Newt and
the rest of you fools down there in the
Capitol. There are thousands, perhaps
hundreds of thousands, maybe mil-
lions of good Americans out here who
hate our government. And for good
reason. They are a bunch of terrorists.

[
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ART BEHIND BARS WINNER
DENIED OWN STORY

received a copy, and I was able to
trade him out of it—at a high cost.

Last week, I wrote you and told you
that nobody here at Jefferson City
Correctional Center had received the
March issue of Prison Life. I was
wrong. I did find someone who had

It took my September 1994, 25th
Anniversary Penthouse, November
1993 21st Anniversary Gallery and
October 1992 Fox, featuring actress
Taylor Wane, to get it. I feel I

eyewear & shades!

Save up to
on fashion presgiptions 0%

Money Back ‘ ‘,

5 . Optical, Inc.
Satisfaction P.0. Box 680030, Dept PL53
Guaranteed! North Miami, FL 33168

(=10 T FL

Prism Optical has been selling prescription eyeglasses to inmates across the
nation for over 34 years. You may select from a full line of eyeglass frames for
men and women, including designer styles, metal frames, and sports glasses,
discounted 30-50%. You can have your prescription lenses ground by Prism
Optical, and choose from a number of lens options, including photochromic
lenses, ultra-thin lenses, fashion tinting, and UV-filtering and scratch-resistant
coating. Single vision, bifocals, trifocals and invisible bifocals are available.
Prism guarantees that the glasses will fit correctly, and the catalog provides
guides to gauging the correct size of the temple and bridge.

received the better end of the deal,
though I'm really gonna miss ol’
Taylor Wane. Oh well . ..

Seeing my short story, “The Shot,”
was worth it, not to mention all the
other great stuff in the March issue.

I suspect, though, that a lot of peo-
ple did receive their March issue,
only they are keeping them hidden
for themselves, the greedy bastards.

As for the copies you sent me, I have
been advised by a caseworker that [ will
not be able to receive them until I get
prior approval through the institutional
investigator. Seems like we aren’t
allowed to just receive magazines any-
more. We have (o actually order them
from our inmate account by filling out
a voucher, green check, and getting it
pre-approved through a caseworker. 1
certainly hope that you can understand
what I have written here because after
rereading it, I'm not real sure that I
understand it myself.

The bottom line is that I will have
to get some type of administrative
approval before I can receive your, I
mean “our” magazine. Don’t trip; I'll
get it approved.

Thanks again!

Chester Cornman
Jccc, Mo

FORMER TEXAS SYNDICATE
MEMBER SPEAKS OUT

My name is Robert “Rove” Leos and
I was a made Texas Syndicate mem-
ber for 16 years. I am now a former
member (FGM).

I grew up in Nucas (New Braunfels,
Texas) and I'm from the same barrio
seco where Robert “Malo” Delgado
(see “Gangland USA,” May 1995
issue) grew up.

Back in the ‘70s when Malo joined
the clique (el syndicalo lejano), I and a
few other bamio homitos followed suit.
We believed it was the right thing to
do at the time because the inmate
guards, the Building Tenders, had
gone unchallenged for too long.

I became a made member in 1979
when I stabbed a BT at the Ellis 1
Unit. Then I stabbed another at the
Ramsey IT Unit. Back in those days, I
honestly believed and felt that I was a
dedicated Syndicate soldier por vida.
Back in September of ‘85, when war
broke loose con la Eme (Mexican
Mafia) for power and control of the
drugs, one of my homitos, “El Buga”
Delgado (Malo’s cousin), was killed.
We retaliated.

Another gang brother and I were
charged with the stabbing of one of
the assassins (the only one we could
get at the time). 1 was transferred to
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the Wynne Unit in Huntsville and a
couple years later, I was released on
parole after doing seven vears, two
months on my (l“]ll-\t‘.ll term. I was
free for four years, during which I was
blessed with a beautiful daughter.

But I continued gang activity “til 1
was busted and convicted with my
current sentence: 50 vears for aggra-
vated robbery and 25 for suspected
murder in ‘91,

Back in the system, doing my time
at the Darrington Unit, I was told one
day that my homeboy Malo had been
hit because he'd left the Syndicate.
Fortunately, it was unsuccessful.

This was one of the reasons I decid-
ed to step out of the gang for good. |
could see and feel in my heart that the
old firme Syndicate had crumbled.
When Malo (]Ll]l [ and everybody from
our fango quit, too. I knew in my heart
I had nothing in common with these
new wave wannabe gangstas.

Back in the old days, I had been a
voung barrio pachuco. 1 had known
Malo since Lone Star elementary
school in Nucas. He would always speak
up when something came up inside
the gang and I would see he was always
right. For this reason, a lot of the new
wave gangstas would falsely accuse him
ol things and try to vote him out. Then
it started happening to me, too. On
this sentence alone, the Syndicate false-
Iy charged me and gave me court three
different times when never before had
I been before the Syndicate court sys-
tem. The old S\’n(llmlc is gone.

I am in my *40s and I'm tired of
criminal activity, violence and drugs. 1
am tired of innocent people |JcmL,
hurt or killed. It’s destroying more
than me: it's destroying el barrios. Now
with a voung daughter and nephews
and nieces to think about, I feel it's
time I speak out against all these
wannabe gangstas,

Like my homeboy, I'm also doing all
this time with a hit on my back. But 1
don’t worry: As of 10/17/94, 1 have

willing to die for the gang, but now I
know that it's not worth anything.
Perhaps Malo’s message, and even
my own, will make a difference in
somebody’s life. It may even save a life.
A message for my nephew little
Ruben Pina and my daughter I love
and miss: Lialonnie Leos.
Robert Leos
Darrington Unait, Texas

DON'T TELL MY BOSS

I'm a supervisor in a federal correc-
tional institution—I'm not going to
say where for obvious reasons—and 1
really like your magazine. At first, I
thought it would piss me off, but after
reading a little, I couldn’t put it
down. I read it cover to cover.

It gave me a good perspective on
the inmate side and made me think
of them as human again. I know the
perception we have of them, and they
have of us. It’s not really right.

We have a job to do. And if it is
done professionally, there should be
no problems. On the other side, some
convicts want to fuck with staff and
cause problems. The staff didn’t put
cons in jail, they did it to themselves.

I've been in this business for 10 years
and I've seen a big change in the
inmate population. A lot of younger
convicts have no respect for staff and
fellow inmates. They cause problems
for everybody. 1'd like to see some of
these troublemakers * ‘get it” from their
fellow cons. There might be a few lefi
who'd take matters into their own
hands, but I kinda doubt it. Not any-
more

Even if they did, somebody would
snitch on them and we'd have to
investigate and lock somebody up. It's

just not like it used to be.

Anyway, 1 just want to say that I'm
going to start a subscription—one |
surely won't be able to share with my
coworkers!

Name & Location with-
held

YOU STINK BUT
HERE'S MY MONEY
I recently had the misfortune of
receiving a complementary issue of
your magazine. I have read it cover to
cover and have yet to find anything
with which I can agree. Quite frankly,
I find most of it just plain obnoxious.
However, 1 subscribe to the local
newspapers and I don’t necessarily
buy all their stuff either. What the
heck, sign me up. My check is
enclosed.
By the way, I'd like to say keep up
the good work, but your work stinks.
D.L. Wigginton
Stop Turning Out Prisoners—
A Cilizens’ Activist Organizalion
Brandon, FL

PART OF SOCIETY

“America’s Obsession with Pun-
ishment,” by Troy Chapman (March
issue) is the kind of writing we need
more of. It was full of thoughtful,
insightful ideas that address the reali-
ty of prison and the whole culture we
find ourselves caught up in. It's no
longer a matter of how we got where
we are, it's about where we're going
from here.

The politicians and ivory tower
dwellers haven’t got a clue as to what
is really going on. If there is to be a
real change in the approach to crime
and criminals, then we must make
our voices heard and be a construc-
tive part of the dialog. After all, who
better understands the system than
those of us who've lived in it for 10,
15, 20 years or more?

We need to be real about the prob-
lems and our responsibilities, and just
as real about offering solutions. After
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all, we are part of society, not enemies
of it. We're just opposed to the gov-
ernment and the corrupt, nearsight-
ed politicians who comprise it.

No one can say with any certainty
who will or will not be back: not the
parole board, civilians or even fellow
convicts. But if we don’t come togeth-
er to provide support systems, to actu-
ally care about one another, and soci-
ety at large, as well as our place in it,
no one else will do it for us.

Terry Dyer
F.C.1. Bradford, PA

A NEW AGE OF PRISON RIOTS?

This letter comes to you regarding
my subscription to your magazine, as
well as other prisoners’ subs here in
California. It seems that the magazine
is not being received here anymore.
In December, I received a memo
from the deputy director of
Corrections stating that the October
1994 issue was being confiscated
because of an article that had some-
thing about escape.

It's amazing to me that a huge,
secure prison system would go to so
much trouble as to fax memos to all
the prisons and censor/confiscate a
magazine because one article alleged-
ly spoke about escape. If a prisoner
wanted to escape, he or she would
surely not base such a decision on a
magazine article.

It is obvious that CDC has stretched
the California Code of Regulations,
Section #3136 (d), which reads,
“Inmates may not receive correspon-
dence which concerns plans to escape
or assist in an escape from lawful cus-
tody.” This rule is being used as an
excuse not only to confiscate that one
issue but also to ban the magazine
entirely.

Since October 1994, I
and other prisoners here have not
received any more issues of Prison Life
and I wonder how this ban affects the
balance of my subscription. It should
also be noted that all sexually explicit
books and magazines have been
banned here in California prisons as
of January 1995.

And again, this year the state legis-
lature and CDC are attempting to
bring an end to the family visiting
program (conjugal visits), prohibiting
married prisoners from visiting pri-
vately with their spouses. Such pro-
grams should be nationwide!

As valuable and rehabilitative as
reading literature of one’s choice and
family togetherness are, the prison
system and the government are mak-
ing it perfectly clear that they do not
care about making prisoners better
human beings for reentry into soci-
ety. All that matters in the ‘90s is
political correctness, moral majority
values on everyone. It will not work!
These are not the answers to crime.

Issues of censorship, sex publica-
tions and visitation were all litigated
and fought over in the ‘60s and '70s.
Many prisoners and CDC staff died or
were hurt before the system realized
there was a better way to treat incar-
cerated human beings. However, the
prison violence shed in Attica, New
Mexico and California has apparently
all been forgotten or ignored now.

We live in a time when all people’s
rights and liberties are being stripped
away. Even the state and U.S,
Constitution is being chipped away at
and changed. Such restrictions in
prison and in society are not making
America better or safer. It's only mak-
ing America angrier. The result is vet
to be seen. Untl then, the endless law-
suits, hatred, violence and crime will
continue . . . because they just don’t
getit and they just don’t care!

Eric Martin
Pelican Bay, CA

MAN. ..

Man, who in the hell judged your
damn Art Behind Bars contest? I
mean, the poetry mostly? The visual
art was great, so was the fiction and
nonfiction, but whoever judged the
poetry needs to be checked!

I sent you three of my best pieces of
poetry and didn’t get mentioned at
alll I may not be the great “Poe,” but
my shit was a hell of a lot better than
the one that took first place! I put my
soul into the poems I sent you, man.
The judges need to be different next
year, man. I'm not alone on this
either!

I got another beef with you guys,
too. I turned one of my ol’ road dogs
onto your rag and he really liked it.
He asked me if I had any problems
getting my rag on time and I told
him, “Not since the new Editor-in-
Chief took over.” So, he had his ol’
lady send you the cash for a subscrip-
tion. Well, he got one rag three
months ago and nothing since!
What's up with that shit, man? Now
my buddy is giving me hell for caus-
ing his ol’ lady to waste his money!
You made me look bad, man, and I
don’t take kindly to somebody makin’
me look bad! It's a good thing you
ain’tin here with me!

You got a good rag, man, but you
need to get your shit together. And
change those damn poetry judges!
Timothy “Gator” Dwiley

Raleigh, NC

We're gonna have lo stand behind our
poetry judges, Gator, but the sub prob
oughlla be dealt with. You need to send a
kite down to our Subscription department
in Houston (4200 Westheimer, Ste. 160),
Houston, TX 77027), or give ‘em a ring
on the toll-free number (800/207-2659).

Send your letters to Prison Life Mail
Call, 505 Sth Avenue, New York, NY
10018.
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FUTUREPEN.

THE_ PRiSONS OF
TOMORROW

BY THOMAS FALATER

IMAGINE WAKING UP iN A COLD BASEMENT. YOUR ARMS, LEGS AND
EVEN YOUR HEAD ARE FASTENED TO A STRETGHER BY THICK,
LEATHER STRAPS. YOU HAVE BEEN HEAVILY DRUGGED. YOU GANNOT
MOVE. YOUR ViSiON iS GLOUDY.

A SURGEON PLAGES CLAMPS ON YOUR FOREHEAD TO HOLD OPEN
YOUR EYELIDS. HE POURS A THICK, BLUE STERILiZING LiQUID DIiREGT-
LY INTO YOUR EYE. YOU WATGH HELPLESSLY WHILE HE SLOWLY
iINSERTS A LONG, CURVED METAL TUBE CALLED A "LEUGOTOME"
BETWEEN YOUR EYEBALL AND EYELID AND ANGLES iT UPWARD
TOWARD YOUR BRAIN. WiTH A RAP FROM A SMALL HAMMER THE
INSTRUMENT PENETRATES THE THIN BONE SEPARATING YOUR EYE
CAVITY FROM YOUR BRAIN CASE.

THE RAZOR SHARP LEUCOTOME iS NOW iNSiDE YOUR SKULL,
TOUGHING THE FRONTAL LOBES OF YOUR BRAIN.

THE SURGEON LEANS CLOSER, GRADLES YOUR HEAD iN HiS HANDS
AND SLOWLY SWINGS THE TUBE BACK AND FORTH iN FRONT OF
YOUR FACE AND BEGINS TO SCRAPE AWAY THE FRONT PORTION OF
YOUR BRAIN. ALL YOUR HOPES LOVES DREAMS AND REASONS FOR
Li\EI'i\INTG ARE SWEPT AWAY WiTH EAGH MOVEMENT OF THE iNSTRU-
MENT.

YOU FEEL YOURSELF SLiPPING AWAY AND YOUR THOUGHTS GROW
giM.N%%%rg THE ABSOLUTE TERROR OF WHAT iS HAPPENING TO YOU

1VIIINI .

%u HAVE BECOME A HUMAN ROBOT... A LiViNg ZOMBIiE FROM A
GRADE B HORROR FiLM. YOU DON'T REGOGNiZE MEMBERS OF YOUR
FAMILY OR EVEN YOUR BEST FRIiEND. YOUR MiND HAS BEEN
REDUCED TO THAT OF A FOUR-YEAR-OLD. THE SURGEON LEFT JUST
ENOUGH BRAIN MATTER FOR YOU TO FEED, WASH AND CLOTHE
YOURSELF.

A METAL BRAGELET DiSPLAYING A BAR CODE AND NUMBER iS

TTAGHED TO YOUR WRIiST. YOU HAVE BEEN ASSIGNED A BUNK iN

NiT S AND A JOB AT UNICOR AS A SHiPPING CLERK FOR THE
REST OF YOUR LiFE.

WELCOME TO PRISON iN THE 2IST GENTURY.

: PRISON LIFE 13



nzy, guideline sen-
restitution, the

o ‘éﬁ:éept the fact that radmal
: enture laws are pas:sed

for pam and suﬂermg
¢ felons will be wiped out

16 fundmg, pnmn officials
p‘;’:nay prlsoners as violent,

‘ asset, forfemu

uncontrollable savages. This will
‘convince the public of the merits of
sychosurgcry and drug “therapy.”
Any act of prisoner violence will be
encouraged by prison officials and
sensationalized by the media.

Shock incarceration, commonly
known as boot camps, will close.
Minimum-security camps and facili-
ties will be replaced by home con-
finement and intensive probation.
Electronic ankle bracelets worn by
prisoners on probation will sound
an alarm at the local police station
if the prisoner leaves his home.
Their residences will display large
‘signs reading “Warning: Federal
Inmate in the Custody of the
Bureau of Prisons. Do Not
- Approach or Communicate with
~ this Household.”

Work programs will expand so
that prisons become selfssufficient.
The laws restricting prison goods
from being sold in the private sec-
- tor will ease, and all prisoners will
be required to work ten hours a
; ; day, five days a week. Psychologists
wpll idcntzfy a specnﬁc cnmmai mmde,er, unpulsm, unr e.{]-

i kports of eriminals and violence will
spread The country’s “war on crime” will be taken literal-
ly and become a national priority. To fund the war, tortal
will be required of each convicted crimi-
: hether or not he obtained the assets
through crime. A percentage of the assets will go to the
arresting officer, leadmg to abuse of police power, set-ups
and Gestapo-hke tactics.

is located and for the first time, science
edity. All two-time felons are sterilized.
T}HS marksa new rmlestone for Amu ican justice: 'I h:. first

('cutmg a!l three-time fclom
nt criminals will be lobotomized in
prison, as it is more cost efficient to lobotomize a serious
offender than to Keep him in solitary and post guards on
him for the rest of his life.

Rule infractions will be punished by electro-shock ther-
apy and heavy drugging. The specter of dazed prisoners
wzmdermg .umlessly t.hrough the prison yard will be com-
mon.

Work progrdms have greatly expanded, and prison
products such as shirts, socks, shoes and underwear now
appear at local retail outlets. Prisoners must work a mini-
mum of 10 hours a day, 6 days a week.

Prisoners can receive mail only from family members.
Contact with the media is banned.

ExtrEmely | vi




PRISONERS
WiLL BE
CONSIDERED
MORE SUBHUMAN.
SCIENTISTS WiLL
USE THEM
FOR MEDIGAL
EXPERIMENTATION
~ AND RESEARGCH:;
THEIR “SPARE" BODY
ol pla PARTS WiLL BE
SOLD TO ORGAN
g TRANSPLANT
FAGTORIES.



Federal
Appellate and
Post-Conviction

Law

"Making .\ Difference Is
Our Business'"

e Direct Appeal from Trial

* Direct Appeal from Plea and
Sentencing - 18 USC 3742 -
Direct Appeal by Defendant on
Issues of Sentencing Hearings

* Post-Conviction Motions - 28
USC 2255 and 2241 - Post-
Conviction Motion Based on an
Illegal Sentence and Habeas
Corpus Relief

®* Modification of Term of
Imprisonment - 18 USC
3582(c) Modification of
Imposed Term of Imprisonment

® Motion for New Trial - Rule 33

e Motion for Reduction of
Sentence - Rule 35

A PRISON LIFE THE LIBRARY FOR
READER WRITES: GROUP STUDY AND

“For those in prison who are MEDITATION offers corre-
li['(.‘(l of it illl(l \r\'h() wdant to Spon(lcncg courses [-0[- Pl‘is_

grow, there’s a book out
- called “Core Transfor-
mations” by Connirae and

oners motivated to live the
spiritual life—study, medita-

| Tamara Andreas. It shows the tion and service to humanity.
reader how to get in touch Upon enrollment in a read-
with his core beliefs and how ing program, participants

to change them. After the
core transformation process,
the reader will have higher

receive a paperback book
and a series of questions to

self-esteem and peace of answer and return. Courses
mind. The instructions are of a more advanced nature
casy, the change is swift, pow- than the reading programs

erful and lasting. If everyone
in prison was to do a core
change, then prison would

are also available. “Each
course requires daily work of

actually be a pleasant place an unselfish nature, monthly
to be. Everyone wun](' reports of your thoughts and
respect each other; fights | Jactions and the keeping of a

i ‘3(‘::1:(([':’:“'":::[L'l’[f“ all. This is _spiritual diary. As each lesson
You mi;i:hl think I;m wack, IS.COEHPICLCd’ aRLw lesson
but I'm telling you it can will follow, along with com-
work for all cons regardless | [ments and answers to ques-
of race, age, color or reli- tions.” Certificates of comple-
gion.” tion are offered. For more

Core Transformations can T .
: : information, contact The
be ordered from: NLP Com % : 3

rehensive, 4395 Riverbend Rd., TLib]”‘“.-\-' for Group Study and
Ste. A, Boulder, CO 80301- | |Meditation, P.O. Box 234,
9815. $26.00. 'Santa Margarita, CA 93453.

Law Offices of
Miller & Shein

710 Lake View Avenue, NI
Atlanta. Georgia 30308
(-10-4) 874-9560

780 N E. 69th Street, Suite 501
Miami. Florida 33138
(303) 756-0403
Habla Espanol
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PUBLICACIONES LEGALES EN ESPANOL, INC. helps
prisoners and defendants of Hispanic origin. Selecciones Del
Manual De Pautas de la Comision Federal De Sentencias is the
Spanish translation of selected portions of the Federal
Sentencing Guidelines for the Spanish-speaking defendant.
The B.O.P. has made Manual De Pautas a required addition
to all federal prisoner law libraries.

Titles in the works include the Federal Rules of Criminal
Procedure and the Federal Rules of Appellate Procedure in
Spanish. Also coming up is a translation of selected portions
of the Federal Immigration and Forfeiture laws. In addition,
the organization publishes a monthly newsletter, Guideline
Alert, which highlights applicable excerpts from the Federal
Sentencing Guidelines as well as proposals for amendments
being considered by the Sentencing Commission. Contact:
Publicaciones Legales En Espanol, Inc. P.O. Box 623, Palisades
Park, N.J. 07650. 1-800-432-0004.




“All the News
You Can’t
Confine”

America’s National Prison Newspaper

BLock BEAT

T]u_lngzi oust 1995

KILLER FENCES AND STERILIZED CONS

Caught up in the get-tough-on-crime
frenzy, Congressional representatives
across the country are introducing some
pretty sadistic bills. Representative
Wayne Crump (D-Potosi, MO), for
example, has found a way to keep con-
victs inside the state’s two maximum
security prisons: surround them with a
high-voltage electric fence that kills any-
one touching it.

Crump added the killer fence amend-
ment to his multi-part prison bill during
recent House debate. He said the amend-
ment was prompted by Percy Cooksey,
who last November became the first pris-
oner to escape from Potosi Correctional
Center in its six years of operation.
“There wouldn’t have been an escape
with a lethal electric fence,” Crump said.

Under his proposal, the Department of
Corrections must install an electrical
fence—between the pair of 12-foot non-
lethal fences topped with razor wire—at
Potosi and the state’s other maximum
security prison, Jefferson City Correctional
Center. The amendment also requires hot
fences at any maximum security prison the
state builds, and gives the agency the
option of erecting lethal fences at any of
Missouri’s seven medium facilities.

Crump estimated it would cost about
$1.5 million to install the fence at
Jefferson Clty, but that the fence would

pay for itself in one year because fewer
guards would be needed on walls sur-
rounding the prison.

“The fence won’t attack the inmates. If
they stay in jail and don’t try to escape,
they won’t have any problems,” replied
Rep. Quincy Troupe (D-St.Louis) to crit-
icism by Rep. Jon Bennett (R-St.
Charles) that the killer fence was a rather
harsh form of punishment.

Meanwhile, the Senate Judiciary
Committee is considering HB 1100, a
bill introduced by Colorado lawmakers

that allows for prisoners to be voluntari-
ly sterilized upon release. It would
authorize the state to give prisoners free
surgical procedures to render them
childless.

“These idiots in Colorado believe that
cons breed cons,” writes Dave Elliot, a
Colorado prisoner. “If that’s the truth,
then why am I in prison? My parents
never had a speeding ticket, let alone a
felony. My dad designs missiles for our
country’s protection. We chose to be
criminals. We weren’t born that way.”

FREEWORLDERS
FASCINATED BY PRISON

Get this: Ever since West Virginia
opened a new maximum security prison
in Mount Olive earlier this year, people
have been gathering on a nearby ridge to
sit, gawk and con-watch. “Most people
drive up, stop, get out and then move on.
But some of the locals like to sit all day
long,” state trooper T.C. Booth reported.

A prisoner said that he and his fellows
are worried. “There’s always the oddball
lunatic with a rifle who could decide to
mete out his own brand of frontier jus-
tice,” the prisoner reported.

Meanwhile, a specialty shop in New

Hope, PA that sells plates and glassware
from country clubs, hospitals and other
institutions recently added the prison food
tray to its line of novelty hot plates. “Take
home the diner experience,” reads a card
that comes with the metal trays.

Even The Gap has jumped on the
bandwagon. Baby Gap shops recently
added the convict suit to their line of
toddlerwear. Though not marketed as
such, the black-and-white striped jump-
suit closely resembles the chain-gang
uniform that some lawmakers are saying
should be reinstituted.

Tyson Headed
for the Ring

Former heavyweight boxing champ
Mike Tyson, who was released from an
Indiana prison in March after serving
three years for rape, broke his silence to
make a brief announcement: He will
return to boxing, and he’ll be doing it
under the auspices of his controversial
promoter, Don King.

“Don is the greatest promoter in the
world, as we know,” Tyson told a mob
of reporters who turned out in Cleveland.
Many have speculated that Tyson had
had a rift with King, but the 28-year-old
boxer said he and King had signed a deal

(continued on next page)
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FEMALE PRISONERS |

TAKE ON THE B.O.P.

Several women pnsoners at FMC Lexmgton, Kentucky ﬁled su1t in 1993 challeng-

ing the B.O.P.’s installation of: the Inmate Telephonie System. The ITS. as proposed

~ would have eliminated prisonérs’ ability fo make collect calls. Also, prisoners would
have been limited to. making calls to.a very small-number of family and friends: In
. November 1993, the action was certified.as a nauonw1de class action on-behalf of all
. federal prisoners. Since the filing of the' suit, and probably because of i 1t, the B.OP.
- decided to make FMC Lexington a male prison.

With the announcement that females were being transferred from Lexmgton, the

U.S. District Court issued a non:retaliation: order against the named plaintiffs and
. ordered that the women be among ‘the very last to be transferred: This was done to

_ensure that the named plairitiffs would be 4vailable for court hearmgs asneeded. The |

B.O.P. kept shipping women until fiiost women, including the majority of named
plamuffs -were transferred to other institutions: The B.O.P. then went to.court seek-
* ing to transfer the. remaining named plaintiffs. The plaintiffs’ attorney; Douglas. L.
-~ McSwain, agreed that the women be transferied itoother institutions, but ‘asked that

he have access to the named plaintiffs via conference-calls and requested cooperation
in getting them back to court. The B.O.P. flatly: refused. Consequently, the Court

ordered that the remaining named plaintiffs stay at Lexington. .

Plaintiffs Norma Faye Cook, Conchita Washington.and Antoinette M ank remain '

 at Lexington. They are confined in the hospital under very bizarre conditions.

“Since the- mceptlon of the suit and resultant litigation, we have scored a number

of victories,” writes Antoinette Frink. “However; the B:O:P. now seeks to bypass
the courts and have Congress abolish the Comimissary Fund. Trust, which is money

generated by inmates for the benefit.of inmates. The B.O.P. caused. a rider (Title
VII) to be attached to a bill (HR 667). Passage of HR 667 would wipe out all of the -
successes we have gained thus far. Readers should petition Congress to defeat HR -

'667. It would be in ths best interest not only of pnsoners, hut of the Amencan pub- |

lic. Please help us.”

| Tyson Headed

for the Ring |

' (continued ﬁ'om previous page)

with the MGM Brand in Las Vegas

" to host the upcoming bouts, which

will be broadcast on the Showume

- premium cable channel.

Tyson said he would be managed -
by longtime friends John Homne and
Rory Holloway, but he did not say .

-when his first bout would be or
how.much he would be pald to
return to the ring. :

“I want to associate myself with
the biggest and the best, and I look
forward to working with them and

- seeing you soon,” said Tyson, who

was dressed in a black suit, topped -
off with a straw hat.

Tyson’s statement took only 76
seconds to read, and he left without
taking any questions. He avoided
the sub_]ect of his rape conviction,
saymg only, “For the past three

~ years I’ve had a chance to reflect
|- on my life and to develop my mind,
- and 1 will continue my journey to

making myself a better person so]
can help others.”™

Tyson, who converted to Islam
while in prison, closed by saymg
“May Allah bless you all.”

Art, Mus|c anned in Massachusetts Prisons

Massachusetts’ “Governor- Weld this ’y"eér terminated all

art, music, vocational training and college coufses from state
prisons, reports Phyllis Kornfeld, a.former art teacher in the
system. Kornfeld contacted the Mass. Dept. of Corrections,

which confitmed: that thie' only-exceptions are G.E.D, and -
E.S.L. classes, and trammg for skﬂls useful w1thm the Sys-

and cooking, $0 pnsoners can prepa.te meals for staff
Kornfeld said the corrections officiél believed the cuts were

a result of the governor’s response to the pubhc 's fury.over =
. prisoners’ pnvxleges, and that he had Ins eye on the Whlte :

House. -

Apparently, prisoners are also prevented ﬁ'om pursmng art. -
on their own, Komnfeld contacted a Treatment and Programs
director, who said that according to a-new- property policy, -
colored pencxls are no longer sold at the commissary. “He
also told me that handkerchief art is considered to be gang-

related, and that anyone found drawing on a handkerchief
will be disciplined and ‘the handkerch1ef will-be conﬁscat— i

" ed,” writes Kornfeld.

" “The éffect on. pnsonerlartlsts ‘who have been holdmg on

to their sanity, doing theijr time peacefully, remains to be

seen,” contmues Kornfeld. “Many have been recewmg seri-
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.0Us pﬁblic. recognition for their artwork, and have a chance -

to survive when they get out. And for all incarcerated men

:and women, not necessarily artists, who add a bit of color to
an envelope they sénd home, or decorate their sneakers, this *
- will close one. of the. few remaining doors to experiencing

" the qualxty of being human.”

. SHORTY — T WONDER 'IF THEY

. "ARE GOING TO. LET'US 'OUT, SO WE

-CAN DO’ LJHAT EVER We DID Two
MORE TIMES,

An by K. Hughes, LA State Prison, Angola =~




NEW INFO ON
INCARCERATED DADS

According to the Department of
Justice, there were approximately
690,000 fathers among the 1,200,000
men incarcerated in the U.S. at the end
of 1992. A majority of all male prison-
ers, whether they are married or single,
are fathers.

Dads in prison have complex family
networks. At least half of all incarcerat-
ed fathers with two or more children
have children by different mothers.
Most prisoners are not involved in an
ongoing relationship with the mothers
of the children. In fact, over half of the
fathers in recent studies reported that
their marriages ended while they were
serving their current sentences.

Incarcerated fathers, like incarcerated
mothers, are concerned with the well-
being of their children. However, unlike
women prisoners, jailed and imprisoned
dads identify child discipline, lack of
guidance or supervision, and the possi-
bility that their children might “get in
trouble™ as their greatest concern. Many
men are worried that their children
might forget them, that they might be
replaced in their children’s lives by
another father figure, and that their chil-
dren might lose respect for them.

Dads behind bars report that they
often feel powerless in their role as par-
ents. Male prisoners usually do not
expect to be consulted about their chil-
dren’s problems or participate in deci-
sionmaking relating to their children.
This is consistent with the fact that
many prisoners did not live with their
children prior to arrest.

Many dads in jail or prison have no
contact with their children at all. One
recent study found that almost a third of
male prisoners had not seen their chil-
dren since they entered prison and over
half had not seen their children in the
six months before the survey. Fathers
who do not receive visits say that get-
ting transportation for the kids to the
prison and getting someone to accom-
pany them are the biggest obstacles to
visitation. About one fifth of these dads
say they do not have parent-child visits
because the children’s mother disap-
proves of visiting. This is not surprising
in light of the fact that most imprisoned
fathers do not have active relationships
with the mothers of their children.

Some incarcerated fathers who have
little contact with their children claim

that they do not want their children to
visit them in jail or prison. One study of
federal prisoners found that 87% of
unvisited fathers claim to have made the
decision to skip the father/child visits
themselves.

The typical male prisoner comes from
a single parent home and has at least
one family member who has been incar-
cerated. About one in seven men behind
bars was raised by someone other than
his parents, and about one in five spent
some time in foster care. About a third
have parents who abused alcohol or
drugs. One in eight report that they
experienced physical or sexual abuse as
a child.

The level of education among prison-
ers has increased during the past six
years, but only about one third of all
incarcerated men have completed high
school. Nine out of 10 had an annual
income of less than $25,000 prior to

“My husband’s doing time.
He needs a 5-15 year battery.”

arrest, and seven out of 10 lived below
the poverty level.

—By Denise Johnston, Director,
Center for Children of Incarcerated
Fathers

| LOOKING FOR |
{ IN-HOUSE j
REPORTERS l!
|  What's going on in your
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Art by Jesse Perez, Newton County Detention Center,

Meatloaf Greaseél
and Wwarm Ski
I\ ] K

Allen Correctional Institution, 4:30
a.m. The roller pops open my door
and throws a breakfast sack at me.
“Transport,” she yells as the sack hits
my foot. The pain reminds me that |
just spent the night in the infirmary,
having broken my foot the day
before. Shit, I've only had about 25
minutes of sleep, between hand jobs
and the pain in my leg.

I open my breakfast sack—the
dreaded transport meal: a cold meat-
loaf sandwich, two hard-boiled eggs
and warm skim milk. Oh, goodie! The
sandwich has more grease on it than
meat. Before I get to finish my four-
star cuisine, two corn-fed rollers come
in, pick me up and stuff my big ass in
a wheelchair fit for a munchkin. Out
the door we go. The stinging cold
numbs my body as the rollers make
sure we hit every bump in the yard
between the infirmary and transport.

The sally port is filled with the
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same old faces and the same ol” bull-
shit lines, as if this was all something

new. “I ain’t goin’ . . . I'll go to the
hole next time.” “They better never
get me up this early again.”

See, I go on these trips a lot
because I'm losing my eyesight, but
that’s another lawsuit.

