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“America’s Greatest Living Convict Writer . . . “
Prison Life magazine

Edward Bunker

“One of the finest
achievements of prison
literature, and, indeed,

of that much larger body of
literature about criminals.”

H. Bruce Franklin
Prison Literature in America

&,

“In No Beast So Fierce, readers
gl - will be able to discover urgent
o os Asgeies it e truths aboiit crimhe and
punishment—and therefore
about our ultimate concern
with freedom—set down by a

vigorous and important writer.”
William Styron, from the
introduction to No Beast So Fierce

“Quite simply, one of the ﬁ
me novels of the pas

Order your copy of this classic crime novel by one
of America’s greatest writers and receive a spe-
cial AUTOGRAPHED COPY for only $10, plus
$2.50 P&H. Don’t miss this opportunity to get your
signed edition. Available only from BOOKS ON
THE BLOCK, The Prison Life Book Club.

Use the order form on page 78.




OUR DESIGNS ARE A LOT LIKE LEVI’S.
BUT CONTRARY TO WHAT YOU MIGHT THINK,
WE DIDN’ T STEAL THEM.

For a free catalog of clothing made by inmates at the Oregon State Penitentiary,
call 1-800-597-7472. or web site http://www.teleport.com/-jailjean
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23 Hollywood Goes to Prison

What happens when a Hollywood film director and @
prison-educated poet team up to make a movie inside
San Quentin? Prison Life interviews Taylor Hackford,
director of Blood In, Blood Out, based on the epic vision

of Jimmy Santiago Baca.

29 A Short, Brutal Life

Terry Fitzsimmons entered the Canadian prison system a

R Confused 18-year-old kid. Ten years later a deranged

killer emerged fo seek revenge on society.

32 A CURE for Crime
Report from the Capital: Prison Life attends the Fifth
National CURE Convention. News on America’s grass-

roots movement fo reform the criminal justice system.

36 FICTION

Animal Factory

In the first installment of Edward Bunker’s classic prison
novel, a veteran convict becomes mentor to a fresh fish

and teaches him to survive in the penitentiary.
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AMERICAN O

t had been another marathon day.

I was up at 2:30 a.m., wrote from

three to five, and by six I was on my
way into the city. A full day of meetings
wound down around seven in the
evening. After consulting with Profes-
sor Afghani, an American entrepre-
neur if ever there was one, by nine that
night I was on the road again. Traffic
on the Henry Hudson Parkway and
over the George Washington Bridge
was moderate. I surfed the radio air-
waves looking for just the right tunes
to carry me into the heartland.

Then I heard a voice, the voice of
the voiceless. I recognized Mumia
Abu-Jamal and realized once again
that this was August 17, the day Mumia
had been scheduled to be executed.
Cries of outrage and support for Jamal
from around the world had resulted in
an indefinite stay; I believe they feared
riots in the streets. A reporter from
WBAI in New York and a German jour-
nalist had managed to breach media
blackout lines and talk with Jamal
while he was being held at a county jail
in Philadelphia during several days of
hearings before the notorious hanging
judge Albert Sabo, Mumia’s modulat-
ed tones and radical, egoless thoughts
(“There are many Mumia Abu-Jamals
on death rows all across America.”)
were just what I needed to prepare me
for this journey.

Heading west on Interstate 80, I
saw the sign "Welcome to Pennsylva-
nia: America Begins Here” that my
wife had written of in her Prison Life
piece on Jamal. Around midnight, I
stopped for gas and food at a truck
stop that had tiny pay TV sets before
the stools at the counter and in the
booths. Flanked by teamsters eating
apple pie a la mode and pumping
quarters into their mini-tubes, I really
felt as though I had entered another
America, a twisted land of superhigh-
ways, ubiquitous TV, bad food and
horrendous architecture. By the time
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by Richard Stratton
Editor & Publisher

I checked into the motel my friend’s
wife recommended in Lewisburg, PA,
I had put in a 24-hour day.

“Which one?” the woman at the
front desk answered the next morning
when I asked her how to get to the
prison. I knew the area, remembered it
from the days when I came through on
the Bureau of Prisons bus. Then there
were just three federal joints: the peni-
tentiary: Lewisburg, with its satellite
camp; and Allenwood, one of the first

Richard Stratton, family and friends at the
federal prison in Danbury, CT.

of the so-called “country club” prisons.
That was ten years ago. Now I had
crossed into Prison America, a virtual
state of siege, and I needed directions
to the new federal prison complex.

I wanted to get there early to beat
the crowds. When 1 drove into the
complex, I was stunned. Which one,
indeed. I pulled to the side of the
road at the top of a rolling hill for a
panoramic view. I was surrounded by
prisons. Fences and walls festooned
with gleaming ribbons of concertina

WNED

wire stretched in all directions. It was
as though I had strayed into some vast
Prisonland theme park: here a prison,
there a prison, everywhere a prison-
prison. The architecture was an omi-
nous Taco Bell style. I was struck by
how closely prisons have come to
resemble the new fuel-and-fast-food
complexes sprouting along the Amer-
ican highway. Squat, brooding gun-
towers and silver rolls of razor wire
have replaced the Golden Arches. Get
in on the latest hot franchise; be the
first in your community to open a new
MacPrison.

The road wound through the
Federal Prison Complex at White
Deer. There was no mistaking the
maximum security joint. A sense of
doom emanated from its massive
walls. The first prison I tried was not
the right one. There were gradations
in security I couldn’t fathom: a few
less strands of razor wire; no guntow-
ers. Still, no one was going to get out.
And even if one did, the escape was
further into Prisonland.

When I found the right institution
and entered, I was reminded of a com-
ment a friend had made when he
came to visit me at the federal prison
in Otisville in the mid-"80s. “One
thing these people know how to do is
run prisons.” American ingenuity,
American efficiency: if you want to see
it happen, make it a business. The

Jjoint was clean, antiseptic. But when I

went to the front desk to fill out the
visiting forms, they told me the com-
puter was down. Panic in cyberspace,
an electronic riot that meant the cops
had to call my friend’s Unit Team and
check to see if my name was on his
approved visitors list. Paranoia took
hold. Eight years in prison had only
served to strengthen my conviction to
question authority. Are they wiring
the visiting room? If they let me in,
will they let me out?

It was just after eight in the morn-



ing, already a number of the faithful
had gathered and were waiting
patiently to enter the prison. I
watched two Muslim women in tradi-
tional dark robes as they struggled
with three young children, one of
whom was a surprisingly happy and
active little boy with a badly deformed
spine. They worried over the bizarre
questionnaire: Are you bringing any
explosives? Weapons? Dope? Two
teenage Italian boys and a man I
guessed was their grandfather; an old,
Fastern European couple; a young,
skinny blonde; a Latino man in his
early thirties: incomplete couples and
families waited for a brief reunion
with their imprisoned others.
Gradually we were admitted, first
through the metal detector that always
goes off on account of my bionic hip.
I had to take off my shoes and belt
before some young Pennsylvania farm-
boy dressed up as a corrections officer
stamped my wrist with special ink that
shows up under ultra violet light.
Then we passed through a series of
electronically controlled doors, up a
ramp into the parched, denuded com-
pound. Some people say these new
prisons look like college campuses; if
so, this place was Harvard from hell.
The idea seems to be to eradicate all

©1995 Death Row Records/Interscope Records.All Rights Reserved.

traces of nature, replace grass, trees
and plants with cinderblock, concrete,
metal and plastic foliage.

[t was eerie going back in after five
years on the outside. I have visited
other prisons; the previous week I had
been to see a friend at the federal
prison in Danbury, Connecticut. But
that is an older joint, all women now,
and more like a real prison than some
huge industrial park and regional cor-
porate headquarters. This was the first
time I had been inside one of the
modern mega-prisons, my first excur-
sion to B.O.P. Prisonland, Inc. The
place had all the tenor and atmos-
phere of a futuristic factory where the
product is kept hidden. What unset-
tled me was how normal it seemed to
everyone but me.

None of the prisoners was in the
large visiting room when we entered.
The furniture, UNICOR modular, was
arranged in neat rows. The cops man-
ning the visiting room, a clean-cut pair
who could just as easily have been run-
ning a convenience store, were all
business. Whole families, there to
spend a day with dad or brother or
son, staked out tables and chairs. The
kids flocked around vending machines
where they bought armloads of pack-
aged food they spread on tables picnic-

style. A concrete-walled outdoor area
furnished with UNICOR patio sets—
tables and benches with umbrellas—
made me think of poolside at the
Motel California, where there is no
pool and you can’t check out.

In one’s and two’s, khaki-clad pris-
oners entered from the shake-down
room. | recognized a black convict
with whom I had been locked up at
MCC New York a decade before. He
didn’t look as though he had aged a
day, but his mother was in a wheel-
chair. As prisoners and visitors filled
the room, I remembered the bitter-
sweet feelings a visit stirred in me
while I was a prisoner. I watched
momentarily as whole families experi-
enced the joy and heartache of being
reunited with a loved one, who would
soon have to return to his cell.

For nearly three hours, my friend
regaled me with his intelligence. 1
thought about the waste of imprison-
ing a man like this, a nonviolent, first-
time marijuana offender. It cost
taxpayers upwards of thirty grand a
year to keep him here in Prisonland
like some captive specimen from
outer America. He should be out
working and raising his family. I met a
few of his friends, other drug prison-

(continued on page 74)
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Jim Ballard, locked up in Orofino,
Idaho, contributed the piece on post-
release benefits. “I'm in my tenth
straight year of doing time,” Jim writes.
“Thanks for giving me the chance to
write for your mag.” Look for more of
Jim's work in upcoming issues.

Ex-con Edward Bunker, author of such
hard-boiled classics as No Beast So Fierce
and Animal Factory (excerpted in this
issue), lives in Hollywood, CA, where
he writes novels and screenplays.
Bunker, who was the cover story of
PL’s Sept./Oct. issue (“America’s
Greatest Living Convict Writer”), has
been heralded as one of the few Amer-
ican writers who have created authen-
tic literature out of their experiences
as criminals.

Michael Chavaux, PL’s May Celly of
the Month and business editor, wrote
“Gettin’ Out & Goin’ for the Green—
Legally.” From Michigan’s Adrian
Temporary Facility, he runs a mail
order service for fortune hunters and
wrote a book on buying used cars.

Michael Corsentino, the photographer
and writer of this issue’s cover story, vis-
ited Alabama shortly after he heard that

chain gangs were being resurrected. “I
knew there was a story there,” he says.
Corsentino took a break from his job as
a graphic designer in NYC to spend an
entire week on the chain gang.

Alex Friedmann, our resource editor,
has spent two years compiling data on
agencies and resources for prisoners, ex-
cons and their families. He continues
his research at S.C.C.C. in Clifton, TN.

Steve Gressak illustrated this issue's
guest editorial. He works as a freelance
illustrator in New York,

Joseph Hernandez, illustrator of

“Who’s Got the Money,” is a graffiti
artist and illustrator locked up at Green
Haven Correctional in New York.

Even though he’s stuck in the Hole in
Texas, Henry Herz is able to supply PL
with top-notch illustrations and
comics, shown throughout the issue.

B.D. Hill, illustrator of the excerpt
from Animal Factory, is serving a 30-
year bid in Huntsville, TX.

Peter Schmidt, formerly a corporate
lawyer, writes the “Just in Case” col-
umn, a synopsis of relevant federal
rulings.

Save up to

on fashion prescnphon
eyewear & shades!

Money Back
Satisfaction
Guaranteed!

Optical, Inc.
P.0. Box 680030, Dept PL53
North Miami, FL 33168

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.
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WORD

by Chris Cozzone, Executive Editor

t's a rare occasion when correc-
tions departments or the
B.O.P. give the media any sort
of access to a prison. Normally, you
have to submit a stack of paperwork
and go through a lot of verbal bullshit
in order to see a single prisoner.
Although they cannot legally deny a
prisoner access to the media, the
white shirts in charge of media rela-
tions can (and do) stall you past your
deadline by gnlnq you the “lack of
staff at this point” excuse or “Mr. So-
and-So is in the Hole right now and
not allowed media visits.”

Things change when the prison-
crats want the publicity.

Freelance photographer Michael
Corsentino was able to shoot the
Alabama chain gang featured in this
issue for eight days. Hell, the Alabama
D.O.C. invited him in. “*C’'mon on
down and git all the pictures vou
want,” they told him, knowing that the
public eats this shit up.

Of course, I'm sure the good ol
boys down there had no idea Corsenti-
no's expos¢ would not only portray
the atrocities of life on the chain gang
but would end up in the evil Prison
Life magazine.

The Alabama prisoncrats want
everyone to know. Those rednecks
want the world to see what they're
doing, how they're straightening out
society’s “scum” and getting their
highways cleaned for free.

“Yessah massah boss, you sure
know how to work us criminals to
death . . . Nossir, wouldn’t dare com-
mit anutha crime now . .. "

Read on: You'll see how fucked up
the whole thing is.