“No underwear! No jewelry! No ciga-
retles!” a roller yells as he passes out the
odd-fitting, uncomfortable orange

jumpsuits and gets us in line for the

morning squat and cough. Just then,
another roller stomps in through the
back door laughing his ass off as the
cold blast of morning air gives new
meaning o the term blue balls. “The
old blue bird won’t be warm until we
hit Marysville (an hour away) and we
still gotta go ‘cross the street to Lima
and get 12 of their inmates,” he says.

Now, every prisoner in Ohio who's
been to C.M.C. (Correctional Medical
Center, in Columbus) knows how long
that wip is with 12 dudes, let alone
another 12 from another camp. What
else could go wrong? 1 think.

So I'm sitting on this freezing cold
vinyl seat, nearly bare-assed, with a
cold steel shackle around my swollen
ankle that I can barely feel anyway
because I'm nearly frozen to death,
and I keep burping up the taste of
meatloaf grease and warm skim milk.
At the same time, I'm listening to 23
other guys piss and moan about how
uncomfortable they are. But who
would believe it if someone said the
fun was only about to begin?

Like I've said, I've been on these
trips before and it’s no big surprise
when the rollers pull the bus up
behind the Ma and Pa’s Gas-n-Go
doughnut shop to get some jelly’s and
eclairs and some thick mud coffee to
keep'm awake so we can get there
alive, So while we’re waiting, 1 scrape
the frost off my window for a peep of
the freeworld, thinkin’ maybe I can
geta good tit shot from a biker mama.
Suddenly I hear the roller trying to
start the old bird: click click click.

Hot damn, I'm thinking, the bus is
broke down.

You should’ve seen the look on the
driver’s face! He's got 24 felons on a
maximum security bus, four officers
with 12 gauge, sawed-off riot pump
shotguns hanging from their fat, pow-
dered sugar-covered bellies, jelly drip-
ping from their fingers, sitting out
back of Ma & Pa’s Gas-n-Go dough-
nut shop in Nowhere, USA.

“Hell to tell the captain,” one of
the prisoners yells. We shout every
sarcastic insult we can think of (and
get away with). We even offer to get
out and push. Can you picture that
Cool Hand Luke shit?

I've always wanted something like
this to happen, where the rollers get
caught with their hands in the dough-
nut box, pissing off tax dollars while
they get time-and-a-half or double-
time. But they could’ve picked a
warmer day.

Our “rescue,” or “recapture,” was
unforgettable. It looked like every
statey in Ohio was there. You
would've thought it was Lucasville all
over again. Of course, they passed us
by twice before they found our hide-
out in the back of the Gas-n-Go,
because the roller forgot to tell them
we were behind it.

They had so many guns pointed at
us, I thought I was in a Schwarzen-
egger flick. They were just waiting for
the slightest movement of a belly
chain, like we were a bunch of



Houdinis or something. The deputy
wardens were there, the majors were
there, everybody who was anybody
was there, pointing a gun at us. Even
Ma and Pa from the Gas-n-Go were
pointing out the window from the
doughnut shop like we were involved
in some kind of Alamo stand-off.

If we were so dangerous, why in
hell were these rollers getting way
with stopping at every greasy spoon
and crackhouse with a busload of
state property?

Here’s my point: Why don’t we
invest some of the millions that
Clinton is giving us on new buses?
Maybe buses with new alarms that go
off when the rollers are about to fall
asleep at the wheel?

What happened to me? Well, I'm
still sitting in the infirmary with a bro-
ken foot and a sprained wrist, burp-
ing up meatloal grease and warm
skim milk, waiting for the next bus
ride from hell.

James Goodall, |r.
A.C.IL, Lima, OH

Bitgen pv Sbidger,|
Biptter at State
People should know about Arizona

prisons. I'm incarcerated at East Unit
in Florence and the medical treat-
ment here is terrible. On October 11,
1994, T was bitten by a brown recluse
spider, whose bite is many times
worse than a black widow's. I immedi-
ately went to the yard office to get a
pass for medical and was told by the
on-duty cop to “get the fuck out of my
face.” She said I was keeping her
from her job and she didn’t want to
hear anything about it. Needless to
say, I received no medical attention
that day.

[ was seen the next day, but it was
too late by then. The flesh was infect-
ed. They prescribed antibiotics but
that was all. Alter three months of
antibiotics, I was finally seen by a sur-
geon. He stated that I should have
been seen and treated the day the
bite occurred.

A month later, I was seen again
and this same surgeon told me I
needed to go to the hospital for X-
rays to see if the bone was infected.
He also said I'd be staying at the hos-
pital so he could cut out all the
remaining rotten flesh, and he pre-
scribed more antibiotics.

Well, it's a week later and still,
nothing. How am I supposed to get
treatmentr

Now [ want compensation, but all
the lawyers around here seem to be
afraid of the D.O.C. The surgeon savs

if the infection is in the bone, I could
lose my leg.

So here I sit, with under a year left,
and my leg is rotting away.

Tell everyone to stay out
Arizona. It's not nice.

of

David Jones
Arizona Si ison, Florence, AZ
{ State Prison, Florence, AZ

Seekin’ 5o0ljdarityl
jn _Soljtary

I'm closing in on my third month of
solitary confinement here at S.C.1L
Pittsburgh. It's just another day with-
out education, vocational training,
work and only limited recreation. The
majority of us here sit idle in our cages.

A sense of powerlessness emerges,
followed by feelings of hatred and
resentment for the people and the
system responsible for these abuses.
There's not even a legal point a pris-
oner can use to be removed to a less
secure and more productive prison
environment. Our feelings of rage
and personal impotence only
increase as every petty rule is
enforced and any infraction, even the
slightest, is punished to the max,

What is the underlying purpose of
such confinement?

The purpose of solitary is to control
those considered a threat to the inst-
tution. We are locked down
23 or more hours a day. No
one is allowed to use the
main law library and we are
allowed only limited legal
materials. Spanish-speaking
prisoners are deprived of the
law in their mother language.
There are no religious ser-
vices and outdoor exercise
(which is required one hour,
five days a week) is spent in a
cage not much larger than
our cells.

Solitary used to be for tam-
ing the most violent prison-
ers. But prison rules change
from day to day and policy
enforcement is arbitrary. The
bloody history of lockdown
has shown us that isolation
and repression provoke the
very behavior they are sup-
posed to stem.

I've never been one for
inaction. Everything I've ever
felt strongly about, I've done
something about. 1 am
exhausting mysell trying to
change because the harder I
fight the system, the more
frustrated 1 get.

The authorities want total
control. They have no con-

cern with the rehabilitation, wants or
needs of prisoners. Although some
control over prisoners is necessary,
total control is cruel.

I've seen guys in solitary who've
been destroyed, broken and turned
into vegetables, all for the sake of
control. We have nothing to look for-
ward to but long weeks, months and
years of enforced idleness and pro-
grams designed to destroy our bodies,
minds and spirit, rendering us inca-
pable of being any future assistance
to our people.

What we need to do is organize the
collective activities among us. Our
objective in this area should be to
change the relationship of forces
between the prison administration
and us by gaining control of as many
areas of prison life as possible.

Control will allow us to effectively
recruit, organize and train ourselves. It
is a necessary step in the struggle to
teach one another. The more control
we develop over ourselves in solitary,
and the more legal expertise we pick
up, the easier it will be to challenge the
legality of this prison within a prison in
court.

Anthony Hartman
S.C.1L Pittsburgh

Art by DEHiTs DibDomin
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Story & Photos by Chris Cozzone

very once in a while, the

Correctional Monster Machine

screws up and spews out an
aberration from its normal stock of
ex-convicts. It's usually somebody
who is not only able to get past the
physical and psychological abuse,
solitary confinement and clockwatch-
ing, but who is also able to transform
all the muck and bullshit of prison
life into something beautitul.

22 PRISON LIFE




$wo trainee guards stood

' the classroom at Camden

County Prison in New Jersey one
April day, their legs spread slight-
ly, their Nazi flat- Lopp(,d concrete
I).ll)\' faces staring militantly
ahead, their battle-black batons
swinging now and then as they
altered their cramped stances.
Behind them, in a Plexiglas-safe
room, a real guard, armed with
firepower and videoscreens, moni-
tored the adjoining hallways and
the 20-plus prisoners in bright
orange jumpsuits in the Romper
Room-gone-mad classroom. Jimmy
Santiago Baca stood before the
group of cons, reading his poems
and talking about writing.

The cramped classroom was six
floors up. Through a looped strand
of barbed wire on the ledge out-
side the Plexiglas window, the pris-
oners were treated to a free look at
sky and unscenic Camden, the
employees’ parking lot and beyond
that, the city’s industrial barrios.

alt Whitman's old crib, an his-
toric site now, lies just around the
corner. In other parts of the

prison, men can look down on the
dead poet’s gray house, many
unaware of \\hdl they are seeing.

at attention in the back of

But today, the cons who'd signed
up for this class were meeting a live
poet. More than Whitman, who
sang of human spirit a century
past, this vato loco turned vato de
vision had been right where they
were sitting: rock bottom behind
bars.

Jimmy told the cons about going
into Florence, Arizona’s hellhole
prison a vato loco who couldn’t read
or write, and about how he had
gone before the reclassification
committee asking to go to G.E.D.
school. “Work in the kitchen two
months and we’ll see,” they told
him, and he complied. After two
months, he went beftore them
again, but it was still a no go. Jimmy
refused to cooperate further and
they threw him in the hole.

ong before there was

Hooked on Phonics, he was
" locked in a cell, borrowing
books from his homeboys, stealing
textbooks from attendants. Page by
page, he would enunciate each
word until he had them down. The
words, music and dreamscape
images stood in stark contrast to
his prison existence and filled him
with power and purpose, need and
vision. He made a notebook from a

cardboard box, bound it with
shoelace.

“Why did you start writing?
prisoner asked after raising hls
hand, his beety forearms stained
with the indian ink of jailhouse art.

“The thing about writing,” Jimmy
answered, “is that unlike most
other ])rol'eﬂ'.qiont; vou do not just
learn it. You write from a sense of
need. You have to write. Like writ-
ing in a notebook at the end of a
day, or writing about something
you can’t control. Once you do
that, the momentum of that drive
carries you into the world of writ-
ing. It just takes vou there.”

His writing angered the Man.

“I would go to the reclassifica-
tion committee every month.
They'd ask me if I was going to
wmk I'd say no. They'd send me
back to my cell and I'd wait for
someone to come for me. When he
got there, I'd say, ‘Don’t come in.
Please, go away.” They'd say, “The
warden says ... " ['d say, ‘I don't
care what the warden says, leave
me alone.” They'd open the door,
there'd be a iltrh! I'd go to h()llldl'_\

»

for a week. Th(.‘l] I'd go back to my
cell, go before reclass three weeks
later and start it all again the next
month. I guess they didn’t like me.




“The guns thought I was a
leader of a gang inside. I've done
some really bad things, true, but I
wasn’t a leader because 1 wanted
to be a leader. I was a leader
because somebody winked at me
and I ... yknow, took care of
business. [ went and got a pipe
and took care of what I had to
take care of. So everybody started
hanging with me.”

His writing alienated more than
just the Man.

“Just as I started to realize
how powerful and unbeliev-
able language was, I also real-
ized how much most of the
other prisoners hated it. 95%
of them could not read or
write. When I told them that I
wanted to read and write, it
threatened who they were.

“These same guys who'd
been following me around
because I was such a bad ass
and because | took care of
business, I told these guys I
wasn't gonna work. All of ‘em
turned on me. ‘You're nuthin’
but a punk and a sissy.’

“I stood my ground.”

LY

s Jimmy talked, I
| looked at the cons’
i - faces, then at the
junior guards in the back, try-
ing so hard to be tough. My
eyes returned to the prisoners,
some buried inside their day-
glo jumpsuits, others bustin’
out of ‘em with brawn and jail-
house tats. The cons’ eyes told
all: death and violence and suf-
fering and, yes, buried wisdom
they had yet to tap into.

They sat very still in their
chairs the whole time, soaking
in words from the poet. At first
you could smell the stale sur-
render in the air. I thought it
was poor ventilation or
uncleaned vents, but Ely,
Jimmy’s ése who was tagging
along and who'd done his
share of time, assured me it
was the smell of despair that
prisoners emit. If only for a
while, that would clear up.
Jimmy told stories of how he
learned to read, of success and
hardship.

“I remember when I learned
what a noun was,” Jimmy said,
and started to laugh. “I was in
a big cellblock with 500 guys. I
freaked because the word
‘noun’ meant a person. So |
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velled to my friend down the tier,
‘Hey ése, man, you're a noun . .."

Jimmy remembered what a verb
was by thinking of guys in his cell-
block who were always active, and
adjectves, by thinking of guys who
were really descriptive.

His self-taught English lessons
paid off.

“Hey, can you write a letter to my
mom? Can you write a letter to my
sister?’ Pretty soon, all the toughest

guys in the joint were my buddies. I
was getting them all the fine
women outside. They'd come to
me, hey carnal, you got to write this
woman a letter . . . They’d write
back, ‘Oh, I love you forever.” I had
a lot of cigarettes and coffee.”

One day, a fellow prisoner threw
a magazine into Jimmy’s cell. The
mag was paying $100 for accepted
poetry. Jimmy sent three of his
poems. A week later, he received

I Will Remain

I don't want to leave any more or get transferred
to another prison because this one is too tough.
I am after a path you cannot find by looking at green fields,
smelling high mountain air that is clear and sweetly
Odorous as when you fall in love again and again and again.
I am looking for a path that weaves through rock
and swims through despair with fins of wisdom.
A wisdom to see me through this nightmare,
not by running from it; by staying to deal blow for blow.
I will take the strength I need from me,
not from fields or new friends. With my old friends

fighting|

Bleeding! Calling me crazy! And never getting the respect I desire,

fighting for each inch of it . .

I am not one of those beautiful people,
but one of the old ones, a commoner of the world

You can find in taverns, seaports carrying bamboo baskets with fish,
drinking coffee in a donut shop, weeping in the dark

In a two-for-five ramshackle hotel room,
dreaming and walking along a city street at dawn.

To move about more freely, to meet and talk with new people,
to have silence once in a while, to live in peace,

Without harassment of cops pulling you in as a suspect,
these are very beautiful thoughts.

But I will remain here where the air is old and heavy,

where life is grimy,

Full of hate at times, where opportunities are rare,
anger and frustration abundant,
Here in this wretched place I most wish to leave

I will remain.

I stay because I believe I will find something,
something beautiful and astounding awaits my pleasure,

Something in the air I breathe,

that will make all my terrors and pains seem raindrops
On a rose in summer, its head tilted in the heat

as I do mine.

Here on this island of death and violence,

I must find peace and love in myself, eventually freedom,
And if T am blessed, then perhaps a little wisdom.
I stay here searching for gold and ivory in the breast of each man.
I search for the tiny glimmering grains in smiles and words

of the dying, of the young so old old, of the broken ones.




$300, part of which he used to buy
everyone in his cellblock ice cream.

The poems were seen by many
freeworlders. People would write
Jimmy, telling him how beautiful
his words were. Eventually, it led to
his first published collection:
Immigrants in Our Own Land, pub-
lished in 1977.

Of course, none of that mattered
to the guns. Still refusing to work,
Jimmy endured even more bull-
shit—like electroshock therapy.
“You're a threat to security,” the
warden told him.

“How could I be a threat?” Jimmy

asked. “I just want to write.”

When Jimmy received a letter
from a Christian working for the
Good Samaritan organization ask-
ing what he most wanted for
Christmas, instead of Playboys and
money, he asked for paper and
pencils.

The act of kindness most signifi-
cant to Jimmy involved a sacrifice
by a close Chicano brother. Jimmy
was up for parole for the
umpteenth time. Unable to face
rejection again, he told himself
that if he was denied, he would
take his frustration out on a dude
who’d been jacking with him. After
the board said no, Jimmy went
back to his cell for his piece. Then
he went looking for the asshole
who was gonna get what was

comin’ to him.

“This ése of mine knew what I was
gonna do. And he knew it'd fuck
me up. He wanted me to make it
with my writing. So he hit this guy
first and got busted for it.

“This vato did it out of love. He
did for me. Every time I win some
award or do some movie or publish
some book, I think, this is all
because of this guy. [ owe it all to
him.”

fter six-and-a-half years,
Jimmy Santiago Baca was
-9~ released.

“I'll never forget when I walked
out of the dungeon,” says Baca. “It
was like a movie scene. All the bad
asses, they came up to me, to shake
my hand, to hug me. Some of the
guys were crying. It was a beautiful
thing.

“These were the same guys who'd
called me names. These same guys,
they were waiting there when |
walked out the gate . . . They didn’t
know how to say thank you, but
they were coming over.

“And | had this incredible power
to speak to them. I could see who
they were, and I just told them, ‘I
love you. I wish there was a way we
could stop this. I wish there was a
way you could be with your wife,
your familia, your girlfriend . . .’

“After I walked out that gate,

that's when the real trouble start-
ed.”

For an ex-con, Jimmy had a lot
going for him. But he was too full
of rage to care. For the next two to
three years, Jimmy wanted to go
back in.

“People outside didn't know
nothing about nothing. They didn’t
care about what was happening to
people. So I went back to crime
and started moving stuff, a lot of
stuff across country. The whole
time, I was almost begging . . . I
felt better in.

“At the same time, I knew that
was the one thing I'd fought
against all the time I'd been in
prison. I had fought to retain my
sensibility as a social human being,
and to not let myself fall below
that. I didn’t want to thrive on vio-
lence. I was a good person.
Basically.”

rison had done something

to Jimmy's soul. It had
; ' twisted it, saturated it with
hate and rage and pain.

“All those years of fighting and I
was gonna end up back inside
because 1 couldn’t live out here. I
was on a downward spiral of destruc-
tion.” Nods of agreement up and
down the rows in the classroom. A
guard in the back checked his watch:
Jimmy was riding on overtime.
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When Life

Blood-sloshed floors,

Is cut close, blades and bones,
And the stench of sewers is everywhere,

And guards count the dead

With the blink of an eyelid, then hurry home
To supper and love, what saves us

From going mad is to carry a vacant stare,
And a quiet half-dead dream.

L

“You gonna read us some poet-
ryz” a prisoner ventured.

“Do we got time?” Jimmy asked
the prison cnoulln.nm who nod-
ded. The irritable guards shifted
their rigid stances.

Jimmy picked up his first pub-
lished collection of poems. “I
wrote this one while I was locked
P s s

He read three poems [rom
Immigrants in Our Own Land &
Selected Larly Poems, a collection of
poems mainly about prison life
and the Chicano experience.

“How do you pick your topics?”
a dude asked. The poet answered,
roundabout, “I pick a theme and
concentrate on it.”

Jimmy writes the way any good
writer does. He writes dl)()lll what
he’s been through, what he
knows, about what is dear to him:
the barrio, love, his familia, the
land, being Chicano, being
Apache. . . life.

Angels might have kept Jimmy
from getting busted again, but the
demons didn’t leave him. For
three years after his release, he
just couldn’t kill the beast. He'd
had a book pul)li-sh('d but he was
still waist-high in eriminality, and

ew Mexico: the land of
Azatlan, of sky and moun-
. tains, green chile, low-rid-
ers and adobe. The last time
Jimmy had tried to venture back,
he'd been busted for being in
the wrong place at the wrong
time, at a drug dealer’s house.
An FBI agent was plugged and
evervone in the house was arrest-
cd. The man responsible for the
cop’s death only served six
months. Jimmy got slapped with
a ten-year bid at Florence,

This time, though, he made it
back to New Mexico without get-
ting tagged by the badges. In
Albuquerque, he resumed his
love/hate relationship with the
Muse and his struggles with the
demons, doing the criminal
thing until he couldn’t take it
any more.

“I wanted to write a story . . . 1
was sick of the criminal life. 1
wrote a book, didn’t think it was
worth anything and sent it oft.”

Jimmy went to Mexico to hang
out with Indians in the moun-
tains near Chihuahua. A pub-
lishing house in New York

prison shock. “All of a sudden, I
had to deal with all these college
boys comin’ around after my talks,
asking me what I thought of this
or that. 'l dunno,” I'd say. “That’s
some heavy stuff'. . . ™"

In the midst of success, past the
thug life but still fighting for pos-
session of his soul, Jimmy wrote
the screenplay, Blood In . . . Blood
Oult (Bound by Honor) for
Hollywood Pictures. The movie
portrays three Chicano bro’s, all
blood kin and part of the Vato
Locos, an East L.A. barrio gang.
One is a painter; another, a bad-
ass-turned-cop; and the third, a
half-gringo who ends up getting
pinched and sent to the slammer
where he hooks up with La Onda,
a shot-calling Chicano gang. The
movie is .ll)uul Chicano life, about
choices, paths, life, family and
honor.

The movie was filmed at San
Quentin and for a month and a
half, Jimmy was back behind bars,
once again in banaroos (prison
denims) but this time, acting the
part of a La Onda warrior. The
movie marked the final phase of
the poet’s inner war.

Jimmy told the cons in the class-
room about it.

“They put me in this beautiful
executive condo. I had a limou-
sine picking me up and driving
me everywhere. Then I'd go into a
cell, and all the rage would come
back. All the rage and bigotry and
violence and hatred. I was a con-
vict again. [ actually got into a
fight with one of the cons. I was
standing in line and he said some-
thing. [ said, ‘Hey, what'd you
say?’ "It had to stop.

“About three weeks into the
shooting, which took $100,000 to
set up, something happened, |
don’t know what. I went right in

e Al vt e

space d out on valium half the fiice att Animai

time. Working with the Banditos
and Hell’s Angels, packing a pistol
and calling the shots for two
dozen workers beneath him, was flying all over the globe,
Jimmy continued to live la vida selling books, speaking at Yale,
loca. winning awards: the American
“I didn’t have the courage to Book Award (1988), the
face the pain or the damage that Pushcart Prize (1989) and sev-
had been done to me. I was doing eral others.
anything I could just to stop me Jimmy was emerging as a
from thinking I could make it out major contemporary poet, yet

managed to track him down
and offered to publish his
book of poems and another
book later. Soon after, Jimmy

Behind the smooth texture
Of my eyes, way inside me,
A part of me has died:
I move my bloody fingernails
Across it, hard as a blackboard,
Run my fingers along it,
The chalk white scars
That say I AM SCARED,
Scared of what might become
Of me, the real me,

Behind these prison walls.

here.” he was still just a vato from the
Jimmy went back to New
Mexico, his homeland.

barrio trying to cope with post-

B




front of the camera and I told the
director, this guy who directed all
these bigtime movies, Officer and a
Gentleman and La Bamba and all
those films . . . I said, ‘I'm getting
the fuck outta here.’

“l was having a nervous break-
down. I couldn’t sleep. It didn't
matter that [ was getting paid
$25,000 a week. I was forgetting the
life I had made with my family and
children and friends . . . suddenly I
was thrown back into prison and I
couldn’t believe that I'd spent
seven years in such a small cell,
where I could put my arms out and
touch both walls. It was unbeliev-
able.

“I went to a bar and just sat
there. I went back the next day and
from that point on, I stopped tak-
ing payments for the movie. I
donated all of it to prisoners in
California to start schools and
stuff.”

fter the reading, back out-
side the walls, I asked
Jimmy how he felt going

back in.
“You feel the leash,” he said,
lighting up a smoke. “You really do.
And the people who are holding
the leash, nine times out of ten,
don’t have the faintest idea what
it's like to be human. It's amazing
what that does to your sense of

power, to sit at a control panel and
push buttons. You are God. It’s a
hell of a power to have over a
human being.”

I told him I thought it had gone
very well; the prisoners had really
liked him. A couple of the guys had
even read Jimmy their own poetry,
stuff full of guts and heart.

“It must make you feel good,”
said, “inspiring these guys.”

Jimmy shrugged and took a long
drag from his smoke. “I dunno.
You start to disturb the complacen-
cy of prison. Then they go back to
their bunks and they’re riled up.
You don’t know if you're doing
good or bad.

“I get them thinking . . . but a lot
of them are in that class because
they want to be there. I guess that’s
one of the only reasons I allow
myself to talk to them the way I do.
If they were just cons, a lot of ‘em
would shut down. Wouldn’t want to
hear it. They don’t want to hear
about possibilities and potential.
It’s painful—real painful—to go
back and think about the kind of
man you could have been all your
life, the kind of man your daughter
or son needs. And here you are,
doin’ time b’

Jimmy, his bro Ely and Lamont
Steptoe, the literary coordinator
for the Walt Whitman Cultural Arts
Center in Camden and also a

nationally known poet, needed to
get to New York later that night for
a poetry reading in Manhattan.
Most poets of Jimmy’s caliber
would have had agents or travel
coordinators planning their every
move. There'd be Evian in their
face every time they looked for a
water fountain, hot plates of food
every time their stomachs growled.
Not these guys.

“We can take a Greyhound or
something,” Lamont suggested.
This dude practically lived on the
damn buses: Every time he does
one of his poetry tours, he uses
Greyhound.

“You drove, no?” someone asked
me before I had a chance to offer.
“Yeah, ¢’'mon . .. " and we fin-

ished the interview in my Jeep.

“You fought the Beast in prison
and won,” I said to Jimmy on the
way to New York. “You struggled
with making it once you were out,
and got through that. But then you
were tossed into fame and for-
tune—how’d you deal with that
demon?”

“Fame is strange . . . You can lose
your center. Pretty quick. It's not
hard when you have a big
Hollywood picture, you stay in four-
star hotels in every city you go to.
When you have beautiful women
and limousines and endless
amounts of money, you just lose it




no matter what kind of person
you are.

“But it’s good, it’s really good
for conditioning. When it hap-
pens again, you‘:‘e notas apt to
fall into the same kind of pitfalls.
You learn about the real stuff of
life. Knowing your neighbor,
inviting him over, taking care of
your trees, watering them, that’s
the real stuff that counts.

“IFame and fortune changed
me, then I put the breaks on it.
Half of it came before the movie,
half of it after it was out. I went
through a 15-month slide down-
hill, then bottomed out. Now I'm
back up again.”

“Think you’ll go offtrack
againz”

“Never again. I've been offered
so much, unbelievable deals and
more. But I've said, ‘No, no [
don’t think so.” I just want to
take my kids to school in the
morning. If I can write a good
book at home, and have that go
through the stages, foreign
rights, movie rights, I can make a
good living like that. I can write
my scripts and do my poetry.”

Jimmy has just finished two
novels, which will be out next
year. His next venture is to write
another book of poetry—a col-
lection of love poems. While he’s
writing that, he’ll be kicking
back at his farm outside of
Burque, hanging out with his kids
Antonio and Gabriel, maybe
helping his neighbor build a
house. If he's not there, he'll be
in an office at the YMCA writing,
or shooting hoops on the basket-
ball court outside.

Whatever he’ll be doing, he’ll
be striving to unlock . ..

“. .. the secrets to life. That's
what writing has done for me. It
unlocks secrets that can't be
known rationally but only
through deep spiritual instinct.

“Writing is inundated with the
beauty of life. You can’t write
unless you participate in the
stream of life. That's the biggest
reason to write.”

Jimmy Santiago Baca is one of 18
contemporary poets featured in The
Language of Life with Bill
Moyers, a PBS documentary series
premiering June 23rd. The series
explores the renaissance in America

of public poetry.
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Jimmy Santiago Baca’s books:

Immigrants in Our Own Land &
Selected Early Poems, Black Mesa
Poems and Martin & Meditations
on the South Valley.

Published by New Directions, 80
Lighth Avenue, New York, NY 10011.
His autobiography, Working in the
Dark—Reflections of a Poet of the
Barrio, is published by Red Crane
Books, 826 Camino de Monte Rey,
Santa Fe, NM 87505.

the silent stone look

over centuries,

|5

How We Carry Ourselves
To Others In Prisons

I am the broken reed in this deathly organ,
I am those mad glazed eyes staring from bars,

that knows like other stones the smell of working feet,
knows how long and wide a human can spread

each step, until we now step on dust
and rock of prisons.

I could not throw my feelings away,

shoot them like wild horses,

stone them like weeping dirty prophets,

could not machete them pioneering a new path,
I sought not mountain, no brave deed,

I sought to remain human, to look and feel wind bless me . . .

Chicanos, Blacks, Whites, Indians,

we are all here, our blood all red,

we are all filled with endurance

and have tasted the blade,

smelled the gun's oily smoke of death.

We are steel hunks of gears and frayed ropes,
our hands the toolsheds,

our heads the incessant groan

of never ending revolving wheels

in an empty, gaunt warehouse,

our blood dripping from steel joints

like grease and oil onto granite floors.

I meant to say, you can turn away from all this:

if you can take the hammering, they will give,
if you can hold on while they grip you

and hurl you ragefully at the ground,

if you can bite your teeth when they bend you,
and still, you do not fit,

you can be who you are.

You can see the morning and breathe in God’s grace,

you can laugh at sparrows, and find love

in yourself for the sun, you can learn

what is inside you, you can know silence,

you can look at the dark gray machine around you,
souls going up like billows of black smoke,

and decide what you will do next,

you who are the main switch, who turns
everything off.

But you breathing, smiling, struggling,
turning yourself on . . . . .

All four poems printed with permission from Immigrants in Our Own
Land & Selected Early Poems, New Directions Books, 1977, 1990.
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CHALLENGING THE

by Jorge Renaud

Robertson Unit, Texas

The Convict Code 1s an unwritten law. No

convict can recite it, but all claim to follow

it. Strangely, the code is religiously adhered

to by men who pride themselves on their

nonconformist past. The code is a see-no-
evil-speak-no-evil-hear-no-evil prohibition
against cooperating with officials. The con-
sequence of breaking the code is violent
reprisal, no matter what the personal cost.
It says that if you mind your business and
ride your heat—no matter who started the
fire—all debts will be paid.

Maybe, maybe not. I've done 13 years in Texas prisons.
I've known hundreds of older convicts, many of whom did
time in federal prisons. All spoke in hushed tones of the
code and of the pariah’s status awaiting those who violat-
ed it. These men were the elite, and you knew you’d
arrived on the yard when the quiet group squatting
around the free weights, bandannas draped over their
shoulders, accepted you as “good people.”

Recently I've read in Red Hog's Committing Journalism
and in this magazine’s June 1994 profile of Herby Sperling,
about the death of the code. Both Red Hog and Sperling
bemoan the birth of “newvicts,” gangstas who prey on each
other without caring who gets caught in the crossfire. Older
cons lament the passing of courtesy and respect.

I agree with the conclusion but not the premise. It is not
the new breed of inmate that killed the code, it’s the code’s
inflexibility that does not account for dishonorable men.

Photo: “Convict with an Attitude,” by photographer
Gary Harger, Joe Harp Correctional Facility, Oklahoma.

The code assumed a solidarity among all convicts and
substituted that for personal honor. It depended on peer
pressure from men who did not consider one another
peers. Worse, it demanded silence when it was clearly not
called for. It sacrificed uncounted convicts—good people—
who killed and suffered official retribution instead of forc-
ing official accountability on those who abused the code.

Paramount in the code was a refusal to talk to the Man
unless in direct response to a query. Cooperating in any
investigation was to be branded a snitch. A convict is
expected to face any sanction and accept any punishment
rather than give information to officials. This insistence—
that under no circumstances does a convict give up anoth-
er—does more to keep “good people” incarcerated than
any official scam could have hoped for. It also points to a
serious, deadly flaw in the dearly held code.

It comes down to the snitch. The word itself is loaded.
In my mind, it denotes trading information for favors. Not
all cooperating is snitching, but the code is so rigid that
no middle ground is recognized. But there is a middle
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IT IS NOT THE NEW BREED
OF INMATE THAT KILLED
THE CODE, IT'S THE
CODE’S INFLEXIBILITY
THAT DOES NOT ACGOUNT
FOR DISHONORABLE MEN.

ground—one where personal honor
and accountability meet.

For example: I am standing on the
street corner and I witness a drive-by.
A four-year-old girl is killed. The
police request my cooperation. I com-
ply. Am I a snitch?

Example two: Same as above, but 1
refuse. Two months later, I am arrest-

ed for dealing. | offer information of

the as-yet-unsolved drive-by in
exchange for probation. Am I a
snitch?

The code would say cooperation in
either instance is snitching, because it
sees the Man as the enemy and

demands silence in every confronta-
tion. I would say only the second
qualifies as snitching under the defin-
iton: trading information for favors.

Example three: It is your four-
year-old daughter who was killed and
vour neighbor has witnessed it. Do
you go to him for assistance? Do you
plead with him to “snitch them off?”
No. You wouldn’t even wuse the word
“snitch™ in this situation because
clearly, he’s not snitching. He would
be helping you, not protecting mur-
derers.

We are convicts. We have devised a
code that demands solidarity from

one another in the face of an
assumed enemy, one that humiliates
us, denies many of us justice and bru-
talizes others. This solidarity is cor-
rect, if it is genuine, but it crumbles
when those without honor depend on
our silence to serve as cover for their
cowardice.

Return to the (-x'.lmplcs above.
Gang members accept the possibility
of death by drive-by. It is implicit in
their code, and they lose no honor
when they slaughter each other so.
You kill me, I kill you, and nobody
talks. But innocent [amily members
and citizen bystanders do not ascribe
to that code, and when a drive-by
claims their lives, gang members
should not expect silence. The only
honor left to them is to accept the
consequences of their actions. But the
same cowardice that’s inherent in
those actions prevents them from say-
ing, “1 did it.” They depend on the
code of silence, and on the power of
the word “snitch,” to shield them, pre-
ferring to face a scatter-shot retribu-
tion from the bereaved, with more loss
ol innocent life, to official accountabil-
ity meted out as prison time.

The same applies in prison. If a
gang ‘'member Kills my cellie and sets
me up to take the fall, the code
demands my silence. I am supposed
to take comfort in the what-goes-
around, comes-around axiom. What
“comes around” is supposed to be
me—shank in hand, exacting revenge
in the fashion prescribed by the code.