And you wonder why this country is
plagued with slanted journalism? Why
the public is so unsympathetic to the
human rights violations of American
prisoners? Easy—because everything is
controlled by access and cooperation
by the guys in charge. Once people
start seeing real images of American
prison life, there's hope that things
might change. Look at America’s reac-
tion to Vietnam. Look at Bosnia. South
Africa. Even the bombing in Oklahoma
City. What if there had been no images
or film clips of those horror stories? Do
you think they would have gotten the
attention they did if we had to merely
visualize the scenes? Doubt it

Prisoncrats know what they are

doing when they limit journalists.
They are protecting themselves from
being exposed, from losing control
and from facing the truth that prisons
are nothing but monster factories.
Chain gangs, control units, guard
brutality and wretched conditions are
not going to produce anything for
society but animals.

Case in point: Terry Fitzsimmons,
a dark product of the Canadian cor-
rection system. Fitzsimmons started his
criminal career as a confused, 18-year-
old convenience store thief. He ended
it ten years later by injecting himself
with the HIV-infected blood of his
fourth murder victim and turning
himselfl in to the police. Shortly before
his death, Fitzsimmons spent time with
Prison Life’s Canadian correspondent
Oriana Conti and explained how the
lethal combination of years in the
Hole, inadequate counseling and zero
rehabilitation turned a troubled man
into a raving maniac.

The same theme is explored in
this issue’s fiction supplement, an
excerpt from Edward Bunker’s prison
classic, Animal Factory. Bunker, whose
ugly mug graced our September
cover, tells lhc story of a young, San
()_ucnlm con whose spirit is destroyed
by the criminal justice system,

It's people like Charlie and
Pauline Sullivan, freeworld founders
of an organization called CURE (Citi-
zens Reunited for the Rehabilitation
of Errants) who are doing real work in
the field of corrections. Prison Life
attended their fifth national conven-
tion in D.C. and met similar-minded
people committed to prison reform.

For those of you gettin® out soon,
read Jim Ballard’s low-down on post-
release benefits. And our business edi-
tor Michael Chavaux is back with
three ideas for legal businesses you
can start for under $300.

The only thing that’s missing is
Bubba. He's been put in the Hole for
running a business, i.c. writing his col-
umn for Prison Life. Actually, we were
hoping they'd transfer him to Lime-
stone and stick his sorry ass on the
chain gang, but they couldn’t find a
pair of shackles wide enough to fit his
fat ankles.

For all you dudes missin’ your loved
ones over the holidays, hang in there
and try to make the most of it. We hope
this issue will make the time easier.

FAR FRoMm HOME?
Neep Your Lovep ONES?

If you are far from home, the Law
Offlces of Benmnéhuff & Ramirez can |
| assist you in moving you closer to
your loved ones. We ha\'c been able
to accomplish this both in the federal
system and in various states.

We have found that the chance for
rehabilitation is greatly improved
when there is proximity to family and
loved ones.

[f you find yourself far from your
family and loved ones, please write to
us. We will employ all of our years of
experience to help you. Our rates are
reasonable and we will provide a
very prompt response.

INTERNATIONAL PRISONERS
Go Home!

Not only do we have years of expe-
rience moving prisoners closer to
their families, but we're also able to
assist prisoners in returning to their
homelands to complete their sen-
tences. We have been successful with
prisoners from the following coun-
tries: Austria, Belgium, Canada,
Cyprus, Denmark, France, Germany,
Greece, Iceland, Ireland, Italy, Lux-
embourg, Malta, Netherlands, Nor-
way, Portugal, Spain, Sweden,
Switzerland and the United King-
dom.

LIBERTAD TEMPRANA
PArRA PRrREsOs HisPANOS

Los prisoneros Hispanos, especial-
mente en el sistema federal, pueden
ser transferidos hacia México,
Espana, Bolivia, Pert y Panama para
recibir libertad temprana, y vivir
cerca de sus seres queridos através
de los servicios del Bufete de Ben-
ninghoff & Ramirez. Atraves de
nuestras oficinas hemos proveido la
transferencia a muchisimos pris-
oneros Hispanos.

Los prisoneros transferidos
podrin recibir libertad immediata
bajo fianza, libertad temprana para
trabajar, y tiempo libre por buena
conducta. También, hemos tenido
mucho exito con prisoneros a los
cuales se les ha negado la transfer-
encia anteriormente.

Favor de escribir a la siguiente
direccion para que reciba un folleto
descriptivo prparado especialmente
para prisoneros Hispanos.

Write to (Escriba a):
BENNINGHOFF & RAMIREZ
P.O. Box 1355
SAN JuaN CAPISTRANO, CA 92675
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PRISONER TO FREEWORLDER:

“GET OVER IT”

by Karl C. Johnson

y first ever death threat came in the morning’s

mail. It was a venomous response from a free-

worlder to an op-ed piece I wrote in the Oregon-
ian expressing valid concerns about convicted criminals.
On behalf of America’s incarcerated, I feel compelled to
issue a rebuttal. Here are a few excerpts from the free-
worlder’s letter:

These eriminals think they have an opinion because a rag-ass
newspaper like the Oregonian gives them one. They think someone
believes their sorry story about doing hard time. Even on a good
day, the mother of an inmale has to admit that her son is nothing
better than a lying idiot.

Sorry, but we prisoners do form our own ideas and we
certainly have opinions, especially about imprisonment.
And Mom said she not only believed my hard-time story,
she doesn’t think I'm an idiot either. I didn’t press her
on the lying part—it's an occupational necessity for any
criminal. Others who understand our “sorry story about
doing time” include the
National Prison Project of
the American Civil Liberties
Union, Amnesty Interna-
tional, the Human Rights
Watch, Prison Fellowship
and the Fortune Society.
Members of these organiza-
tions have spent time in
prison, either as convicts or
as volunteers. They speak
with intimate knowledge of
the difficulties any human
faces doing time. Nation-
wide, thousands of local reli-
gious volunteers and tens of thousands of prisoners’
family members have seen the destructive results of
prison firsthand.

than

They think they don’t like life in prison, when in fact they love
it! They love to brag lo all their criminal friends about their
pathetic erimes. They love to learn new criminal skills and they
love being with other men because their homosexual lust is not
only fulfilled in prison but they can also justify it.

If they don’t love il, why do they keep going back? The reason is
because it s their home, it's the only place where they truly belong.

All too often this is true. I recently heard a man brag inces-
santly about the eightball of coke he'd score and the new
“Vette he'd steal his first day out. For each such braggart,
however, I can find two men striving to change their lives.

Unfortunately, many sincere ones will return because
like most people, they're steering their lives down the path

10 PRISON LIFE

People still snivelling
about ruined lives rather
lgrabbing hold and
rebuilding, are doing so
because they like the
victim role.

of least resistance and the lifestyle they know is better than
one they don’t know.

Prison rape is a problem that has as much to do with
homosexuality as street rape has to do with heterosexuali-
ty—nothing at all. Bullies will always try to exploit others
through sheer physical strength. Rape is one of their tools.
[t proves a man’s brutality, granting him power over those
who can’t fight him. The truth of the matter is there are
many more victims than rapists. A “consenting homosexu-
al” is in no way related to a turned-out boy-toy raped into
submission, forced to provide any service to avoid another
vicious shower session.

So why do so many people return to prison? In very few
cases, it's because the person’s truly an animal, belonging
nowhere else. More often, prison becomes home. Many
prisoners were mandated by the state to spend their child-
hoods in foster homes, bouncing from one state-regiment-
ed institution to another before winding up in the state
pen: reform schools to state hospitals to juvenile justice
centers. To them, prison is the only place they belong
because it’s the only place they know.

They think someone else is
to blame. Their life in prison
is not their fawll. They blame
the “system,” their mother or
Jather, the prison nurse or
even Dear Abby for their prob-
lems. They do not know how
lo accept any responsibility.

Listing factors contribut-
ing to crime is not shifting
blame. Psychologists and
sociologists aren’t provid-
ing excuses when they
point out cultural, social and environmental factors lead-
ing to crime. Criminals aren’t shirking responsibility by
acknowledging events in their lives that led them to com-
mit a crime. It's part of the self-discovery process. I went to
prison because [ broke the law. [ knew [ could be pun-
ished, but felt the potential gain outweighed the potential
loss. I broke the law because I wanted to.

Now [ don’t want to. I want normalcy. To get that, I must
explore what led me to become a criminal. I'm not blam-
ing society or my family or even Dear Abby. I'm not trying
1o assign blame. I'm trying to fix the problem.

They think they deserve to be treated as humans while they are
doing time. In fact, the way they have robbed, raped, assaulted,
sold drugs and torn wp respectable communities, proves they are
not human and not worthy of being considered part of society. A
good alternative to “doing time” playing cards and watching TV
would be to work these useless animals to death. Another cost effec-



Ilustration by Stephen Gressak
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tive measwre would be to shoot habitual offenders and drug deal-
ers right in the court room and not waste money in transporia-
tion and warehousing.

Increased crime is a symptom, not a cause of our social
ills. So, too, is the treatment of criminals. Perhaps we
don’t deserve human treatment. Perhaps we should
appeal to the ASPCA rather than the ACLU when we're
mistreated. But we are human. We are the part of society
that reflects America’s darkest side.

But we refuse to be dehumanized. That is our most
human trait. Should slave labor, concentration camps and
summary execution become the norm, we’ll behave as
humans always behave when faced with gross tyranny.
Some of us will sell out to our warders, some of us will die
refusing to cooperate, but most of us will muddle through,
trying to make our lives and our friends’ lives better.

As for work—we’ll work, but as men, not draft animals.
Give us some incentive and we’ll line up for it. Why do
convicts spend the summer fighting [ires for a promised
$1.25 an hour that they sometimes never even receive? A
couple of months watching MacGyver and The Equalizer
and we’d volunteer for road crews and chain gangs, any-
thing to move the time along and send us to bed tired.
Treat us like humans, allow us some hope, let us be pro-
ductive. Then the money spent in keeping us won’t be
wasted.

They think that oncee their time is done they are forgiven. No
matter what kind of time they serve it is not enough to make them
pay for the scars they have left on their victims and our commu-
nities. They may walk away after a few years of easy time, but the
victims have to live with the shit that these punks have spread on
their lives. No time can evase the feelings of fear, hatred and gen-
eral mistrust generated by the criminal sub-culture,

You know, I don’t really give a damn if I'm forgiven.
That’s not my problem. People still parading victimiza-
tion after a year or so, people still snivelling about ruined
lives rather than grabbing hold and rebuilding, are
doing so because they like the victim role.

It’s true, no amount of time I do can heal my victims’
wounds. That’s because doing time is not constructive—
not for my victims, for me or for society. My five-year sen-
tence served no real purpose. I received some
counseling; I doubt if my victims received any.

While I was down, I should have been involved in
counseling with my victims. Counseling I paid for. Coun-
seling aimed at teaching me the damage I did. Counsel-
ing aimed at teaching my victims to let go of their rage,
to learn to forgive—not for my sake, but for their own.

The freeworlder’s final words: fohnson, I would bet that
this isn’l your first prison experience, and I bet that once you get
oul you're planning to ve-offend. I can only hope that you do it
in my neighborhood so I can kill you. Until then, I can only con-
Linue to arm myself and dream aboul serving true justice.

This was my first, and I hope, only prison experience.
I'm not planning to reoffend but I can’t promise I won’t.
After all, the fact that I did it once proves that I'm capable
of doing it again. Nevertheless, I try to recognize and cor-
rect my real thinking errors. But there are so many, the
cycle is so ingrained, I may not make it.

One of my counseling handbooks points out that suc-
cess in recovery is not based on how well I do in life or by
how good I feel about myself. Success is measured by
having no more victims. Being successful is how I dream
about serving true justice.

PRISON LIFE 11
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BONKERS FOR BUNKER

Thank you, Richard Stratton, for
introducing us to Edward Bunker in
your September/October ‘95 issue.
Edward Bunker is a great writer peri-
od. The words “convict writer” are too
limiting. Like all great writers, he
draws his talent from the depths of
his soul and experiences. He is willing
to share all that with his readers,
while opening up his heart and soul.
Bravo! To a great writer and a great
man!

Richard Stratton needs to be con-
gratulated for writing a superb bio-
graphical essay on Buhker. It is
obvious from Stratton’s writing style
that he, too, is an excellent writer,
reporter and editor. Prison Lifeand its
readers are fortunate to have him.

Where can we order all of
Edward Bunker’s books?

Samuel [. Smolen, [r.
Dannemora, N.Y.

Unfortunately, Edward Bunker’s
books are out of print in the United Slates.
You can, however, order some titles, such
as No Beast So Fierce, from the Prison
Life bookstore—Books on the Block. See
the ad on page 78 for ordering informa-
tion. Bunker's San Quentin novel, Ani-
mal Factory, is excerpted in this issue of
Prison Life.