REVISING THE CONVICT CODE—
ONE STEP FURTHER

by Bo Lozoff, director, Prison-Ashram Project

evising the convict code is
something 1 have been
restling with for many years.
However noble or ignoble the code
may have been, it has become a cow-
ardly rule of silence and violence that
hurts decent convicts the most. A
small number of totally lost, violent
people can set the tone for an entire
institution, relying on the sacredness
of the code to protect them from
being snitched out or taken out by

the majority of “righteous cons.”
I liked Jorge Renaud’s examples.
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Let me add one more: What if the 18-
vear-old son of your best friend was
shipped to your wing, and you heard
that he was going to be raped by the
guy in the cell next to yours? The
code says you don’t mess in another
con’s business if it doesn’t directly
involve you. Of course, you might say
that an attack on little Johnny Jr.,
whom you knew since he was born,
does involve you, so you could stand
up for him without violating the code.

But what if it’s five rapists instead
of one? Your friends don’t know
Johnny Jr., so would they be violating

the code by helping you to stand up
to the five pitchers. And what if it was-
n’t Johnny Jr., but instead it was the
son of a friend of your sister, whom
you've never met? Would you still get
involved? Would your friends? Would
you be violating the code?

The problem is, every young kid is
somebody’s Johnny Jr., and it is sheer
cowardice for you or me to allow any-
body’s son (or daughter) to be brutal-
ized. There are 70-year-old grand-
mothers in crack neighborhoods risk-
ing their lives to clean up their *hoods
and protect other people’s children




reject that. Doing more time
because a coward will not ride his
own heat is not part of a code I
accept. The code of silence needs a
corollary—ride your own heat.

If my cell is searched and my shank
is found, do I remain silent, l:llm\mtr
both my cellie and me to be pun-
ished? No. I accept the consequences
of my actions. So should all convicts.

[f a convict kills another, the only
honor left him is to accept the conse-
quences. If I am pinned with the
blame, I am not bound by any code to
accept responsibility. There is no
honor in doing a life sentence for a
coward. There is no honor in taking
bloody revenge and the time that
action will carry.

I will get word to the killer:
vour own heat. Or, when asked, I will
tell what I know. Not more, not less,
and not to curry favor, but because
this was not of my doing, it was not
my business, and you have violated
the first precept of the code I live by:
A man of honor rides his own heat.

The only code that matters is one of
honor. I grant you all rights I expect to
be granted. I will act as I expect you to
act, given similar circumstances. 1 will
accept responsibility for my actions,
never burdening another convict with
the consequences. And if you attempt
to burden me with yours, you are with-
out honor and unworthy of my respect

or my silence. 111

Ride

who have more courage than that!

When we are in prison, the
prison is our neighborhood whether
we like it or not (you know, a lot of
those grandmothers and parents and
kids don’t like their neighborhoods,
either). Wherever we find ourselves,
we have to be an honorable human
being first, and a convict or soldier or
biker or businessman or whatever
else, second. That's the basic human
code which everyone from Jesus to
those conducting the Nuremberg
Trials have affirmed.

When 1 was at Lorton (the
Washington, D.C. prison) a few months
ago, | was discussing these very issues
with a brother who had been there
about a dozen vears—a good, old-fash-
ioned righteous con. When I asked him

about rape and punks, he got this sad
look in his eyes and then told me that
a year earlier, five guys had raped this
young kid in the middle of his dorm.
It’s a 70-man dorm, and nearly every-
body was in there, and these five dudes
grabbed the kid and carried him to a
bunk, pulled a couple of sheets
around the outside, and had their way
with him. Most of the cons hated it—
the screaming, the fear, the horrible
moaning and crying for help—but no
one did anything to stop it, including
the brother who was telling me about
it. I asked him how he felt about it—
don’t forget, this is a year later now—
and he said “I feel ashamed. But what
was I supposed to do against five guys?
I didn't know whether anyone would
stand with me, because, well, you

know—the code.” His eyes got real sad
now. Shame is a terrible thing to feel.
He felt like he had not been a good
man, a decent human being. That's
part of Ais life now.

I said, “What you need to do is
talk with the cons in your dorm foday,
not while a rape is 11(1[)})(111115_{, and
say, “Hey, that really felt like shit last
year, and it scr ewed that kid’s life up
forever. Let’s not ever let that hap-
pen again in our dorm, okay?” If
twenty or thirty cons decided it was
never going to happen again, then it
could never happen again. No vio-
lence, just sheer numbers. Do you
think those five roosters are going to
stand up to thirty cons? All it takes is
basic grassroots nclghhmhoocl organ-

(continued on page 69)
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Fernandez, Pelican Bay SHU

Art by Ray
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ast November, a dangerous and
shoddy piece of journalism
appeared in Reader’s Digest, the
world’s most widely circulated magazine.
The title of the piece, “Must Our Prisons
Be Resorts?”, was as sensational and mis-
leading as the article that followed.
Initially, Prison Life editors considered
the piece unworthy of a response. But,
after receiving scores of responses from
outraged prisoners throughout the coun-
try and seeing how anecdotes from the
article have motivated more than a few
congressional representatives to intro-
duce bills to make prisons even tougher,
we decided to publish a rebuttal.
Following are three well-researched and
impassioned pieces from Prison Life cor-
respondents who know firsthand that
prisons are far from resorts.
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“Those who corrupt the public mind
are just as evil as those who steal from the
public purse.”

Adlai Stevenson

ast year, the Mississippi legisla-

ture met in special session to

deal with the overcrowding of its
prison system. (The entire Mississippi
system is under federal court order to
improve conditions of confinement.)
Instead, the august assembly decided
to confiscate prisoners’ TV’s, ban air-
conditioning and weightlifting equip-
ment and dress their prisoners in
striped uniforms with CONVICT sten-
ciled across the back. Throughout the
country, politicians, such as New York
State Senator Michael Nozzolio, pon-
tificate that “we have too many bene-
fits and too little punishment” in our
prisons.

Fueling the largely one-sided
election-vear diatribes were press
reports, such as Robert Bidinotto’s
editorially trumpeted “Must Our
Prisons Be Resorts?” in the November
1994 issue of Reader’s Digest. The
author claimed to have visited 14
institutions and interviewed officials
at dozens of others. Bidinotto wrote
of the cushy conditions and the mol-
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A prisoner locked down 23 1/2 howrs a day uses

lvcoddling of prisoners in inflamma-
tory language and took an approach
that was far from objective.

Overall, Bidinotto’s article is a
piece of dangerous distortion, careful
omission and false information,
reflecting a rigorous one-dimensional
point of view. Except for the outright
lies, which the quoted experts uttered
for him, his article is a classic case of
Goebbelian propaganda, a pernicious
twist on reality circulated to 28 million
homes. The article is a good example
of why only 13 percent of the respon-
dents in a 1994 Harris Poll said they
had a “great deal of confidence” in
the news reported by the press.

Bidinotto begins the article by
describing the good life at Penn-
sylvania’s Mercer Regional Correct-
ional Facility. He expresses amaze-
ment and disgust at the recreational
facilities, the psychological counseling
and the basically civil treatment pris-
oners there receive. What Bidinotto
failed to report was that the facility was
one of the newest in a state system that
in 1990 was on the verge of collapse.
In 1993, Pat McManus, then prison
commissioner, testified in a statewide
trial on prison conditions that “over-
crowding, in combination with idle-
ness, is a formula for disaster.”

a spoon o catch a glimpse of the outside world.

That disaster in progress in the
late 1980s and early 1990s, led to riots
and prison lockdowns throughout a
prison system that is crammed to 170
percent capacity. The violent and
expensive Camp Hill prison riot of
1989 exemplified the serious prob-
lems and inhumane conditions found
in the Pennsylvania prison system.

Five weeks into a federal trial con-
vened after the riot, during which
prisoner after prisoner testified to
inadequately investigated and rarely
punished guard brutality and exces-
sive force, the state of Pennsylvania
entered into an 87-page settlement to
improve living conditions, health care
and job and education opportunities.
All of these contextual factors were
conveniently omitted in the Reader’s
Digest article.

The most distorted allegation
made in the article was that the 160-
vear-old Missouri State Prison (re-
christened Jefferson City Correctional
Center) is a resort. This is a state penal
system bulging at 160 percent capacity,
where prisoners are forced to sleep in
converted kitchens and where
portable toilets are trucked in to meet
the demand, a system where barely
one percent of the overall budget is
used for education and vocational
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“If prisons are such
resorts, simply open
the gates and see
how many run out
... and how many
walk in.”

training. Bidinotto’s claim of cushy
conditions stemmed from the fact
that the prison has an inmate-operat-
ed around-the-clock closed-circuit TV
studio that broadcasts “movies con-
taining sex, horror and violence.” But
to the prisoners at Jefferson City, who
must endure roach-infested cells,
barely edible food and a health care
systemn so lacking that prisoners liken
a serious illness to a drawn-out death
sentence, Bidinotto’s focusing solely
on the prisoner broadcast system
totally misses the mark.

“JeffTown” (the name of the
closed-circuit system) is a communi-
cation/entertainment network com-

pletely funded by the profits from
items prisoners purchase from the
commissary. It is watched on prison-
er-bought TVs. The percentage of R,
PG and G-rated films shown on the
system match the ratio of similarly
rated films released each year by
Hollywood, and are no more violent
or sexual than those available at the
neighborhood Blockbuster.

In addition to funding the cable
system and user fees, JeffTown weekly
rebroadcasts over a hundred hours of
educational, PBS and religious pro-
grams, another key point omitted
from the article. Periodically, the
superintendent uses the system to

talk directly to the 2,000-man popula-
tion, and on one occasion credited

JeffTown’s service with helping him

calm the institution after a major dis-
turbance, thereby avoiding further
costly trouble. Beyond the mere
entertainment value, Earl Fleer, the
system’s chief technician and news-
caster, comments that “JeffTown
serves a very needed and useful pur-
pose.”

With the recording and studio
equipment, the JeffTown staff has
produced several high-quality video
programs. One video was a sales/pro-
duction tape on the institution’s shoe
factory, which helped secure sales to
other correctional systems. Other
shows have included prisoner-fea-
tured substance abuse/recovery sto-
ries, one of which has been copied
over 400 times and shown by many
public and private organizations in
Arizona, Washington, Colorado,
Kansas and Missouri.

Moreover, JeffTown provides
production facilities for other state
agencies that simply cannot afford
the $10,000 production fee that the
standard one-hour video costs on the
streets. JeffTown’s additional benefit
is the certified vocational training its
technicians receive.
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“A nation-
wide
Reader’s
Digest sur-
vey shows
that felons
have access
to a startling
array of crea-
lure com-
Jorts,” the
magazine
reports.
Looks like
this guy is
living in the
lap of luxu-
1.

DOIN' TIME

mind- and soul-numbing hours

stretch out until time itself
becomes the be-all and end-all of
existence. Meals are milestones on
the road to another day's end. We
stare at the TV and only feel alive
when we're pissed. With nothing to
look back on but failure and nothing
to look forward to but more time,
we're trapped in a vacuum of mean-
ingless, never-ending now.

We serve time to pay a debt.
Three years, the judge gave us, or
five or ten or life. Years are snipped
from the fabric of our lives so that
we may “do penance” in a peniten-
tiary, “be corrected” at a correctional
facility. We pay our debt one day at
a time, blunting the edges of our
self-pity with a rasp of apathy. On
some days a balloon payment
comes due—on our birthday, a
spouse’s birthday, a child’s birthday
or a holiday—while we sit here play-
ing cards, watching Gilligan's Island.

So don't tell us we have it easy
because the commissary carries
candy bars. Don't tell us we have it
easy because we have a color TV in

It’s not easy doing time. The
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by Karl C. Johnson
Boise, Idaho

our dayroom. We bought that TV with
money we earned and spent at the
commissary—not your tax dollars.

Don't tell us we have it easy
because we have on-call medical
staff. Would you like to be treated by
undertrained physicians' assistants
masquerading as doctors? | think not.
We've seen the results of their butch-
ery. We've seen our friend, in his mid-
seventies and eight months from
release, go in to have an ingrown toe-
nail removed. Six months later we
saw him lose a foot to gangrene
because our on-call medical staff
couldn’t clip a toenail.

Time looms over us. The days,
months and years left to serve over-
power our will to survive. The num-
bers in front of us never get smaller
while the numbers behind us pile up
faster than we can track. Missed
birthdays become missed graduations
become lost marriages become unat-
tended funerals. Our families grow
away from us and all we can do is
play cards, watch Gilligan.

Don't tell us we have it easy
because we get three meals a day. We
take no joy from soft potatoes rotted
black or stringy liver glazed green. We

take no joy from cold food on dirty trays
served with a scowl by our fellow pris-
oners. We eat three meals a day
because the trip to the messhall breaks
up the monotony and marks time.

Time that crawls so slowly the
day never really begins, never ends.
We see the same faces, smell the
same farts, hear the same jokes, feel
the same sweat, taste the same bile
today as yesterday. Week day or
week end, the days are only distin-
guishable one from another by the “X”
on the calendar. And when the day
finally ends we find the sum total of
our accomplishments has been cards
played, episodes of Gilligan watched.

Granted, we're here to be pun-
ished. We accept that. We deserve to
be here. We accept that too, though
reluctantly. We'll do our time and most-
ly keep our complaints inside the walls.
But don't think it's easy. If you really
believe we have it so much easier than
you, let’s trade. We'll step into your
whining, sniveling, can't-find-a-job,
poor-me lives while you come take it
easy inside the joint.

If you're not willing to make that
trade, then do us a favor: Don't try to
tell us it's easy doing time.



The final interesting twist to the
JeffTown story is that no one, from
the superintendent on down to the
video technicians, was ever contacted
by anyone from Reader’s Digest. The
information provided in lhc-st()ﬂ,', as
brief as it was, must have come from
S(fC()HdZH‘)’ SOUrces.

A SERIOUS OMISSION

Of all the selective examples, half-
truths and glaring omissions in the
piece, perhaps the most serious was
the citation regarding the corrections
budget in California. Bidinotto inti-
mated that the $50 million allocated
for education and the $40 million for
vocational training was a ridiculously
generous sum, and that the $57 mil-
lion for prisoner employment was an
outright waste of taxpayers’ money.

What we were not told was that
the 1993-'94 budget for the California
Department of Corrections (CDC)
was nearly $3.2 billion. Nor were we
told that the combined education
expenditures accounted for less than
three percent of the overall budget.
Further, the article failed to mention
that two-thirds of prisoners have not
graduated from high school, nearly
the same number lived below the
poverty line before their incarcera-
tion and almost half were employed
only part-time before their arrest.

With education and training, two
of the few rehabilitative measures that
have proven successful, it is true, as
Bidinotto states, that “what we have
borders on the absurd.” What is
absurd, though, is that of every dollar
spent on corrections, only three cents
goes to education and training. The

absurdity is not the amount of money
spent on such programs, but why so
little is invested in the first place.

The most contrived implication
in the article was that the $57 million
spent on California prisoner employ-
ment is a waste. What most Americans
don’t realize is that the vast majority
of prisoner labor is either for neces-
sary institutional services (i.e. food
service, laundry, janitorial work) or
factory work that produces a profit

for the state. At the average wage of

15 cents an hour, divided into $57
million and multiplied by the average
California C.O. wage of $16 an hour,
if prisoner labor was replaced with
state employees, the $57 million
would cost taxpayers $6 billion.

Not only does prison employ-
ment provide inmates with something

For a real taste of prison life, ty living 23 hours a day in your bathroom. Remove everything
but the toilet, use the bathtub as a f)(’d, lock !he door and make vrmrw!] wm/orlab."e

A [friendly face greets prisoners al the sally port.

to do, and with some pocket change
to buy medication the prison no
longer provides free, it enables the
state to purchase labor at one one-
hundredth the cost of freeworld
rates. How much slavery does it take
to please Bidinotto and the editors at
Reader’s Digest?

THE “EXPERTS”

Throughout the article, two
experts, professors John Dilulio of
Princeton University and Charles
Logan of the University of Connecticut,
were repeatedly cited to lend their
“expert analysis” of the luxurious and
wasteful state of American prisons. The
only problem was that their informa-
tion was wrong and their political /pro-
fessional agendas were hidden.

Professor Dilulio, in large brush
strokes, painted the evolution of
prison conditions from one of “disci-
pline and forced labor, where war-
dens rull[ed] cellblocks with an iron
fist” to the easy and cushy circum-
stances prisoners find themselves in
today. He attributes this to prisoner
lawsuits, misdirected court orders and
liberal consent decrees. “At first,”
reports Dilulio, “security-minded war-
dens resisted the new orders from
federal judges. But their resistance
was gradually undercut by case man-
agers and ps.yahmmc social workers.
In time, treatment personnel became
top prison officials.

“When many prisons experienced
unprecedented numbers of escapes
and had hostage-taking incidents,”
Dilulio continues, “the remaining

(continued on page 42)
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THE REAL DEAL ON PRISON LIFE

by Kenneth Z. Taylor, D.D.S.
Powhatan Correctional Center
State Farm, Virginia

am a prisoner at a maximum security pen in Virginia.

There is no way to portray prison life verbally or in

writing. One has to live it to know the chaos, the
viciousness, the wastefulness and the sheer folly of our
criminal justice system to truly understand it.

For a taste of prison life, remove everything except the
toilet from your bathroom. No rugs, no medicine cabinet,
towels, ete. Turn off the hot water, as there is no hot water
in prison cells. Use the bathtub as a bed, lock the door
and make yourself comfortable. Listen to your radio or
plug in a five-inch black and white TV. Want a cup of cof-
fee? Ask the guard to bring you a cup of hot water. Oh,
you're out of coffee? Maybe the commissary will be open
next week, maybe not. The next meal? It might be in a few
minutes or a few hours.

Today’s breakfast was two boiled eggs, a banana, two
pieces of soft white bread and a glass of soapy tasting milk.

It tastes soapy because there is soap in it. The kitchen staff

can’t be bothered 1o rinse the dishware.

For the last three months we have been on lockdown
status, which means we spend 23 1/2 hours in our cells.
There was a stabbing in one of the large cell houses here.
A love triangle went sour and the scorned lover stabbed
two people. We were put on lockdown and all the cells
were searched. Fifteen days later we were let out of our
cages to resume the normal routine. At 12:50 p.m. the
same day we were locked back in our cells. A knife was
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determined to have been stolen from the kitchen. Four
hours later, knife still missing, we were released to once
again resume our usual activities. At 8:00 p.m. that same
day we were locked back into our cells. The knife was still
missing; nobody had used it during the 3 1/2-hour
respite, so the administration decided to lock us down
again. We remain in lockdown to this day.

We do not leave our cells except to shower every two or
three days. If we're lucky, we're allowed to make a 15-
minute phone call. Try living 23 1/2 hours a day in your
bathroom, eating meals that are always cold, food that is
of the lowest quality, and you have a small taste of what
prison life is like.

Yet, according to Reader’s Digest writer Robert Bidinotto,
“a nationwide Reader’s Digest survey shows that in most pris-
ons felons have access to a startling array of creature com-
forts.”™ This couldn’t be further from the truth. I read that
prisoners have cable TV, movies and sports channels. Not
here. We're not even permitted to use the washer and
dryer in our cell house. We wash our clothes in our sink in
our cells in cold water. Try it, you'll like it. Hang your wet
clothes on the shower rod over your bathtub “bed.”

Eighty-four men live in the cellblock I inhabit, which is
known as the “honor building.” Apparently we get more
privileges. Take the showers for example. There are 2 show-
er stalls with 3 shower heads in each. I had a shower yester-
day. I may have one tomorrow. Who knows? We don’t.



Between 150 and 160 men live in each of the other two
cell houses. They have three shower heads in each house.
Nine men at a time can take a shower while 140 or so wait
their turn.

Medical and dental care? I broke a filling six months ago
and I'm still waiting to have it replaced. Quality medical care
just doesn’t exist in prison. Think about it. If you were a rep-
utable doctor, would you establish your practice in a prison?

Visits? Bidinotto writes with horror about conjugal visits
and “private family visits.” We've had no visitation privi-
leges whatsoever for three months. Why? Just because.
Who cares? Obviously, the Department of Corrections
doesn’t, but we and our loved ones do.

The light bulb in your cell is busted? We'll see if we can
get you one in a couple of days. Need a stamp? Maybe the
prison store will be open next week. Just put your letter
on your 2' x 3" metal desk. Want to work out? Go for it!
Have a ball trying to exercise in a 9'x 6 cell. Toilet paper?
We'll see if we can find some tomorrow or the next day.

Jobs? Oh sure, I have a job. I get paid 20 cents an hour to
clean showers. I am “allowed” to work every other day from
1:30 to 3:00 p.m. I get a whopper of a paycheck to buy
stamps, soap, toothpaste, shampoo, deodorant, dental floss,
envelopes, pens, paper and any food items I might want.
Budget 20 cents an hour to buy those bare essentials. Yeah,
we have it made. It's a real picnic in here. But this is only
the tip of the iceberg.

Speaking of icebergs . . . It’s 52 degrees outside and 52
degrees in here. We don’t get heat until late November. We
wake up each morning with stiff

blankets are confiscated and a charge for possession of con-
traband is in the offing. This could lead you to isolation.

Now there’s an experience! The isolation unit is, literal-
ly, a dungeon. The rules are different in there. It's inhu-
mane and insane. I've known men who've spent six years
in isolation. I've spent 10, 12 and 14 months on long
stretches, 2 and 3 months on shorter stretches. I cannot
begin to describe the deprivation, the humiliation and dis-
regard for life that exists in isolation. I get chills thinking
about it. The experience changes you. It changed me. I'll
say no more. Sign up and find out for yourself.

Rehabilitation? What rehabilitation? But hey, there's a
masonry school here. Education? Guys who really want it
can get a G.E.D., but forget college. The college courses
we had were terminated by Virginia's new governor, who
also managed to abolish parole.

Rape, murder, beatings, robbery? It all happens here. Last
year a convict killed the prisoner barber because he would-
n’t give the guy a haircut before the others who had been
waiting. The barber was scheduled to go home in a month.

Rape occurs if the victim is weak. So if you plan on com-
ing to prison, you'd better be strong. Expect to be tested
from the time you walk in the door. Be strong or bend over.

There is too much to say in an article. Maybe a book could
do the topic justice. Justice? Just-us. Maybe the know-it-all
Reader’s Digest writer should have come down and joined us,
done some real research, before he wrote his piece.

Oh, by the way, the other two cell houses here have just
gone double-bunk. So bring a friend into your bathroom
“cell” and spend the weekend

joints. Go out and sleep in your
garage tonight if you want to
know what I'm talking about.
Only two sheets and one blan-
ket, please. Extra sheets and

Today’s breakfast was two
boiled eggs, a banana, two
pieces of soft white bread and
a glass of soapy tasting milk.
It tastes soapy because the
kitchen staff can’t be bothered
to rinse the dishware.

together. Tell me how you like it.
Using the toilet in a double-bunked
cell makes for an unusually odifer-
ous experience.
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“] have visited some of the best and the worst prisons and
have never seen signs of coddling,

terrible results of the boredom anﬁ
hours and pointless existence.”

—former U.S. Supreme Court Chief Justice Warren Burger

but I have seen the
frustration of empty

oo L RRNNS

guards from the old school argued
that discipline had become too lax.
But nobody listened, preferring
instead to hear academic ‘experts’
proclaim that prison violence and
other problems were caused by a lack
ol adequately funded rehabilitation
programs. More programs, of course,
mean bigger staffs, fatter budgets and
more perks.”

This is a distorted picture, drawn
from a few extreme cases, which in no
way reveal the results caused by over-
crowding without corresponding
inereases in staffing. Moreover, treat-
ment staff did not “gain control.” As
Dr. Manoucheher Khatibi, the director
of the Youthful Offender Program
Office for the Florida Department of
Corrections, comments: “Current cor-
rectional practice often places educa-
tion (i.e. treatment) programs at the
bottom of the heap in terms of priori-
ty.” And since the number of success-
ful escapes and prison violence have
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decreased over the past decade, the
allegation that custody has lost its grip
is simply not true.

The Reader’s Digest article goes on
to state that corrections cost the
country around $20 billion in 1994,
Dilulio claims that “at least 40 per-
cent of prison expenses go to rehabil-
itation programs and inmate ameni-
ties that have little bearing on institu-
tional security, and that far exceed
basic standards of human dignity.”

Notice, though, how Bidinouo
failed to mention that the U.S. spent
upwards of $25 billion on prison con-
struction and operations, and the way
he delines amenities: “Those small but
valued things one does not expect but
is pleased to discover in prison, such as
hot coffee, tasty food or clean sheets.”

With education, vocational train-
ing, drug treatment and counseling

taking up a mere seven percent of

penal expenditures, are we to believe
that such precious few “amenities” as

hot java and edible meals (real luxu-
ries, those) consume a third of the
national correctional budget?

Since the publication of his 1987
book, Governing Prisons: A Comparative
Study of Correctional Management,
Dilulio has advocated a “control-ori-
ented” prison regime of strict order,
with some services and earned ameni-
ties. Arguably, then, if one doesn’t
follow the rules, no hot coffee or
clean bedding. One can surmise that
the film “Shawshank Redemption™
depicts what the professor believes
prison should be.

Looking more closely at this
expert, we learn that Dilulio’s mentor
is Dr. James Q. Wilson, the godfather
of the get-tough movement advocat-
ing judicial restraint, mandatory incar-
cerations, longer sentences and the
abolishment of parole boards, to men-
tion just a few of the principles that
have governed criminal justice policy
in America for the past 20 years. With



teachers like that, no wonder the
Princeton professor sees the world
through concrete and barbed wire.

The other expert, Professor
Charles Logan, did not lament plush
prison conditions. Instead, he
slammed correctional programming as
a waste of time and money, and as an
opportunity for con-wise prisoners to
manipulate the system. “Despite claims
to the contrary,” Logan observes, “no
type of treatment has been effective in
rehabilitating criminals or preventing
future criminal behavior.”

This claim is most certainly false.
In fact, in another of Dilulio’s tomes,
NO ESCAPE: The Failure of American
Corrections (1991), the author con-
cludes after reviewing the compendi-
um of research (presumably the same
reports Logan studied) that “the
facile notion that ‘nothing works’ [in
rehabilitation programming] is ready
for the garbage heap of correctional
history.” Well structured, adequately
supported programs, from education
to vocational training to counseling,
can and do help reduce crime and
reincarceration rates.

Logan, on the other hand, has
built his academic reputation on his
get-tough theory of crime control.
After two decades of the implementa-
tion of that concept and its dismal
failure, one concludes that the author

must be professionally desperate to
try to salvage something from this
obvious fallacy.

Canadian criminologists Paul
Gendreau and Robert Ross reviewed
two decades of research regarding
deterrence theory policies and pro-
grams. They could not find “a single
study in the whole deterrence litera-
ture which could support a cause-
effect conclusion.” Whereas Ross, in
reviewing the effectiveness of just
prison college programming, con-
cluded that “nowhere in the literature
can one find such impressive results
with the recidivistic adult offender.”

Yet, we :1Irvu(ly know, after
Congress expelled prisoners from the
Pell Grant program, that no matter
how effective higher education
opportunities ultimately are for soci-
ety in general, they are just too damn
luxurious for prisoners.

IN THE END

A decade ago, former U.S.
Supreme Court Chief Justice Warren
Burger said: *If anyone is tempted to
regard humane prison reform as
‘coddling’ criminals, let him visit a
prison and talk with inmates and
staff. 1 have visited some of the best
and some of the worst prisons and
have never seen signs of coddling, but

I have seen the terrible results of the
boredom and frustration of empty
hours and pointless existence.”

Since then, conditions have only
grown worse, not better. As a whole,
the U.S. prison system is in violation
of the Universal Declaration of
Human Rights and the International
Convention on Civil and Political
Rights. Recently, a Scandanavian
commission found the American
prison system to be “the most bar-
barous” among the Western industri-
alized countries.

No, the nation’s prisons are far
from resorts. Claims that they are
resorts are nothing more than
attempts to mislead the public from
the real ills troubling society. Why, if
per capita crime is the lowest it has
been in 20 years, are prisons still
expanding? Why, if unemployment is
at a relatively low level (job security
not \\llhsl.mdmg). are real lamllv
incomes still shrinking? Why are we
being told that if we just had tougher
prisons instead of more equitable
economic opportunities, crime would
all but disappear? Answers to these
questions would reveal a criminal phi-
losophy that dwarfs all the exploitation
found in our prisons.

If our prisons are such resorts, sim-
ply open the gates and see how many
run out . .. and how many walk in. [T]]

“Weight-lifting equipment, all but universal in prisons, is far move expensive than most laxpayers suspect,” says Reader’s Digest.
They must have missed most prisons, including East [ersey State Prison, shown above.
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LEGAL
LYNGHING

THE CASE OF MUMIA ABU-JAMAL

by Kim Wozencraft

There is no little enemy.
- Benjamin Franklin

n Interstate 78, just after you cross the

state line separating New Jersey from

Pennsylvania, there is a huge red,
white and blue billboard that proclaims,
“Welcome to Pennsylvania! America begins
here.” I thought I might see that sign when I
drove to SCI Greene in Waynesburg to inter-
view Mumia Abu-Jamal, who’s been on death
row in the Pennsylvania system since his con-
viction in 1983 for killing a Philadelphia
police officer.

But I didn’t make the drive because I was
denied permission to speak with Mr. Abu-
Jamal. The Pennsylvania prison authorities
are holding him incommunicado. He is
allowed no visits other than with family mem-
bers and approved lawyers. Paralegals are
denied access. Journalists from around the
world want to talk to this man, but cannot.
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“Many are scared of what Abu-J
frightened that here is a man
experienced the worst that Ame
and has been raising his eloque
the status quo since 1968.”

o has seen or

against

In response to my request for an inter-

view, | received a letter from James S.
Price, Superintendent of SCI Greene,
which stated in part: “Mr. Mumia Abu-
Jamal currently is the subject of an inter-
nal investigation for possible violation of
department of corrections policy. For
that reason, he is not eligible for news
media interviews at this time.”

I called to ask what the violation was.
The press secretary for the Department
of Corrections, a man with the rather
Dickensian name of Ben Livingood,
answered the phone in the clipped tone I
associate with military drill sergeants.
After replying several times to my vari-
ous questions with the same phrase—
“it’s an internal investigation by the
department of corrections”—he finally
confirmed that the actual offense was
either (a) entering into a contract, or (b)
conducting a business, both verboten by
the department of corrections.

Anyone who's done time knows that
once you're inside, you fall under the
rule of administrative policies created by
those who run the prison, an entire set of
regulations that have nothing to do with
any rule of law or justice. Infractions
against those policies subject you to mis-
conduct hearings presided over by prison
administrators who often act as prosecu-
tor, judge and jury at once.

Within death row, Abu-Jamal is held in
disciplinary confinement—the hole—for
refusing to cut his hair, an act which would
violate his religious beliefs. Abu-Jamal
adheres to the teachings of John Africa, the
man who founded MOVE in the early
“70s. The religion espouses respect for all
living things: soil, water, air, plants, ani-
mals, humans. “We are all connected,”
says MOVE member Ramona Africa, “and
to allow for the poisoning or murder of any
living thing is to hurt oneself. The system
is hell bent on stopping us so it can contin-
ue its present course of pollution, destruc-
tion and death, and MOVE is committed to
come at that system without compromise.”
The name itself was chosen because it
means (o generate, to be active, the oppo-
site of to stagnate. Movement is life; stag-
nation the first step toward death.

Though the authorities’ use of discipli-
nary confinement, coupled with the inter-
nal investigation, places Abu-Jamal in
the netherworld of administrative policy
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and effectively shuts off contact with the
outside world, he still speaks his truth.

Live from Death Row, a collection of
Abu-Jamal’s essays and commentaries,
was published in May by Addison-
Wesley over vehement protests from the
Philadelphia Fraternal Order of Police
and other right-wing groups. (See Prison
Life’s review in Prison Papers, May-June
‘05 issue.) Many are scared of what
Abu-Jamal has to say, frightened that
here is a man who has seen or experi-
enced the worst that America has to offer
and has been raising his eloquent voice
against the status quo since 1968. What
he has to say has everything to do with
how he wound up on death row.

Some Americans are unable to grasp that
there are political prisoners right here in
our very own country. Political prisoners
exist in places like South Africa, the for-
mer Soviet Union, or Chile. Our nation
was founded on the tenets that free speech,
freedom of religion and the right to life,
liberty and the pursuit of happiness are
basic human rights that no government can
deny. Our Constitutional right to speak our
beliefs without fear of retaliation from our
government is one of the things most of us
hold dear about democracy.

Early to Rise

Born and raised in Philadelphia, Wes
Cook was thirteen when he went to
protest with three friends at a presidential
rally in his hometown for then Alabama
Governor George Wallace. Things got
ugly fast, and he and his friends were
beaten brutally. By cops. Cook was beat-
en so badly that at the hospital his mother
walked past him, unable to recognize her
own son. That beating by cops knocked
wide open what had been a budding polit-
ical consciousness. Wes Cook emerged
from it as a man who had experienced
firsthand the brutal fist of state racism in
America. He would dedicate his life to
fighting the oppression of his race.

Mumia Abu-Jamal sits behind Plexi-
glas embedded with wire, his hands
cuffed, his voice a resonant baritone,
definitely a radio voice. His almond-
shaped eyes are deep brown; his dark
hair falls in long dreadlocks.

“As a youth, in the ‘60s,” he says in a
videotape shot before the administrators

locked him away from the media, “I was
impressed by the Black Power movement
that was sweeping Black America and the
Black world in Africa and the Caribbean.”
Even at the remove created by a camera
lens, this man radiates warmth, intelli-
gence and, against all odds, a sense of
humor. Though they’ve had him caged for
13 years, threatened him with execution
every minute of that time, they have not
crushed his sense of self. They have not
robbed him of his dignity; they have not
destroyed or even bent his will.

At Benjamin Franklin High School,
young Cook fought to change the school’s
name to honor Malcom X, and was
expelled for distributing pamphlets calling
for “black revolutionary student power.”

“From those experiences,” Abu-Jamal
says, “I was attracted to the Black
Panther Party. I was beaten into the
Black Panther Party.”