—Editors

COMPTON: YOU'RE COOL
I have just finished reading Vir-
ginia Compton’s article, “No Place for
a Woman,” in the September/Octo-
ber issue. The article was com-
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pelling and insightful, a first-rate
piece of journalism that courageously
addressed the distinct crisis that incar-
cerated women face every day. I am
grateful that you recanted your deci-
sion to decline being an “inside” cor-
respondent for Prison Lifeand instead,
opted to once again display the
proverbial “open for business” sign.
Your unique perspective, intelli-
gent and frank writing is very much
appreciated and installs a whole new
dimension of respectability to Prison
Life magazine.
Joseph R. Pulliam
Represa, CA

PRAISE FOR BACA

Just finished reading Chris Coz-
zone’s story on Jimmy Santiago Baca
in the July-August issue. It’s nice to
read a success story about a convict!
Mainstream media rarely print any-
thing about a con returning to society
and doing the right things. As for
Baca, and many other convicts out in
the real world or about to return,
they must be strong enough within
the soul to let prison go. Wake up
from the nightmare and the next step
will be peaceful dreams instead of
haunted screams.

Baca said when he was released
from the pits of hell that he wanted to
return. Either he’s a sadist or prison
almost got the best of him—as it does
to too many. Instead, Baca turned the
table of torment into a picnic of posi-
tive achievement. Bravo for Baca!
He's a perfect role model for convicts
who are trying to get something out
of their lives.

There are many talented writers,
artists and critics within prison walls.
Speaking from firsthand experience,
with 11 years down, a few of them in
solitary, 1 know that solitude can
broaden a prisoner’s perspective and
increase the senses. Or it can turn a
human into a savage.

Yes, Baca has bitten with his fangs
into the sweet pie of life instead of the
poison of prison. More power to him.

Un Vato Loco,

Georgie Fields

Menard Corvectional Institulion, IL.

GET THE WORD OUT

I'm writing in response to the
article in the July-August issue by Jon
Marc Taylor regarding the Reader’s
Digest article portraying our nation’s
prisons as resorts. I'm hip to the arti-
cle’s deliberate attempt to “smoke
screen” society and was genuinely
appalled at the Reader’s Digest author’s
ignorance so brazenly displayed by
his inability to speak the truth.

The three accounts of real truth
behind prison conditions were re-
layed as poignantly and accurately as
any I've ever read. I applaud those fel-
low cons for their gallantry.

But this needs further exploita-
tion. How many who need to hear
these true-life accounts actually sub-
scribe to Prison Life? These articles
need to make the big time periodi-
cals—the newspapers around the
country via the Associated Press and
magazines read by the general public:
Reader’s Digest, Life, Time, McCall’s,
Good Housekeeping, etc. What a shame
for the talents of these men to go
unnoticed. Prison Life is a wonderful

magazine, but we can’t just let it
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Draper,

stop there. We need to educate the
public about the show job the media
is sending.

Whatever happens, let’s get this
article out to the world. We cons
already know the truth. It’s our job to
see that everyone else does too.

Thanks for making a difference.

Bryon Mildenhall
Central Utah C.F., UT

RATHER BE HOMELESS
THAN HERE

I'm locked down here at SCI-
Green, a max security prison in PA,
and I think your mag is the real deal.
I'm glad you talked about the people
who think we have it so good in
prison. I don’t see where I have it so
good. I'm from Philly so I can’t see
most of my family because they're too
far away. I'm in the Hole so only
immediate family can come see me—
behind a glass. My mom and grand-
mom passed away this year so that's
the end of my visits.

Oh yeah, they were giving out
lunch a couple days ago and about
five or six of us had spit on our trays.
Somebody took time out to spit on
our trays. Yeah, we got it real good.

I'd rather be homeless with noth-
ing than here.

Jermaine Thompson
SCI-Green, PA

CONVICT CODE: KEY-RYEST!

Just finished reading your July-
August issue, and it’s time for me to
speak out, which I usually do for all
the hardcore mofo’s in this hell-hole.
As we all share the PL. mag here at the
Special Management Unit (SMU), we
read a story in your last issue of some
wanna-tell-everyone-he’s-a-hardcore

motherfucker who says he’s
earned his patch, blah blah blah, and
that everyone else is a chump (“Revis-
ing the Convict Code,” by Jorge
Renaud). He tells it all the way from
protective segregation. (Guess he did-
n’t brag about that.) Revisions in the
Convict Code from broke-down moth-
erfuckers who can’t hang no more?

On another note—listen up folks
and listen good, ‘cause there are hun-
dreds of Greg Waleski's (“Honor is
Everything,” same issue) comin’ in
and going out. I may not know him
personally, but I know the attitude
and it sounds damn straight to me!

What? If the system changes,
we're supposed to change and coop-
erate? Oh, gee, I don’t like the atti-
tude of the new guys so I'll take my
sorry broken down ass to lockup forev-
er and give speeches on how life just
isn’t the same anymore? Key-Ryest!
Can we get some motherfuckers to
just stud up and ride the storm?

I've been to death row, did that
gig. Now I'm doin’ the life thing. Sure
hated to leave my bro Mike behind
(nothing eats at my soul more). I've
been on the yard, didn’t have to act
like a fool, just stood my ground. They
enjoy locking up fun folks like me—
standing up for your rights is my job
and it’s one I do well. I pay the price
with their bogus investigative lockups,
too. They'll actually write you up when
you appeal the lockup status and then
tell you, “we encourage you to cooper-
ate.” I shit you not. I tell ‘em, “Why
don’t they suck a little cooperation out
of the head of my dick?” (Female
administrators preferred.)

HA! That’s the scoop right now.
Many of us white boys are locked up
for homicide. First they drop the innu-
endos and make false allegations, then
they tell you how you're gonna ride

the beef. They
go through this speech with 30
inmates or so before they ask vou to
cooperate. The words “blow me” come
to mind awful fast then.

I’ll stand up and fight for the man
next to me as much as I do myself. I
may be doing life, but my case is back
before the Court by my hard work and
determination. Do I shake and quiver
because they want to drop bogus homi-
cide allegations on me? Even though
that would extinguish the light at the
end of the tunnel? Nope. Because it's
not merely a code, it's about honor
and dignity, it's about telling these
sorry-ass wannabe cop motherfuckers
to go back home and try their luck
intimidating their fag lovers and dusty-
ass kids. Because, in a nutshell, homey
don’t play all that and never will.

No, can’t say I support your cam-
paign to modify the code. The next
thing you know, you'll be hanging
out at the White House wanting to
change the Constitution with the girls
on Capitol Hill.

Try not to take it personal,
troops. I've been in this hell hole for
ten years and I don’t care if it’s anoth-
er 50. I've seen the change in the att-
tude, too. But I'll be damned if it’ll
change me, and you should be
damned if you let another change
you or take from you what you fought
to make right.

Larry Prince
Arizona State Prison

MOM PRAISES PLM

['m the mother of a just-turned-18-
year-old male. When my son was 15,
he was arrested for a felony. Things
were looking very dim. I lived in terror
that he would one day end up in
prison. God, being the mysterious ent-
ty that He is, worked a bit of magic in
my life. The Great One arranged

(continued on page 60)
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 ESCAPE...

Into Your Favorite Book

At last, detainees and cheir friends
and family can get the books they want
without a major hassle!

Books Beyond Bars offers aunique service
that allows you to order thousands of titles
in hard cover, paper back, and magazine
formats.

From educational and legal texts to
erotica and adult entertainment... if it’s in
print, Books Beyond Bars can get it for you!

For information on ordering or specific
titles, write or send your requests by author
and/or title to:

Books Beyond Bars, Publisbers
P.O. Box 4865 * Hialeah, FIL 33014
‘ or call: (305) 444-0120 (No collect calls please.)
Don't waste your time! Write today.

Books Beyond Bars is a subsidiary of Captive Marketing, Inc. * We do not mail bate or racist literature. Libros En Espanol.

PosT-CONVICTION
RELIEF

| ATTORNEY
- MICHAEL ). O’KANE
(305)285-3434
* FORFEITURES
* FEDERAL CRIMINAL APPEALS

* ALL PRISON TRANSFERS

1401 Poxce DE LEoN BLvp. Surte 200
Conral GasLes, FL 33134

APPEALS
KENNETH A. WEBB
Attorney at Law

JSOR= 9 R0 05 %0 Coiminal Appeas "

- d- [- A co}Tp}iete list o}F1 publisheﬁbcriminal opgeci:ls

; in which Kenneth A. Webb represented the

/q ] i en 7 acounse or gppﬁ”onh Together!\:vith the ldisppositiclmbiinufde
e = ¥ o y the court in each appeal, is available for
and‘an 111.5171rat10n. your review by writing to Kenneth A. Webb

at the address below.

William Kunstler

3155 W. BIG BEAVER ROAD, SUITE 206
TROY, MICHIGAN 48084

14 PRISON LIFE



“All the News
You Can't
Confine”

America’s National Prison Newspaper

HBO/Prison Life Drug Documentary in the Can

Prisoners of the War on Drugs, the firstin
a series of documentary films produced
by HBO and Prison Life, is in the can and
set to be aired in January 1996. The pow-
erful, gritty [ilm, shot entirely in maxi-
mum and medium security pens, exam-
ines the impact of the drug war on
America’s burgeoning prison population.

Director Marc Levin, a New York-
based documentary and feature film-
maker, won an ACE Award for Docu-
mentary Special in 1993 and was recently

ica see who these people really are.”

The biggest logistical problem Levin
and his crew faced in making the film
was gaining access to the inner sanctums
of prison life. “In most places they would-
n’t let us film anywhere but in the visit-
ing room.”

But Levin—and HBO—wanted the
film to have the same insider quality as
the magazine. He continued visiting drug
prisoners in different pens looking for
the right combination of story and access.

nominated for an Em-
my for Best Special
Documentary for his
last HBO film, Gang
War: Bangin’ in Little
Rock, about street
gangs in Clinton's
backyard. Levin work-
ed closely with the ed-
itors of Prison Life to
give the film the same
savvy authenticity as
the magazine. HBO's
Executive Producer
for the America Un-
dercover series, Sheila
Nevins, plans to con-
tinue the series and
Levin is already at
work developing a sec-
ond special.

Prisoners of the War
on Drugs is a fast-paced,
hour-long look at how
the drug war has over-populated U.S. pris-
ons with dope dealers and addicts whose
lifestyles continue unabated behind bars.
Wardens, cops and prisoners in the docu-
mentary readily agree that the drug war is
a costly, destructive mistake.

“The first visit I made was to a wom-
en’s prison,” Marc Levin said in a recent
interview at his Manhattan studio. “We
went to a federal prison in Dublin, Cali-
fornia where I met Amy Pofill, a pretty
blond cover-girl from Dallas who's doing
27 years for MDA conspiracy. I couldn’t
believe that people like Amy were being
locked up for what is essentially the rest
of their lives, and I was moved by her
spirit and her determination to keep up
the fight. Amy suggested I put together a
photo montage of the faces of prisoners
of the war on drugs; let the rest of Amer-

Al Levin and cameraman Mark Benjamin filming prisoner Pa
prison in Danbury, CT. Photo by Tony Hardmon.

“Traveling to prisons around the
country, I met a lot of people I really
liked and admired,” Levin said when
asked what it was that impressed him
most about the convicts he came into
contact with. “What frightened me was
not the prisoners but the fact that so
many of them were like acquaintances
and friends of mine. I would return to
the hotel thinking how with a simple
twist of fate it could have been me locked
behind those bars for years and years. |
met fathers and sons like Donnie and
Duane Clark who are doing time togeth-
er—the father is doing life for growing
pot. I met a man named Raymond Pope
who is also doing life without parole in
Oklahoma for a few pounds of marijua-
na. And I met Pat Young, a mother and a
grandmother who was never in trouble

t Young at the

BLoCK BEAT
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in her life and is now doing 24 years in a
federal penitentiary, again on a marijua-
na growing charge.”

Eventually, Levin was able to find a
few wardens who were not only willing to
let him inside their prisons with his crew
but who also agreed to go on camera and
talk about how the drug war has affected
their jobs. “I was surprised by prison offi-
cials—officers, wardens, administrators,
the front line troops in our war against
crime—who constantly challenged the
prevalent and popu-
lar mood of ‘lock
‘em up and throw
away the key.'”

Levin  said he
learned a lot while
making the docu-
mentary and he
hopes the film will
cause other Ameri-
cans to question the
government’s tactics
in the drug war. “I
never realized how
the drug trade de-
fines the convict
economy and shapes
the hierarchy be-
hind bars just as it
does on the street.
What is happening
in our prisons is the
ultimate metaphor for
the madness of our
current approach. You can build a wall
around them, put them in cages, hire
guards to monitor them night and day
and you still can’t stop them from doing
drugs.

“What scares me most is where this all
leads. The social welfare state is dead
and we're replacing it with the jailhouse
state. The criminal industrial complex is
replacing the military industrial com-
plex. Drugs have brought the war home,
and the way we are fighting it now is lay-
ing the foundation for Gulag America.”

Prison Life will publish a companion
edition to the HBO documentary, the

federal

January 1996 issue, due out in early De-

cember. The editors are already at work
compiling more stories from inside
America’s toughest joints for future TV
specials,
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PRISONER ACQUITTED OF MURDER CHARGES

Corpus Christi, TX—Marcos Cruz-Estrada, a Mexican
National serving a 15-month sentence for illegal reentry
after deportation, was found not guilty in federal court
here on charges of premeditated murder in the stabbing
death of a fellow prisoner. The fatal shanking took place
in a cell at the medium security federal prison in Three
Rivers, Texas. Cruz-Estrada had 26 days left before release
at the time of the murder. Cruz-Estrada took the stand and
admitted killing the other convict, Cedric Ross, but main-
tained he did it in self-defense. The jury agreed, finding
Cruz-Estrada not guilty on the murder charge but guilty of
possessing a shank. He got an additional four months.

Federal Public Defender Jose Gonzalez-Falla, who rep-
resented Cruz-Estrada, called two expert witnesses to testi-
fy for the defense. Rod Englert of Forensic Consultants,
Inc., a crime scene reconstruction expert, testified that
blood splatters in Ross’s cell where the killing took place
were consistent with Cruz-Estrada’s assertion that he was
attacked by a shank-wielding Ross when he entered the
cell. Richard Stratton, the editor and publisher of Prison
Life magazine, appeared as an expert on_prison culture
and told the jury that the role of honor in the convict
code calls for personal bravery and a refusal to go to the
guards for help when threatened.

Cruz-Estrada was a classic “short-timer” due to be
released and the brunt of teasing by jealous cons. Cedric
Ross, a petty criminal with a long arrest record, was serv-
ing 292 months with no parole for possession of a weapon

by a felon under the armed career criminal act. Accord-
ing to testimony, Ross began baiting Cruz-Estrada merci-
lessly as the day of his release came closer. During a game
of pool, Ross called Cruz-Estrada a “bitch.” Cruz-Estrada
smacked Ross, and the two convicts went to the TV room
to duke it out with Cruz-Estrada getting the upper hand.
Ross later called down to the flats where Cruz-Estrada
bunked. He displayed a shank and told Cruz-Estrada to
“get something” and meet him in Ross’s cell. Cruz-Estrada
testified that “get something” meant arm himself. He got
a shank, went to Ross’s cell, and entered.

Cruz-Estrada said Ross attacked him as soon as he
walked in the cell. He fought Ross off with one hand and
stabbed him a number of times with a shank he held in
the other hand. Both convicts were cut. When Cruz-Estra-
da left the cell, Ross lay bleeding to death.

Richard Stratton testified that, in adherence with the
rigid unwritten convict code, Cruz-Estrada reacted in the
only way he could to maintain his honor. Cruz-Estrada was
described as a quiet but tough man who showed respect
and expected the same from his fellow convicts. He and
Ross had been friendly prior to events leading up to the
fight. But as the baiting and insults got worse, Cruz-Estra-
da was faced with either backing down and being known
as a punk, going to the cops and being known as a snitch,
or defending his honor. There is, said Stratton, even in
the case of a short-timer like Cruz-Estrada, no middle
ground. “He did what he had to do.”

STOP THE
PRESSES?!

Lansing, MI—Michigan prison
officials have revised their opinion
of prison newspapers. And they’ve
decided that they are no place for
opinions.

Editorials and letters of opinion
would be banned from the in-house
publications under proposed guide-
lines issued recently by the Michi-
gan Department of Corrections.

No more criticism of the Legisla-
ture, the warden or the food. The
department seeks to stick to objec-
tive “news and information for the
prisoner publication.”

Department spokesman Warren
Williams said the proposed change
is part of an evolution in philoso-
phy about prison management that
has been under way for several
years. He added that many top
department officials think the news-
papers should be banned outright.
Newspapers and newsletters are
published off and on at about half
of the state’s 30 prisons.

“A lot of the long-standing prac-
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tices here have been reviewed and
seem to be out of step with current
thinking on crime and punish-
ment,” Williams said. “We decided
if we were going to be publishing
newspapers, we wanted them to be
more like newsletters. Some of the
editorial commentary that has
appeared has been contrary to the
mission and goals of the depart-
ment,” he said.

Not surprisingly, prisoner jour-

nalists have a different view.

“From this side of the fence, it
appears that the mission, goals and
objectives of the Michigan Depart-
ment of Corrections are to keep
everyone currently imprisoned
locked up forever. One could not
make that statement in our prisoner
newspaper if this policy goes into
effect,” said Andrew L. Jeffries, edi-
tor of Muskegon Facility’s prisoner
publication, The Factor. “Letters of
opinion, generally printed as letters
to the editor by prisoners or free-
world citizens, would be prohibited.
Most insulting, the Prisoner Benefit
Fund of this facility, which pays for
the production of the newspaper,
would foot the bill for the use of

prisoner newspaper space for
Departmental notices,” Jeffries
added. “The silencing of the penal
presses of this country only further
allow our keepers to commit the
inexcusable atrocities not seen since
the days of the Third Reich. An
overly strong analogy? I think not!”

“Bad Bob” Delgado
Out on Parole

Former gang member Robert
“Malo” Delgado, featured in in PL’s
gang issue, has been released on
parole. Delgado is currently working
as a paralegal at a major Houston law
firm.

Although Delgado had quit the
Texas Syndicate several years ago, the
Texas department of correction has
refused him parole for the last two
years, claiming he was still the “num-
ber two” man for the Syndicate.

Not long after the May-June ‘95
issue of Prison Life hit the stands, the
parole board reopened Delgado’s
file. His parole was approved and he
was released August 23.



Female Prisoners Abused

On the night of April 26, 1994, six
female prisoners were asleep in the ad
seg unit in Kingston, Ontario’s Prison
for Women. They had been placed in
ad seg because they were suspected of
drinking several days earlier. Around
10:30 p.m., the Emergency Response
Team, consisting of ten men and two
women in full riot gear, entered their
locked cells, dragged them out of
bed, cut off their clothes, forced them
to kneel while being chained and
shackled, then paraded them naked
to the showers.

On May 6, 1994, five of these
women were moved to Kingston Peni-
tentiary to await trial on the drinking
charges. Kingston Penitentiary is an
all-male institution reserved for violent
sexual offenders. The women, most of
whom had been sexually assaulted ear-
lier in their lives, were within view and
earshot of the male population.
According to Kim Pate of the Eliza-
beth Fry Society, a female prisoner
advocacy group, this greatly intensi-
fied their discomfort. Several months
later, they were still in segregation,
despite the Correction Services’ rule
that 30 to 45 days is the maximum
time for holding a prisoner in solitary.

Complaints about the ERT’s raid on
the sleeping women and the fact that
they were still being held in ad seg pro-
duced no action from a review com-
mittee. But the mood changed when
Chip O’Connor and Dan Scully, King-
ston area lawyers representing the
women, fought for and finally
obtained the two-hour videotape made
by the ERT of their April 26 activities.
Immediately after the tape was shown
in court, the women were moved back
to ad seg in the women’s prison.

Next, a CBC radio show, As It Hap-
pens, featured an interview with one of
the recently released prisoners who
detailed the indignities the women
had suffered. This was followed by a

January 3, 1995 Toronto Star editorial
asking why the women were still in
solitary. The story was beginning to
leak, but the public had still not seen
the video, so it was the prisoners’ word
against the officials’.

Monday, February 20 was nota good
day for the Correctional Services of
Canada. The Office of Correctional
Investigations’ long-awaited incident
report was tabled in Parliament that
morning, which effectively made the
information public. The contents of the
report forced Solicitor-General Herb
Gray to create a Commission of Inquiry
to independently investigate the events.

That evening , the shit hit the fan
when CBC Television's The Fifth
Estate aired segments of the ERT
video. Raw footage of life in the Cana-
dian prison system never before seen
was aired to the entire country. The
public went ballistic,

On August 9, 1995, Phase 1 of the
inquiry took place. It didn’t help that
the officials at the time of the raid no
longer held the same positions. The
deputy commissioner of corrections
had been promoted to senior deputy
of commissions and the warden had
retired.

The investigation is still in its early
stages, but some surprising revelations
have come to light: Kingston’s Prison
for Women, the only all-women’s
prison in Canada, houses minimum to
maximum offenders. The prisoners
are all categorized as “high needs” yet
the staff are alarmingly inexperienced.
There is also the mystery of the miss-
ing segregation logs for the three
months preceding the raid plus the
lost observation records of the segre-
gation unit's officers, a fact which is
just now being announced, some 16
months after the event.

The inquiry resumes as this issue
goes to press. Updates will follow in
Block Beat. —Oniana Conti

CON-TV
BACK ON
THE AIR

He-¢-¢-e-re’s Rosie!

Contact, a controversial, huge-
ly-popular cable TV program run
by convicts in Kingston, Ontario,
returns to the air on Monday
nights with a new host—former
drug kingpin Robert (Rosie)
Rowbotham. Rowbotham, 44, is
also Canadian managing director
of Prison Life magazine.

The show, which drew atten-
tion for its hard-edge look at
prisoners’ issues from inside, was
yanked last June when host Ric
Atkinson and producer Brian

Judge ran into difficulties with a

fund-raising campaign geared at
satellite distribution. The show’s
producers are currently prepar-
ing a pitch to the Rogers cable
giant in hopes it will eventually
lead to a national broadcast out
of Toronto. Until then, Kingston
will remain as headquarters.

Rowbotham, 44, who is serv-
ing a 17-year sentence at the
Pittsburgh farm facility in
Kingston for master-minding a
multi-million-dollar marijuana
importing caper, will replace
Atkinson as host on the hit show.
Once known as the “chairman of
the board” for running the $54
million hashish and marijuana
importing conspiracy, Rowboth-
am is famous for receiving the
longest sentence ever meted out
in Canada over so-called “soft”
drugs.
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(OO0 MUCH VIOLENCE 1N |
(THE PHEXAS SYSTHN

On August 5, 1994, my 23-year-old son, Randy Payne,
while serving time at the Terrell Unit in Texas, was severe-
ly beaten by 30 inmates because he would not meet their
demands for protection or have sex with them. Randy
died seven days later.

My son was the only white boy on that pod. The beat-
ing that killed him lasted for two hours. In addition to the
30 men who beat my son, there were another 50 who
watched. I cannot believe the guards would not see or hear
that many inmates—81— in one place. I want to know why
the gudl(ls did nothing to stop the brutal I)c‘llmg

Internal Affairs has told me several stories about the
guards. When I do not believe a story, they change it.
They've changed their story three times now in the six
months [ have been fighting them to get the incident report.

Today, I got the report in the mail. It read: *3 His-
panics jumped 1 White.” End of Story.

There have been three other inmates killed at the
Terrell Unit and there are probably more deaths than
that unreported. All four deaths have occurred on the
same shift. One of the inmates was killed by the guards:
the others, by inmates. They all tell of being beaten by the
guards or by other inmates while guards are watching. 1
know that these men are in prison for a reason but when

Art by Alex Shelton, California C.1., Tehachapi, CA.
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they all say the same thing you would believe that at least
part of it is true.

There is too much violence in our justice depart-
ment. I'm going to do everything I can to put a stop to it.
I have written to several government and state officials.
The only person willing to help is state senator Teel
Bivens. Our wonderful governor Bush said he can do
nothing to help us. I received a call from a mother in Fort
Worth whose son is also in a Texas prison. He has been
beaten by the guards and also by the inmates. She's wor-
ried that he’ll be killed.

I'm hoping that enough attention will pressure the
TCJD to change the way they operate.

Vina Payne
Texas

ADDING [NSULT T0 [NJURYI

I'm a prisoner in Michigan serving 1 to 7 years for
drunk driving. I'm a second-offense, nonviolent offender.

A few months back I got a visit from my sister. She told
me that our youngest brother had committed suicide the
night before. After the heartbreaking news, I went to the
prison officials to find out what had to be done in order
for me to attend the funeral. After three days of being lied
to, they finally explained all the different procedures that
needed to be followed. In the end, I was told I could go
and that I was to be in the control center the following
morning, dressed in state-issued clothing.

That morning, once they put me in belly chains and
leg shackles, I was on my way to share and grieve the loss
of my brother with my family.

We arrived early. The COs informing me that we
had some time to kill, took me on a short tour of my home
town. We stopped at a little party store and they bought
me a cup of coffee, which I thought was decent of them.

Then we arrived at the funeral home. I noticed there
wasn’t anyone else there. I figured we were still early and
that my family would soon be arriving. Once inside, I
asked the funeral home director what time my family
would be getting there. Both the escorting officers and the
director told me that my family was not going to be there.
In fact, my family had been told that il anyone was seen in
the parking lot upon our arr ival, I was to be immediately
returned to the prison. I could pay respects to my brother,
but not with my family and not during the service.

'hy?" I asked. “Who ordered this?”

“Warden’s orders,” I was told. “We don’t know why.

[ was crying and I had snot running down my face. I
begged them to allow me to see my family but was told
flat-out, “No.” Due to the belly chains, I couldn’t even
wipe my eyes or blow my nose. I was forced to stand there
and pay my last respects to my brother alone and in com-
plete humiliation.

When we returned to the prison, I was taken into a lit-
tle room and stripped of my clothes and checked for con-
traband. When I inquired as to why 1 had been so
inhumanely treated, I was told to go through the griev-
ance procedure if I had any complaints.