Revolution is a word that scares a lot of
people. They forget the United States of
America was born not out of revolution,



but out of violent revolution—armed
rebellion against an oppressive, unjust
power. But revolution need not always be
violent. “Revolution means change,” says
Abu-Jamal “It means total change.” He
speaks of “people who can’t have basic
needs fulfilled. They can’t cat. They can’t
have shelter. They can’t have clothes.”

In 1968, at the age of 14, Abu-Jamal
co-founded and became Lieutenant of
Information for the Philadelphia chapter
of the Black Panther Party. “I believe it
is a natural right and principle of life for
all people to defend themselves. 1
believed that years ago when I was a
Panther, I believed it when 1 got exposed
to the MOVE people, and T believe it
now. Self-defense is a natural right, and
no one can take that away from you.”

In September of 1969, Frank Rizzo,
then police chief and later mayor of
Philadelphia, personally led a raid on

unable to grasp
there are political prisoners right here in our

Panther headquarters. His troops dragged
Panthers onto the street, put them against
a wall and stripped them.

“They would have shot us then,” Abu-
Jamal said, “except for the community
presence.” Office files were carried off
by the cops; the mimeograph machine
disappeared.

In December of that same year,
Panthers Fred Hampton and Bobby
Hutton were shot by police in Chicago.
“The government tried very viciously to
wipe out the Black Panther Party.” Abu-
Jamal recalls. “They shot, they sent in
grenades, they bombed . . .~

The raids and killings were part of the
COINTELPRO operation, an illegal feder-
al campaign waged against political dissi-
dents, which hit the Panthers with a total of
768 arrests and almost five million in bail
bonds between May, 1967 and December,
1969. Thirty-eight Panthers were killed.

own country.”

“The COINTELPRO program was a
terroristic program,” Abu-Jamal recalls.
“Its function was to terrorize radicals,
revolutionaries, opponents of government
programs, and to stigmatize and isolate
them from the general population,™

Abu-Jamal, as spokesman for the
Philadelphia BPP, was featured in a
Philadelphia Inquirer story about the party
in January, 1970. He was quoted as saying
that the BPP was “doing what the churches
are supposed to do.” (The Panthers were
operating a free breakfast program for chil-
dren.) “Genocide is coming to the forefront
under [the] Nixon, Agnew and Mitchell
regime,” Abu-Jamal said, “and that’s
exactly what it is. The Panther Party is an
uncompromising party that faces reality.”

During the summer of that year, Abu-
Jamal joined the staff of the National
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“It didn’t matter whether a
man was innocent or guilty. It

didn’t matter

what the law

says your rights were.”

Office of the Panther Party in California
and began writing for the party paper.
Back in Philadelphia, Rizzo continued his
assaults against the Panthers, staging mul-
tiple raids on locations throughout the city
during August. A week later, the Panther
Revolutionary People’s Constitutional
Convention convened at Temple
University in Philadelphia. Abu-Jamal
served on the security team. He was later
listed in a congressional committee report
on internal security in the United States.
The authorities—Ilocal, state, federal—
were aware of him and suspicious of his
activities. He was doing things and
endorsing ideas that they didn’t like.

The federal government’s COINTEL-
PRO operation took a devastating toll on
the Black Panther party, effectively
destroying it through the use of terrorism
and by creating internal strife through
subterfuge. Abu-Jamal returned to
Philadelphia and turned his full efforts to
journalism. He became an acclaimed
radio journalist, heard on the National
Black Network, Mutual Black Network,
NPR and Radio Information Central for
the Blind. His interviews included Julius
Irving, Bob Marley, Alex Haley and
Puerto Rican independence fighters.

In 1978, Frank Rizzo, with hundreds
of cops at his command, laid siege to the
Powelton Village home of MOVE. Prior
to the raid, Rizzo was asked by a televi-
sion reporter how he would handle the
event. “Deh p’lice will be in dere ta drag
‘em out by deh backs a’ dere necks,”
Rizzo replies. The reporter says, “There
will be a confrontation this time?” “It’s
up ta dem,” Rizzo says, “Dey’re going to
be taken by force if dey resist. No ques-
tion about dat. Children or not.”

Cops move in with bulldozers to raze the
home. Former Panther Delbert Africa is
beaten mercilessly by police; all of this is
captured on video. One of the cops actually
stops to tuck his shirt back in before contin-
uing to kick and punch. The video of the
beating, which predated the Rodney King
incident by some 13 years, is all the more
vivid in that it was shot in broad daylight,
in color. The cops delivering this beating
weren’t concerned in the least that they
might face prosecution for the brutal assault
they were committing for all the world to
see. The MOVE home was surrounded and
cops fired at will. A police officer was
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killed in the crossfire. At a press conference
afterward, Rizzo said to the gathered jour-
nalists, “The press has to take a little of the
blame here. They've glorified a bunch of
criminals . . . The press is responsible for
what’s happening in this city.”

In 1980, at the age of 26, Abu-Jamal was
elected President of the Philadelphia chap-
ter of the Association of Black Journalists.
Philadelphia Magazine named him in
1981 as one of its “people to watch” and
said his “eloquent, often passionate, and
always insightful interviews bring a special
dimension to radio reporting.”

Abu-Jamal brought that same insight
to his coverage of the MOVE organiza-
tion. “I became exposed to them as
opposed to reading about them,” he says,
“and found out that what I read about
them had no relationship to the kind of
people they were, and what they were
about. Every published report was tinged
with prejudice and hatred. MOVE mem-
bers have been active and above-ground
in Philadelphia since 1973. They’ve
been through every jail in Philadelphia;
they’ve been beaten in every police dis-
trict all over Philadelphia for standing up
for their beliefs: to defend life.”

Nine MOVE members were brought to
trial for the police officer’s death. I was
... enraged,” Abu-Jamal says, “sitting in
a trial in an official capacity, objective,
as a journalist, and seeing that the law
really didn’t matter. It didn’t matter
whether a man was innocent or guilty, It
didn’t matter what the law says your
rights are. You just had nine members of
the MOVE organization being sentenced
to thirty-to-a-hundred years for a crime
that everybody knew they didn’t com-
mit. Nine people can’t kill one man.

“What you had in Philadelphia in “81
was the naked state judicial terrorism of
the Philadelphia judiciary against the
MOVE organization. It was like, let's
wipe ‘em out. IU's impossible for me to
say what my feelings were at that time.
Sitting in a courtroom seeing that kind of
injustice, it rankled me to the core.”

Abu-Jamal covered the side of the
story no mainstream white journalist
would touch. "I became a widely-
known, and among the cops, a widely-
hated MOVE supporter who went into
the jails to get the Africas’ side of the
August 8, 1978 confrontation.” he says.

“I did human, warm pieces on some of
the most beautiful folks I ever met.”

Without Justice, Courage is Weak
—Benjamin Franklin

On December 9, 1981, in the early
hours of morning, Abu-Jamal was moon-
lighting as a cab driver in Philly’s red
light district. He had been robbed before
while driving a cab, and had in his pos-
session a legally-registered handgun. He
saw that his brother’s blue Volkswagen
had been stopped by the police; he saw a
cop beating his brother with a billy club.

According to the government, Abu-
Jamal ran up and shot officer Daniel
Faulkner in the back and then emptied
his pistol into the fallen officer, taking a
bullet in the stomach himself as he did.
When backup officers arrived. Faulkner
lay fatally wounded: Abu-Jamal sat on a
curb nearby, bleeding profusely.

Mumia Abu-Jamal was put on trial in
the courtroom of the notorious judge
Albert Sabo, a man who has put more
people on death row than any other sit-
ting judge in the United States. Of the
121 people on death row in Pennsylvania
in January of 1991, 26, fully one-fifth,
were sent there by Albert Sabo. Prior to
becoming the Honorable Albert Sabo,
the judge served for 16 years as undersh-
eriff in Philadelphia.

During voir dire, Sabo allowed a white
man who admitted he could not be
impartial to remain on the jury while
permitting the D.A. to strike 11 qualified
prospective jurors who were black. Abu-
Jamal requested to have MOVE leader
John Africa as his defense counsel. The
court denied this request and forced

court-appointed counsel, a lawyer who

had never before tried a capital case.
Abu-Jamal also attempted to exercise his
constitutionally guaranteed right to
defend himself. Denied.

The state’s star witness was Cynthia
White, a prostitute who had been arrested
more than 30 times in the two years previ-
ous to the trial. She was taken into custody
twice in within two weeks after the shoot-
ing. There were three charges pending
against White at the time of the trail. At
her various police interrogations and
appearances on the witness stand, she
placed herself 7 feet from the shooting,
then 24 feet from the shooting. She said
she saw the gun in the shooter’s left hand.
Jamal is right-handed. She said the shooter
was short. Jamal is 6’17, She said she saw
the flash of the first shots, that she didn’t
see any flashes, that she couldn’t remem-
ber what hand the gun was in, that there
was no struggle between police officer
Daniel Faulkner and Abu-Jamal’s brother.
William Cook; she said that Cook struck



Faulkner in the face and Faulkner grabbed
Cook and spun him around to cuff him;
she said the shooter fired the shots all at
once: she said that there were two shots,
a pause, and then three more shots. The
only thing surprising about the inconsis-
tency of her accounts is that she had pri-
vate meetings with the prosecutor to pre-
pare her testimony. Maybe she wasn’t
paying attention.

A second witness. Veronica Jones. also
arrested for prostitution within weeks of
the shooting, testified that the cops told
her that if she would support White's testi-
mony, she would be allowed to work the
street. “They were getting on me telling
me | was in the area and | seen Mumia,
you know, do it, you know, intentionally.
They were trying to get me to say some-
thing that the other girl said.” Sabo cut the
testimony off as irrelevant. Though Jones
had signed a sworn statement that she saw
two men running from the shooting, she
denied this on the witness stand and Sabo
refused to let the defense call the cops
who took her statement. A third witness, a
cab driver who had been previously con-
victed of throwing a Molotov cocktail into
a public school for pay and had two recent
drunk driving arrests, also suffered from
confusion. He said the guy was heavy,

220 pounds, dressed in a tan shirt and fled
down Locust Street. Later, he said the guy
was in a gray dress shirt with a red and
green picture on the back. At the trial, the
cabbie denied seeing anyone run away,
though three additional witnesses had seen
someone fleeing the scene.

Police officer Gary Wakshul, the officer
who was with Abu-Jamal from the time he
arrested him, reported that Abu-Jamal
made no statement while in custody. Yet
police inspector Alfonzo Giordano
claimed that Abu-Jamal had admitted to
shooting Faulkner. Wakshul was away at
the time of the trial, and Sabo refused to
adjourn for a few days until the officer
returned from vacation, Oddly, the prose-
cution did not call Giordano. They did call
Faulkner’s former partner, Gary Bell, who
admitted that he told the badly-wounded
Abu-Jamal at the hospital, “If he
[Faulkner] dies, you die.” When Internal
Affairs began investigating officers for
brutality against Abu-Jamal, two months
after the incident, Bell said his threat was
in response to Abu-Jamal telling him, “I
shot that motherfucker and I hope that
motherfucker dies.” If that doesn’t sound
like a white guy trying to sound like he’s
quoting a black guy, I don’t know what
does. A security guard from the hospital,

Priscilla Durham, also testified she’d
heard Abu-Jamal make the statement, but
like Bell, she didn’t bother to come forth
with that information until after the
Internal Affairs investigation began.
Ballistics could match neither the bullets
that hit Faulkner nor the others recovered
from the scene to Abu-Jamal’s gun. They
could not match fingerprints on the gun to
Abu-Jamal. They could not say when or
where the gun was fired.

Abu-Jamal did not take the stand during
the guilt-or-innocence phase of the trial. It
was during the penalty phase of the trial,
when the defendant exercised his right to
speak to the jury before sentencing, that
Sabo and the prosecution moved in for the
kill. Abu-Jamal rose, claimed his inno-
cence and called the proceeding unfair.
Sabo ruled that Abu-Jamal had become a
witness and should be cross-examined.
The prosecutor jumped. He asked Abu-
Jamal why he didn’t stand when the judge
entered the courtroom, why he didn’t
accept the court’s rulings, why he shouted
in anger at an appellate judge, why he
engaged in a hostile exchange with the
court during pretrial hearings. Then he pro-
duced the 1970 Philadelphia Inquirer arti-
cle and proceeded to question Abu-Jamal
about his membership in the Black Panther

“l1 believe it is a natural right and principle of life
DE0

le to defend themselves. | believed
when | was a Panther,
to the people, and

for all
hat
when | got
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Party some twelve years previous. The
prosecutor took quotations—completely
out of context—attributed to Abu-Jamal
from a time when he was sixteen years old.

Q: Do you recall saving, ‘All power to
the people?’”

A: Yes.

Q: Do you believe your actions as well
as your philosophy are consistent with
the quote, “Political power grows out of
the barrel of a gun?”

A: [ believe that America has proven
that quote to be true.

Q: Do you recall saying that, “The
Panther Party is an uncompromising
party, it races reality?”

A: (Nods affirmatively) Yes.

“When they brought out my Panther
history,” Abu-Jamal says, “it was like a
jolt of electricity to the jury—pow! The
prosecutor had already referred to one of
Abu-Jamal’s 15 character witnesses,
renowned poet and Temple University
professor, Sonia Sanchez, as a “friend of
cop killers.” In insisting on the death
penalty for Abu-Jamal, the D.A. told
jurors the defendant would have “appeal
after appeal and perhaps there could be a
reversal of the case, or whatever, so that
may not be final,” effectively assuring
the jurors that even if they voted to kill
the defendant, they weren’t really sen-
tencing him to die, they were merely ini-
tiating a series of court proceedings.

Pennsylvania Supreme Court had reversed
a conviction based on a summation by the
same prosecutor using the same argu-
ment—a vote for the death penalty isn't
really final because of the appeals
process—in Abu-Jamal’s case they denied
all relief. Only four of seven sitting jus-
tices signed the opinion, but four was the
number needed to uphold the conviction
and punishment. One justice who should
have disqualified himself because of a
personal exchange with Abu-Jamal
declined to do so. Recently, an investiga-
tion of the court has resulted in the indict-
ment of one of the justices.

Lost time is never found again
—Benjamin Franklin

Organized by the Partisan Defense
Committee, peaceful rallies in support of
Mumia Abu-Jamal have been held in cities
around the world—Paris, London. Berlin,
Hamburg, Toronto, Sydney—calling for
an end to the racist U.S. death penalty and
urging that Abu-Jamal be released from
Death Row. Pennsylvania. At a July 14,
1994 rally in Philadelphia, state representa-
tive David Richardson called Abu-Jamal's
trial “a farce. a fake and a phony.”

But across town, the Fraternal Order of
Police were gathered at a rally of their
own. FOP President Richard Costello
called for Abu-Jamal’s immediate execu-
tion and said, “If you don’t like it, you can

ning the fight for their very lives against
the massive weight of state or federal gov-
ernments. The death penalty, in study after
study. has been shown not to work as a
deterrent. It has been shown, time after
time, to be perpetrated in a wholly racist
manner. It has been shown, in at least 350
instances. to have been carried out against
people who were not guilty of the crimes
for which they were killed. That’s more
than the number of innocent people killed
in the Oklahoma City bombing, a horrible
crime that frightened and enraged most of
America and the world.

Most of those innocents who were
murdered by the state were convicted on
the basis of perjured testimony. Think
back to the “confusion” of the witnesses
in Mumia Abu-Jamal's case, to the police
officer who was away on vacation, to the
words of the fallen officer’s partner: If he
dies, you die.” Think back to the
Honorable Albert Sabo’s record number
of death pronouncements.

“I want to be there when he’s execut-
ed,” says Maureen Faulkner. I want to
look straight into his face when justice is
carried out.” Anyone who has lost a loved
one can understand her grief, and wish for
her to heal, to understand and overcome
and go on to find love again. But if the
state does succeed in killing Abu-Jamal, a
man convicted, but not by any sane, rea-
sonable standard proven guilty. I hope
Maureen Faulkner gets her wish. Perhaps

she will come away

Pennsylvania State Representative:on tenud i

some vague understand-

David Richardson called Abu-Jamal’s:::.! oo

trial “a farce, a fake and a phony.”

Leonard Weinglass, a New York attor-
ney handling Abu-Jamal’s appeal,
describes what happened next in his after-
ward to Live from Death Row: “Having
thus elicited a portrait of Mumia as a radi-
cal Black militant, the prosecutor argued
in summation that Mumia’s political his-
tory and anger against the system caused
him to shoot the officer on the night in
question. In returning a verdict of death,
the jury overlooked the fact that the quot-
ed words were those of a 16-year-old who
had since miraculously grown into man-
hood without a single arrest or conviction
on his record, with a college education, a
family, and the abiding respect and admi-
ration of the community.”

Sabo took a year to formally pronounce
the sentence of death. The appellate attor-
ney assigned to the case did nothing and
was removed from the case by the appel-
late court a year later. The next attorney
took an additional year to gather informa-
tion and file paperwork. Though the
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join him. We'll take out the electric chair,
we’ll make it an electric couch!™ The
widow of the slain police officer, Maureen
Faulkner, seems similarly vengeful. In a
crusade to prevent publication of Abu-
Jamal’s book, she wrote in an editorial let-
ter calling for a boycott, “Addison-
Wesley, in publishing this book, is glam-
orizing and financially rewarding the
behavior of a convicted murderer.” | have
read the book, and there is nothing glam-
orous in it. There is nothing glamorous
about its publication. And it seems to me
that Addison-Wesley is doing what book
publishers do—paying a writer for his
writing, not for any kind of murderous
behavior. Abu-Jamal’s book gives voice
to those in America who most desperately
need it—the men and women that various
state governments across the land have
locked in cages and vowed to kill in the
name of justice. Most of them are poor.
Most of them are people of color. Most of
them haven’t got a chance in hell of win-

Over the years, while
Abu-Jamal has contin-
ued to sit on death row,
the antagonism between MOVE and the
city fathers of Philadelphia continued to
escalate. May. 1985: We see a rather ordi-
nary-looking house on a rather ordinary
sunny day in The City of Brotherly Love.
A helicopter zooms into view. halts, hov-
ers above the house. A package falls out of
the open helicopter door and onto the roof
of the house. The helicopter zooms out of
view. Seconds pass. The house explodes
into a mass of flame: debris hurls skyward;
women scream. A male voice says. “They
won'’t call the police commissioner moth-
erfucker anymore.” Crude laughter.

Democratic Mayor Wilson Goode had
ordered the bombing of the MOVE
home. and the FBI carried out his order.
They killed 11 people; five of whom
were children. "It was the Philadelphia
Police Department, it was the state gov-
ernment of Pennsylvania. it was the FBI.
the ATF of the U.S. Government who
bombed MOVE pecople on May 13,
1985." says Abu-lamal, “but no one



would call any of those organizations. or
their employer—the U.S. Government—
terrorists. But why weren’t they? They
created mass murder, holocaust, in a
major city in America, and not one of
them have ever been charged with any
crime at all.”

The list of organizations and attor-
neys working to free Mumia Abu-
Jamal is staggering, and the numbers
are growing. Artists and writers are
enlisting in the cause: Ed Asner,
Noam Chomsky, Ossie Davis, Whoopi
Goldberg, Barbara Kopple, Alice
Walker.

The Partisan Defense Committee,
Equal Justice USA of the Quixote
Center, a national religious-based
peace and justice center in Maryland,
the International Concerned Friends
and Family of Mumia Abu-Jamal and
the Coalition to Free Mumia Abu-
Jamal are all working hard to fight the
injustice Abu-Jamal has suffered.
Safiya Bukhari-Alston, a legal assistant
to lawyer Steve Hawkins at the NAACP
Legal Defense and Education Fund
who works at Brooklyn Legal Services
Corporation A, knew Abu-Jamal when
the two were in the Black Panther
Party back in the seventies. “I'm get-
ting more optimistic every day,” she
says, “because more and more people
are involved in this work. When 1 start-
ed actively working on this case, [then
Pennsylvania governor| Casey said he
didn’t even know who Mumia was, you
know, and knew nothing about the
case. We brought Mumia to him
straight up, head up. We've had an
impact. More and more people are
speaking out about Mumia Abu-Jamal.
It gives me hope.”

Meanwhile, Abu-Jamal exercises the
only freedom they cannot take away
from him: the freedom to use his mind.
He writes: “Ordered by brutal bore-
dom, entombed in ennui, imprisoned
in a cage of utter idleness, some 100
men across Pennsylvania await death.
That these conditions obtain in the cra-
dle of the U.S. Constitution is perhaps
fitting. For surely, Pennsylvania is fast
becoming the grave of that lofty and
unrealized document.”

Newly-elected Governor Thomas
Ridge, whose campaign platform
included a vow to start signing death
warrants, has in fact signed five as of
this writing. He's alleged to be mov-
ing down the list chronologically
according to date of affirmation of
sentence by the Pennsylvania
Supreme Court, skipping over those
who currently have court actions
pending. Abu-Jamal is in the top forty
names, but many of those have

appeals in process. In actuality, his is
probably among the next five to
seven death warrants Ridge may sign.

Rachel Wolkenstein, legal counsel
to the Partisan Defense Committee, “a
legal and social defense organization
which champions cases and causes in
the interest of the whole of the work-
ing people,” is assisting in the filing a
motion on behalf of Abu-Jamal under
the Pennsylvania Post Conviction

climate of death, with me as a mute
bystander.”

“We're seeing additional support
every day,” says Wolkenstein, “includ-
ing fifty-one members of Parliament
in England and trade unions in South
Africa, politicians who are objecting
to the death penalty, but also, more
importantly, working people in orga-
nizations that have the social weight
and power to make their voice heard.

“I want to be there when he’s
executed,” says Maureen
Faulkner. “l want to look
straight into his face when
justice is carried out.”

Relief Act (Pennsylvania’s equivalent
of state habeas corpus), which must
be heard before Abu-Jamal can enter
the federal arena. The state court pro-
ceeding puts defendants back into the
court ol the judge who originally
heard their cases, which in Abu-
Jamal's case means Albert Sabo. Abu-
Jamal’s lawyers will file a motion ask-
ing for Sabo to be recused based on
his pro-prosecution posture, listing
various specifics of how he handled
the trial which make him incapable of
remaining impartial.

Pittsburgh lawyer Jeri Krakoff, an
expert on prison law, has taken on the
fight to restore Abu-Jamal’s first amend-
ment rights, filing suit April 25 in feder-
al district court for the Western District
of Pennsylvania. The suit challenges, on
First and Sixth Amendment grounds, a
series of prison administrative policies
which obstruct Abu-Jamal’s access to
court and prohibit him from speaking
to the press. Says Wolkenstein, whose
attorney papers have on occasion been
confiscated by prison authorities and
who is part of the suit, “The prison has
even denied Mumia access to parale-
gals. Policies have been fashioned as a
means of retaliating against him
because he is about to publish a book
which criticizes racially discriminatory
and dehumanizing conditions in
prison.” According to the suit, media
organizations denied access to Abu-
Jamal include People magazine, Connie
Chung, and Prison Life Magazine. Abu-
Jamal, in response to the authorities’
tactics as well as those of Maureen
Faulkner and the Fraternal Order of
Police, says, “They're trying to build a

Unions worldwide have sent letters to
Ridge, money to the legal defense.
But there needs to be ever more sup-
port for him from more and more
groups. Mumia’s case touches on hun-
dreds of legal issues regarding racially
discriminatory legal procedures and
prison system treatment in general.
His case is reflective not only symboli-
cally, but actually, of what every death
row prisoner faces. On top of that,
Mumia’s case is symbolic in that he is
a vocal, articulate, compassionate

journalist speaking out for the

oppressed—being punished to the
ultimate for being an activist.”

Contributions for Mumia Abu-Jamal's
defense fund may be sent to:

Equal Justice USA/MAIJ-LDF
P.O. Box 5206

Hyattsville, MD 20782

(301) 699-0042

or

Black United Fund/MAJ

419 South 15th St.

Philadelphia, PA 19146
(215)732-9266

Letters of protest may be sent to:
Governor Thomas Ridge

Main Capital Building, Room 225
Harrisburg, PA 17120

ph: (717)783-1198

Fax: (717)783-1396

For more information:

Free Mumia Abu-Jamal Coalition
P.O. Box 650

New York, NY 10009
(212)330-8029
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he wall is 30 feet high and 5 feet thick. It surrounds
Savone Correctional Facility, a 150-year-old maximum
security prison where I am locked up. It is said that the
wall goes 15 feet into the ground to discourage prisoners from
tunneling their way out. This is only one of the many rumors
that surround the prison.

One such rumor concerns the ghosts of a thousand prisoners,
and at least one guard, who have died on this side of the wall.
These ghosts prowl the halls day and night, serving a sentence
beyond life, looking for the front gate or perhaps a different
type of release.

There is a cell in D Block no one wants. Too many have died
there and some remain; they float through the bars at night like
they wished they could have done in life. These ghosts are real.
Even the cats that wander the hallways arch their backs and
screech when they approach Deadman’s Curve, frightened by
the unseen dead who linger there. I myself have felt a chill as
I've walked along that long, curved hallway, invisible at
points, to the officers stationed at either end. Somewhere in the
middle, where the chill comes on, blood has covered the floor
more times than anyone can remember.

While the ghosts can be dismissed as rumors, the cats of

Savone and how they came to be cannot. It has nothing to do
with legend and everything to do with legacy, a legacy that
began in 1971, when something tried to get in the prison rather
than out.

On the prison side of Savone’s wall is a mammoth recreation
area known as “the yard.” Along its furthest edge are small
courts that belong to groups of prisoners. The courts are tiny
areas on a small hill where men congregate for conversation
and cooking. The smell of fried chicken and ribs fill the air and
coax men onto the courts for the food and safety found in num-
bers. Back in 1971, that same temptation drifted over the wall
and caught the sensitive nose of another drifter—a pregnant cat.
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ack on the court, where the ribs were sizzling, a

steady hand tended the stove. Charlie Dennis had been

on this court from the beginning. For 19 years, he had
watched the fires as the names of those around him slowly
changed. Some had been paroled, others became ghosts in the
halls. Even though the names changed, the faces always held
the same look that comes when liberty goes. Charlie’s eyes
were the same as the others’, but in the corner there was a
spark of kindness. He kept it hidden, for in prison kindness is
taken as weakness.

Above his drab prison green, he always wore a knit wool hat.
[t was worn in place of hair. which had receded over the years
until only a few white tufts remained over his weathered ears.
The sight of Mickey ambling across the yard under his long
hair made Charlie reach up and tug his few strands and shake
his head at what once had been.

Mickey was everything Charlie was not. He was young, tall
and powerfully built. His blackish hair hung in a tangled mane
around his shoulders. He always wore a pair of old wool
gloves, the fingers of which had been worn away over his six
years in prison. Why he wore them was a mystery, but
Mickey’s gloves were never challenged. He took them off
when he ate and kept them clean.

Mickey walked up the hill to the court. His step was hindered
by a bad hip, the result of a stab wound three years before. As
he moved, Mickey thought of little. There were no plans in his
head today or ever. The ribs were as far as he could see. His
shortsightedness had caused him to be the subject of several
criminal investigations. The last one had deposited him in
Savone, where, according to legal papers he never fully under-
stood, he would live for the next 15 years. Whenever Mickey
told anyone how much time he had to do, he always said, 15
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years to life, or whichever comes first.” With his quick temper
and strong arms, it was easy to see that “life” might indeed win
out before the state could get its minimum out of Mickey.

Charlie stood over the makeshift grill and prodded the ribs as
though they needed it. Mickey stepped onto the court and
turned to the ribs.

“Let’s go boys,” Charlie said. “Get ‘em while they're hot!”

As the men ate, the smell of beef drifted up and over the wall
and down to a cat pacing below. Despite her distended stom-
ach, she moved with the light gait unique to cats. She paused
and put a foot on the wall as if to test it. Her nails came out and
bristled at the hard concrete. Even if it had been a carpeted
plank she would have had trouble ascending the 30 feet with
the extra weight of her unborn babies.

“ATTENTION IN THE YARD. ATTENTION IN THE
YARD THE YARD IS CLOSED. LINE IT UP.”

Charlie, Mickey and countless others trudged along reluc-
tantly, funneling into a single line before disappearing into the
dark brick building that housed their cages. As the men, heads
bowed from worn despair, stepped into the block, the cat
slipped beneath the north gate, through the fence and into the
yard.

n the cellblocks beyond Deadman’s Curve, gates
crashed shut, signaling the end of another day in an endless
blur. Frankie tried yet again to write a letter, a kite as they're
called in prison. But again the attempt ended in a crumpled
paper thrown across his cell. He pulled out the plastic jug. The
peach slices, chunks of apple, raisins and sugar had settled
nicely. Frankie drained off a glass and waited for sleep to over-
take him. Several cells away, Uncle G was kneeling on his
prayer rug, deep in conversation with Allah. After several min-

utes, he crept up off aching knees, solemnly rolled up his rug
and went to sleep.

Mickey’s cell was spartan. The toilet bowl was rusty and
dust balls jumped into the corners as he whipped back the sin-
gle tattered blanket of his bed. He stretched out, quickly mas-
turbated and, with nothing on his mind to hinder the descent,
dropped off to sleep.

Charlie’s sleep wouldn’t come so readily. Following a tradi-
tion he had started years before, he sat on the edge of his small
metal bed and reached for his diary. He reviewed the day’s
events in his head, lowered himself onto his beat-up mattress
and after half and hour, he stood up and scribbled briefly in the
book: “Ribs smelled good today. Nothing else.” Then he slept,
surrounded by the uneasy breathing of the rest of the prison.

Outside, the cat found the court where the smell of barbecued
ribs still lingered. She crept into a crevice between the box and
a stone chair and waited. It was only a few minutes until the
first hard pains came.

ith the morning light, hundreds of men and four

kittens came into the yard. While the men, some of

the most violent in the state, moved all around them,
the kittens sought out their mother’s milk with blind eyes.
Their stomachs were full and the day was warm when Mickey
stepped onto the court. He plopped down on a stone seat and
pulled out his package of tobacco. As he creased his paper and
started tapping the cheap tobacco into it, a slight hiss brought
his attention to the edge of the box. The smokey gray cat
looked like a huge rat. Another hiss caused Mickey to jump
and spill his smoke. Still holding his now empty rolling paper,
Mickey leaned toward the cat’s nursery. The cat, peering back,
spit at the interloper. Mickey jumped again and quickly made
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his way down the hill. After each few steps, he looked back at
the court, the box and the cat.

Charlie was walking the worn path of the perimeter, head
down as usual. In front and behind, prisoners were stretched
out like an uncoordinated freight train. Mickey caught up to his
friend and grabbed his arm. “Charlie!” Mickey nearly
screamed. Then he collected himself and spoke in a whisper.
“Charlie, something’s wrong on the court.”

“What, somebody steal something again?”

“No, Charlie. There ain’t nothin® missin’. Something’s been
added.”

Charlie looked annoyed. “What’s up, Mick? Somebody
throw their garbage on it or what?”

“No, Charlie. Listen. There’s a cat next to the box. It's
makin’ stupid noises.”

“A cat?”

“A cat,” Mickey said with pride.

Charlie was already pacing off toward the court. “Let’s see ... ”

As the two friends neared the court, they unintentionally
picked up Uncle G and Frankie. “Morning, gentlemen.” G
began. “It’s a beautiful day to—"

Mickey cut him off. “No time, G. There’s a cat on the court.”

Charlie said a curt good morning and moved on his way with
Mickey hobbling along behind. Frankie and G fell into place,
staring at each other and muttering, “A cat?”

As the men, heads
bowed from worn
despair, stepped

into the block,
the cat slipped
beneath the north
gate, through the
fence and into
the yard.

When they hit the court they approached the box with caution.
They heard the hiss of the cat. “See. I told ya,” Mickey said.
Charlie motioned for him to be quiet and then crouched down and
looked into the shadow. A paw, with claws showing, struck at him
in front of bared fangs. He backed up and the cat retreated.

“*Wow, some pissed, huh, Charlie?”” Frankie said.

“Perhaps it’s ill, Charles.,” G said, trying to pierce the shad-
ows with his aging eyes.

“No, I don’t think so,” Charlie said.

“What's wrong with him?” Mickey asked.

“Nothing. Mick. And it’s not a him. It’s a her.”

“How do you know that?”

“She has kittens in there with her.”

G relaxed while Mickey looked puzzled. Frankie allowed
himself to smile. “Cool. man. Very cool.”

The small group watched the anxious cat for a long time.
Occasionally one of the kittens would cry, and with its whine
bring contented, almost fatherly smiles to the faces of the men on
the court.

“I"ve got a tuna fish sandwich here,” G said. “Perhaps she’s
hungry.” He slipped carefully toward the cat, pulling out his
sandwich as he did. “Take it easy my little friend.”

The cat spit until her nose caught the smell of the fish. Her
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instinct to protect, and hunger, waged a short battle as G tossed
a chunk of tuna into the shadow. Her razor sharp claws cut into
the fish and held it while needle sharp teeth bit deep. The men
took turns throwing pieces of G’s snack. It was Mickey's mis-
guided effort that brought the cat into the open. The group
stood slowly to block the view from the others in the yard.
From his vantage point, Charlie could see into the cat’s lair.
There were three little bodies piled haphazardly atop on anoth-
er. A fourth, clearly dead. lay off to the side. Charlie held up
three fingers to his friends. The cat picked up the morsel and
returned to her kittens.

“How do they look, Charles?” G asked.

“Well, one’s dead, but there’s two tiger-colored ones and a
third one that’s mostly white, sorta calico. It looks pretty tiny
next to the tigers.”

“Awww, shit,” Mickey said. “"One’s dead already?”

“Yeah, Mick. Mighta been born dead.”

“Can we bury it later?”

“No way, man,” Frankie said. “The mothers eat ‘em.”

“I don’t believe she’d eat the dead kitten. When she allows us,
we’ll slip it away from her and bury it here on the court.”

The remaining hours were consumed by the men and the cat
eyeing each other amid talk of how to keep her hidden from the
cops. After a quick day, the yard was closed. Once back in their
cells, the evening rituals began. Uncle G found himself saying a
prayer for the Kittens’ safety. Frankie wrote a letter and shared the
news of the find. Mickey had trouble falling asleep for the first
time in years as he fretted over the kittens and wondered why the
one had died. Charlie’s pen labored furiously at his diary. When
he tired, he looked back at his work and was surprised to count
five full pages. He clicked off his bare bulb and went to sleep.
Like the others, he was thinking of the Kittens and smiling.

towel, an intended bed for the kittens, wrapped secre-

tively around his waist under his shirt. G and Frankie
brought food. Mickey had carried his last gulp of milk back
from chow in his mouth and spit it into a small plastic bag.
When he hit the yard, the others were some distance in front of
him. By the time he arrived, they were staring blankly at the
dirt floor of the court. “They’re gone, man.” Frankie said.
“They’re all gone ‘cept the dead one.”

Mickey went to the box and looked for himself.
“Sonofabitch! Where’d they go?”

“She probably didn’t think they'd be safe here. They do that
sometimes, Mick,” Charlie said.

“Bullshit! We weren’t gonna hurt “em! Id kill the first sono-
fabitch who touched them!”

Mickey sat down and dug a small hole with the heel of his
boot. He watched as Uncle G laid the dead kitten in the shal-
low grave. It wasn’t much of a ceremony. Mickey said he was
a good kitten and Frankie started to snicker.

After the funeral, it occurred to Charlie that maybe the cat
had kept the kittens in the yard. They began searching. Mickey
held his little bag of milk as if it were a talisman as he poked
through the islands of weeds.

It was Charlie who discovered the calico kitten. He bent as if
to tie his shoe so no one noticed him slip the limp white ball
into his pocket. He sauntered back to the court. motioning for
the rest of the searchers. As they collected, Charlie laid the kit-
ten by the fresh grave of the other. Mickey looked down as he
walked onto the court. “Damn it! Why they all dyin’, man?”

“I dunno, Mick,” Charlie said as he toed out another new grave.
As he dug, a tiny sneeze came from the white kitten. Charlie
dropped down and cuddled it, Uncle G said a prayer and Frankie
stomped the new grave closed. He pinched a small hole in his bag
of milk and held it as Charlie fed the newest member of the court.

At the lineup for yard the next morming, Charlic had a



Charlie took the kitten into the block that night and wasn’t
seen for the next several days. He stayed in his cell to nurse the
baby with milk smuggled from chow. Within a week, the kit-
ten’s health was restored and she was living comfortably in a
cardboard box beneath Charlie’s bed. Within three weeks,
Gretchen, named after Charlie’s mother, outgrew the box and
was pirated back to the yard.

t the only door from the prison to the yard stood a
shack that housed the guards® coffee pot, raincoats and
riot gear. For five days out of seven, Officer Johns stood
in the doorway as the prisoners filed by. Johns was a big, bar-
rel-chested man with the beginnings of a paunch hanging over
his tight belt. On his hip swung a battered nightstick. According
to the rumors of Savone. he had put several wayward cons in
the ground beneath the new gym back in the days when such
things were done. Now Johns was older, and looking forward to
the cushy job in the tower to finish his career as gatekeeper.
Besides his nightstick, Johns always had a cup of buttermilk
with him. Twenty-three years of voluntary confinement had
given him a sour stomach that the buttermilk soothed. As he
walked through the yard. he sipped his tonic and paced the same
eroded trail as the prisoners. On this particular day, Johns was
circling Charlie's court. With each pass, he drew the circle
tighter, like a shark circling its victim. Johns stepped uninvited
onto the court. “What’s goin’ on fellas?”
Charlie spoke up. “Not a thing, Officer Johns.”
Johns drew his nightstick and walked around the court, using
the stick to flip over the stones and part clumps of weeds.
“Something’s goin’ on. I don’t know what yet. But I'm gonna

find out. guaran-fuckin’-teed.” The members of
the court traded worried looks as Johns jammed
his stick under the lid of the box and pried it open.
He held the top up with the nightstick and leaned
over to see inside. Following a few tense seconds,
he stepped back and lowered the lid. Johns made
one more sweep around the court then stepped off.

“I'll figure it out all right . . .

Mickey was anxious to see into the box him-
self, wondering, like the others, if Gretchen had
hidden or escaped. When he opened it, Gretchen
looked back. Mickey gently set the lid down and
returned to his seat with a blank look on his face.

“Well?” Frankie questioned. “She there?”
“Hell yes, she’s there. I don’t see how he

coulda missed her.”

“Perhaps she was under a pan or something,” G
suggested.

Charlie stood up anxiously. “This isn’t gonna work,
boys. Our luck and Gretchen’s isn’t gonna last.”

“Any suggestions, Charles?”

“Not a damn one.”

“Well, we better think of something. Johns is head-
ed back this way.”

Sure enough, Johns was walking toward them.
Mickey got up from his chair and sat on the box.
Charlie returned to his stone seat to wail out the
inevitable. As Johns came to the court, he spoke to
Charlie. “Request permission to come aboard, captain.”
“It’s your world, Officer Johns.”

Johns grunted over a sip of buttermilk, drew his nightstick
again, and sat on the stone bench next to Charlie. The butter-
milk sat on the stone between them as Johns doodled in the
dirt with his stick. “You know, Dennis, not much can go on in
a place like this that a couple of old timers like us don’t know
about, is there?”

*No sir, [ don’t imagine not.”

Johns softly echoed Charlie’s answer. “No, sir, I don’t imag-
inenot..."

The men sat in silence for another minute. Johns then rose
and started to leave. Charlie noticed the cup of buttermilk and
held it out. “Officer Johns? You forgot your buttermilk.”

Johns never stopped walking. “No 1 didn’t. Your friend in the
box looks a little thirsty.”

About a month later, when Gretchen had become impossible
to conceal, Johns returned to the court. Without a word. he
opened the box and picked her up. He petted her and then set
her on the ground. As Johns walked away, he left half a cup of
buttermilk on the box as he would five out of seven days there-
after. That night Frankie wrote another letter, G gave thanks
for an answered prayer. Mickey couldn’t sleep and Charlie
filled six pages in his diary.

ith her freedom assured by Officer Johns,

Gretchen quickly conquered the yard and everyone in

it, everyone, that is, except one. While the hardest
criminal would smile when Gretchen came near, Alejundro
Benerize would clench his decaying teeth at the sight of her.
Benerize didn’t hate her for something as simple as being a cat,
he hated her because everyone else loved her. Though his
scarred knuckles and prison tattoos made him look formidable,
his resentment of Gretchen was no match for the joy she
brought the other men. so he kept quiet, biding his time.

As winter approached, Gretchen became acquainted with
snow. Soon she was frolicking about, playing with the other
residents of Savone, several of whom had built a miniature ski
jump down the middle of a small hill. Gretchen sat on the pris-
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oners’ laps and, with a constantly twitching calico tail, watched
the skiers. Mickey carried her down on one jump, much to
Charlie’s chagrin, but a few yards from takeoff she abandoned
him with a powerful leap of her own. Her jump upset Mickey's
balance. He tumbled out of control and crashed into a snow-
bank. For her part in the wreck, Gretchen was rewarded with
an avalanche of pats, rubs and ear scratches.

Off to the side of the ski jump, Benerize dipped his hand into
the snow. As he packed it tight, Gretchen strode defiantly to
the center of the takeoff ramp. It was apparent that she knew
the next jumper would wait for her t move despite his shouts
and flailing arms. The men laughed and looked back and forth
from Gretchen to the skier. No one saw the incoming iceball.
With a resounding thud it crashed into Gretchen's hip and
blasted her off the ramp. Her instincts caught her and, as
expected, she landed on all four feet. Those same instincts told
her to run, but she had to do it on three legs. The fourth, badly
bruised, skimmed along on the snow. Benerize gave himself
away with a broad smile and a wicked cackle. Mickey didn’t
have the intellect for words. A hard right hook hit its target
flush on the jaw with a crack that was still echoing across the
yard when Benerize slumped to the snow. As Mickey cocked
his shabby boots for the kicks that would keep Benerize down,
Officer Johns grabbed him from behind. Johns knew whom he
had collared, but never looked at Mickey. Instead, he jerked
him backward into the crowd. By the time Johns looked at
Benerize then turned to the group of agitated cons, Mickey had
been successfully swallowed up.

“Break it up! The show’s over!” Johns barked.

The crowd broke up as Benerize stumbled through the snow,
touching his aching jaw as Gretchen tested her hip. She wasn’t
hurt badly, but for the rest of the winter she limped slightly.

which served as a constant reminder to the others.

Table of which came in Mickey. He became Gretchen’s
guardian. As she moved from court to court and danced

across the yard in search of food or fun, Mickey was always

nearby. She would limp along lightly on her rounds while

Mickey sluggishly followed on his own injured hip. Their com-

mon handicap formed an unbreakable bond between them.

In the spring, Gretchen disappeared for two days. Benerize
would have been severely questioned, or beaten, had he not
been serving 30 days in the box at the time. Then, as suddenly
as she had disappeared, she was back on the court. Several
weeks later, it became clear that Gretchen was pregnant.

“Pregnant, huh?” Uncle G said, with the look of a disapprov-
ing father. *You certain, Charles?”

“Yeah, I'm sure. Look at her. She’s gettin® wider than the
broadside of a barn.”

Gretchen pranced around on the box as if on stage.

“Damn!” Frankie said excitedly. “Gretch partied, man!”

Mickey petted her affectionately, but had a cross look on his
face as he spoke. “Where the hell’s the father?”

Frankie laughed. “Damn, Mickey! That boy is GONE! Done
did the deed and split, man!”

“Well, whatever happened, I think we can take care of her,”
Charlie said, and smiled. “Even without a husband.”

he cat brought changes to Johns’ yard, the most notice-

“Benerize would have
been severely beaten

had he not been servin
30 days in the hole.
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Mickey gently lifted Gretchen off the box and handed her to
Uncle G who took her carefully and examined her. “We'll take
care of you,” Mickey said as he gruffly opened a can of tuna
fish. Each stab of the can opener punctuated the words of his
next sentence. “And if I ever catch that guy cat, I'll take care . .

Lof ... him...too!”
TJohns brought out a saw one day and cut a hole in the box
so Gretchen could come and go as she pleased. Extra
blankets also materialized on the court along with the cup of
buttermilk. By the time the second litter of four kittens was
born on the court, Gretchen’s box had become a cozy nursery.
Though everyone tried not to disturb the new family, the lid of
the box was lifted and lowered countless times a day. Men who
were paroled came to say goodbye as often as the new jacks
came to say hello.

Johns watched all of this from his new post in the tower over
the north gate. When things were quiet, he scanned the yard
through his binoculars until he located Gretchen and her playful
offspring. Sometimes he watched the yard through the powerful
rifle scope attached to his Springfield. This practice had no effect
on the cats, but served to keep the lid down tight on the yard.
something the cats seemed to be able to do from inside the box.

clumsiness led to two killings. Frankie had just sat

Wdown in the chow hall next to a new jack. The

inmate, with his freshly shaved head and new, green clothes,
was nervous. As he ate, he accidentally tipped over his milk.
The splash landed on Frankie's pants.

*Yo, Man!™ Frankie hollered as he jumped up. “What the
fuck are you doin’?”

In an instant, the new inmate had to decide which way to fall: be
apologetic and run the risk of being taken for weak, or be a tough
guy and deal with the consequences. He looked at the diminutive
Frankie and opted for the latter. “Shut the fuck up, man.”

Frankie noticed the guards starting to close in. He sat down
and whispered his final remark. “See you in the yard, bitch.”

“Whatever.”

As the chow crowd filed out toward the yard, Charlie and
Mickey slid in behind the new jack. “Son,” Charlie began.
“Generally when there’s an accident like that back there, you'd
offer to wash the man’s pants for him. Saves a lot of problems.”

“That’s real sweet, but I don’t wash nobody’s clothes, man.”

“Have it your way, son. Big mistake, though.”

The new man spun around. “Look, old man. It don’t cost you
a dime to stay outta mine. So back off!”

Mickey put his hand on Charlie’s shoulder and leaned his hulk-
ing frame toward the new jack. “Hey!” he said with a snarl.

he following weeks saw Gretchen grow bigger. Officer

hen summer was in full swing, an innocent act of
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“Don’t let
your mouth
write a check
your ass can't
cash. Know what
I mean?”

The prisoner sil-
ently turned around
and continued on his way to the
yard. Charlie shook his head
approvingly. “Well put, Mick.”

As soon as the new jack’s untried boots hit the sand. Frankie
cornered him. *Yo! Fuckin® nice haircut! Now, you wanna do
my wash or do you wanna get your ass kicked?”

“You want a wash woman, go find a bitch.”

“I got one—You! You wanna do the right thing or do I bust
your fuckin’ ass outta the frame?”

Mickey was confused by all the talking. “Set it off, Frankie!
Crash the sonofabitch!™

From the other side of the growing crowd someone yelled,
“Frankie ain’t crashin® nothin’! He couldn’t crash a car if he
was drunk!™

The combination of encouragement and embarrassment sent
Frankie into the other man. Everyone. including the tower
guards, was watching as the pair exchanged punches. The offi-
cers moved slowly, content to let the bad blood be cleared.

From everywhere in the yard, cons were running to the fight,
Benerize was no exception. As he trotted along the base of the
hill, a movement out of the corner of his eye caught his atten-
tion. It was Gretchen coming down from the court. Benerize
slowed and let other men pass him as he neared the spot where
Gretchen’s path would cross his. He thought about the shank in
his boot, but there wasn’t time. Instead, he knelt down swiftly
as the two paths intersected. Gretchen saw him only as another
man in green. By the time Benerize’s hands tightened around
her face and throat, it was too late. Instinct drove her claws into
his hands as she struggled to break free, but her attacker was too
strong. As Benerize violently twisted her head in a single
vicious snap, Gretchen’s body went limp. The killer stood up
quickly and tossed her into the tall weeds and continued up the
hill to the fight. It had only taken a few seconds. Meanwhile,
Frankie was still swinging, Officer Johns was watching the
fight through his rifle scope and the kittens were still playing. In
her grave of weeds, Gretchen’s body twitched a few times then
stopped. Her muscles relaxed and death tightened its grip.

he fight ended with both men leaning on their knees,
exhausted. The cops descended and led the tired fighters
inside where a lackluster inquiry was conducted by disin-
terested officers. The fight was also the topic of discussion
around the yard, so no one noticed that Gretchen was missing.

It wasn’t until the third day that her absence became an issue
and then it happened only because of the evidence Gretchen
had left behind.

**Cuse me, Meester Dennis?”

Charlie, Mickey and Uncle G looked up from their grill to
see José standing nervously at the edge of the court. José was a
small-time burglar with no attachment to any court. He would
sometimes get a piece of chicken or a rib by carrying firewood
for the stoves. but when he’d been paid, he was told to leave
the court in no uncertain terms.

Mickey ignored him and looked back to the grill. G nodded
hello, but didn’t speak. Charlie, however, spoke graciously.
“Good morning, José. Come on in. How are you today?”

“Not so good today, Meester Dennis.”

“What's the trouble?” Charlie asked.

José stepped onto the court, but continued to stare at his dirty
sneakers.

“Come on, now.” Charlie said. “Spit it out.”

Mickey looked from the chicken to Uncle G and rolled his
eyes, which caused José to speak tentatively. “Someone ez
missing from ch-your court.”

Mickey moved menacingly around G and Charlie and
rammed a pointed finger in José’s chest. “Look. shithead! Just
because Frankie’s locked up for a couple a days. don’t think
you can just show up and make off with his chicken!”

José was backing up under pressure from Mickey's index. “I
no want Meester Frankie's cheekins! It ez ch-your friend, dee
cat, ez meesing!”

Mickey stomped back to the grill. *She’ll be back in a couple
a days, too. So you ain’t gettin® her ‘cheekins’ neither!”

Charlie couldn’t conceal a smile at Mickey’s comments and
busied himself with the chickens, quietly dismissing the beg-
gar. Uncle G had heard something different in José’s voice and
moved toward him. “José,” G began, “what do you mean, the
cat is missing?”

“She ez gone, si?”

“Yes, but there is every indication she’ll return soon.”

“I hope you are right, Meester G.”

“What makes you believe I may not be?”

“Well. Meester G.. I saw something yesterday that made me
worry for ch-your friend, dee cat. I saw scratches, deep
scratches, on Benerize.”

Mickey set down the kitten he was holding and turned to
Charlie.

“Come sit down, José,” Charlie said. “Tell us what you saw.”

osé related his story anxiously. “l was going by hez

house yesterday and he was leaning on dee bars. When |

pass. I see big scratches on hez hands. Like dez.” José
made a claw out of one hand.

The men were quiet as José’s news settled in. “Mickey, give
Jos¢ here a good big chunk when the chicken is done,” Charlie
said. "G, come with me.”

As the two elder statesmen of the yard walked down the hill,
Uncle G spoke. "It occurs to me, Charles, that Mr. Benerize
has not been in the yard for several days. Nor, as 1 consider it,
has he been seen in the chow hall.”

“I was thinkin® the same thing. We'd better send someone to
give Benerize a look-see.”

The men walked across the yard hatching a plan that would
confirm or lay waste to José’s story. Uncle G talked briefly
with a trusted confidante and proposed a visit to Benerize's
cell while Charlie considered the options. He decided it would
all swing on the clandestine peek at Benerize and whether
Gretchen could be found. As G returned, it was decided that a
covert search of the yard would have to be done. They picked
up Mickey and began their search, but not without first agree-
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ing that should they find Gretchen, and if she were dead, they
would leave her where she was. If Benerize was responsible,
the uproar created by finding her would prevent him from ever
leaving his cell again. Charlie was already thinking how to pull
Benerize to the yard if it came to that.

Mickey quickly paced the yard. As he walked, he carried a
kitten and spoke to it constantly. G meandered around the outer
edge of the yard looking carefully and quietly through the
weeds. Charlie was canvassing the bottom of the hill. He
thought back to when he searched in similar fashion and had
found the nearly dead calico kitten. And, as before, first there
was a hint of something, a splash of white fur, then the recog-
nition of a cat laying in the tall grass. This time there would be
no last minute miracles. The hovering flies, as well as
Gretchen’s open mouth between her shoulder blades, was
proof enough. He struggled back to the court where he sat
undisturbed until G and Mickey saw him there and joined him.

“What's up, Charlie? We done? I knew she wasn’t here. Old
Gretch is just off somewhere. I'll bet she ... ™

A wave of G’s hand stopped Mickey in mid-sentence.
Charlie’s face showed the bad news. “Where is she, Charles?”

“At the bottom of the hill . . . ™ His words were weak and
trailed off. G sat beside his friend and patted him on the knees.

Mickey stood before them with clenched fists and veins that
showed in his neck. “Maybe she ain’t dead! Remember? She
done that when she was a baby, remember?”

“Mickey,” Charlie said softly. “She’s dead. Her head is twist-
ed completely around. Somebody snapped her neck.”

“Somebody? Weren't no somebody at all! It was that fuckin’
Benerize! That's who done it. That’s who killed her.” Mickey
bent down and scooped up one of the Kittens. As he petted it, he
scanned the yard. “OK, Benerize. Now let’s see how you look
with your head on backwards!™

“Take it easy. Mickey.” G said. “We don’t know for sure yet
i

“Fuck you,” Mickey shouted as he stormed off the court and
headed up the hill. “I know plenty!”

“Charles,” G said. *You'll have to talk to him. He's going to
kill Benerize.”

“Um hmm.”

“Well, you just can’t sit there while he does.”

“Why?”

“Why? Because Mickey is ready to murder a man over a cat!
That’s why.”

“Right now, G, that sounds like reason enough to me. In fact,
if Mickey don’t kill Benerize, T will.”

“Charles! Listen to what you're saying! You're talking about
killing a man because he killed an animal, maybe! There are a
thousand cats just like Gretchen outside the wall. For God's
sake, Charlie! What are you thinking?"”

“l saw something
yesterday that made
me worry for your
friend, dee cat.
| saw scratches,
deep scratches,
on Benerize.”
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“You wanna know what I'm thinkin'? I'm thinking you're
right. There are a thousand other cats out there. But guess what?
There’s also a million men like Benerize out there. too. Hell,
there are two thousand of them on this side of the wall alone.”

“Yes, Charles, but Gretchen was just a cat.”

Charlie looked up. His cheeks were stained with tears. “Oh,
so because Gretchen was just a stupid cat, she don’t count for
shit. Is that what you're saying?”

“Well, not exactly, Charles, but .. .~

“Well, does she count or not, damn it?”

“No, she doesn’t count! Not against the life a human being!™

“That cat never hurt anyone. And more than that, she made
people happy. She made us happy. Two thousand pieces of shit
convicts and she made them happy. And if Benecrize has
Gretchen's claw marks on ‘im.” Charlie continued, “come this
time tomorrow, he’ll be dead. You in or out, G7”

Uncle G got up and looked out over the yard. “I guess I'm
out, Charles. I guess I'm out.” G's hand slid along the box as
he shuffled off the court for what he knew would be his last
time. Charlie kept his eyes on the dirt and contemplated the
loss of two friends in one day.

espite his heavy losses, Charlie realized there was a

great deal to be done before the sun came over the wall

the next morning. First, he sent a kite to Frankie, saying
simply that he should be prepared to fight the new jack again.
He was to look for Charlie as soon as he hit the yard. Next,
Charlie used the information that came to him from the prison.
He knew, for instance, that a prisoner named Rico was deep
into Benerize for cigarettes. Through an untraceable line of
cons, word was sent to Benerize that Rico was prepared to pay
the next morning. This would lure Benerize into the open.
Word was also passed to Rico not to come to the yard.

Last, there was Mickey. He was still sitting on the hill with
the kitten. Charlie walked up and stood beside him. “Benerize
will be out in the morning. You be close to me.” Mickey never
looked up as Charlie returned to the court where he watched the
yard until it closed. Then he, like all the other in green and blue,
filed into the building for the night.

he next morning, the men reclaimed the yard. Charlie

came out with Mickey as usual, but Mick went directly to

the court while Charlie waited on the other players. He
saw the new jack step cautiously into the yard for his second
time. Frankie was right behind him, looking for Charlie. When
their eyes met, Charlie motioned for him to be patient.

Charlie was still watching for the young Muslim who was to
have checked on Benerize. As he waited. Mickey came up
beside him holding a kitten. Benerize was some distance away,
looking through the crowd for Rico. Charlie looked at the
crowd behind Benerize, searching for the messenger. Not see-
ing him, Charlie shifted his gaze back to the gate. Off to one
side he saw Uncle G standing alone. As Charlie watched, G's
left hand slipped from its pocket and moved up to his chest. It
lay flat while his right became a tight claw. G pulled his curled
fingers across the back of his left hand and nodded a prolonged
yes. Once the message had been relayed, G’s arms dropped
limply to his sides and he walked away. Charlie turned to
Mickey, but he had already moved off. He, the kitten and the
shank were closing in on Benerize.

Across the yard, Frankie was nervously watching Charlie.
When the slow and deliberate nod came, Frankie knew it was
no mistake. He ran over to the new jack, traded obligatory
insults and started swinging. The crowd gathered as if it were
part of the script. Benerize, too, played his part and was soon
absorbed by the cheering tide of green.



He grumbled as he slid an arm through his rifle’s sling and

pressed his eye to the scope. When Johns saw it was Frankie
again, he slipped his finger off the trigger and started to scan
the spectators. He soon found Benerize and centered the cross
hairs on his forehead. The con’s head and shoulders filled the
powerful lens. In a voice that was barely audible, Johns spoke
to the prisoner, 150 yards away. “Why don’t you try some-
thing, shithead? Give me half a reason and I'll splatter what
brains you got all over my yard.” Benerize turned his head to
the side and unknowingly lined up his temple under the cross
hairs. “Perfect,” Johns said.

A rush of movement shot into Johns field of vision. It was a
shank! Benerize abruptly turned and faced Johns again. His
eyes were wide, but lifeless. Then he slumped to the ground.
Johns tried to see into the crowd. but it had become a mass of
scattering cons. Frankie and the new jack were running any-
where and everywhere as long as it was away from Benerize.
Charlie had gone to the court some time ago. On it he found
Uncle G. Neither had spoken. Instead, G played with the kit-
tens while Charlie started a fire. In a moment, Mickey would
join them. Now he was merely part of the disbanding crowd.
Beneath the kitten, Mickey carried the wooden handle of the
shank. In one quick move, only seconds before. he saw the
rusty nail vanish into the fleshy spot at the base of Benerize’s
skull. Then he snapped the handle off, leaving he spike buried
in the brain of Gretchen’s killer.

Mickey stepped quickly onto the court and sat the kitten
down. Charlie held out his hand without a word. As the broken
handle passed from Mickey through Charlie to the fire, G kept
his eyes focused on the Kittens.

The prison siren began to scream while an army of blue-shirt-
ed officers streamed into the yard. Officer Johns began his tour.

He went to the body, where a dozen guards had already gath-
ered. One was squatting next to Benerize's head, pointing to the
spike. “Drove a nail right into the sonofabitch’s head.”

“Didn’t even need a hammer,” someone chimed in.

“Yeah, I guess you could say somebody nailed him!”

“Awww, man. That’s lame.”

“I thought it was pretty funny.”

“Well,” Johns said. “don’t quit your day job just yet. What
else you got?”

“There’s a little piece of wood left on the shank. Could
match it up, [ bet.”

“All right,” Johns said. “Let’s get on with this. Start pattin’
the bastards down and runnin’ them inside.” Johns spun around
and headed into the heart of the yard. As he walked he
replayed the murder he had witnessed through his rifle scope.
“There was Benerize,” he thought. “The shank. And the hand.
The hand . . . Something about the hand . . . It had a glove on
it. Or did it? The fingers. I could see the fingers, but not the
hand. Like half a glove . . . Fingerless gloves! Mickey!™ Johns
headed for the court.

From behind his fire, Charlie saw Johns coming. He handed
Mickey his wooden poker. Charlic moved fast to the bottom of
the hill and into the yard as Johns approached.

“What’s up, Dennis?”

“Don’t know, Officer Johns, sir.”

“Well, I figured that,” Johns said with a smile. “*Where’s
Mickey?”

Charlie didn’t say anything, but he turned and looked up to
the court.

“How long he been there, Charlie?”

“Long time.”

Johns stepped around Charlie and headed again toward the court.

Charlie was walking beside the officer with his head down.
“He don’t know nothin’, Officer Johns.”

I n the north tower, Johns’ attention was drawn to the fight.

“A rush of movement
shot into Johns’
field of vision.

It was a shank!”

“No one ever does. But I do.”

The unlikely pair took a few more steps when Charlie real-
ized they were next to the tall grass that held Gretchen’s dis-
torted body. “Officer Johns? Can I show you something?”

“You got piss poor timing. Later.”

Charlie reached out and cupped the guard’s arm. Johns froze,
except for his free hand. which reached instinctively for the
stick. He didn’t pull it out, but instead stared coldly at
Charlie’s hand as it held his sleeve. Charlie let his trembling
hand fall away. “That could get you six months in the box and
a helluva beat down, Dennis.”

“And I'll take it, if you just look at something first.”

Johns never agreed, but as Charlie took a few short steps to
the tall grass, he followed. The burly guard was looking at
Charlie firmly until the old man pointed into the weeds. Johns
gracefully slid his nightstick from its ring and parted the grass,
disturbing the flies that surrounded Gretchen. He stood for sev-
eral minutes examining the dead cat. He could see her disjoint-
ed neck clearly. When he had seen enough, and thought
enough, he pulled his stick out of the grass and let the weeds
spring back to conceal Gretchen’s body. Then he looked long
and hard at Charlie, who met his eyes stare for stare. Johns
broke it off and stepped once more in the direction of the court.

G was petting the kittens and Mickey was stoking the fire
when Johns came onto the court. Frankie had arrived and was
sitting behind G, trying to look small. Johns walked to the fire
and gently took the poker out of Mickey's gloved hand and
began turning over the burning pieces of wood. He took turns
looking at the fire and reading the young man’s face. “Nice
little fire you got here, Mick. Nice little fire.” Mickey didn’t
look up until he felt Johns nudge him to take the poker back.
Then Johns turned and looked at Uncle G, still caressing the
babies. “Been quite a day, ain’t it G77

“Can’t really say, sir. IU's just beginning.”

Johns motioned toward the stretcher that was carrying Benerize
out of the yard. “Oh, I dunno. It already ended for some.”

No one spoke. G absently petted the kittens. Johns knelt
down and stroked the kittens for a minute then quickly stood.
“Frankie. that little fight of yours is gonna cost you 30 days in
the box. Let’s go.”

“Awww, man, Officer Johns,” Frankie whined. “You don’t
wanna go and do all that. It was just . . . 7 A piercing stare
from Charlie cut him off.

“There a problem with that, Frankie?” Johns demanded.

“Uhh ... no,sir.”

“That’s good. Now get your ass down there by the gate.”

Johns began to follow him, but stopped by Mickey and his
fire once again. He stood there quietly. looking out at the
prison complex. “This is my yard, but I don’t have to live here,
you men do. Don’t you. Mickey?”

Mickey continued looking into the fire. “Yes, sir, we do.”

Johns muttered as he stepped away from the crackling fire.
“Yes sir, we do ... " He hesitated a moment more as he looked
down at the frolicking Kittens. “Mickey?”

“Yes, sir, Officer Johns?”

“Go bury your cat.”

[
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Art by Bruce D. Hill. Huntsville, Texas
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In el el [Oown! Woirlds

Meet the kind of guy
society dreads most:
a true product of prison who’s
madder than hell and getting out soon

HONOR 1S EVERYTHING

Arizona State Prison, Florence

I WAS BORN an incorrigible,
insubordinate, totally disobedient indi-
vidual. All my life, I have defied author-
ity. I would rather die fighting than
bow down to another man and be told
what to do. I do not accept human
law—I am a Law Unto Myself. I cannot
obey some other person just because
that’s the way they say it has to be. Who
the fuck are they? They're not running
things here. They cannot threaten,
coerce or intimidate me because
unlike them, I am not scared. I don’t
give a fuck. It doesn’t matter what hap-
pens to me, as long as I stand up to
them. Consequences do not intimidate
me. Threats and punishment do not
faze me. All it does is make me even
more determined to fight.

I determine for myself what is right
and wrong based upon my principles
and my conscience. Anything less
than that is weak.

The authorities contend that they
can’t have everyone going around
making up their own rules. I don’t
want to hear it. I can’t live in a world
where other people make up rules for
me, as if to say that I'm just a nobody and
I'm not about shit. I will not be disre-
spected like that. I will fight to the death
to get what I have coming: respect, self-
determination and autonomy.

This society is ass-backwards. It gives
respect and autonomy to scary little
cowards who deserve it the least and
fuck over people with the balls who
stand up for themselves. Weak, impo-
tent, wimpy old men (and women)
with a lot of money, social status and
influence are running things, deciding
how everyone else is to live. These

by Greg Waleski

wanna-be warriors do battle in offices
behind the safety of a desk, with a
fountain pen and a telephone, using
laws, attorneys and police-gangs to
control things. Wimpy little sissies rise
to positions of authority and political
power by telling lies, l)cmL, affluent
and i!.mn@, all ilw right connections.
The Establishment encourages
everyone else to be weak and coward-
ly. It discourages people from having
the balls to take care of their own
business and to be self-reliant. They
prefer everyone to cry to the authori-
ties for help and rat on their friends,
neighbors and even their own family.
The police coerce little kids to turn in

their parents just for smoking weed. If

some dude mouths off and starts a
fight with you, and you whoop his ass,
like you're supposed to, the police
end up taking you to jail. Sometimes
it’'s good for a man to get scuffed
up—it builds character. But the
authorities do not allow men to take
care of their own business. If you win
a fight, the police offer the other guy
a way to get even, encouraging him to
press charges and testify against you
in court. You may well end up in
prison for ten years or so. Where is
the honor in this?

[ will not settle for a life without
honor.

IF TALLOW AUTHORITY

figures to dictate to me, then T am
nothing, and I will get whatever they
decide to dish out to me. Fuck that
shit! I will not live in slavery and servi-
tude to others who, when all is said
and done, eat, sleep and bleed just

like everyone else. So who the fuck
are they to tell me anything? I'd like to
see just one of them try to make me
obey them—all by themselves, with
their bare hands. But they don’t have
the balls to do battle like that.

Rank and official status mean
absolutely nothing. It’s just bullshit to
give them control over everyone else.
Since they insist on elevating them-
selves to such positions of authority,
they have become inhuman, because
decent human beings should not
desire to have control over others.
Only tyrants need such control. They
are malicious, pernicious, power-mad
abominations out to deprive me of
my life. They lie, cheat, steal, rob and
kill people “legitimately.” Therefore,
none of them can be trusted. It is my
right to defend myself from them.

Spending the rest of my life in
prison is not my idea of living. The
most important thing I have learned
is not that I'd better change my ways
and go straight (on the contrary, they
ain’t seen nothin’ yet!) but rather,
that I'd better start taking things very
seriously, that I'd better be absolutely
fucking determined to protect my
freedom when [ get out. So if they try
to put their hands on me, arrest me
and put me back in prison, I had bet-
ter defend myself as zealously as I pos-
sibly can, just as I would against any
mclman attacker. I have seven prior
felony convictions. If I get another,
they’ 1l probably put me away for 100
years. So I'd better get off while I
have the chance because in a court
room, the game is rigged against me
and my ass is out.
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BEING IN PRISON is like being

a dog in a pound. I am deprived and
denied things I am rightfully entitled
to, and these coward-ass pigs play their
little chickenshit games with me. Next
time, though, we're going to hold
court right there in the street. It would
be better to die in a shootout with the
police than to be warehoused in a
prison for the rest of my life. Hopefully
this time when I get out, | can avoid
ever letting it get to that point (by
being very careful and staying three
steps ahead of them.) That's about the
only chance I have of making it. Lying
down is not an option for me.