After doing just that, I was called out to be inter-
viewed by the warden. At this time, I asked why it was cost-
ing me $350 for less than two-and-a-half hours time and

»



the 25-mile trip to my hometown from the prison. I was
told unconditionally that I was not getting my money
back from my trust account. When I asked why I had been
kept from seeing my family, the warden said his office was
not aware of any such order.

When I and my family asked for receipts along with
an itemized statement for the day, we were refused. Is this
their idea of punishment?

Not only was I punished, but my family was, as well. It
is something my family will never forget. The warden vio-
lated all administrative rules and policies concerning
funeral furloughs.

I am classified a Level 1 property risk, a Level 1 man-
agement risk—the lowest security risk possible. But due to
the lack of space in the Michigan system, I had been tem-
porarily housed in a Level 2 prison. Is it my fault that bed
space is limited? I should have been treated like the Level
1 prisoner I am and my family should have been able to
share their sorrow with me. All the administration accom-
plished was to cause me and my family further pain and
suffering.

Ray Jewell
A.R.F., Kincheloe, MI

ARB WE ON TV

It was business as usual in the supermarket. I was
holding the customers spellbound with the working end
of my 12-gauge sawed-off shotgun. My crime partner was
cleaning out the cash registers and the safe. A movement
caught my eve.

A child, a little girl maybe seven years old, was strug-
gling to break loose from the iron grip her mother had on
her arm. She wiggled free and as she came running up to
me, I elevated the shotgun barrel to where it was aimed
over her head. The kid was excited, jumping up and down.

I don’t exactly come across as the epitome of friendli-
ness when I'm working, but the kid’s face was glowing. She
looked me right in the eyes and grinned. “Are we on TVz”

My response was blunt: “No!”

Her blue eyes widened. “Is this an honest-to-God rob-
bery?”

I like kids as much as anyone. But I don’t like anybody
when I'm working. I spoke harshly. “IU's a robbery.”

“You ain’t gonna shoot me,” she told me.

I almost smiled. The kid had heart. I lowered my
voice so only she could hear me. “That’s right. But if the
rest of these nerds find that out, I'll starve to death.”

It made perfect sense to her. She whispered back, I
ain’t gonna tell ‘em, then.”

“Good, we'll keep it our little secret, okay?”

My crime partner was giving me worried looks. 1
motioned for him to proceed with the robbery. I looked at
the kid's mother. She was as white as a sheet, ready to pass
out.

“Do you do this every day?” the kid continued.

“No,” I said. “Only when I'm hungry. Now you better
get back to your Mom. She’s about ready to faint.”

The little girl smiled and went skipping back to her
mom. As my crime partner and I left the scene of our
crime, the little girl waved good-bye. Hell, I'm human; I
waved back.

The next day, upon seeing the front page of the local
newspaper, I groaned. Printed was our conversation, word
for word, along with a picture of her smiling face.

A guy can only stand so much. I left town.

R. Meengs
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FOR COPS ONLY]

I'm one of 2,000 wards here at the Youth Training
School in Chino, California. Everyone here is 18 1o 25
years old so I guess you could call this a junior pen.

The reason I'm writing is that on April 2, about 6
p.m., our water was turned off. Our toilets wouldn’t flush.
This place has old pipes so it was nothing new. We were
told that the water would be back on at seven the next
morning. The water came on but the cops said the system
was still being worked on. They also said that the water
was safe to drink.

But that day, all the units in this joint got two big gal-
lons of bottled water. Here's the thing, though: The bot-
tled water was for cops only.

We asked for a little and they said no. It was for stafl
only.

So, if the water is O.K., then why were prisoners
forced to drink it and not them? Are they saying we are
less than human compared to the cops?

It’s now April 4, 11 p.m. This is the second day we
have to take “cowboy showers” in our sinks because the
showers are still out of commission. Some of the people
here are saying that the water is bad and complain about
stomach problems, including me and my bunkie.

I understand that we put ourselves here because of
our own actions. But aren’t we, at least, supposed to be
treated as humans? The pipes are still torn back and it
seems to me that they're not even trying to fix it as fast as
they should be. Why couldn’t they just say, “Don’t fuck
with the water,” and give us some of their water?

Frank Villarreal
Y.T.S. Chino, CA
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NEW

1996
Catalog

Discover the latest
in leathercraft!
Send for Tand
Leather's FREE
152-page catalog,
packed with over
220 NEW products! §
You'll see garment,
tooling and exotic
leathers, hard-to-
find tools, patterns,
books and videos,
craft supplies, jewelry find-
ings, glues, dyes and fin-
ishes, how-to’s, leather kits
and much more. Contact
your local Tandy Leather
store manager for special
inmate prices!

For FREE catalog send $3.00
pstg./hdlg. (refunded on first order)
to: Tandy Leather Company, Dept
PL1195, P.O. Box 791, Fort Worth,

TX 76101,

FOR A MORE HUMANE AND PROGRESSIVE CRIME
POLICY: The National Center on Institutions and Alternatives
recently started an advocacy project named Citizens for a Safe America
(CSA). Its goals for 1995 are to double good conduct credit for nonvi-

of mandatory minimum sentences for first-time nonviolent offenders;
to develop an effective program for expunging criminal records; to
increase the use of halfway houses, home detention, mandated drug
treatment, educational opportunities, parenting training, family visita-
tion, weekend furloughs and voters’ rights.

Citizens for a Safe America is trying to organize offenders, ex-offenders,
their friends and families into a grassroots network in support of a more
humane and progressive crime policy. Members and donors receive a
| quarterly newsletter, special reports and legislative alerts, making it easy
to contact elected officials. “We want to involve this constituency more
actively in the process of shaping public policy on crime and punish-
ment,” says project director Keith Stroup, Esq. To join, send a member-
ship fee of $25 to Citizens for a Safe America at 635 Slaters Lane, Suite
G-100, Alexandria, VA 22314 (703) 684-0373. For those who can’t afford
to join, says Stroup, free information is available.

olent, firs-time offenders in the federal system; to discourage the use '

POST CONVICTION

ADVOCATES

Federal and New Jersey
State Appeals, Habeas
Petitions, Parole
Revocation Hearings,
Sentencing Memoranda,
Forfeitures.

Dedicated, competent,
experienced staff.
Electronic Research.

Cassandra Savoy, Esq.

141 South Harrison Street

East Orange, New Jersey 07018
(201) 678-1515

AS A RESULT OF A FELONY OR CERTAIN MISDE-
MEANOR CONVICTIONS, you may have lost your right to hold
various types of licenses or jobs, such as cashier, real estate salesperson,
taxi driver, nurse, pharmacist, notary public, ete. To restore your
rights, vou need to obtain: a Certificate of Relief From Disabilities, for
which you are eligible if you have been convicted of only misde-
meanors and not more than one felony; and a Certificate of Good
Conduct, for which vou are eligible if you have been convicted of more
than one felony.

They have the power of removing any legal bar or disability imposed
on you as a result of having been convicted of the crimes specified on
the certificate. If you have a certificate, not only are most of your lost
rights restored, but your criminal record cannot be held against you in
applying for work, unless it is specifically job-related. The burden of
proof is now on the employer to demonstrate that hiring you would be
a risk to people or property, or that your conviction is directly related
to the job for which you are applying. Remember that many employers
are forbidden by law to hire you unless you have one of these certifi-
cates. You can apply for a Certificate of Relief From Disabilities imme-
diately after your conviction. To apply for a Certificate of Good
Conduct, you may have to wait one, three or five years. To request an
application form for either certificate, write to your state parole board.
—Michele Quiick

Certificates are official recognition that you have been rehabilitated.

Anthony Papa secured a showing of his work at the Hudson River
Gallery in Ossining, NY. Papa learned to paint in prison and last year
had a piece exhibited at the prestigious Whitney Museum in New
York City. He is also a contributing writer for Prison Life. The show can
be seen at the Hudson River Gallery, 217 Main St., beginning Novem-
ber:17.

PRISON ARTIST SECURES SHOWING. Prisoner artist |
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RAPE DEFENSE HANDBOOK FOR
WOMEN. New York prisoner and martial arts
expert Sebastian Ventimiglia wrote The Rape Defense
Handbook for Women, based on information gathered
inside prison from rapists. Popular for several years in
America, the book will soon be published overseas.
The Rape Defense Handbook describes types of rape;
offenders’ motives and patterns; safety tips; when to
fight back; keys to self-defense and where to get help.
Jack Henry Abott writes in the Introduction: “The
book aims at teaching women what every male, in
one way or another, takes for granted: street fighting
and street violence. Ventimiglia wants women to be
sharp, to be ready and able to respond forcefully to
violent aggression. The book is a realistic, refreshing
and timely approach to the problem.” To order, write
to Jaz Publications, 32 Garnet Lane, Plainview, New
York 11803.

A NEW FORUM FOR PRISONER
AUTHORS, Writing from Prison, seeks fictional
accounts, opinion pieces, short reflective essays
and diary excerpts. Future issues of the newsletter
will focus on themes of addiction and recovery,
women in prison, creativity behind bars and vio-
lence in prison. Send material and subscription
inquiries to: Writing From Prison, P.O. Box 38,
Buckingham, PA 18912,

THE PRISON LIFE FOUNDATION is back
on track. After several months of reorganization and
red tape, the Prison Life Foundation has been
accorded status as a not-for-profit organization and is
ready to begin its stated purpose of helping prisoners
obtain an education while incarcerated. All those
who have written to the foundation will receive a
newsletter with more information about the pro-
grams and projects the foundation is undertaking.
Anyone interested in learning more about the Prison
Life Foundation should write to: Prison Life Founda-
tion, 200 Varick Street, Suite 901, New York, New
York 10014.

DON’T GET OUT
MUCH ANYMORE?
VISIT THE
MAIL-ORDER-MALL
P.77

THE NEW ALBUM

INCLUDES:
WHERE’S DA PARTY AT?
IT'S ON! FREAKS

AND THE PHAT REMIX OF
THE PARTY ANTHEM KIGHT

IN STORES FOW | @
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10 LEGAL WAYS
- TO ESCAPE FROM!
" PRISON—

—
—— -
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SUBSCRIBE TO PRISON LIFE AND GET:

° Legal advice that just might get you out of jail—free.

. Medical and health tips that could save your life.

. The voice of the convict—the only national magazine by
and for prisoners, fighting for prisoners’ rights and striving to give convicts
and ex-cons the dignity all people deserve.

. The best fiction, poetry and courageous journalism from
writers who’ve been there and know what they're talking about.

. Head from Bubba.

. Inquiries from sex-starved pen pals who want to write
you erotic letters.

. Profiles of fascinating convicts whose outstanding achievements have made
them Prison Life Cellmates of the Month.

. The most complete listing of resources for cons and ex-cons.

o Insiders’ prison survival tips, hardcore work-out routines and delectable
in-cell recipes to make your bid more palatable.

. And last but not least, escape the drab reality of prison life through

Prison Life's vivid photos and jailhouse art.

Call: 1-800-207-2659!
TODAY. | e et S
= 1 Check or Money Order ' Visa 1 MasterCard 6 hardcore
YOU CAN’T [
Name Enclosed

' Number is $19.95
. Canada
: Institution 28.75)
: Address
N o I I o | Gy, — 0935
' _ State__ Zip Code

Please allow 6-8 weeks for delivery.

Make check or money order payable to Prison Life Magazine (U.S. § only).

Send to: Prison Life, 4200 Westheimer, Suite 160, Houston, TX 77027.

In Canada, send to 253 College St., Suite 444, Toronto, ONT M5T1R5 (Canadian $.)
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Taylor Hackford (uum) with crew members and pmmm: on the weight pile u! Srm Que n.’m

Life we ran a piece by Chris Cozzone

on the penitentiary-educated poet,
Jimmy Santiago Baca. One of the finest
poets writing today, Baca did it all from
prison, and he hasn't forgotten or tried to
deny the experience. He turned it into art.

Baca and filmmaker Taylor Hackford
teamed up to bring the poet’s vision to the
screen in an intense saga of life in and out
of the joint for three vatos locos from East
L.A., Blood In, Blood Out (Hollywood Pic-
tures 1993.) The film is based on true
events that took place in the California
prison system beginning in the late '60s—
the rise of the powerful prison gang, the
Mexican Mafia.

The story follows Miklo Velka, played by
Damian Chapa, a blue-eyed half-breed
who returns to East L.A. in search of fami-
ly, both blood relatives and the larger fam-
ily of man. He reunites with his cousins,

I n the July-August 1995 issue of Prison

Paco (Benjamin Bratt) and Cruz (Jessie
Borrego), and gets caught up in on-going
macho clashes that lead inevitably to gang

ar, prison and death. In a gripping
sequence, Cruz, who is a talented painter,
has his spine broken by members of a
rival gang; Paco goes on a rampage seek-
ing revenge; but it is Miklo who winds up
with a murder beef. By the end of act one,
Cruz is a cripple, Paco joins the Marines,
and Miklo is headed to San Quentin.

From here the story becomes an epic of
prison life. Young and pretty when he
shuffles onto the yard at Quentin, Miklo is
scared to death. He has two alternatives:
find protection within one of the cliques
that rule the yard, or be preyed upon by
roving bands of psychopaths and lone
maniacs. Hackford and Baca throw us into
the unmitigated world of a maximum
security pen that becomes a grotesquery
of the masculine.

A Prison Life
Interview with
Taylor Hackford
by Richard Stratton

As a half-caste, Miklo is severely test-
ed. “Blood in, blood out” means that to be
accepted as one of La Onda, as the Chi-
cano gang is called in the movie, Miklo
must first kill an enemy. He learns how to
survive and ultimately thrive in prison by
cunning, by showing courage and by
wielding power and suppressing all emo-
tion except hatred. By the end of the film,
the sweet, lonely kid who goes home in
search of love and identity has been
forged into an alienated, ruthless convict.

When | heard Taylor Hackford was in
New York recutting a documentary about
Muhammad Ali made by a friend of mine,
Leon Gast, | immediately asked for an
interview. Hackford was working 12-hour
days on the Ali film in an editing room on
Lower Broadway. The director’s latest film,
Dolores Claiborne, was about to be
released in Europe and Hackford was due
to be there for the premiere.l agreed to
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meet him at the editing room to keep the
interruption as brief as possible.

Throughout the interview, Hackford kept
trying to give all the credit for Blood in, Blood
Out to Baca. But the director's considerable
contribution to the artistry of the film is evident
in every frame. A couple of weeks after the
interview, | watched Dolores Claiborne and
Hackford's 1982 hit, An Officer and A Gentle-
man, starring Richard Gere and Debra
Winger. These are Hollywood movies at their
best—character driven, moody and intelligent,
but nevertheless predictable. You wait for the
plot points. Cinematically, Hackford gives us
sweeping, wide-angled transitional shots, then
he gets in close and lets his actors be intimate
with each other and the audience. He gets
real performances. Jennifer Jason Leigh and
Kathy Bates are brilliant in Dolores Claiborne.
Blood In, Blood Out, though a very different
kind of picture, has a lot of the same visual
and emotional effects. It is to Hackford's cred-
it that in making Blood In, Blood Out he
stayed true to Baca's epic vision and made a
difficult, heartfelt film.

Hackford and | ducked out of the editing
room for an hour during dinner break. We
conducted the interview leaning against
the wall in a hallway that could have been
a tier on a cellblock. There was the same
hurried intensity of a conversation during
a controlled move in the joint. | started by
asking Hackford about his background
and how he came to be a filmmaker.

arship to go to college, was into pol-

itics in the ‘60. I was going to be a
lawyer of all things. But I went into the
Peace Corps first. I started reading
about film and thinking about the
political context, the power of film.
When I got back from the Peace
Corps I went to law school for about
two weeks and realized that was not a
profession I wanted any part of. I
walked out, lost my tuition.

I didn’t know anybody in the film
business, but I went into KCET, a pub-
lic television station in LA , and asked
them for a job. They gave me a job in
the mail room, and I just kind of
worked my way up. That was my film
school. Someone said, “Can you shoot
film?” and I said, “Yes.” I got a book
on filmmaking and read it. I didn’t
screw it up too badly.

After that I did music shows, politi-
cal reporting, investigative reporting. I
did a law reform documentary. I just
kept at it until I found that what I real-
ly wanted to do was dramatic work. I
made a short film for high schools on
sex education called Teenage Fathers,
which is told from a boy’s point of
view and is about teenage pregnancy.
I wrote it, directed it, produced it. It

Igrew up working class, got a schol-
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was entered in the Academy Awards
and it won the Oscar for best short. [
was 29 when I made the film and that
was my ticket.

I got my first feature, which was The
Idolmaker, and then I did An Officer and
A Gentleman and that was very success-
ful. I just went on from there.

What drew you to the material of Blood
In, Blood Out?

I've always been interested in Latino
issues. I grew up in California, a lot of
my friends were Chicano
and I love the Latino cul-
ture. [ went to South Ameri-
ca in the Peace Corps; I
learned Spanish while liv-
ing in Bolivia, and later
when I was a reporter in
Los Angeles I did on-cam-
era news and investigative
reporting on the whole
Latino scene. The early '70s
was my time as a reporter in
LA, and there was this
immigration  explosion
going on. Whatever the
official figures were about
immigration and illegal
aliens, you could multiply it §
three to five times. That was
the reality. If you spoke
Spanish, you realized that §
city ran on Latino labor

guages represented. That’s in Holly-
wood. That's my city.

But this film is about more than Latino
culture. It is also about the much more
insular and esoteric culture of the peniten-
tiary. What made you want to do a prison
movie?

I knew the script, it had been
around for a long time. Then I
became friends with Jimmy Baca
through Luis Valdez, a wonderful
playwright who runs Teatro Campesino

“l got a job in the mailroom,
and | just kind of worked my
way up. That was my film
school. Someone said

‘Can {ou shoot a film?’
said,'Yes.””

and most of it was illegal.

It was the same situation as in New
York in the late 1800s: you have immi-
grants who are kept out of the main-
stream of society, you have young men
growing to maturity in that culture, and
they’re going to lash out, they're going
to have a certain anger because they
can’t get a job. They want a piece of the
pie and they’re being denied it, so they
turn to crime.

Jump ahead 70 years and you've got
contemporary California. California is
the melting pot. You’ve got Asians,
Koreans, Latinos—it’s phenomenal.
In one ten-block area there were 147
different nations with 70 different lan-

in San Juan Bautista, California. Luis
wrote and directed La Bamba, and 1
produced it. But La Bamba is like the
Jimmy Cagney movie, Yankee Doodle
Dandy. It’s making it in America;
everyone can do it; reach for the brass
ring and grab it. People loved La
Bamba and that's sweet, because they
could say we're like a big wonderful
melting pot and everyone’s the same.
Everyone loved me for doing La
Bamba and for giving Luis a chance.
But there's another side. We aren’t the
same. | opened myself up for a lot of
shit when I did Blood In, Blood Out, for
portraying the realities of Latino life,
the whole dark side of it. You're show-
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ing a sensitive side of a culture. And

Jimmy Baca was the man who made me

open up to that and appreciate it.
Here’s a man who literally ran wild in
the streets in his teenage years, didn’t
speak any English, was violent, frustrat-
ed and ended up in the joint—he did
cight-and-a half years. When he went
in, he was a functional illiterate. He
taught himself to read and write in the

joint and subsequently he's won the

National Book Award. He's a phenome-
nal poet. This is a man who's inspiring.
But at the same time, the thing that is

Taylor Hackford (lefl)
in the editing room at
work on a documentary

about Muhammed Ali.

(Below) Crew members
prepare the cellblock for
a shot at San Quentin
during the filming of
Blood In, Blood Out.

great about Jimmy is that he said, I
don’t want to deny my past. I can circu-
late in New York with Norman Mailer
or Grace Paley or the literati here, or
with Chicano doctors or lawyers or peo-
ple of thatilk.” He said, “That’s fine, I
want people to have education, but the
fact is, there’s all those chavalitos out
there, there’s all those little guys who
are the same people that I was. If you
say that they’re hopeless, then who am
I? The fact is, you've got to talk about
that culture, shine the light on that cul-
ture and talk about the humanity of it,
the frustration of it. And that,

inevitably, it leads to the joint.”

And Jimmy wasn’t somebody who
researched it, he lived it. He lived it
and he really knew it. He gave me the
courage to make this movie. I said to
him, “Look, I'm Anglo and I'm mak-
ing a film about Chicanos. That's
number one. Number two, I'm mak-
ing it about the dark side of life. And
number three, I'm making it about
the joint, which is a whole other cul-
ture. [ need your help.”

This film had four different lan-
guages, It had English, it had Spanish, it
had Chulo, or Spanglish, and it had that
entirely different prison language—the
adaptive language of the joint.

That was exciting to me. 1 was
amazed that I was able to convince a
major studio to finance it. A script
existed, one that two or three other
writers had worked on. But Jimmy
Baca came in and infused it with reali-
ty, with a voice that was totally Chicano
and fluent in all these four languages.
That’s what made the piece work.

I wanted to make it real, and it’s
tough to have to guess, “Well, could
this have happened in the joint?

Maybe this is just folderol.” But Jimmy
was there—and here’s a man who was
an eyewitness—so I can now as a film-
maker know that I'm not putting any
bullshit into this film.

So I got the script and went in to
pitch it with real passion for the story.

Jefl Katzenberg at Disney said he

wanted me to make this movie. Disney
is not an easy place to make a film. I
told him I wanted to make a realistic
film—I didn’t want to go into a shut-
down prison. I wanted to go into a

joint that was real and functioning

and had real faces. Actors can come in

play-acting the characters, and you
might look at them and say, “Oh, this
guy looks real, he looks tough.” But
then you go into a real joint. You look
into the eyes of these people; who
they are comes out of their bodies,
their eyes, and their mouths. These
people are so real that you know if
you try to fake it you'll wind up with
something that lacks integrity.

At the same time, Eddie Olmos was
doing American Me. It’s too bad we had
to compete. There were two equally
valid points of view here, and we both
wanted to go into San Quentin to film.
The warden of San Quentin at the time
was Chicano. Olmos and 1 both
approached him, but Eddie went to
him and said, “I'm Eddie Olmos, the
number one Chicano actor in America,
and I want vou to let us shoot here.”
The warden said, “Let me read the
script.” Eddie wouldn’t let him see his
script. The warden, Danny Vasquez, is a
very smart, tough man. Like one of the
characters in the [ilm, he was in a street
gang and went the other way, joined
the police force, went into corrections.
I walked in and said to him, “I'm Anglo.
['m here to make a Chicano movie.
You're Chicano. I want this to be true
to the reality of the joint. I have a writer
who did eight-and-a-half years. These
are not my words on the page, they're
his. What I want to do is tell a real story.
Here’s the script.” He took it, read it,
called back and said he wanted us to do
the film. The warden, the harshest crit-
ic, pronounced the script real, and that
was because of Jimmy Baca. Actually,
the warden in the film is the real war-
den, Danny Vasquez.

What was it like trying to shoot a movie
in a working prison?

Getting permission from the war-
den at San Quentin was only the
beginning of our problems. Disney
was concerned I would have no con-
trol over scheduling at San Quentin
and would not be able to bring the
film in on time and under budget.
The studio said no go. When I insisted
I wouldn’t make the film unless I
could shoot it in San Quentin, Disney
relented and gave me the green light.

We went forward into this experi-
ment, | took eight or nine actors only.
Everyone else in the film is a real con.
We shot daily on a live basis for six
weeks. Eighteen hours a day. It was crazy.

When you go into a prison, you're
going into a different society. It's not
America. It’s not the society on the
street with any of the inalienable
rights that we have. It’s the warden’s
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prison and they have certain rules or
laws you have to live under, and so
they break everybody who comes in.
They broke me in the first two days.

Because I've got a huge amount of

pressure from Disney saying, “Okay,
we'll let you go in there but you've got
to come out in the right amount of
time.” But the joint worked on certain
structures: four times a day every day
they count every prisoner in the place.
Everything stops during the count. We
knew that was going to happen. The
problem is that when the count is on,
everything stops until every prisoner is
accounted for.

We were traveling with between
three and four hundred prisoners as
extras every day. First day, we're in the
vard, we have our extras with us. It
comes time for the count. We count
our extras and the prison counts the
rest of the prisoners. They're missing
three prisoners. In our group, there
were three extra prisoners. You know,
three guys, when they were called in
for count, said the hell with that and
they joined our ranks. The whole joint
shut down. For four-and-a-half hours
we sat there unable to work. The first
two days it happened twice. The sec-
ond time they said that if I didn’t play
by their rules, if I didn’t do my counts
and make sure it was right, they'd
make sure I didn’t work.

At first, the prisoners thought this
would be a cool thing, because as an
extra you got fed twice a day. In San
Quentin they only serve real meat twice
a year. So we're serving meat twice a
day: steak for dinner, chicken for
lunch. After the first day, the guys did-
n't show up. I found out they were sick
to their stomachs, in their cells throw-
ing up because the food was so rich.

I took my nine actors in there play-
ing prisoners, and maybe one was
playing a guard. For the rest, we had
real guards, real prisoners. The head
of the Aryan Brotherhood and the
second-in-command were actors. The
head of the Black Guerrilla Family
and his second-in-command were
actors. Four or five Chicanos were
actors and the rest of the people, the
gangs, were all prisoners.

I wanted to get the reality of the
joint, and hy taking Hollywood actors
into a working prison, there was no
problem getting authenticity. Instead
of having a whole bunch of Holly-
wood people posing and trying to act
like they were in the joint, here these
guys were walking in and the prison-
ers were saying, “So you're supposed
to be one of us? You're supposed to
be one of the heaviest guys around?”
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The pressure on these actors was
intense. The people all around them

were real cons, real prisoners. Off

camera, they had to walk into the yard
and the cons were saying, “You're full
of shit, punk,” or “Hey, man, that was-
n't bad.” That's the kind of affirma-
tion that a director can give them, but
when they got it from those guys, it
was a fantastic experience for them.
We've heard from Jimmy Baca about
the anguish he went through going back
inside. Tell us how Baca handled it.