In the meantime, I await release. 1
don’t exactly like being here in primn
but my eves have been opened by it. |
see a whole different world now. I

have changed so radically that I hardly
recognize the person I used to be, like
[ was just running around acting stu-
pid back then. Now I'm serious about
things. I'm not sure I could’ve reached
the level I'm at today by any other
means. It’s like they say, “No pain, no
gain.” [ have truly gained. The state of
consciousness | have attained is worth
more than any creature comfort and
partial freedom that law-abiding. con-
formist citizens are given in order to
placate, pacify and blind them. Now I
am wide awake. I see right through the
bullshit and hypocrisy dished out by
the Establishment. It is better to be
fully enlightened and in prison than to
be free and in a stupor like the masses
of sheep—free to eat, sleep, consume
and work for the ruling elites. Here, I
have become stronger, harder and

sharper, having evolved into a much
greater human being. That is some-
thing I have to be very thankful for. As
Nietzsche said, “That which does not
destroy me, makes me stronger.”

The authorities are so full of them-
selves that they mindlessly believe
they can break anyone. They're not
I):(ull\m;1 me, they're mal.m:r me.
Their arrogance may well be their
undoing. Thq aren’t so smart and
they're not invincible. There are
covert \\'ll_\'ﬁ 10 é_‘;(‘l over on [hﬁ‘ln. I
intend to show them that their nar-
row-minded, zero-tolerance, no-com-
promise mentality is a mistake.
Money is the one thing they do
understand—and if it costs them a
high price to be uncool about things,
if it’s bad business to be assholes,
then that just might be the thing to
bring them around.

They'll die with their
materialistic power. They're
going to get what they have
coming to them sooner or
later. But since millions of
people are adversely affected

Mow, going to court can be a pleasant, fullilling experience.
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in the meantime, I'm just
going to have to see what |
can do about causing them a
whole lot of problems right
now. The longer it takes for
bad karma to catch up with
them, the more fatheaded
they get because they think
they're getting away with it.

Only fools measure power
in a totally materialistic
sense. That power is tempo-
rary; it can be lost at any
time. You must strive for e
power—the Power Within.
That power is immortal and
indestructible. They can't
even [ouch that. '

[t doesn't matter what they
do to me because I've already
i | won. The more they try to

| keep me down, the stronger |
get. I am in a prison cell, yet
Pl T am freer than I've ever felt
} | before. Now, I am at one
¢ | with myself. The half-dead
; pigs are nothing compared
to that. They are the ones
E \\'h() are L‘Zli)[i\'(‘.
i So I say again: They ain't
% | seen nothin' yet. Now that they
i | have given me so much time to
i | gevmy llv'.l_d 1_ng_|_rlvihcr,‘l am a
lot more disciplined, focused
i | and capable. And 1 am going
i | to wreak some serious damage
i | upon their system of greed,
i exploitation, oppression and
death when 1 get out.

m
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A Skl _IBUlblblal

BUBBA—EXPOSED!

Dear Bubba,

I just finished reading your article
and knew immedialely you must be one
of those know it all, seen it all, done it
all convicts. I bel you even claim lo
have tried one of those state-adminis-
lered lethal injections.

I was compelled o write to defend
the honor of all the Bubbas of the world,
because you, sir, are a fraud! By look-
ing al your address, New York Sissy, I
mean city, one realizes you are nol a
true BORN and INBRED Bubba like
our boys down South. T guess your real
name is Bernardo Venzetini Gambeio,
and you just could not resist the popu-
larity of Bubba at this time. He'’s an
icon, an idol, a mystery!

Bubbas are truly good, old boys.
They only eat fried foods, or foods that
cause gas. 1 grew wp with many Bubbas,
I dated a few, and almost married one,
but I lost him lo one of his female rela-
tives. Real Bubbas love their bird-dogs
and Mamas and in that orvder too! They
have cass. Why, they attend all of the
important social events of the season,
such as the animal and farm expo, the
tractor pull, and any sportive event that
draws blood. They are educated. Many
of them have seen the eighth grade, sever-

al limes. They are wealthy. You would
never calch a lrue Bubba without
enough money in his overalls for his
Redman, Pabst and pork rinds.

They are veal men and they are not
afraid to let others see them cry, like
when thetr pickup truck gels repossessed,
the IRS won’t allow them to declare
their pigs as dependents, or the woman
of their dreams hair comes off, make-up
comes off, and teeth come oul.

You should be ashamed of portray-
ing all Bubbas as stupid, backward,

[feminine pantywastes. Just because you

are a sissy doesn’t mean our Bubbas
are. They would not be r(mgh.’ dead
dressing in drag like a vice officer on
Friday night!

Please stop trying to be something
you're not, change your name to Bruce
or Victor, because you sure as hell ain'l
no Bubba!

Signed, Really P.Oed,

Bubba’s Ho

Darlin’,

Hotdamn! At last, a woman who
truly understands men. And
Southern Belle! Honey, I would give
you all my money—and my plastic,
too. I bet you know how to shop.

So, you sniffed me out. Okay,
maybe I'm not a real Bubba. But,
then, sweet thang, who is real? As
you so divine, Bubba is an enig-
ma—the mystery of personality. I
am the hero with a thousand f[aces,
I am a chameleon, multi-faceted
like the finest diamond. I am who
you want me to be—your creation.

It's true, I am not handsome. |
can’t help the way I look. Everyone
is always criticizing my looks. It
hurts. Under this rough exterior
there is a fully sentient being. I am
a poel posing as a brute so as to be
left alone in this debased, hostile
environment known as prison.

What I am not, little Miss
Thing, is a fraud. I may be the
realest person you'll ever meet. |
like my women lazy, plump and
with a taste for the bizarre. And
I’'m man enough that I'm not
afraid to dress up like a queen.

Sissy from New York City,
indeed! Sugar, let me tell you,
there are some serious sissies in the
Apple. I'm not a sissy, nor am I a
homophobe like some of the other
so-called tough guys around here,
Let me tell you, child, I've known
several fierce queers in my many
vears of jailin’, and this good ole
boy is one who firmly believes in
live and let live. If a guy wants to
suck a dick, who am I to tell him
it's wrong?

I have a good heart. I love all
mankind—but I love women best—
and have respect for all living—and
some dead—things. 1 didn’t want
to rob that armored car. I needed
the money!

So you almost married one of
us, huh? Darlin’, you don’t know
what you're missing. Vice is nice
but incest is best. Try to look at flat-
ulence as a way of life. This Bubba
admits he hates watching football,
plays tennis, smokes Dunhill ciga-
rettes and only the finest weed. 1
drink :mportcd beer and floss
every day.

With love from Bubba—who is
all things to all women.

Send your Qs to Bubba, c/o Prison
Life, 505 8th Ave., NY, NY 10018.
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CRIMEJACKER

IZMEANTHE

SOMEBODY

S
ANYTHINGT!

Soow, WERE . @
GONNA LOOK WEAK |
Ca %%

In his five-year stint as a government-funded Superhero, Crimejacker was the
most renowned weapon in America's war against crime. Then, he fell. Busted
for conspiracy, he was sentenced to 20 calendars in the state joint. Some
say he was set up by the feds who began to distrust their super-steroid-
induced creation. Stripped of his powers, Neil Politan, a.k.a. Crimejacker,
entered Stonekill Max Penitentiary as one of the “common criminal scum” he
once took pride in putting behind bars.

] ; ' RESUME MY CAREER
Torrmake V) YEAH, RIGHT, FOR WHO ?
T'M NOT SURE T CAN EVER
BE ONE OF THEM AGAIN...
APIG. I DON'T NEED THEM.

it

N \ )
PHEADS UP ConvieTS,
DINNER TIME! HAHA..

SAME OL BULLSHIT,
BOLOGNA , WARM SKIM
MILK, AND A STALE

LV MANBE ONE OF THEM COLORED

Y BASTARDS 7 SOME OF EM ARE REAL.
B16, BOSS. MAYBE IT WAS THAT
GRANITE JACKSON WE OT CELLIN

AWITH POLITAN! = p——

=g 4

. O ?

YEAH! HE'S BIG
ENOLEH TO DOTHIS.
WE'LL. SAY ONE OF
OUR INFORMANTS
SPOTTED HIM! HAHATY
SEND INTHE
EXTRACTIONTEAM. L
WANT HIS ASS IN
SOLITARY. PIRONTD!
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YOU'RE DAMNMN
LUCKY... UHNN...
NINY-EIGHT... uHN

NIN"Y-NINE..UHNN 2=

HUNDRED...

DON'T BE ACTIN' THE FOOL-, R TR
BITCH. Y'ALL STILL &OT SOME. ©' *§
THAT SUPERHERDO SHIT INSIPE L
OF YA, DON'TCHA P = -

I PON'T-..

MAMY ROAD DOG SAW YOU

\ WHUP THAT BONES"”

MOTHER FUCKER = o 7.
HRD SPAECE. |

9
b O
{21 at

PON'T
EVEN TRY
==/ TO ACT LIKE

Y'ALL DON'T
\|

: KNOW WHAT
\\

IMTALKIN'
=

ABROUT!
HA HAT!

[ GURRENPDER
JACKSON...
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How fo Rehabilitate Yourself
-—af Taxpayer Expense

Reality Check:

Press your face up against the cold
steel bars or the smooth cool con-
crete surrounding vou. Study the
remains of a small bird ll]l|)d](_‘ on
the razor wire outside. Listen to the

endless noise. Smell the staleness of

dust and life. That's right; vou're in
prison.

Again? Haven’t you figured it all
out yet? How not to return?

If not, then you better start con-
sidering the other side. You better
start considering rehabilitation.

Prison doors are revolving doors.
But if you live in a state where it's
three strikes, you're out, you're
through.

Fact: Rehabilitation does not exist
within the prison system.

Myth: It never will.

The only reliable rehab a convict
(or inmate) can look forward to—if
he or she chooses to look forward to
anything—is self-rehabilitation.

Don't laugh. Where have vour
ideas gotten you? (Yeah, squeeeeze
vour face through those bars.)

The lack of educational and voca-
tional resources and programs great-
ly limits any other forms of rehabili-
tation other than self-rehab. I should
add that 12-step programs such as
Alcoholics Anonymous and Nar-
cotics Anonymous, although good
programs, have to be excluded here
because of their abuse as crutches.
Many prisoners go to these programs
because they're court-ordered, or
because they're trying to please the
pdmle board. Others go to the meet-
ings for free coffee and cookies, or
maybe to get a glance of a visitor or
speaker of the opposite sex. The rea-
son I don’t go is simple: I'm looking
forward to an ice-cold beer when 1
g(f[ out.

The same thing goes for the

“almighty” crutch of religion. (Thme
who abuse it as such.) For example: “1
am now a Christian, therefore, my
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by C.W. Pyle

CA State Prison, Sacramento

past has been forgiven—no matter
that I haven’'t discovered what the
problem was in the first place. If 1
should slip and sin, no problem. I'm a
Christian and I'm alwavs forgiven.
Amen.”

Crutches are synthetic. They need
breaking. You can cover up your
problems any way you want but until
you make the decision to dig deep
and uncover those problems, until
you plan out a life-changing strategy,
those problems are gonna remain.

“Who, me? | don’t got no
stinkin’ problems, pal!”
B AR

But there you are, sitting in a
prison cell. Unless you consciously
discipline yourself to get up off your
ass, flip that TV off, toss out those
escape novels, quit following the
drugs and crowds and start dealing
with yourself, you will always be a
prisoner. If you stubbornly refuse to
break those chains of denial that
bind you to your past and deal head-
on with your problems, vou have no
right crying for rehab. Nobody cares
about you! At this point, vou're just
another number in the human ware-
house. (What makes you a some-
body, except to yourselfz Dreams? A
person with dreams who fails to
implement them through positive
action is a person who's still asleep.)

Wake up!

Maybe vou lost most of vour other
rights, but no one can take away your
right and will to self-rehab.

Although prison resources are lim-
ited, yours don’t seem to be. Who was
that at the canteen window last week
buying $70 of coffee, cigarettes, cook-
ies and chips? Who walked away with
the five cases of Coca-Cola and eight
pints of ice cream? It wasn't you, was
itz You only have a $20 pay slot. Aha!
A resource! Here's another.

Over 50,000 books are published
cach year, on every subject imagin-

able. Check out those fist-thick Books
in Print indexes! There's information
out there to help you get started in
pursuing or studying whatever inter-
ests vou, whether it's physical, emo-
tional, vocational or psychological.

Books are cheap and, pardon the
cliché, education lasts a lifetime.

Coffee and sodas hype vou up for
an hour, then you piss them out.
Cigarettes burn, chips make vou fai
and dope kills. But so what? Who
cares? Society sure don’t.

You've got to care for voursell
before anvone else will. (And even
then, vou're not guaranteed that
anyone will ever care.) You've got to
do this for vourself and for whatever
loved ones vou haven’t chased off
velr.

Sell-rehab can be a lonely road in
prison. And shouldn’t it be, consid-
ering the undue influences (i.e. peer
pressure) of the prison environ-
ment?

To start your engines for that solo
drive to the better life, you must
form and feed the “Big Vision.”
Where do vou want to realistically be
five, 10 or more vears from now?
Once you have that. chart out a
sound path based on your education-
al rescarch that will get you there.
Include a few possible alternatives
for an even better chance at success.

Nothing’s easy,
unless it's a crime.

So get that book about nursing,
business management, il(l\'{'l'li‘iil!g
sales, writing. real estate. law, person-
al training, archeology—whatever
you want to \lll(|\-—.ll’|t1 educate
)nlll.\(ll.

Get your habits in shape so vou
can enter college, a training pro-
gram or the work force upon release.
And never step back, for the past will
alwavs be lurking in the shadows,
ready to vank you back into its

(continued on page 69)
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Smart Time

(continued from page 66)

vicious cycle of hopelessness and
claim you as its own.

If nothing else, consider this:
Succeeding is like sp]l[mg in the
faces of L]mw who have imprisoned
YO

Out of liner I don’t think so.
Motivational? You bet.

A few good tips and resources to
help get you started:

I [!\ the nonfiction section of

your prison library.

2. Obtain puhllshcr' addresses
from inside books and ask them to
send you a book list or catalog of

YOUR ONE STOP SOURCE

FOR LEATHERCRAFT SUPPLIES

As the fastest growing leathercraft
company in America, we offer the most
complete selection of leather &
leathercraft supplies found anywhere.
And with 18 distribution centers located
nationally, we can ship your order with
great speed. Call or write for our
complete catalog. It's a $3 charge, but
it's free when you place your first order.

Check out this super-saving offer: 2
¢/
(e}{oXe}o) %

Four In One Hole Punch
All steel punch evenly
produces round holes
(2/32") with one

mallet blow.

Convict Code
(continued from previous page)

-izing, just like those grandmothers
are doing on the street to save their
kids from crack dealers. As Jorge
Renaud points out, the purpose of
the convict code should not be to
protect dishonorable people.

My biggest problem with the old
convict code is that even at its best, it
has been basically selfish. Its rule of
silence allows all manner of brutality
to take place, and its rule of action
doesn’t call for action to protect or
defend, it only calls for action to
avenge. That's not righteous, it’s bull-
shit. What's righteous on any of our
parts is not only to carry ourselves

available titles.

3. Send for these free book publica-

tion catalogs:

Superintendent of Documents,
U.S. Government Printing Office,
20402-9325.

Washington, D.C.
(Over 14,000 titles available!)

Barnes and Noble Bookstores,
Dept. 861F,
(Discount

Inc., 126 Fifth Ave.,
New York, NY 10011.
books.)

For publishers’ addresses
lists of subjects they publish, check

out Writer’s Market, 100.

Tubes are
easily
replaced.

and

[

Retail $7.95 ea.
Inmates Only $3.98 ea.

Order Today!
Offer Expires June 30, 1995

EiThe Leather Factory, Inc.
F.O. Box 50429, Dept. PLE95
Fort Worth, Texas 76105
(B17) 496-4414 ¢ (800) 433-3201

with dignity and respect, but also to
live in such a way as to make our cell-
block, our neighborhood, our planet,
a kinder .md safer place. A guy
named Edmund Burke said over 200
years ago, “The only lhmg, necessary
for the triumph of evil is for good
men to do nothing.” And as Jorge
pointed out, taking the rap for a cow-
ard is not a noble act. And neither is
“Eye for eye, bullets fly, idiots die.”
That kind of code has becn going on
forever and has wasted countless lives.

Order
#PL3052

(continued on next page)

48 HR. SHIPPING
LOWEST PRICES
FACTORY WARRANTIES

ONE LOW $3.75 SHIPPING

CHARGE - ANY QUANTITY
NEVER A RESTOCKING FEE

UPS 2nd DAY AIR AVAILABLE

uL

REEBOK SHAQ 4 ATTAQ INSTAPUMP-MID-M 84.95
REEBOK BALLGAME—MID—BLACK—MEN ...59.95
REEEOK ISOLATOR—MID—BLK OR WHT-M . 47,95

KAMIKAZE—MID—MEN -
REEBOK ALTERNATIVE—MID—MEN ._.......
REEBCK GAUNTLET—MID—BLACK—MEN .. 54 95
REEBOK ALTIMETER—MID—MEN ................ 55.95
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL—LOW—BLK—M ..51.95
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL-MID-BLIKAWHT-M ..
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL-HIGH-BLACK-M ...
ADIDAS FAST BREAK—LOW—MEN .......
ADIDAS INVADER—MID—BLACK—MEN
ADIDAS SUPERSTAR-LOW-BLKAWHT-MEN ..
ADIDAS PRO MODEL—MID-BLK OR WHT-M 44,95
ADIDAS GENTURY Il—MID—BLKWHT—MEN 30.95
ADIDAS MUTOMBO—MID—MEN ...................30.95

ADIDAS STREETBALL Ill—LOW-BLK/WHT-M . 49.95

ADIDAS TORSION ATTITUDE-LOWMID-BLK-M .. 49.95
ADIDAS EQUIPMENT BOOT '95—MID-BLK-M 64.95

HOLABIRD
SPORTS

NEW LOCATION—9220 PULASKI HWY. « BALTIMORE, MD 21220 » 410-687-6400

BASKETBALL SHOES
REEBOK L’ —MEN .......37.95 ADIDAS EQUIPMENT BOOT '95—HIGH—MENE3.95
REEBOK LTS 55—MID—BLK OR WHT—MEN 39.95 AVIA BB 998—MID—BLACK—MEN ...... -49.95
BREAKAWAY—LOW—MEN ...........44.95 ELLESSE B4-999—LOW—BLACK—MEN .....49.95
REEBOK BREAKAWAY—MID—BLACK—MEN 48.95 CONVERSE TAR MAX—-MID—MEN—SALE ....39.95
BREAKAWAY—HIGH—MEN ...........51.95 CHUCK TAYLOR—
REEBOK BREAKAWAY CANVAS-LOW-BLI/BLUEM .41.95  ALL STAR OX—LOW—BLK OR WHT—M ...21.95
ll~MID—MEN............ 49,95 ALL STAR—HIGH—BLK OR WHT—MEN ...22.95

CONVERSE CONS 500—LOW—MEN ............33.95
CONVERSE CONS 500-HIGH-BLK OR WHT-M 37.95

CONVERSE SKY RIDER-MID-BLKAWHT-MEN-SALE . 46.85
CONVERSE LJ—MID—BLK OR WHT—MEN ... 67.85
CONVERSE ACROPOLIS-MID-BLK/WHT.

-MEN 55.95
CONVERSE PONTOON CANVAS-MID-MEN ... 40.85
FILA MASH 2A—MID—BLACK—MEN .............. 54.85

FILA MANTIS—MID-BLACK OR WHITE-MEN .. 58.95
FILA FX-100 CANVAS—LOW—BLACK—MEN 36.95

NEW BALANCE BB SSDHGHBLKM’HT MEN 34.95-

NIKE AIR UPTEMPO—MID—MEN.
NIKE AIR MAX 2 UPTEMPO—LOW—MEN

NIKE AIR MAX 2 UPTEMPO—MID—MEN ...... 104.95
NIKE AIR GO LWP—MID—MEN .. 84.95
NIKE AIR STRAIGHT-MID-BLK OR WHT-MEN 52.95
NIKE AIR TIGHT—MID—MEN

... 54.85

NIKE AIR LAMBASTE-LOW-BLK OR WHT-M ...54.95

PUMA SUEDE—LOW—BLACK OR BLUE—M .39.95
PUMA BASKET—LOW—

WHT W/ NATURAL OR BLK SWOOSH-MEN 35.95

CROSS TRAINING SHOES

NEW BALANCE CXT 775-B, D, EE & 4E-MEN .54.95
REEBOK SATELLITE-LOW-BLACK/WHITE-M . 48.95

REEBOK EXOFIT LEATHE
REEBOK EXOFIT LEATHER-HI-BLKAWHT-M ... 46.95

RUNNING SHOES

REEBOK CLASSIC LEATHER-BLK/ WHT-MA . 44.95
CHARIOT HFX—MA. . 48.85

BROOKS HYDROFLOW
NEW BALANCE M 679—8, D & EE—MEN ....... 6295 FILA CLASSIC TENNIS—MEN .................
'95—MEN & LADIES .......52.95 HEAD RADIAL 500—LOW LEATHER—MI.....

NIKE AIR PEGASUS

FREE CATALOG AVAILABLE

FULL LINE TENNIS, RACQUETBALL & SQUASH
RACQUETS, SHOES, BAGS & ACCESSORIES
AT LOWEST DISCOUNT PRICES EVER!

MAIL OR PHONE—WE SHIP ANYWHERE
SEND MONEY ORDER OR CHECK.
MARYLAND RESIDENTS ADD 5%.

MON.- FRI. 9 -5+ SATURDAY 9-3

RUGGED SHOES & HIKING/WORK BOOTS

TIMBERLAND: ADIDAS EQUIPMENT ADVENTURE-HIGH-M .. 74,95
1006186 INCH—TAN—MEN ..88.95 ADIDAS CRATOR—MID—MEN ... .. 44.95
10066—6 INCH BT—TAN—MEN .. DEXTER BLAZER-MID-BLK/BROWN/TAN-M -..59.95
100696 | DEXTER KLONDIKE—MID—MEN & LADIES ...59.95
10361—6 INCH—TAN—LADIES ... 87.05 DEXTER CARIBOU—MID—MEN ......................54.95
11066—6 INCH—BROWN LEATHEH-—M 107.95 DEXTER ROXIE—MID-BROWN/TAN-LADI
20081—8 INCH—TAN—MEN A
800838 Il —MEN ..

HIETEC VISTA—MID—MEN e

H—MEN ...29.95
HI-TEC HURDN——MID—WA?ERPROOF-MEN 81.95

ID—LADIES ..
59033—3 EVELET OXFORD—MEN ......... iDE 95 K-8WISS TALARA—HIGH—LADIES
59093—7 EYELET CHUKKA—MID—MEN 11595 K-SWISS
66055—TOPOZOIC HIKER—MEN ..............B4.95 K-SWISS
£9044—BUSH HIKER—LOW-BROWN-M ..
69047—BUSH HIKER—LOW-BLACK-M ..... NEVADOS TUNDRA—MID—MEN & LADIES ...29.95
63056—BUSH HIKER—Mi NIKE CALDERA—MID—MEN & LADIE!

D-BROWN-M
69057--BUSH HIKER—MID-BLACK-M .
69357—DIANE—MID—BLACK—LADIES
$9362—DIANE—MID—BROWN—LADIES ..
83361 —JAYNE—MID—TAN—LADIES ..
94332—RENEE—LADIES ..
80034—EURO HIKER—MID—MEN

REEBOK TELOS ULTRA—HIGH—MEN
REEBOK CLIFFHANGER—MID—MEN .
REEBOK BLUERIDGE li—MID—MEN ...
REEBOK VIRAZON Il—MID—LADIES ...

95053 OR 95054—EURO HIKER-MID-MEN 58.95 SKECHERS—BOOTS:

95100—EURO HIKER—LEATHER—MEN ... 79.95 ROAD RANGER CANVAS—UNISEX—
95103—EURQ HIKER—MID—MEN .. 79.85 NATURAL, BLUE OR BLACK .. -rers 20.95
95303—EURQ HIKER—TAN—LADIES .......69.95 3495

ROCKIES CANVAS-GREEN OR TAN-MEN .
TRESTLE WORKBOOT-MID-TAN'BROWN-M .45.95
REBAR—LOW—TAN—MEN .. .. 43.95
RIPCUT-LOW-BROWN-MEN IEVEN SQES)M
RIPSAW—MID—BLK OR BROWN—MEN ...35.95

95310—EURO HIKER—LEATHER-LADIES 69.95

85353 OR 95392—EURO HIKER—LADIES . 51.95
ROCKPORT:

Mi—m‘ng\:,lUBUCK-MID-MEN ..69.95

3155—BROWN—LOW—MEN ..................69.95  OILSTONE-MID-TANNBROWN-L (EVEN 49.95
NEW BALANCE MH 516—MID-D & EE—MEN .47.95  URBAN RANGER HIGH SNEAKER-UNISEX .. 35.95
TENNIS SHOES
wrorr. 48.95  REEBOK CENTRE COURT—MEN .................. 54.95

.43.95 REEBOK QUALIFIER-MID-BLK/WHT-M-SALE . 48.95

SAUCONY JAZZ 4000—MEN/LADIES—SALE , 44,95 NEW BALANCE CT 680-B, D, EE & 4E-MEN ..55.95 WILSON PRO STAFF—MEN & LADIES .......... CALL
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rather than the worst.
Let's be real noncon-
formists again. If con-
formist life on the
streets has become “Use
people and love things,”
then the convict code
should proclaim, “Use
things and love people,”
and prison life should
be an example of it
Convicts can show a
lifestvle of respect and
honor to a nation that
has lost hope that any-
one lives by those kinds
of values anymore.
Many “newvicts™ or
gangbangers sincerely
think that they don't
care whether anvone
lives or dies. I think
they're fooling them-
selves, and that they will
discover that for them-
selves at some point, if
they live long enough.
Don’t count them out
vet. That's why I try to
respect them as people
even before they respect

Another problem with the code
is that it was once based around the
idea that convicts were mainly non-
conformists who rejected the nine-to-
five world because their spirits were
too [ree. Whether that was ever really
true or not is irrelevant. But right
now it is certainly not the The
biggest conformity in American life
is SELFISHNESS. And convicts are
right in there with everyone else,
sharing the same values that place
things over people. Our schools, tele-
vision shows, movies and magazines
all promote selfishness to a degree
never imagined by any other nation,
Teenagers kill each other over a pair
of sneakers. Political candidates lie,
cheat and steal. Priests and scout
leaders molest young boys. Once
every few weeks somewhere in
America, some ordinary person picks
up a weapon, walks down the street
or into a McDonald’s and ends the
lives of people he never even met.

That’s not noble outlaw behav-
ior, that's insanity. It’s not just Herby
Sperling’s "newvicts™ and gangstas in
prisons who are a new and danger-
ous breed: As a nation, we're all
going nuts. We have reached the pin-
nacle of selfishness, and have
become totally enslaved by every-
thing from that little TV in your cell

case.
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to the Ninja Turtles lunchbox by
which vour kid defines his self-
esteem. Pepsi and Nike own Michael

Jordan. Why? Wasn’t he rich enough

from basketball? The Rolling Stones
once had Hell's Angels handle secu-
rity; at a Stones’ concert now you
walk past Wackenhut guards to l)u\' a
$35 tee-shirt and $5 popcorn. And
then you say “thank you!”™ Wow, what
rebels we are! What tough hombres!
Most of us have sold our fucking
souls to the very forces we once
rebelled against — the corporations
whose greed is destroying the whole
planet — and we haven't even
noticed it!

The real nonconformist in this
society is anyone whose spirit refuses
to become enslaved by petty posses-

sions and the unending pursuit of

selfish pleasures, somebody whose
respect and kindness and courage
can’t be bought or frightened away.
Now that’s going against the tide!
That’s "no retreat, no surrender” —
refusing to become a materialistic
slave even though the culture pro-
motes it. And refusing to become an
animal or a silent coward in prison
even though the public expects it
and the code condones it.

A new convict code must be an
ideal that speaks to the best in us

me back. We don’t have
to hate a tiger to be cautious of it.
And we don’t have to meter
respect to those who “deserve” or
“not deserve.”

I have been privileged to see tens
of thousands of bad-asses change
their values so deeply that it continues
to inspire and amaze me. Many of my
friends are doing ten lifes without
parole or 200 years plus, or the death-
row waiting game — and are now
among the finest people I have ever
met. People change. You've changed.
I've changed. We need a code that
allows people the maximum opportu-
nity to become human beings, not
one which keeps us and them stuck in
the worst parts of ourselves and our
past. That’s a fool’s code.

It may not be easy to change the
convict code, but it has to be done,
and each one of us has to do our
part — like Jorge Renaud has done
by courageously speaking his mind
and especially by re-defining the
word “snitch.” We need to wrestle
with this and write about it in Prison
Life — but mostly, and especially, we
have to each be a real human being
today, wherever we find ourselves.
We have to have the courage to live
by a personal code we would not
mind passing on to our own chil-

dren. (111
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THE BEGINNING JAILHOUSE

LAWYER’S GUIDE TO
LEGAL RESEARCH

by Robert R. Reldan, New Jersey State Prison

egal research is often a long, tedious task. At the
beginning, it is also quite confusing. However,
research is essential to preparing a petition, motion
or complaint, and these guidelines will give you an idea of
how and where to begin. (For a beginner’s guide to basic
writ writing, see “In-House Counsel” in the March "95 and
May-June ‘95 issues of Prison Life.) Refining legal research
skills is a matter of trial and error and requires continuous
practice, so don’t give up if it all seems daunting at first.
The law is not an exact science. Though based on feder-
al and state civil and criminal codes, the law is in 1:e;1IiL)’ a
fluid, ever-changing body of language contained in written
rules and regulations, criminal statutes, acts, bills, codes,
ordinances and judicial opinions known as “case law.” All
of this language is collected and published in books that
should be available in any well-maintained prison law
library. It is all there, everything you need to know about
the law; what remains is learning how to find it.
Once you have located and familiarized yourself with
the statutes that pertain to your case, you will then have to
find and study the latest judicial opinions on the issues you

intend to raise, for the law is constantly evolving—and

becoming more complicated—as judges seek to interpret
exactly what the law means in practical terms. So you have
the statutes, or laws, and the various cases, or case law,
where judges have made rulings to determine how the law
applies to circumstances more or less like those you find
yourself in.

Just remember, it is all about language. You must study

this language

which often seems like gibberish or
Shakespearean English—pretty much continuously to real-
ly understand the law so you can argue intelligently.

Also, courts operate under strict procedural rules and
time schedules. Miss a date and you may blow your
chances. (Recently, a man’s death penalty appeal was not
heard by the Supreme Court of Virginia because it was
filed one day late.) Do your research early and keep read-
ing the latest law through the date of filing and until your

case is resolved.

HOW TO USE
A LAW LIBRARY

Since many laws and cases seem to con-
flict with one another, it is crucial to under-
stand the hierarchy of authorities within our
legal system. It goes something like this:

At the top is the United States
Constitution. Most of its principles are bind-
ing on all state constitutions, federal statutes,
state statutes, and case law from both the fed-
eral and state courts. A law or statute found
to be inconsistent with the basic concepts set
forth in the U.S. Constitution will not prevail.

In the federal system, United States
statutes carry the force of law. Only if they
violate the U.S. Constitution will they be
struck down. The highest court in the land is
the United States Supreme Court. All U.S.
Supreme Court decisions interpreting the
Constitution, federal and state statutes, are
binding on all lower court decisions, both
federal and state.

Immediately under the Supreme Court
there are 13 Federal Circuit Courts of
Appeal. Decisions from the circuit court level
are binding on all Federal District Courts
within the circuit, but they are not necessari-
ly binding as to other federal courts of
appeal. In other words, an 8th Cir. case is not
binding on a 3rd Cir. court; however, theo-
retically, conflicting decisions coming from
different circuits on substantially the same
issue (i.e., abortion) will produce a decision
from the U.S. Supreme Court resolving the
issues. Always make sure you are familiar
with the leading cases on your issues from
the circuit in which your case will be heard.

Decisions from courts at the federal dis-
trict level, just below the circuit courts, are
not binding upon each other. They are
binding, though, as to all federal constitu-
tional issues, on all state courts including
state supreme courts. Thus, any federal dis-
trict court can find that a state supreme
court has issued a ruling that violates the
Constitution and can order the state deci-
sion set aside. There are limits involving
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issues of procedural defaults, search
and seizure claims, independent
state grounds and a few others, but
the principle that federal courts rule
is essentially intact.

State systems have a hierarchy
similar to the federal structure: state
constitution, state statules, state
supreme court, state appellate court,
state court, local county and munici-
pal courts. However, the various
states may use different names for
their courts.

FINDING THE LAW

The body of law found in a law
library is organized under a complex
system of referencing and cross-refer-
encing. A practiced researcher can
get to the same law from many
sources. The law is found in four
general categories, listed below,

THE STATUTES

The Constitution and U.S. Codes
can be found in a set of volumes
called the United States Codes
Annotated (U.S.C.A.). By looking
through these volumes you can find
the Constitution and current ver-
sions of all U.S. statutes in the vari-
ous Titles (Title 18, Title 21, etc.)
that comprise federal law, both civil
and criminal.

Most of these volumes contain
“pocket parts™ (found in the back),
which provide recent changes in the
statutes since the volume was pub-
lished. Always consult the pocket
parts when researching statutes to
make certain you are aware of the
latest changes in the law. The anno-
tations following each section of the
statutes contain citations that direct
the reader to case law and authori-
ties that have interpreted that sec-
tion of the code.

State statutes are found in similar
sets of volumes, for example, the
New Jersey Statutes Annotated
(N.].S.A.). which contains various
titles (the NJ Criminal Code is found
in Title 2C, while “Institutions &
Agencies” is Title 30). These volumes
also have annotations that direct the
reader to important interpretations.

CASE LAW

U.S. Supreme Court decisions may
be found in any one of three sets of
volumes: U.S. Reports (U.S.); Lawyer's
Edition (L.Ed.): and Supreme Court
Reporter (S.Ct.). These publications
all contain the same decisions but
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have other features that differ slightly.
The books have tables of contents and
indices that provide cross-references
to other materials.

Federal Circuit Court decisions
are found in the Federal Reporter
(F.2d & F.3rd), which publish deci-
sions on appeals from the federal dis-
trict court level. The Federal
Supplement (F.Supp.), publishes
District Court decisions and rulings.

State case law reporter systems
parallel the federal. The state of New
Jersey, for example, has reporters for
the State Supreme Court (N,].Sup.),
and N.|]. Reports (N.].) for the
Superior Courts (Appellate, Law and
Chancery Divisions). Again, different
states may use other titles.

All of these sets of volumes of case
law are supplemcmccl with soltcover
updates published at intervals
between the hardcover editions to
ensure that researchers have access
to the latest decisions.

SHEPARD’S CITATORS

One of the most important and
useful tools in a law library is the
Shepard’s Citators (whence the term
“Shepardize”). Their primary func-
tion is to provide the most complete
and up-to-date listing of references
Lo a case or statute being researched.
This is essential in order to find out
whether some later court has
changed the weight, scope or inter-
pretation of a cited case or statute.

In addition, each statute you are
researching must be Shepardized to
learn if it has been amended,
repealed or superseded by subse-
quent legislation, or whether it
might have been affected by recent
judicial interpretation.

Similarly, case law must be
Shepardized to find out if the deci-
sion was appealed, and if so whether
it was affirmed or reversed by a high-
er court. Shepardizing a ruling will
also tell you if the case has been
cited in other cases, and if it has
been questioned, criticized, distin-
guished or followed by other courts.

There is a unit of Shepard’s 1o
cover each of the fifty states, the
District of Columbia and Puerto
Rico, as well as sets for the federal
court system. Shepard’s issues the fol-
lowing: a large, hardcover, annual
volume; a gold-covered, paper-
bound, annual supplement; a red-
covered, paperbound, quarterly
cumulative supplement to update
the bound volumes; and sometimes a
white-covered, paperbound, quarter-

ly Advance Sheet Edition, which
appears midway between the succes-
sive quarterly red-covered cumulative
supplements, usually about six weeks
later. The material in the white edi-
tion is then incorporated within the
succeeding red-covered cumulative
supplement.

Shepard’s Citators compose a kind
of master index. The volume num-
bers at the top of the pages work
much the same as key words at the
top of the page in a dictionary.

Let's look, for example, at a case
citation, Marini v. Ireland, 56 N.J.130
(1970). Marini in this case is the
‘moving’ party, which means he or
she is either the plaindff at the trial
level or the petitioner at the appel-
late level. In other words, Marini is
the party bringing the action to
court. The name of the party after
the v. or vs. (versus), Ireland, is the
defendant at the trial level, or the
respondent at the appellate level.
The number 56 means the case
appears in Volume 56 of N.J. (New
Jersey Reports), and 130 tells you
that the case starts on page 130 of
the volume. (1970) tells you the year
the opinion was rendered.

Once you have this information,
find the volume of Shepard’s on New
Jersey Reports, locate Vol. #56 at the
top of the page, and look down the
column until you find 130 in bold
print. There is the case, Marini. If
you don’t find it, it means it's unre-
ported only in the scope of that vol-
ume or supplement. It does not
mean vou won't find it in an annual
or cumulative supplement. Be cer-
tain your research is thorough.

In our example, under 130 you
will see the notation f227N]S469,
and e€237N]S21404. This means the
case is cited in at least two other vol-
umes, 227 NJS and 237 NJS (New
Jersey Superior Court Reports).

Turn to the table of abbreviations
in the front of the book where you
will find that the “f" shows the case
was “followed,” or cited as control-
ling in another case. The “e” means
the case was “explained”, or a state-
ment of the import of the decision in
the cited case was given, not merely a
restatement of the facts.

The S21, immediately to the left
of the page number 404, indicates
which paragraph of the syllabus or
head note of the cited case pertains
to the point of law in the citing case.

Federal citations are read in much
the same way. For instance, United
States v. Stratton 820 F2d 562 (2nd
Cir. 1987). The United States was the
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plaintff and Stratton the defendant
at the trial level. The case can be
found in volume 820 of the Federal
Reporter, 2nd series, on page 537.
(CA2 1987) tells us the opinion was
rendered by the Second Circuit
Court of Appeals in 1987, (See “Just
In Case” in this issue to read the
entire published case.)

METHODS OF RESEARCH

There are three basic approaches
to researching any legal question: by
word or topic; by statute; or by case
law. The one you use usually
depends on the amount of informa-
tion you have to begin with.

If you have a statute or case cita-
tion you can refer to, that is usually
the easiest way to begin your
rescarch. However, if you know
almost nothing about the particular
area of the law you are trying to
research, you can start by (huusmg a

“key word” or phrase that pertains to
the issue you want to learn more
about. Look up the key word or
phrase in the research sources listed
below.

USING THE WORD
APPROACH

There are many sets of law books
that discuss the law on a word or
topic basis, for instance, West’s N.J.
Digest 2d, West's Federal Digest, 2nd,
3rd and 4th Editions, and Corpus
Juris Secundum (CJ]S), an encyclope-
dic, multi-volume set of books con-
taining commentaries on the law.
Each of these sets of volumes has a
word index. Some are very detailed,
some quite general. By using the
word index, you will be directed to a
specific volume and page number in
the series of books that discusses the
word or topic you have looked up.
For example, i you want to learn
about the law as it pertains to homi-
cide or to prisons, you would go to
the word index and look under
Homicide or Prisons, then refer to
the pages listed.

The book will give you a broad
overview of the topic and direct you
to other books that deal with nar-
rower issues concerning that sub-
ject. Also, annotations in these ref-
erence books contain citations that
refer you to cases dealing with the
specific subject you are research-
ing. The annotations are listed by
jurisdiction and alphabetically.
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Therefore, under the word or
topic Homicide, you would first find
definitions as to types, history and
common law origins. Then, by look-
ing under the annotations, vou
would go to New Jersey or Texas to
find specific cases dealing with vari-
ous aspects of homicide as it applies
to courts in those states.

USING THE STATUTE
APPROACH

If you are researching a specific
statute, look it up in the code books
for your jurisdiction. In New Jersey
that would be N.J.5.A., New Jersey
Statutes Annotated. For federal law
you would use U.S.CA., United States
Codes Annotated. Annotated means
the references include brief discus-
sions of cases that have interpreted
the statute. Citations in the annota-
tons will allow you to follow up with
the case approach as outlined below.

Read and study the statute. Refer
to the pocket parts to check on any
recent changes. And use the cita-
tions in the annotations to refer you
to cases dealing with the specific
issue you are researching.

USING THE CASE
APPROACH

The
books reporung cases that have been
decided in the various state and fed-
eral courts. “Reports” are the official
publications of the state and federal
courts, and “Reporters™ are unoffi-
cial publications put out by commer-
cial publishing companies such as
Wests. If you are citing more than
one reference to a case, you should
list the official report citation before
the unofficial reporter version. In
other words, cite U.S. before S.Ct.

Every court has an official report.
However, these publications do not
include d“ the cases heard and
decided by that court. West’s Reporiers
publish every case ruled upon by
state and federal courts. West's
Reporters are extremely uselul in that
they have a key numbering system. A
particular point of law will always be
referenced with the same key num-
ber throughout all West's publica-
tions, and you can quickly refer to
the West's Digest for additional cites
on each numbered point of law.

Using a citation, such as United
States v. Stratton, 820 F2d. 537
(2ndCir, 1987), first find volume 820

> are a number of sets of

of the Federal Reporter, 2nd series.
Turn to page 537, and there you will
find the case. By reading the case
carefully and cross-referencing it
with other cases cited in the case you
are reading, you will gain a g(m(l
overview of the specific issues you
are researching. You then want to
Shepardize the case to the present,
and in the particular jurisdiction
where your case will be heard, to
find what cases are leading or con-
trolling in your district. Reading
case law and She pardizing will also
provide you with citations for
Supreme Court cases dealing with
the same or similar issues,

Read all the cases that discuss
vour issues, whether they help your
position or not. If you cannot find
facts that are right “on point” (and
you rarely can), try to find tenets of
law that support your logic and argu-
ment. You must be familiar with
cases that go against your position in
order to show why they should not
apply to the s‘p(-ciﬁc set of facts in
your case. The law is based on prece-
dent and the more law vou can find
that has set precedent on your side
of the argument, with the closest fac-
tual content, the better your chances
of persuasion are.

Remember, the law is all about
language. There are no absolute
right or wrong answers to any legal
question. There are only rulings,
precedents, opinions and argu-
ments. The law is what any given

judge decides it is until a higher

court rules differently. Only by read-
ing and immersing yourself in the
body of the language of the law can
you become knowledgeable and
capable of understanding complex
legal issues. The more case law you
read, the easier it becomes to under-
stand complicated legalese.

Good luck and happy hunting. [T1
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UNITED STATES of America, Appellee

\
Richard Lowell Stratton, a/k/a
“Richard Lowell,” Appellant.
No. 937, Docket 86-1504.
United States Court of Appeals,
Second Circuit.
Argued April 8, 1987.

Just in Case is a new Prison Life depart-
ment highlighting useful case law for
Jailhouse lawyers and legal eagles.
Future columns will include summaries.
and analyses of the most current case law
compriled by a newly released
ex-con attorney.

Decided June 5, 1987.

Following defendant’s conviction
on drug-related charges and imposi-
tion of ten-year sentence to run con-
secutively with sentence previously
entered on another conviction, defen-
dant moved for reduction of sentence.
The United States District Court for
the Southern District of New York,
Constance Baker Motley, J., denied
motion, and defendant appealed. The
Court of Appeals, Oakes, Circuit
Judge, held that defendant’s sentence
was impermissibly enhanced due to his
failure to cooperate with Government.

Sentence vacated, case remanded
for resentencing.

See also, 779 F.2d 820.

Criminal Law 986.2(6)

Defendant’s sentence was improp-
erly enhanced due to his failure to
cooperate with Government; in
imposing sentence, district court
specifically indicated that defendant’s
sentence would run consecutively
with sentence on previous conviction
because of defendant’s refusal co
cooperate with government.

Ivan 8. Fisher, New York City, for
pro se appellant.

Stuart E. Abrams, Asst. U.S. Atty.
(Rudolph W. Giuliani, U.S. Atty.,
S.D.N.Y,, of counsel), for appellee.

Before LUMBARD, OAKES and
CARDAMONE, Circuit Judges.

OAKES, Circuit Judge:

Richard Stratton appeals from an
order of the United States District
Court for the Southern District of
New York, Constance Baker Motley,
Judge, denying his motion for reduc-
tion of sentence pursuant to
Fed.R.Crim.P. 35(b).

On November 17, 1983, Stratton
was indicted with five others for con-
spiring to import and distribute over
seven tons of hashish in violation of 21
U.S.C. §§ 952, 960, and with engaging

in a continuing criminal enterprise in
violation of 21 U.S.C. § 848. Stratton
immediately moved to dismiss the
indictment, arguing that his prior con-
viction in the United States District
Court for the District of Maine on a
charge of conspiring to distribute mar-
ijuana and hashish raised a double
jeopardy bar to all subsequent charges
arising out of the “single criminal
agreement.” The motion was denied,
United States v. Stratton, 583 F.Supp.
1234 (S.D.N.Y. 1984), and this court
summarily affirmed on an interlocuto-
ry appeal, United States v. Stratton, 751
F.2d 373 (2d Cir. 1984). Thereafter, a
trial was conducted resulting in a ver-
dict against Stratton and two codefen-
dants on all counts.

On December 7, 1984, Stratton was
sentenced by Judge Motley to the
statutory minimum of ten years’
imprisonment, a $100,000 fine, and a
special parole term of five years. The
ten-year sentence was to be served
consecutively with the fifteen-year
sentence that Stratton had already
been given in connection with his
conviction in the District of Maine.
The court gave the following reason
for imposing a consecutive sentence:

I think that your sentence proba-
bly should be made consecutive
for the reason that it might con-
vince you that cooperation with
the government is in your best
interest, and so I intend to make
your sentence consecutive for this
reason—that is, I expect that you
will reflect on your conduct since
you are in a reflective mood at
this time, and I understand that
the government can benefit from
your cooperation in respect of
other people who were involved
in this, so if you are interested in
getting out of prison soon and
really rehabilitating yourself the
best way to demonstrate that is to
cooperate with the government
with respect to this matter.

Now, Mr. Stratton, if you decide to
cooperate with the government in
this matter you have 120 days to
apply to the court for reduction of
your sentence, and the court will
consider reducing you sentence
based upon the nature and extent
of your cooperation with the gov-
ernment. So that in addition to the
15 year sentence you now have a
sentence of ten years to follow that.
Thereafter, Stratton moved for a
reduction of sentence pursuant to
Fed.R.Crim.P. 35(b). In his motion he
argued first that Judge Motley imper-
missibly increased his sentence because
of his refusals to cooperate with the
Government. Second, he argued that
the structure of his sentence violated
the Sentencing Reform Act of 1984,
Title II of the Comprehensive Crime
Control Act, Pub.L. 98-473, 98 Stat.
2015. He claimed that his sentence was
vastly disproportionate to sentences
generally imposed in cannabis-related
offenses. See 18 U.S.C. § 3553(a) (6)
(Supp. II 1984). Judge Motley denied
the motion, and this appeal followed,
with Stratton raising essentially the
same issues that the district court con-
sidered. The only change is that while
Stratton alleged in his motion that his
refusal to cooperate with the Govern-
ment was due to a “deeply ingrained”
moral conviction that it is wrong to
blame or inform on others for one's
own mistakes, he now contends that he
refused to cooperate out of fear of self-
incrimination. Thus, he claims that his
sentence was increased as a result of
exercising his Fifth Amendment right.
We write here to address the issue of
whether Stratton’s sentence was based
on an impermissible factor, i.e. his
refusal to cooperate. In Roberts v. United
States, 445 U.S. 552, 100 S.Ct. 1358, 63
L.Ed.2d 622 (1980), the Supreme
Court held that a defendant’s failure to
cooperate was a valid sentencing con-
sideration. This court, however, has
drawn a distinction between increasing
the severity of a sentence for a defen-
dant’s failure to cooperate and refus-
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ing to grant leniency. “It is one thing
to extend leniency to a defendant who
is willing to cooperate with the govern-
ment; it is quite another thing to
administer additional punishment to a
defendant who by his silence has com-
mitted no additional offense.”” United
States v. Bradford, 645 F.2d 115, 117 (2d
Cir.1981) (quoting United States v.
Ramos, 572 F.2d 360, 363 n. 2 (2d
Cir.1978)). This distinction may be dif-
ficult to apply. See Roberts, 445 U.S. at
557 n. 4, 100 S.Ct. at 1362 n. 4; Mallette
v. Scully, 752 F.2d 26, 30 (2d Cir.1984)
(taking Roberts n.4 into account).
Nevertheless, “even though the distinc-
tion is somewhat illusory, it is the only
rule that recognizes the reality of the
criminal justice system while protecting
the integrity of the system.” Mallette,
752 F.2d at 30.

When applying these standards to
the instant case, it is clear that
Stratton’s sentence was impermissibly
enhanced. Judge Motley specifically
stated that the sentences would run
consecutively because of Stratton’s
refusal to cooperate. In this case, Judge
Motley’s comments crossed that fine
line between showing leniency, see id.,
752 F.2d at 31 (“if Mr. Mallette were
willing to assist us to bring the other
person to justice, I would find it very
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easy to be reasonable and lenient”);
Bradford, 645 F.2d at 118 (defendants’
failure to cooperate is permissible fac-
tor along with other relevant consider-
ations), and punishing a defendant for
his silence. In DiGiovanni v. United
States, 596 F.2d 74 (2d Cir.1979), the
sentencing court made comments very
similar to those made by Judge Motley
in the present case. At sentencing, the
district court stated:

[IIn the light of what I feel is an
unwarranted reluctance on your
part to assist the Government and
so your desire to turn away from
this kind of crime, 1 feel that I
must impose on you a more seri-
Ols sentence . . .
[T]f .. .vou change your mind . . .
about the desirability of helping
the Government do some thing
about this drug scene which has
had its consequences on you, as
well as many others, you may
make an application to the Court
for a reduction of sentence, but
not otherwise . . .

Id. at 75. This court vacated the sen-
tence and remanded for sentencing
before a different judge. Here, as in
DiGiovanni, the district court improper-
ly enhanced the defendant’s sentence.

We find it unimportant that
Stratton did not raise his Fifth
Amendment claim in the district
court. A defendant’s position would of
course be much stronger if his failure
to cooperate was based on assertion
on his Fifth Amendment rights; but
this court has not limited to the Fifth
Amendment context its rule on
improper sentence enhancement for
refusal to cooperate. For example, in
at least four cases before this court the
defendant’s silence was based on an
alleged fear of physical reprisal if
cooperation was given. See Mallette, 752
F.2d at 30; Bradford, 645 F.2d at 116;
DiGiovanni, 596 F.2d at 75; Ramos, 572
F.2d at 361. It is improper to increase
a defendant’s sentence due to his
silence regardless of his motivations.

Stratton’s remaining contention that
is sentence violated the Sentencing
Reform Act is frivolous. The issue of
whether the Maine conviction and New
York prosecution were based on dis-
tinct facts was fully litigated. Thus, con-
current sentences would in any event
have been permissible.

Having found that Judge Motley
improperly increased Stratton’s sen-
tence because of his silence, we vacate
the sentence and remand the case for
resentencing before a different judge.
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Chef’s Special of the Month:
Marsha’s Dolphin Delight

1 can Tuna (dolphin) in water
2 bags of Tokyo Rice (instant)
1-2 jalapenos

1 dilll pickle

3 thsp. diet salad dressing

Put hot water in rice, let sit while you find the can opener and
open the fish. Cut up jalapenos and pickle. Mix everything togeth-
er and throw in some Mrs. Dash or whatever for taste. Eat with
crackers. Really good when you've been smoking too much mota
in the yard and don’t want to laugh in the bulls’ face at chow!

n|-|Cle[1]l [Clofo]K|iln|g

Marsha Howe
Utah State Prison

Tuna Rockaroni

1 Kraft Macaroni & Cheese package
1/3 cup milk

1/4 stick butter

1 can of Tuna packed in water

Follow Kraft's directions for the macaroni & cheese. Once fin-
ished, dump a can of tuna into it and mix it around some. Plug in
some Metallica, kick back, and chow down. Guaranteed to take

the shitty fish taste from the tuna.

For Dessert:
Pudding Bowl

1-2 pk Chocolate pudding

banana

1 I%(
1 pk. graham crackers
1 1/4 cup butter

Crush graham crackers, melt butter, slice
banana. Coat bowl with butter and crackers.
Arrange sliced bananas in bowl and cover with

pudding. Sprinkle crackers over top and serve.

Jimmy “Snake” Tyler
Rikers Island, NY

William J. Casey
Sheridan, IL

MASS WITHOUT ASS

Pmoa "'l man.” When I got to the
Joint, Tweighed in al 122 pounds, due to
drinking and smokin’ crack. For the last
year, though, a big bro has guided me past
my addictions and now 'm at my normal
142 pounds at 56" with a 30-inch waist.

I look all vight for my size but I want
more mass. My bench press is 205 max,
my curl is 83 and my squat is 225,

How can I add wmore mass to my small
Srame without pigging out? I don’t want
a pot belly and a fat ass. All the ol heads
in the pit say, “Shorty, you should be
eatin’ everything you can get your hands
on.” And the iron Sfreaks my l;r'ff_f/fl' say to
drink protein three times a day. Wouldn't
that pose a health problem?

Tall to me dog . . .

Scanless/Lowdown
State Prison, South Michigan
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Yo Shorty,

Quality mass takes time. Unless you
want that gut and butt, packing on
the beef takes years for most people.

The normal human being gains

anywhere from 3 to 10 pounds of

beefcake a vear—if he's hitting the
iron hard. It's the kind of weight
’\'()ll.l't' not g()nnil s€e on a .‘i('i'll(' (121_\'
to day, or even week to week. It may
not seem like much but if you get,
say, five pounds of steak, then imag-
ine that packed on various bodyparts,
that's a lot of mass. Now, you add
those five pounds up over, say, five
vears and you got some serious bulk,
minus the fat.

Unfortunately, there are no short-
cuts, unless you're willing to pay and
pray with anabolic steroids ( pay the
triple street price in prison, pray you
won't eventually die from using it,
and suffer anyway from its side
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by Chris Cozzone, Fitness Editor

effects). Especially in your case: You
wanna go from one drug to anothers
When you get off the juice, vou'd
end up lookin” like you did gettin® off
crack by the time the effects wore off.

There’s only way to do it: serious
dedication, time in the gvm, smart
training and enough rest between
workouts. I recommend four Kick-ass
workouts a week (splil the body in
two dayvs. each muscle group twice a
week). Don’t listen to the guys who
say vou have to spend vour life in the
gym and do six days a week, 3 to 4
hours a shot. For the majority of peo-
ple. this will prohibit your body from
maximum growth and adequate recu-
peration.

Remember this: Your body doesn’t
grow in the gvm while you're pump-
ing iron. That only tears muscle
fibers apart. Your muscles grow when
you're resting.



Forget most of that protein shit,
too. Most of the supplement market
is a scam. The average bodybuilder
could easily make do with as much
protein as the average couch potato:
75 to 100 grams a day, max. Too
much protein wreaks havoc on your
liver over a long period of time.

So when one of the iron freaks
tells you to eat everything you can,
tell'm you ain't lookin’ to get a big
ass or gut. You're lifting for quality
gains.

PROTEINS AND PYRAMIDS

Being that I'm in prison for life, what
are the healthiest foods I can eat lo help
me bulk wp? What difference does it make
on a pyramid workout if you work oul
heavy -to-light or vice versa? And does a
pyramid workout work for every part of
the hod’y ?

Thank you for your time. As long as
there are people like you willing to teach,
you'll always have preople like me willing
to learn.

Respectfully,

M. Rendon
Calipatria, CA

M. Rendon,

The bulk of your diet should be
foods containing complex carbohy-
drates. Rice (preferably brown, but
yeah, T know, it’s prison), pasta, whole
grain breads and vegetables are where
it's at. Fruits are also good for carbs,
especially for quick energy boosts. If
you insist on a carb drink, I recom-
mend Ultra Fuel because the carbs
they're made up of are what's called
“medium-chain” carbs, meaning
they’re somewhere between the carbs
found in fruit and complex carbs.

The rest of your diet should be
protein with a low-fat content: chick-
en, fish, beans. Refer to my response
to the previous question for more on
daily intake of protein. Don’t go psy-
cho with protein.

Fat should be watched. You want
to bulk up with quality mass, not gain
a ton of fat. All that saturated shit
doesn’t do too much for the body but
make you look like you're made of
butter. If you're gonna use fat, use a
non-saturated variety, like canola oil.

Use common sense when eating.
Stay away from shit foods and save
your commissary money for healthier
stuff,

Pyramiding workouts are designed

to build strength. If you're out to
build muscle, I'd use another
method. Muscles grow when you
push them to failure, or beyond fail-
ure. When you pyramid sets, ask
yoursell how many of your sets are
taken to failure. Not many.

Low reps build strength and ten-
dons, but muscles need reps. If
you're doing pyramid sets, most of
your sets are going to be below eight
reps, which means your fibers ain’t
gonna get max pump.

If you're set on pyramiding, and
you are out to build strength, then
you should do a combination of
heavy-to-light and light-to-heavy (the
“true” pyramid) in your workouts.

Just make sure you're warmed up

belore going heavy-to-light.
Pyramiding is best done with strength
exercises (squats, bench, deadlifts,
presses, etc.) or those exercises
requiring several muscle groups
(unlike curls and pushdowns, or calf
raises).
Train hard.

Send your Q’s, training tips and
photos to: Iron Pile, 505 Sth Avenue, New
York, NY 10018.

W NY

Art by Joseph Hernandez, Green Haven C.I
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EVERYTHING YOU NEVER WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT

Dear Recipient,

I have a few good friends who are at visk of contracting the HIV virus. I am very concerned
about their safely, I have also talked with them concerning this matier. However, I am not a doctor,
practitioner, ete. I am contacting you lo gain more knowledge about their activities and their
chances of contracting this virus. Please give me the best medical answer that you can offer. Your

help regarding this matter will be greatly appreciated. Thank you, and here are my questions:

o What are the chances of contracting the HIV virus by receiving oral sex from an individual
who is HIV positive, male or female?

» Are there any known cases of receiving the HIV vivus by kissing and recetving the intake of
saliva? If so what are the chances of conlracting the virus from that activity?

o What are the chances of an HIV negative man contvacting the HIV virus by being  penetral-
ed by an HIV positive male? What are the chances of the male who is HIV negative contracting the
virus if no condom was used, and no breakage of the skin to the penis or any blood was discovered
and the act happened in the maximuwm time of three minutes?

s [s blood the only way of transmitting the HIV vivus from the HIV positive person during
anal intercourse? If so, please describe the way this occurs.

* Can a male contract the HIV vivus by perfonming orval sex on a female who is HIV positive?

o What are the physical symptoms that arve visually noticeable in an HIV positive individual?

o What are the chances of contvacting the HIV virus with a person who is HIV positive with
the penetrator wearing a condom?

Sincerely,

Jeffrey
Bennettsville, S.C.

Dear Jeffrey:

Your letter touches on many topics, so
let’s start with some basic information.
HIV (Human Immunodeficiency Virus)
is the virus that causes AIDS. AIDS
stands for Acquired (you get it from
someone else) Immune Deficiency
(your immune system, which contains
cells that help fight off diseases and life
threatening illnesses, becomes damaged
by the virus) Syndrome (a group of
symptoms). HIV is found in blood,
breast milk, semen, vaginal secretions,
and in small amounts in saliva. Anyone
of any age, race or sexual preference
can be infected with HIV through sex,
direct exchange of blood, or both.

Here are the main ways HIV/AIDS
is spread:

*Through unprotected sex (no con-
dom) with an infected person.

*By sharing needles, syringes, cookers
and works to skin-pop or inject drugs;
using HIV-contaminated tattoo and
ear-piercing needles, body piercing
equipment, or manicure tools; sharing
a toothbrush or razor that may have
unseen traces of infected blood on it.

*By receiving HIV-infected blood
via transfusion (not likely these days
as blood supplies are subject to strict
screening procedures.)

*Babies born to HIV infected moth-
ers have a 30-40% chance of being
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HIV-infected themselves; HIV-infect-
ed mothers who breast feed their
babies can infect them with the virus.
An HIV-infected father can only pass
it to his children if he infects the
mother first.

The AIDS virus is not spread
through casual contact. You cannot
get infected with HIV from:

e Sharing an infected person S
prison cell, woilet, sink, shower, eating
utensils, food or phone.

* Hugging, lnu(]nng or dry kissing
someone who is HIV infected.

HIV is spread through sex when
semen (cum), vaginal fluids or blood
from an infected person enters some-
one else’s body through the mouth,
vagina or anus. How many unprotected
sexual encounters (no condom) with
what number of partners for how much
time would it take you to become
infected? No one knows. You could
become infected after ONE risky, brief
encounter. Or it might take years of
unsafe behavior. It's a game of Russian
Roulette. You'll eventually lose:
all prisoner deaths in the Northeast
and one third of prisoner deaths
nationally are now caused by AIDS. In
fact AIDS is now the leading cause of
death of Americans ages 25 1o 44,

Unprotected anal sex is the most
dangerous. Even if vou see no blood

half of

there may be microscopic tears in the
skin that let the HIV virus in.
Unprotected vaginal sex is dangerous,
too, especially around the time of
menstruation for women as there is
more blood present. Oral sex is less
risky then anal or vaginal, but it stll
carries risks. The AIDS virus in the
semen or vaginal secretions may enter
the blood stream through the lining
of the mouth and throat if there are
sores or abrasions. Using condoms
and dental dams are the best protec-
tion but if vou don’t use one, avoid

ral sex after brushing or flossing
your teeth or eating foods like potato
chips. Most health care experts con-
sider kissing—even wet/tongue Kiss-
ing—to be safe. Fondling and stimula-
tion of your partner while you are
wearing gloves or using clean fingers
with no cuts or chapped skin are safe
sexual practices.

Let’s talk about drugs and HIV.
Three-quarters of new HIV infections
were among drug addicts addicted not

just to IV drugs, but to crack cocaine as

well. Half of new HIV cases were found
among crack smokers who engage in
unsafe sexual activity. Besides being
likely to contract the virus from nee-
dles and drug works, being high makes
vou less likely to practice safe sex. So
there are many ways to protect our-



selves. Abstaining from sex and drugs
is best. But if this is impossible, reduce
vour risk as much as possible. Use your
own needles and works, or choose
smoking or sniffing instead of shoot-
ing. Do not front load or back load
with another person’s works. If you
have to reuse needles, soak them in
pure bleach (not diluted bleach) for
fifteen minutes, then wash them out
well with soap and water, and rinse
well. Limit the number of sexual part-
ners. Don’t have sex when you have
been using drugs or alcohol. Practice
safe sex: Use a latex condom with
nonoxynol-9 (a “spermicidal” or chem-
ical that kills HIV) for anal or vaginal
penetration and a plain condom for
oral sex. Always put on a condom
before you enter your partner’s mouth,
anus or vagina. Always check the con-
dom’s expiration date. Never re-use a
condom. A condom should be rolled
over an erect penis all the way down to
the pubic hair. Some condoms come
with a reservoir tip: if it isn’t there, cre-
ate one by leaving a litde slack at the
bottom to catch the cum. Remove the
condom right after you come; pull
your penis out while holding the base
of the condom. Never use Vaseline,
mineral oil, baby oil or cooking oil

(Crisco) with a condom as they cause
breakdown of the rubber. Choose a
water-based lubricant like KY jelly. Use
a latex condom—HIV can get through
lamb skin. If you are allergic to latex,
wear a non-latex condom with a latex
condom over it. If vour partner has the
allergy, wear the latex condom with the
non-latex on the outside. If you per-
form oral sex on a woman, use a dental
dam or a piece of latex over the vagina.
You can make a dental dam out of a
latex glove or cut-open condom. EVEN
IF YOU ALREADY HAVE HIV, prac-
tice safe behaviors because you can
introduce more virus and different
strains of the HIV virus that will make
you sicker.

There is no way to tell whether some-
one is HIV positive or not. To be safe
vou must assume your sexual partner or
drug buddy could be infected. People
with HIV can look healthy, strong, mus-
cular or fat, because the virus can stay in
your body for years without ever making
vou sick. You can’t tell who has HIV
until the illness is advanced, causing
what are termed “opportunistic infec-
tions"—serious illnesses that the
immune system of an HIV negative per-
son would be able to fight off. In addi-
tion, someone might take the blood test

for HIV, test HIV negative (non-infect-
ed), and in ma!'it}' be HIV positive
(infected). How could this happen?
There could be an insufficient amount
of AIDS virus in the blood to show up
on the test, but enough to transmit the
virus to someone else. So, you could
get HIV from someone who was
recently infected themselves, or some-
one sick a long time.

Sex is a great part of life, but HIV
kills. For more (free) information,
call the National AIDS hotline: 1-800-
342-2437; (Spanish: 1-800-344-SIDA).
Each state has an AIDS hotline (in
South Carolina, call 1-800-322-2437).
Or call the AIDS in Prison Project at
(212) 674-0800.

Hope this helps,
Da Nurses

Da Nurses are both Registered Nurses
and Certified Nurse Practitioners. We cau-
tion that information in this column is
offered as general advice and we recom-
mend that anyone with health problems
seek professional medical care. Although
problems presented here may bear similarity
to yours, each requires personal and indi-
vidual attention. We welcome your ques-
tions and comments, and thanks for
Asking Da Nwises.

|
¢

el lomtT

A Chicano prisoner (name withheld) at the New Mexico State Pen in Santa Fe
shows us the tats on his back. Photo by Manual “Manny Man” Machuca.
Send your tattoo photos to: Prison Life , Tattoo of the Month, 505 8th Ave., NY, NY 10018.
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GED/H.S. Degree

Liberal Arts B.A.

Science B.S.

Business

Vocational

Other (Specify)
Name

Address
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Please tell us your educational interests.

| History L Art ! English (1 Philosophy
! Biology ] Computer Sciences _] Chemistry L] Engineering
1 Accounting L] Pre-Law L] Marketing [ M.B.A.

Don’t
serve the
time,
let the
time serve
you

THE
PRISON LIFE
FOUNDATION

Don'’t incarcerate;
educcate.

® Personal Transformation
through Education

@ Fully-accredited GED, College
and Vocational Degrees

® Scholarships and Funding for
Prison Educational Projects

® Courses and Study Materials
Delivered Directly to the
Prisoner/Student

The Prison Life Foundation,
[nc. is a not-for-profit organization
devoted Lo helping prisoners break
free from the cycle of crime and
incarceration through education.
The Foundation, together with
Prison Life Educational Services,
Inc.. sponsor fully-accredited GED,
college and vocational courses
through correspondence learning.
If you are interested in learning
more about educational opportuni-
ties offered by the Prison Life
Foundation. please fill out and
return the attached questionnaire to
The Prison Life Foundation, 350
Fifth Avenue. Suite 1905, New
York. NY 10118.
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MAGAZINES * BOOKS
SPECIAL REQUEST

Send stamped, addressed envelope
for complete offerings to:
Paper-Wings
P.0.B. 4855
Baltimore, MD 21211.

* Sample Offerings *
6 diff. iss. Gent $12, 6 diff. iss. Playgirl
$10, 6 diff. iss. Gallery $12, 6 diff. iss.
Wrestling $6, 6 diff.. Hollywood
Nostalgia $6, 6 diff. Espionage
Magazine $6, 6 diff. X-Words/Word
Find $6, 12 Super Hero Comic Books
$6 Include $2 per each selection

towards UPS + handling.