That was fascinating to me, how

Jimmy dealt with being in there. As we

got closer and closer to entering, he
started to get really nervous. I didn’t
get it at first, and then I realized that
this man was in for eight-and-a-half,
he is now going to have to go back in
for a long period of time. He's truly in
the minds of these guys; he's truly
going into a house filled with thou-
sands of people he understands; he
knows the interior of their brains and
it's very painful and very dangerous.
The first day of shooting he freaks
out. Comes up to me and says he’s got
to get out of there, just can’t do it. And
I said, “J[immy, I need you man. I've
established you on camera, you're one
of the characters.” And he said, “I don’t
give a [uck about that, I can’t stay here.

authentic. The people are bona fide.
You can see their intelligence. You sel-
dom find people on the outside as
articulate as people in the joint, and if
an actor is going to focus on their
lives, it’s a great laboratory, because
it’s all right there and it’s scary. Delroy
Lindo, a great black actor who played
the head of the BGA, was playing a
very smart man. Kiki [Enrique] Castil-
lo played Montana, the legendary
founder of the Mexican Mafia, anoth-
er great man. These are men who
came into prison, looked at why they
came to prison, looked at their situa-
tion, and began to understand the
context of minorities in America and
what the prison system has done and
is doing to their people.

The lead of the movie, Miklo, is a
half-breed, somebody who's smart, not
an intellectual. But he fiercely wants to
belong. He wants desperately to be a
part of the brotherhood he f{inds in
prison. So Miklo follows Montana, he
kills one of the white guys who is
exploiting everyone, and ultimately
Miklo is accepted as one of La Onda,
which becomes his family. When he
makes parole and goes out to the
streets where he has to deal with the
reality of trying to earn a living and get
back into society, again he’s rejected.
By this time his cousin, Paco, has
become a cop. And Cruz, Paco’s broth-

“The pressure on the actors
was intense. All around them
were real cons. Off camera, the
cons were saying, ‘You're full

of shit, punk,’ or ‘H
that wasn’t bad.

If I stay here, it’s over.” We looked at
each other and I said, “I have to have
vou here because I want to do some-
thing real, and you're the only one 1
truly trust. How do we work this out?”

“When you need me on the set, call
me. Find me a place—I don’t care
what it is, a closet, anywhere—where 1
san put my typewriter. When you're
not using me, I'm going to go in that
room and shut myself off and I'm
going to write. That's the only way I'm
gonna keep my sanity.”

So when we were shooting and I
needed him, I could find him in his
“cell,” writing,.

But he did it, and we made the film

ey, man,

¥/

er, who is a talented artist, is a junkie.
Miklo can’t stand the frustration and
rejection, so he turns to crime. When
he meets his cousin Paco during a rob-
bery, he gets his leg shot off and goes
back to the joint.

Something has died inside of him.
When the guys from the Aryan Broth-
erhood knock him down and take his
artificial leg, make him crawl on the
ground for it, there’s no way this guy
is going to turn the other cheek.

From that moment on, he changes.
He takes the point of view of an eye for
an eye, believes he must have an iron fist
in order to rule over the organization,
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How were you able to sell Disney on
the length and structure of a film that goes
against everything studio executives strive
for in making a movie marketable?

I wanted to make it longer! I had a
whole other story about when Miklo
comes out to the street 20 years later. A
story about what the Mexican Mafia can
do and has done. I would love to have
completed it.

The film as it exists is terribly ambi-
tious. To do a Hollywood film bilin-
gually, to make a visceral and very
tough movie with a lot going on is
next to impossible. They did let me
make a three-hour movie, but they
were really frightened of it. To give
Michael Eisner his due, he looked at
the movie and said, “I've got a three
billion dollar corporation here and 1
can’t afford to put this movie out in
theaters and take the chance that
young Chicanos are going to come see
it and kill each other.” I could under-
stand this to a degree. I made this film
for those people in LA—that’s who

Jimmy wanted to communicate with.

Disney did some test screenings. We
had a really big response. But in Las
Vegas, some rival Chicano gangs got
together, and somebody had to throw
a punch. The next night, a bunch of
people showed up. Disney got nervous

and said if there's even
a chance of violence,
we're not going to show
this movie. Then they
kind of wimped out,
they changed the title
from Blood In, Blood Out
to Bound by Honor. We
had a very limited
release and that was it.

How did the experience
of making a movie in a
working prison like San
Quentin change your per-
ceptions of crime and
punishment in America?

To me the experience
was really bizarre. San
Quentin is outside of San
Francisco, which is the
epitome of yuppiedom
in the US: exuemely
expensive, people living
the good life. You look
out at the bay, at the
boats, you see people sip-
ping Cappuccino, and
you say, “Jesus Christ,
where am 7" There is
one world in prison and

right outside is another
world and that dichotomy
is very much present in America.

One thing people vote for over and
over again is new prisons. If they spent
a portion of the money they’re spend-
ing on prisons on education, there
would be less need for prisons. Jimmy
Baca is an eloquent speaker on the
subject of education. I was with him
once when he spoke to the California
Association of Educators, all these
high school principals, and here's a
man who didn't graduate from
school, didn’t go to school, and they
jumped up and gave him a standing
ovation because he talked about the
excitement of learning.

But instead of schools, the politi-
cians say let’s build more prisons and
just lock em up so we're safe. Law and
order is important, but ultimately it’s
not going to cure anything. Ronald
Reagan did more to destroy this coun-
try than ten presidents. Reagan put
through the indeterminate sentence.
If you look at the indeterminate sen-
tence in California—which I do in the
film—it brought all these people who
were low-level drug offenders into an
“institution of higher learning” for
crime, People caught with marijuana
or some little bit of dope are given
longer terms than armed robbers. It's
nuts. Ronald Reagan sold voters a bill

of goods that we'll all be trying to
recover from forever.

Society feels abhorrence toward
prisons and prisoners. But look
around and you'll appreciate the
incredible impact and influence that
prison culture has now—in dress, in
style, in language, in music. The
whole gangsta rap thing had its birth
in prison. In terms of the way people
dress, the way they groom themselves,
shorter hair, the tattoo explosion, all
come out of the joint.

What I was interested in doing in
Blood In, Blood Out was having people
on the outside look at what goes on in
prison. Some people may think it’s
too intricate a story, too involved, but
the Byzantine nature of the joint
demands a certain broad focus. To
the outsider, prison life is alien, the
language is hard to understand,
there’s complication there, there's
such intensity. Every moment is sur-
vival. Every moment is awareness. You
don’t have that kind of awareness in
the street. People walk through New
York and think that they're aware, but
it’s like nursery school compared to
the joint. I was hoping the audience
would look at the process ol incarcer-
ation and say, “Hey, the people in
there are not animals. Many are there
because of bad situations.”

For v\:;un])lc there’s Paco. In the
beginning, he's a real bad ass. He's
the guy who's about to kill somebody.
Instead, his close friend, Miklo, grabs
the gun, shoots the guy to protect
Paco, and winds up going before the
judge, charged with the killing. There
are a number of judges in East LA
who give you a choice—go to the mili-
tary or go to joint. But not if you're
facing a murder rap. So Paco goes
into the Marines, gets turned around,
comes back out and enters the police
department. It’s an age-old process.
One goes to the Marines and becomes
a cop, one goes to prison and be-
comes a gang leader. It is all a matter
of circumstance.

Society is now thoroughly infiltrated
with people who have gotten their
graduate degree in crime in prison,
and you're never going change the
C\Clt. until you fill the educational
void. Now, when people come back
from the joint, they are emulated.
When these hardened men come
back to the black and Chicano com-
munities from prison, they're power-
ful entities and role models. But the
real question is, what kind of man do
you want coming back into society: a
poet like Jimmy Baca or a killer like
Miklo Velka? m
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Canada’s correction

system has nothing to do

with correcting and
everything to do with

manufacturing the very

people society fears.
Terry Fitzsimmons, a

12-year career criminal,

is a case in point.

In 1984, Terry Fitzsimmons, a confused 18-year-
old, began his criminal career as a convenience-store
thief. In July, 1993, he ended it by injecting himself
with the HIV-infected blood of his fourth murder vic-
tim and turning himself in to the police. For 577 days,
he waited to die from AIDS. Finally, he got tired of
waiting and hanged himself in his cell at Kingston Pen-
itentiary in Ontario, Canada.

In a manner the courts and prison could not, Mr.
Fitzsimmons instituted his own brand of capital pun-
ishment, at least in part because he understood that
Canada’s corrections system has nothing to do with
correcting the crime problem—that, in fact, it manu-
factures the very people society fears.

And Terry Fitzsimmons was a star example of what
the system can produce. Sadly, the mould that formed
him wasn’t broken with his death. The lethal combina-
tion of repressive high-security facilities and inade-
quate counseling and rehabilitation mean more
convicts like him will mutate in our prisons.

I first spoke with Mr. Fitzsimmons in February
1995 as part of my research for a book about John Hill,
a prison-rights lawyer, and about his law clerk, Howard

Massicotte, a former armed robber. Over the weeks
leading up to Terry's death, we spent about seven
hours together on the telephone. The initial hype and
braggadocio about deliberately infecting himself with
the HIV virus soon gave way to something more inter-
esting: a dark tour of penitentiary logic.

In our last conversation, five days before his death
on March 28, 1995, he said that though there was
nothing he could do about his own situation, he would
like the world to know just what a creature of the sys-
tem he had become: “I got nothing to gain by it, like I
could sit back in my cell and die, but I want them to
know that, hey, I came on this planet one thing and
I'm leaving this planet a totally different thing, and
how the hell did I go from one extreme to the other.
Not that anybody’s at fault, but let’s see where mavbe
we could have prevented it.”

In contrast to his media billing as a deranged
monster, there was an engaging vitality about him. He
was a pitiless realist who confronted facts head on. In
short, | found him to be a lucid voice from the other
side of the law, unresistant to questions, honest in his
answers—and only occasionally truly frightening.
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errence Fitzsimmons was born into an upper-mid-

dle class family in London, Ontario, the third of

four brothers. His childhood ended at age nine, by
which time he had developed a drug problem. His educa-
tion ended at age 15 when he graduat-
ed to the streets of Toronto. He held a
series of restaurant jobs, though he
never kept a job for longer than six
months.

A 1981 conviction for obstructing
a peace officer begat a 1982 conviction
for carrying a concealed weapon, fol-
lowed by four robbery charges and a
three-year sentence in 1984, In 1986,
he killed a fellow inmate. He was sen-
tenced to nine years and served six. He
was released in December, 1992, but
wasn’t on the street for long. At the
end of July, he murdered three people
over the course of four days.

Between his first conviction at age
18 and his death at age 31, he was out
of jail for just eight months.

Was he a natural born killer?
Probably not. In describing his initia-
tion to life at the medium-security
Joyceville Penitentiary in Kingston, he told me: "When 1
first came in I was around 5-feet-5. I was 18, 98 pounds,
blond hair, green eves. Just a little cutie at a party which
I hadn’t been invited to.” He was raped during his first
week.

Slowly, he learned the ropes: “You get to learn about
all the different aspects of crime and all the auitudes of
violence that pertain to prison subcultures and life. If
you have an altercation, you have to use what you
learned—killing someone else, having a fight, taking
hostages, attempting escapes from prison. You use the
knowledge vou've learned. And you lose the humanity of
just being a nice person.”

One day, he witnessed the fatal stabbing of a close
friend by another inmate. Because the Crown wished to
call him as a witness, he was transferred for his protection
to Kingston Penitentiary, a maximum-security facility.

Shortly after he arrived there at the age of 22, he
found himself in the path of rapist-murderer Mark Shan-
non, who made him a sexual do-or-die offer. “The threats
started about 6 p.m. the night before,” recalled Fitzsim-
mons. By morning, he decided he had “no choice.” By 10
a.m., Mr. Shannon was dead.

Mr. Fitzsimmons spent a year in solitary, waiting to be
tried for manslaughter—for which he got nine years
added to his tab. He was then transferred to the
Saskatchewan Penitentiary in Prince Albert, an ultra-max-
imum security prison with one of Canada’s two Special
Handling Units (SHU).

This was the crucible for the final stage of Mr. Fitzsim-
mons’ development. Howard Massicotte calls SHUs “the
Siberia of prisons.” As most prisoners know, solitary con-
finement is designed to maximize sensory deprivation. The
units are completely automated, a little more than three-by-
three yards in size, lined with steel. The windows of each
cell are covered with steel slats; the solid steel doors have a
small peephole.

Prisoners are locked up 23 hours a day; outside the
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Shortly after
he arrived,
he found

himself in

the path of a

rapist-murderer,

who made him

a sexual do-or-
die offer.

cell, the prisoner is handcuffed to waist restraints and
hobble-chained ankle-to-ankle. Only one prisoner is
allowed out at a time. Television, radio and reading mate-
rial are privileges for good behavior.

Mr. Fitzsimmons told me, “I was
forgotten for three years when they
left me in the SHU. I didn’t realize it
was doing any damage, to be perfectly
honest. You come to enjoy the isola-
tion. I was numb, confused. I became
used to screaming into the speaker in
the SHU. When you're talking to an
inanimate object, you don’t give it too
much respect.”

Dr. Stuart Grassian, of the Har-
vard School of Medicine and author
of Psychopathological Effects of Soli-
tary Confinement, consulted on the
Fitzsimmons case: “These kinds of
units [SHUs] are like factories, and
the product they create is rage. Many
people who've been in solitary
become more rageful, more irritable,
more explosive. The kind of thing
Terry described is certainly consistent
with what I've seen.”

Mr. Fitzsimmons was 26 when he emerged, and soon
after was returned to the general population at Kingston.
On one occasion, he became disruptive after being
refused shower privileges for four days. On his way to soli-
tary confinement, he smashed his fist into a steel wall,
shattering his hand.

“On the way to the hole, I started freaking out, like
within myself, not physically. I said, ‘You're going to lock
me up for breaking my hand? Obviously you just want a
piece of me,” so I ended up biting a chunk out of my arm.
It took 24 stitches inside and 12 stitches outside ‘cause I
started pulling at it as well, ripping it with my teeth.”

The new personality had emerged.

The authorities felt his behavior warranted extended
time in Kingston’s solitary and Prince Albert’s SHU, with
the result that Mr. Fitzsimmons spent fewer than two
years in the general population before two-thirds of his
sentence was completed and he was eligible for release.

And so it was that in January, 1993, without a struc-
tured and gradual reintroduction to life beyond the pen-
itentiary, he was discharged directly to the street to serve
the final one-third on statutory release, which means he
had to report regularly to his parole officer.

“They didn’t *gate’ [refuse parole to] me because I
did a lot of groups [in anger control, problem solving, life
skills] and they couldn’t justify it. I wasn’t a repeat offend-
er. The first time anybody mentioned ‘cascading’ [gradual
introduction into society] was after a parole breach. I
turned myself back in and the parole people in Millhayen
[Penitentiary] thought I had been on a prerelease pro-
gram, that I had seen the street prior to getting out.”

Lawyer John Hill, a long-time adversary of solitary
confinement, says Correction Services was at fault. “They
should have realized he was a danger to himself and to
society.” Mr. Massicotte adds that, “if a policy change has
to come into effect, it should be that every person who
has spent time in an SHU who is close to statutory release
should be flagged automatically for [continued] deten-



tion. That might seem a negative thing coming from a
defense lawyer, but prisoners need it.”

Regardless of policy or responsibility, Mr. Fitzsim-
mons was now on the streets of Kingston. Six months
before his release, he had married Tammy Lynn
McGuire, the sister of an inmate. The union lasted 10
days into his freedom. He then moved in with beauty-
salon owner Sheryl Blackadder, a relationship that lasted
until July, when he stole $10,000 of her jewelry and disap-
peared into Toronto’s gay community.

He soon met up with Don Hebert, an HIV-positive
travel agent who was infatuated with him. The two found
they had a common interest in cocaine. To get money for
drugs, Mr. Fitzsimmons robbed a midtown Canada Trust;
a few days later, this time accompanied by Mr. Hebert
(who had fancied them as “the first gay Bonnie and
Clyde™), he held up the branch again.

Back at their apartment, they were joined by a retired
Toronto dentist named Norman Rasky, who had a crack
problem and had moved in with them the day before. Dr.
Rasky, 62, figured out that they had robbed a bank to buy
cocaine and threatened to call the police. Mr. Fitzsim-
mons, high on drugs, bludgeoned and repeatedly
stabbed Rasky while Mr. Hebert looked on. He says it was
then that Mr. Hebert asked him to kill him so he could
escape the torments of death by AIDS. Mr. Fitzsimmons
agreed, and said he wished to die, too. It was likely then
that he injected himself with some of Mr. Hebert’s blood.

Mr. Hebert and Mr. Fitzsimmons fled to Montreal by
train, leaving behind the beaten and stabbed body of Dr.
Rasky in the basement of their apartment building. On
August 1, their money gone, they robbed and killed cab
driver Fernand Talbot.

The next day, they went to Ottawa. They decided that
this was the day Mr. Hebert would die.
In a secluded spot in a Red Barn
restaurant, Mr. Fitzsimmons choked
Mr. Hebert into semi-consciousness,
then plunged a knife into his chest.

He went to an Ottawa police sta-
tion and turned himself in. “It’s got to
stop,” he told them. “I'm tired of
killing people.”

When I first spoke with him, Mr.
Fitzsimmons had had time to reflect
on the four murders and his decision

“I'm more a
product of the
system than of
my own family

upbringing.

They should start

“I believe strongly that I'm more a product of the sys-
tem than of my own family upbringing. Maybe they
should start looking at trying to correct their mistakes
before more people like me get out.”

Mr. Fitzsimmons died by his own hand on March 28,
1995. A memorial service was held for him at Kingston
Penitentiary on April 13th. “I'm hoping my family will at
least claim my body,” he said during one of our final con-
versations. “If not, then it's $135 for cremation and it’ll
be on the taxpayers’ back. It doesn’t matter to me.”

It is a tradition in Kingston Penitentiary to wait a full
24 hours after a suicide before moving a new prisoner
into an empty cell. In this case, a prisoner was placed
there shortly after the body had been removed. That
night, other prisoners reported that the new resident
spent much of the night screaming. Mr. Fitzsimmons’
troubled spirit had apparently returned.

There is some debate as to whether Terry Fitzsim-
mon'’s death was the final chapter in a nightmarish story
or the beginning of a trend. Mr. Massicotte is pessimistic.
“We're predicting we’ll see a lot more of this coming out
on the street. The SHU only opened up 15 years ago.
They're getting out now.”

Conversely, Mr. John Oddie, assistant warden of
Kingston Penitentiary, does not believe Fitzsimmons’ case
is a portent of the future. “Our programming hasn’t
changed nor do we see a requirement to change it. For
inmates returning from SHU, the process has been the
same as with Mr. Fitzsimmons. They are seen by the case
management officer and they work out a treatment plan
to meet their requirements.”

Although he repeatedly expressed an absence of
fear, Terry Fitzsimmons fully understood the implica-
tions of dying alone. The interviews that led to this arti-
cle were conducted by telephone
because I, along with other members
of the media, were not allowed in to
see him. In an effort to attend his
memorial service, I made renewed
attempts to get clearance, but prison
authorities did not respond to any of
my requests. Afterwards, it was report-
ed that attendance for the service was
closed to outsiders.

Father Hail, the prison chaplain,
said he had bumped into Terry the

to end his life by giving himself AIDS. 0 . weekend before his suicide. “His pain
v e correcting their : :
I wish none of the murders had hap- was showing. He looked very tired,
ened, but wishing isn't going to H k verv pale.” This report contrasts with
Pened but Wishing isn't gotng & mistakes before ey pale: HELL feport cntzste i
change it. They're very deep experi- the voice 1ear : just hours
ences, very violent experiences and I more people before. The man I'd spoken to was
don’t think one is easier than the t out " filled with determination, an absolute
other to live with. I have different ge - resolution to have his story heard, to

emotions for each person. Hatred for

Mark Shannon. Rasky? Pity. The cab

driver? I wished it never happened.

Don, the best friend I ever had? I miss him but I'm happy
for him because he’s where he wanted to be.

“I believed in our friendship. I believed that if he was
willing to die by my hands then I should be willing to die
by his blood. I'm giving society exactly what they want.
I'm going to give them capital punishment. Instead of it
being a five-minute thing, they'll see it for five or 10 years
and watch it eat away at a person.

change the system for the better not

for himself but for the next prisoner

who might tread the same path. Terry
Fitzsimmons may have given up hope with his his final
act, but he managed to override the prison’s media ban
and grant his story a secured place in the public eye. I
firmly believe he understood this when he made his deci-
sion to leave this world.

Reprinted from the Canadian Globe & Mail.
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A CURE FOR CRIME

PRISON LIFE AT THE STH NATIONAL CURE
CONVENTION IN WASHINGTON, D.C.

-

by Rlchard Stratton &Jennlfer Wynn

rime, politicians tell us and

mainstream media duly report,

is the country’'s number one
domestic problem. If we are to believe
our elected leaders, the answer to the
crime crisis lies in administering more
of the same short-sighted remedies
that have thus far failed to staunch the
flow of blood in our streets.

More laws and longer prison sen-
tences. More cops dll(l more federal
agents with broader police powers
More prisons and a return to inhu-
mane conditions of confinement.
More capital crimes and more execu-
tions. Though these snake oil cura-
tives only appear to have made the
condition worse, we are assured that
larger and larger doses of deadly med-
icine will eventually heal the nation.
All we need to do is give up more of
our civil rights and let the police have
their way and America will be safe.

Both conservatives who purport to
oppose big government and liberals
who (‘I')" for more IS:"'()\’t‘]'llll]ﬁl][ over-
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sight favor giving greater power to
police agencies, to the courts and to
prison officials to wage war on crime.
When he was Governor of Arkansas,
Bill Clinton ordered a mentally retard-
ed man to be executed so as to appear
tough on crime and to deflect bad
publicity on his philandering. Speaker
Newt Gingrich recently called for mass
executions of drug smugglers. The
level of violence and brutality in our
society plagues many Americans and
yet to question official hard-line poli-
cies on crime is to commit political sui-
cide. Look what happened to Jocelyn
Elders when she so much as suggested
it might be time to open dialog on
decriminalizing drugs. What we need,
our trusted officials seem to be saying,
is a Mark Fuhrman on eyery street cor-
ner and we will all sleep better.

Some Americans are beginning to
question the government’s wisdom
and motivation in dealing with the
impact of crime on our society, In
much the same way as the anti-Viet-

nam war movement started 30 years
ago, there is a growing constituency of
the citizenry who now distrust and out-
right oppose Washington's solutions to
the crime question. The imperative to
wage war in the jungles of Southeast
Asia in order to protect America from
Communism proved to be a lie; in the
real world inhabited by ordinary Amer-
icans, “lock ‘em up and throw away the
key™ as a means of delivering us from
crime is equally bogus.

It took the families of soldiers
killed in Vietnam, and the veterans
themselves, to convince the rest of
middle-America that the war was a
mistake. Now a grass roots organiza-
tion made up largely of prisoners’
loved-ones, family members and ex-
prisoners who have experienced the
criminal justice system first-hand has
brought the war on crime home to the
hallowed halls of Congress where insu-
lar law-makers jostle for power at the
expense of the country’s well-being,

CURE, Citizens United for Reha-



Pauline & Charlie
Sullivan founded
CURE 23 years
ago. They have
dedicated their
lives to reforming
the criminal justice
system and helping
improve the lives
of individuals

behind bars.

bilitation of Errants, is a national organization devoted to
reducing crime through reform of the criminal justice system
(especially prison reform). With chapters in 36 states and a
national office in Washington, D.C., CURE is the nation’s
foremost coalition of criminal justice advocacy groups. This
year CURE held its Fifth National Convention in the Capital
on June 17 through 20. The editors of Prison Life attended the
conference and were welcomed heartily both by other con-
ventioneers and by the organizers. It seems we are saying
much the same things.

In the four days of the convention, hundreds of men and
women from all over the country gathered at Trinity College
in Washington to express concern for the brutal and wasteful
tactics embraced by our government in the war on crime, and
to discuss alternative methods and strategies for reducing
crime through reform of the criminal justice system.

But the CURE cause does not end with talk. CURE is also
a lobby group, and as Charlie Sullivan, National CURE’s exec-
utive director, pointed out to convention participants in his
welcoming letter, “The most important events of the conven-
tion are the Congressional visits on Tuesday.” Convention-
eers were urged to contact their Representatives and make an
appointment to visit. CURE provided each of the attendees
with a letter for their Representatives rating the 103rd Con-
gress and urging Congress members to become Public Offi-
cial Sponsors of CURE.

Saturday, the first day of the convention, was given over to
registration and, in the evening, self introductions at a get-
acquainted social held in one of the voluminous old halls at
the baroque Catholic university. Representatives from differ-
ent state CURE chapters and affiliate groups stood and iden-
tified themselves. Many told of having had no idea just how
sick our criminal justice system is until a loved one or family
member went to prison. It was extraordinary to be in the
same room with so many like-minded people on a range of
topics that have divided Americans into two opposing camps:
those who believe the way to deter criminal behavior is with
more violence and abuse, and those who advocate that the
solution lies in understanding the causes of crime, and in
educating and rehabilitating those who break the law.

Beginning at nine a.m. Sunday and running until Mon-
day evening, over 50 panels were held on a fascinating variety
of criminal justice topics: Effective Substance Abuse Treatment
and Understanding Inmate Phone Systems: Your Rights and Reme-
dies to The National Campaign to Stop Control Unit Torture and
Doing Time Today: Debunking the