CLASSIFIED RATES -

Straight classified ads are
5 for 35 words.
Additional words are $1 each.
Prepayment required.
Send to:
PRISON LIFE Classified Ads
4200 Westheimer, Suite 160
Houston, TX 77027-4426

Call 1-800-207-2659
or (713) 840-7801

LIBERTAD TEMPRANA
PARA

PRESOS MEXICANOS

Los prisioneros Mexicanos, especialmente
en el sistema federal, pueden ser transferidos
hacia Mexico para recibir libertad temprana,
y vivir cerca de sus seres queridos atraves de
los servicios del Bufete de Benninghoff &
Ramirez. Atraves de oficinas en los Estados
Unidos y Mexico, Benninghoff & Ramirez
provee a sus clientes un servicio sin igual.

Los prisioneros transferidos podran recibir
libertad inmediata bajo fianza, libertad
temprana para trabajar, y tiempo libre por
buenra conducta. Tambien, hemos tenido
mucho exito con prisioneros a los cuales se
les ha negado la transferencia anteriormente.

Favor de escribir a la siguiente direccion
para que reciba un folleto descriptivo pre-
parado especialmente para prisioneros Mexi-
canos. Bscriba a: .

Charles F. Benninghoff ITI
Benninghoff & Ramirez
Post Office Box 1355
San Juan Capistrano, Calif. 92675

“Justicia por los Mexicanos”

LEGAL

POST-CONVICTION  ADVO-
CATES, INC. Top notch appeal,
habeas, sentencing representation
by creative, dedicated professional
staff. Fourteen-year member of the
bar with multi-facéted post-convic-
tion experience. Electronic
research, competitive rates. 3061
Terrace Ave, Naples, FL 33942.
Phone 813-793-6511. Fax 813-793-
2584,

POST CONVICTION ATTORNEY
Direct Appeal, habeas, PCR, CPL
440 & sentencing representation on
federal and state levels. SALVA-
TORE C. ADAMO, 412 Liggett
Blvd., Phillipsburg, NJ 08865.
Member NY, NJ & PA bars.

PARALEGALGRADED CURRICU-
LUM BY BLACKSTONE SCHOOL
OF LAW. Approved home studies
legal training since 1890. Affordable
and comprehensive. Free catalog: 1-
800-826-9228 or write Blackstone
School of Law, P.O. Box 701449
Dept. PL, Dallas, TX 75370.

BOOKS & MAGS

FREE CATALOG, absolute lowest
prices on subscriptions to 850 maga-
zines; Examples, Newsweek 1 yr
$23.95; GQ 1 yr $7.95; Vanity Fair 1
yr $9.95; Penthouse 1 yr $19.95;
Penthouse Letters $17.95; FREE
LIST—Magazine Warehouse, 1243-
48th Street, Brooklyn, NY 11219,
(800) SAVE-SAVe.

"~ MAIL ORDER

Say Happy Mother’s Day, Happy
Birthday, I'm Sorry, I Love You, with
perfume, candy or flowers. Serving
prisoners exclusively. Free brochure.
MAIL ORDER BLUES, 2767 So.
Parker Road, Suite 188, Aurora,
Colorado 80014. Telephone:
303/914-3955.

Toll Free 1-800 5143-0601
Barker Enterprises. Inc. Dept S
15106 10th Ave. S.W.

Seattle., Wa. 98166

RADIOS AND OTHER GOODS.
Serving the prison population since
1984—We are the Conaid Company,
Inc. We offer a variety of radios and
other goods specifically for the prison
population. Free Catalog. Write to:
The Conaid Company, Inc., 2302
230th Street, Pasadena, MD 21122.

OTHER STUFF

ALL INCARCERATED MEN. FREE
Brochures! Cut Red Tape! Meet
Women Worldwide and in USA.
LADIES run your Ad FREE! Send
SASE or (2) 32c stamps to:
Reaching Out, P.O. Box 21136,
Castro Valley, CA 94546.

For God So Loved The World That
He Gave His Only Begotten Son
That Whosoever Believeth In Him
Shall Not Perish But Have
Everlasting Life. John 3:16. Jesus
Loves You.

What: FREE pen pal service for
inmates. How: Send your name,
address and relevant info* to be used
in your bio. Also, what characteristics
you’'re looking for! Where: Cell-
Mates, PO Box 5423, Colorado
Springs, CO 80931-5423. * Crime,
time, sex, race, hobbies, etc. Cell-
Mates is a personnel service between
inmates and civilians. The more I
know about you, the better the
match! (Pictures also welcome.)

Female Inmates—Writer looking for
information on life on the inside.
Writing a novel involving a female
inmate. Looking for women willing
to be honest. If interested, write to:
Connie, P.O.Box 352, Mundelein, IL
60060-0352.

DO YOUR VISITORS
NEED A RIDE TO
PRISON?
MOST MAJOR CITIES
1-800-318-0500

SAFE, CONVENIENT
FAMILY TRANSPORT
CO.

PRISON LIFE 83



Rlefs Jofulricle]s

The Jollowing is a list of organizations available to
prisoners. Support agencies  usually provide brochures,
information materials or refervals to other groups.
Advocacy groups try to change eriminal justice legislation
through political lobiving. Both of these types of agencies
publish newsletters; subseriptions are generally low cost
and are sometimes offered free lo prisoners. Also included
in this department are contacts for publications and mag-
azines, calalog companies, book or reading projects and
other agencies.

Very few of these organizations offer direct assistance.
They mainly provide information. Also, many of these
agencies are non-rofit and need your support, including
stamped veturn envelopes or loose stampis.

SUPPORT AGENCIES—NATIONAL:

* American Friends Service Committee, 1501
Cherry Street, Philadelphia, PA 19102 (215/241-
7130): A Quaker organization that works for peace
and equality. Their criminal justice branch can pro-
vide literature on @ variety of prison issues. There are
six regional AFSC offices in the U.S.: CA, MI, NJ,
MA, OH and NY.

* John Howard Association, 67 E. Madison #1416,
Chicago, IL 60603 (312/263-1901): This organiza-
fion is mostly involved with prison reform and crimi-
nal justice issues in lllinois, but they can provide
materials of interest to all prisoners. Tt;ere is a sepa-
rate JHA branch in Canada.

* National Association for the Advancement of
Colored People (NAACP), Criminal Justice Prison
Program, 4805 Mount Hope Drive, Baltimore, MD
21215-3297 (410/358-8900): Offers referrals and
advisory services for prisoners who want fo break the
cycle of recidivism—especially among minorities.
Ti:ese projects operate rErough regionu? offices and
are not available in every area. Write for local con-
tact addresses.

* Offender Aid and Restoration (OAR), 301 Park
Drive, Severna Park, MD 21146 (410/647-3806):
Provides post-release assistance for prisoners in |A,
MD, NJ, PA and VA, through 12 lecal offices.

ADVOCACY AGENCIES—NATIONAL

* CURE, P.O. Box 2310, National Capitel Station,
Washington, DC 20013-2310 (202/789-2126):
Organization for prison reform, with state chapters
ang special groups for veterans, lifers, sex offenders
and federal prisons.

* Families Against Mandatory Minimums (FAMM),
1001 Pennsylvania Avenue NW, #200,
Washington, DC 20004 (202/457-5790): Works
for the repeal of federal mandatory minimum sen-
tencing laws.

* Justice Watch, 932 Dayton Street, Cincinnati, OH
45214 (513/241-0490): Works to eliminate clas-
sism and racism from prisons.

PUBLICATIONS & MAGAZINES

* Fortune News, ATTN: Inmate Subscriptions, 39
West 19th Street, New York, NY 10011 (212/206-
7070): A publication of Fortune Society.
* Inside Journal, c/o Prison Fellowship, P.O. Box
16429, Washington, DC 20041-6429 (703/478-
0100): A publication of Prison Fellowship.
* Qutlook on Justice, AFSC, 2161 Massachusetts
Avenue, Cambridge, MA 02140 (617/661-6130):
A newsletter of the American Friends Service
Committee.
* Prison Life Magazine, 505 8th Avenue, New
York, NY 10018 (800/207-2659): A national mag-
azine by and for priscners ($19.95/year).

BOOKS AND READING PROJECTS:
* Books for Prisoners, c/o Left Bank Bookstore, 92
Pike St., Box A, Seatile, WA 98101: This volunteer
program provides up fo three books at a fime.
* Books Through Bars Program, New Society
Publishers, 4527 Springfield Ave, Philadelphia, PA
19143: Provides free books for prisoners.
* Prison Book Program, Redbook Store, 92 Green
Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130: No books can be
sent to prisoners in KS, NE, IA, MI, OR or CA.
* Prison Library Project, 976 W. Foothill Bivd #128,
Claremont, CA91711.
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by Alex Friedmann, Resource Editor,
SCCC, TN

* Prisoner Literature Project, ¢/o Bound Together
Books, 1369 Haight Street, San Francisco, CA
94117: Free books?or prisoners.

* Prison Reading Project, Paz Press, P.O. Box 3146,
Fayetteville, AR 72702: Free books for women pris-

oners.
CATALOG COMPANIES:

* Access, 2344 Grissom Dr, St. Louis, MO 63146
(orders 800/546-6283): Sells a large selection of
products for prisoners.

® Conaid Company, 2302 230th Street, Pasadena,
MD 21122: Sells a wide range of personal goods
specifically targeted for prisoners,

* Jack L. Marcus, 5300 West Fond du Lac Avenue,
Milwaukee, WI 53216-1348: Sells a wide variety of
institutional products.

* M & P Wholesalers, P.O. Box 537, Fallston, MD
21047: Sells products for prisoners—mostly electron-
ics and fapes.

« Walkenhorst's, 1050 Lincoln Ave., Napa, CA
94558: Retail goods.

OTHER—PRISON AIDS PROJECTS:

* American Civil Liberties Union, 1616 P Street
NW, Washingten, DC 20036 (202/234-4830):
Operates an “AIDS in Prison” information project.
¢ Correctional Association AIDS in Prison Project,
135 E. 15th Street, New York, NY 10003
(212/674-0800): Offers resource information con-
cerning AIDS in prison, especially for inmates in
New York.
* HIV Prison Project, NYC Commission on Human
Rights, 40 Rector St., New York, NY 10006
(212/233-5560).
* National Prison Hospice Association, P.O. Box
58, Boulder, CO 80306-0058: Helps develop hos-
pice programs for terminally ill prisoners.
¢ National ACLU Prison Project, AIDS Education
Project, 1875 Connecticut Avenue NW 410,
Washington, DC 20009 (202/234-4830).
* “One Day at a Time,” c/o Richard H. Rhodes
#05353-018, U.S.P. Leavenworth, P.O. Box 1000,
Leavenworth, KS 66048: An AIDS newsletter for pris-
oners.
* Prison AIDS Project, Gay Community News, 62
Berkeley Street, Boston, MA 02116 (National AIDS
Gay Task Force: 800/221-7044).
* Prison AIDS Resource Center, P.O, Box 2155,
Vacaville, CA 95696-2155; or 926 J. Street, #801,
Sacramento, CA 95814.
* Prisoners with AIDS/Rights Advocacy Group, P.O.
Box 2161, Jonesboron, GA 30327 (404/946-9346):
Offers support, educational materials, referrals and
political lobbying for prisoners with AIDS/HIV.
OTHER—SPECIAL AGENCIES:

* League for Leshian and Gay Prisoners, 1202 East
Pike St., #1044, Seatfle, WA 98122: A project of
Gay Community Social Services.

* Nalive American Indian Inmate Support Project, 8
Dallas Dr., Grantville, PA 17028: A Native
American group that supports the introduction of
Indian religious ceremonies and programs in prisons.
* Native American Prisoners’ Rehabilitation
Research Project, 2848 Paddock Lane, Villa Hills, KY
41017; Offers many services for Native American
prisoners, including Lgcl and spiritual support, fribal
and cultural programs and direct confract with prison
administrators.

* Packages from Home, P.O. Box 905, Forestville,
CA 95436: Sells mail-order food packages for pris-
oners, at around $20/pkge.

* PEN, Writing Program for Prisoners, 548
Broadway, New York, NY 10012 (212/334-1660):
Offfers a great resource booklet for prison writers.

* Prisoners of Conscience Project, 2120 Lincoln St.,
Evanston, IL 60201 (708/328-1543): A religious-
based agency that works for the release of prisoners
of conscience/political prisoners in the United States.
* Prisoner Visitation and Support, 1501 Cherry
Street, Philadelphia, PA 19102 (215/241-7117):
Provides institutional visits to prisoners in federal and
military prisons nationwide.

* Project for Older Prisoners (POPS), ¢/o Jonathan
Turley, Director, The National Law Center, 2000 H
Street NW, Washington, DC 20052.

* The Safer Society, Shoreham Depot Road, RR 1,
Box 24-B, Orwell, VT 05760-9756 (802/897-
7541): Self-help materials for sex offenders.

* Stop Prisoner Rape, P.O. Box 632, Fort Bragg,
CA 95437 (707/964-0820); or P.O. Box 2713,
Manhattanville Station, New York, NY 10027
(212/663-5562): Provides support for victims of
institutional rape.

* The Poetry Wall, Cathedral of St. John, 1047
Amsterdam Avenue, New York, NY 10025: Displays
inmate poetry.

PRISONER RESOURCES—FAMILY

There are many organizations that helfy prisoners who
have children. These agencies provide literature, informa-
tion, advice and support on how to cope with family frrob-
lems while in poison. Direct and personal assistance is
usually available only in the local areas that these pro-
g’l.‘”ﬂ.\ Serve.

* Aid to Imprisoned Mothers [AlM), 599 Mitchell
St., SW, Allanta, GA 30314 (404/221-0092): An
advocacy group for incarcerated mothers. Although
social services are only provided in the Atlanta area,
AIM can provide helpful information for all women
in prison who have children.
* Center for the Children of Incarcerated Parents,
Pacific Oaks College, 714 W. California Blvd,
Pasadena, CA 91105 (818/397-1300): Provides
free educational material for incarcerated parents
and their children,
* Family and Corrections Network, Jane Adams
Center M/C 309, 1040 West Harrison St. #4010,
Chicago, IL 60607-7134 (312/996-3219): Provides
information about programs serving families of pris-
oners.
* Fathers Behind Bars, P.O. Box 86, Niles, Ml
49120 (616/684-5715): A by-prisoners, for-prison-
ers agency that helps to set up institutional parent
groups for incarcerated fathers. Only the serious
need apply!
. Legc:lpServices for Prisoners with Children, 474
Valencia St., #230, San Francisco, CA 94103
(415/255-7036): Legal services are provided in
California only, but some general ing;rmulion is
available.
* National Institute of Corrections, Information
Center, 1860 Industrial Circle, Suite A, longmont,
CA 80501 (303/682-0213): Provides the
“Directory of Programs Serving Families of Adult
Offenders.”
* National Resource Center for Family Support
Programs, Family Resource Coalition, 200 S.
Michigan Ave., #1520, Chicago, IL 60604
{312/341-0900): Provides information about family
programs, including prison projects.
* Parent Resource Association, 213 Fernbrook
Avenue, Wyncote, PA 19095 (215/576-7961):
Support for child/parenting programs in prison;
offers referrals and informafion to incarcerated par-
enls,
* Prison Family Foundation, P.O. Box 1150,
Auburn, AL 36831 (205/821-1150); Works to sup-
port family education programs in prison, Sells pre-
and post-release books and other publications;
works with prison administrations to form insfitutional
family support groups.

PRISONER RESOURCES—LEGAL

There are many agencies that provide legal services Sor
prisoners; most of these organizations dispense informa-
tion or offer reference material. Note that these agencies
do not wsually handle personal legal services such as fil-
ing appeals, post-convictions or lawsuits—with the
exception of for-profit companies (not listed here) that
charge very large fees,

Federal:
* U.S. Department of Justice, Civil Rights Division,
Specicl litigation Section, Washington, DC 20530
(202/514-6255): Enforces the “Civil Rights of
Institutionalized Persons Act” through lawsuits



against state or local prison officials who deprive
prisoners of their constitutional rights or who practice
racial discrimination,
* U.S. Supreme Court, Public Information Office,
Washington, DC 20543-0001 (202/479-3211):
Can provide up fo five Supreme Court decisions per
term. Supreme Court slip opinions are uvcilugfe
through the Government Printing Office. Contact: The
Superintendent of Documents, U.S. Printing Office,
Washingten, DC 20402 (202/783-3238).

National:
* ACLU National Prison Project, 1875 Connecticut
Ave., NW #410, Washington, DC 2000%
(202/234-4830): A branch ofglhe national ACLU
that works on prison legal issues, Sells resource
direclories, criminal justice statistic books and legal
aid manuals; also ogfers a prison newsletter for $2
Fer ear and sells the “Rights of Prisoners” handbook
or gS. Doesn’t handle inﬂi\'idud cases; they only iti-
gate large-scale state or national prison reform legal
actions.
* Americans for Effective Law Enforcement, 5519
N. Cumberland Ave #1008, Chicago, IL 60656-
1498 (312/763-2800): Sells monthly legal update
publications, including the “Jail and Prisoner Law
Bullefin.” Although this bullefin is meant for correc-
tions officials, it includes excellent resource material
on the latest prison-related court cases nationwide.
Annual costs are $168; perhaps your law library can
subscribe. Other bulletins include the "Lir‘lility
Reporter” and "Security Legal Update.”
* Columbio Human Rights Law Review, 435 West
116th Street, Box B-25, New York, NY 10027
(212/663-8701): Sells the “Jailhouse Lawyer
Manual” (JLM) for $30 a copy ($13 for prisoners).
* Criminal Procedure Project, 600 New Jersey Ave.,
NW, Washington, DC 20001: Provides low-cost
legal materials and publications.
* Freedom Press, 525K E. Market St., #171,
Leesburg, VA 22075 (703/771-4699 or 703/391-
8604): A prison project run by paralegals. They offer
legal services at a reduced rate, sometimes on
monthly payment plans; they also offer photocopying
services and pre-release/parole planning.
* Inside/Out Press, P.O. Box 188131, Sacramento,
CA 95818: Publishes self-help legal guides.
Inside/Out is the mail-order businesssior the
Prisoners’ Rights Union, which focuses on California
prison issues.
* Lewisburg Prison Project, P.O. Box 128,
Lewisburg, PA 17837-0128 (717/523-1104): Sells
low-cost ﬁ!eromre regarding constitutional rights, due
process and other legal issues of interest to prisoners.
* National Lawyers Guild, National Office, 55
Avenve of the Americas, New York, NY 10013-1698
(212/966-5000): A national legal agency that has
an interest in criminal justice and jailhouse lawyers.
* Cceana Press, 75 Main Street, Dobbs Ferry, NY
10522 (914/693-8100): Sells prison-related legal
bocks, including “The Prisoner’s Self-Help Litigation
Manual” ($20) and “Post-Conviction Remedies” ($20).
* Prisoner Legal News, P.O. Box 1684, Lake Worth,
FL 33460: A newsletter published by prisoners in
Washington that covers nationwide prison legal
issues. Subscription ratfes are around $10 per year,
*» Southern lllinois University Press, P.O. Box 3697,
Carbondale, IL 62902-3697: Can provide “The
Rights of Prisoners” brochure at no cost.
* Starlite, P.O. Box 20004, St. Petersburg, FL
33742 (813/392-2929 or 800/577-2929): Sells
the CITEBOOK, which is a collection of positive fed-
eral and state case law, both criminal and civil. The
CITEBOOK is updated quarterly and costs $28
($112 annually). Allhougi this is fairly expensive,
perhaps your law library can subscribe; this compa-
ny also sells other books regarding business, con-
sumer and legal issues,
* West Publishing Company, 610 Opperman Drive,
Saint Paul, MN 55123-1340: Publishes “Corrections
and Prisoners Rights in a Nutshell” and “Criminal
Procedures in a Nutshell,” at $17 each.

PARALEGAL

CORRESPONDENCE PROGRAMS

¢ Blackstone School of Law, P.O. Box 871449,
Dallas, TX 75287 (800/826-9228): Offers a well-
known correspondence program.

* Southern Career Institute, 164 West Royal Palm
Rd, Boca Raton, FL 33432 (800/669-2555 or

407/368-2522): Offers a complete paralegal course
that costs $1595 to $1977; monthly payment plans
available. This school is accredited by rﬁe National
Home Study Council.

* The Paralegal Institute, 3602 West Thomas Road
#9 Drawer 11408, Phoenix, AZ 85061-1408
(602/272-1855): Offers paralegal courses for fees
rcngin? between $1290 and $2750. Monthly pay-
ment plans and an Associate degree program avail-
able. Accredited by National Home Study Council.

MINISTRIES & BIBLE STUDIES

* Emmaus Bible Correspondence School, 2570
Asbury Rd, Dubuque, 1A 52001 (319/588-8000):
Offers free Bible courses for prisoners.
* Good News Mission, 1036 Highland Street,
Arlington, VA 22204 (703/979-2200): A Christian
organization that provides support, witnessing and
spiritual counseling to inmates in 110 prisons
across 14 states.
* Guideposts, 39 Seminary Hill Road, Carmel, NY
10512 (914/225-3681): A Christian organization
that publishes Guidepost magazine. Also sponsors
the FIND information network, which provides infor-
mation referrals: FIND Network, P.O. Box 855,
Carmel, NY 10512.
* Hope Aglow Prison Ministries, P.O. Box 3057,
Lynchburg, VA 24503: A nationwide religious orga-
nization !ic! offers Bible study courses.
¢ International Prison Ministry, P.O. Box 63, Dallas,
TX75221.
¢ Liberty Prison Ministries, P.O. Box 8998,
Waukegon, IL 60079: This Christian ministry pub-
lishes the Liberator newsletter.
* Liberty Prison Outreach, 701 Thomas Road,
Lynchburg, VA 24514 (804/239-9281): Provides
religious assistance to prisoners, mostly in central
Virginia; Bible correspondence courses available.
* Prison Fellowship, P.O. Box 17500, Washington,
DC 20041 (703/478-0100): A nationwide ministry
that sponsors spiritual acfivities in prison.
« Prison Ministry of Yokefellows International, The
Yokefellow Center, P.O. Box 482, Rising Sun, MD
21911 (410/658-2661): a religious organization
that offers information and literature to prisoners.
* Set Free Prison Ministries, P.o. Box 5440,
Riverside, CA 92517-9961 (909/787-9907):
Provides an extensive Bible study course.
« Southern Prison Ministry, 910 Ponce de Leon Ave.
NE, Atlanta, GA 30306.
« U.S. Mennonite Central Commitiee, Office of
Criminal Justice, P.O. Box 500, Akron, PA 17501-
0500 (717/859-3889): Offers many publications con-
cerning crime and religion—most are tree fo prisoners.
ISLAMIC ORGANIZATIONS

¢ Islamic Prison Foundation, 1212 New York
Avenue NW #400, Washington, DC 20005: Mostly
works with Muslims in federal prisons.

* The National Incarcerated Muslim Network, ¢/o
Maurice Taylor, #476837, Route 3, Box 59,
Rosharon, TX 77583: A prison-based organization
that networks with incarcerated Muslims Fgor support
and educational purposes.

JUDAISM ORGANIZATIONS
e Aleph Institute, P.O. Box 546564, Surfside, FL
33154 (305/864-5553): A full-service Jewish advo-
cacy agency with regional offices.
 International Coalition for Jewish Prisoners
Services, 1640 Rhode Island Avenue NW,
Washington, DC 20036-3278 (202/857-6582):
Offers support, referrals, guidance, educational and
religious programs, and pen pals.
BUDDHIST/MEDITATION GROUPS
* Humon Kindness Foundation, Prison Ashram
Project, Route 1, Box 201-N, Durham, NC 27705:
Provides reading material for spiritual living.
* Iskcon Prison Ministries, 2936 Esplanade Ave.,
New Orleans, LA 70119.
* Prison Dharma Network, P.O. Box 912, Astor
Station, Boston, MA 02123-0912: Offers Buddhist
meditation literature.
PRISONER RESOURCES—
DEATH PENALTY
e American Civil Liberties Union, Capital
Punishment Project, 122 Maryland Avenue NE,
Washington, DC 20002 (202/675-2321): A branch
of the ACLU that deals with death penalty issues.

¢ American Friends Service Committee, 1501
Cherry Street, Philadelphia, PA 19102 (215/241-
7130): a Quaker peace organization that works to
ban the death penalty as one of their Criminal Justice
projects.
* Amnesty International, Project to Abolish the
Death Penalty, 322 8th Ave., New York, NY 10001-
4808 (212/807-8400): Works to abolish the death
penalty through public letter-writing campaigns.
* Capital Punishment Research Project, P.O. Box
277, Headland, AL 36345 (205/693-5225).
* Catholics Against Capital Punishment, P.O. Box
3125, Arlington, VA 22203 (703/522-5014): A
religious organization against the death penally.
* Death Penalty Information Center, 1606 20th Street
NW, Washington, DC 20009 (202/347-2531).
* Death Row Support Project, P.O. Box 600, Liberty
Mills, IN 46946 (219/982-7480): Offers pen-pal
services fo death row inmates.
* Endeavor Project, P.O. Box 23511, Houston, TX
77228-3511: A magazine produced by and for
prisoners on death row.
* NAACP Llegal Defense Fund, 99 Hudson Street,
16th Floor, New York, NY 10013 (212/219-1200):
A legal branch of the NAACP that supports minority
rights; also has an anti-death penally project.
* National Codlition to Abolish the Death Penalty,
1325 G Street NW, Lower Level B, Washington, DC
20005 (202/347-2411): Works to abolish the death
penalty; provides a state-by-state listing of agencies
against the death penalty (“The Abolitionist’s
Directory,” $2).

OBSOLETE PRISONER AGENCIES

The following addresses are no longer current. These
agencies have moved, gone out of business or simﬂ{v did
nol write baek when we contacted them:

s Askofuk National Committee, 427 N. Broom
Street, Wilmington, DE 19805,

* Commiltee to Abolish Slavery, 324 C Sireet,
#303, Washington, DC 20003.

e CVLP Newsletter, North 46th Street #107,
Phoenix, AZ 10017.

* 5-Star Press, P.O. Box 4167, Halfmoon, NY
12065.

* Inmate Assistance Project, University of Texas,
Austin, TX 78705.

* legal Advice to Inmate Program, Texas Southern
University School of Law, 3201 Wheeler Avenue,
Houston, TX 77004.

* legal Associates West, P.O. Box 255784,
Sacramento, CA 95865-5784.

« Liberation of Ex-Offenders through Employment,
309 E. St. NW, Washington, DC 20001.

o NIJ, U.S. Dept. of Justice, 1790 30th Street #130,
Boulder, CO 80301

* NTL Low Center, 1337 22nd St.
Washington, DC 20037.

o Offender Aid Project, 1325 G Street #620,
Washington, DC 20005.

* Prison Ashram Project, 49 W. Jersey Ave., RD4,
Pleasantville, NJ 08232,

* Prison Families Anonymous, 353 Fulton Avenue,
Hempstead, NY 11550.

* Prisoners’ Aid Society, P.O. Box 3219, Oak
Ridge, TN 37831-3219.

* Prisoner’s Personal Aid, 6001 Gulf Freeway, B-
103, Houston, TX 77203,

* People with AIDS Prison Project, P.O. Box
300339, Denver, CO 80203.

* Sentencing Project, 1156 15th Street NW,
Washington, DC 20005.

« Southern Coalition on Prisons and Jails, P.O. Box
120044, Nashville, TN 37212.

* Tower Press Publishers, 410 Penn Street,
Holidaysburg, PA 16648.

* Women's Prison Survival News, WPSN, P.O. Box
770 Station P, Toronto, Ontario, M5W 1P7,
Canada.

NW,

Changes, additions and new
information should be sent to:
Prison Life Magazine
Resources Department
505 8th Avenue
New York, NY 10018
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Last of the real Blackmen. 32, 6, 190#,
handsome. Gets out soon. Will write
back all. John Hamilton, #56659, P.O.
Box 2017, Buena Vista, CO 81211.

SWM, 38, 6’2", 2104#, hazel eyes, light-
brown hair, very good shape, college
grad, writer seeking female 30-55 for
meaningful relationship—less than two
years to parole board. Derrick Corley,
#90T1984, Box 700, Wallkill NY 12589-
0700.

Lockdown in Michigan. From Canoga
Park, CA. No Games. SWM, 35, 6", 2004,
hazel eyes, brown auburn hair with long
tail.Born 7/7/59. You won’t be sorry.
Johnny Gavid, #E163272, P.O. Box 779,
Marquette, MI 49855,

Interested in men who are serious about
establishing a healthy relationship. Age 30
up and who know how to treat a woman.
I'm doing a 12 year sentence, 10 down
already. I'm 34, 9mglt and I love to wravel
and listen to rock ‘n’ roll. Sandra
Rodriguez, #423988, 1401 State School
Rd., Cratesville, TX 76599,

Eighth yr. down, 6’5", 39, long hair,
attractive Jewish dreamer. Create a
future with me. You: A woman whose pri-
mary concerns are God, respect and
equitability. If all else is negotiable com-
mentary, I'm yours. Letter, photo,
dreams to: Wayne Sommerfield, P.O.Box
1989-24894, Ely, NV 89301.

My mail is too depressing. I'm an artist
in lockdown looking for correspon-
dence. Would like to write homegirl
from Philly or New York; like white and
Puerto Rican. George Stone, #806676,
lowa State Pen, P.O. Box 316, Ft
Madison, IA 52627.

SWF, 33, 5’4", 135#, blonde, blue eyes.
Down only a minute, many hours to go.
Seeking friendship, companionship with
SWM, age not an issue. Debra Matthews,
#54799, 515-20-1-L, P.O. Box 1508,
Chowchilla, CA 93610-1508.

NOTE: ADS IN PEN PALS ARE $10/ISSUE.
SUBSCRIBERS GET ONE AD FREE WITH A PAID

SUBSCRIPTION.

ALSO: ALL FEDERAL AND MANY STATE
PRISONS PROHIBIT CORRESPONDENCE
BETWEEN PRISONERS. ALL SUCH MAIL
WILL NOT GO THROUGH.
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SWM, 21, br hair, 6’17, 175 #, hazel eyes
seeks female for [riendship, possible
love. Getting out in 2000. Anthony
Hartman, #CB-6931, SCI Huntingdon,
1100 Pike Street, Huntingdon, PA 16654-
1112,

I'm a punk! Faggot and homosexual.
Most of all, I'm doing life. But I'm hon-
est, if that counts at all. In today’s soci-
ety, I hope it does. Keith A. Warren, Box
1989-23562, Ely, NV 89301-1989.

“They say there is a woman for every
man, where is my womanz, I need you!,
Now!, DWM, Italian, br hair, blue eyes,
57117, 185lbs, 37. Emotionally strong and
honest seeking a caring female to take
away this dreadful loneliness of incarcera-
tion through correspondence that can
lead to a possible long term relation, 1
need a fresh start and second chance.
Home in 2 1/2 vears. Chris Mirra #85a-
7251 2911 Arthur Kill RD, Staten Island
N.Y. 10309

In search of ex-boyfriend, Eric Vaugh:
Nickname Duracell. Eric or anyone
knowing the whereaabouts of Eric
Vaugh. Contact me at, Susie Factor P.O
Box 751434 Houston, TX, 77275-1434

SWM, 43, 5'11" 200Ibs Seeks a muscular
jocker or booty bandit who is out soon.
Can provide a fresh start to an honest
sincere man, place to live and employ-
ment. Send Photo. All letters answered.
G.K.C., Po Box 4036, ClarksBurg WV
26302-4036

WM Lifer, 34, 228lbs. Long Brown hair,
Hazel eyes. “Retired” Martial Arts
instructor. Interests include bodybuild-
ing, martial arts and beautiful hard-
bodys. I have a B.S. in the marketing and
a M.S. in Promotional Marketing from
O.5.U. No games. Sorry, but I can only
receive letters from noninstitutional
addresses. Bill Wanless 211723, Dick
Conner Corr. Center, Box 220, Hominy ,
Oklahoma 74035

I'm a MACA-RONI looking for my TEN-
DER-RONI. I've been down eight total,
and I'm looking for photos. In return, 1
will send Mac-photo. I love a woman with
a lot of her wagon dragon’. Same on
photos. Angelo Gomez Wright, #20544,
U.S.P.-STAR-3-B-11-B, P.O.B. 250,
Draper, UT 84020.

SWM, 21, Br hair, 6" 17, 175 lhs. Hazel
eves, secks female for friendship possible
love. Getting out in 2000. Anthony
Hartman #CB-6931 S.C.I. Huntingdon
1100 Pike Street Huntingdon, PA. 16654-
1¥12,

W/M, 35, politically and locally active.
Max. release date 7/2003. I'm stuck:
Lonely in America’s “Dairyland.” No one
this handsome should be lonely. Charles

Yoder, P.O. Box 351, Waupun, WI
53963-0351.
Natural Aryan Warrior lookin’ to de-

filthify the very presupposition of life:

sex. That's lu.{ht ladies, ves, vou too kan
assist in loping my mule! I barter art an’
depth for your supplements (photos,
kites) to my klinikal lTl;lSllllhdlnl‘g stud-
ies. Dennis Lee “Mule” Marsh. Fair fit
and solid frame. Swapped photo to kon-
firm. P.O.B. 351, Waupunk, Wisconsin
53963. Only freethinkers need respond.

SWM, 170#, br. hair, hz. eves,
educated. Been down 4 got 3 to do,
Would like to correspond with anybody
who would like to share a mutual friend-
ship. Peace! Val Haase, #883152, P.O,
Box 8907, Michigan City, IN 46361.

23, 5797,

36 yr old Indian Warrior looking for
compassionate woman to share conversa-
tion with thru letters. I have many inter-
ests and I'm full of warmth and desires.
Don Gingras, A013265, Montana State
Prison, 700 Conley Lk Rd., Deer Lodge,
Montana 59722,




Yeah, get me some.. ..

$14.95
$14.95

A Black [ White

S ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIr
Send check or money order plus $3.00 P&H to:
PLM Shirts, P.O. Box 537, Stone Ridge, NY 12484.
NY residents only add 8.
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Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy.

LA

clgarette oy r i '\‘;i:.:\:iL:’Iu;




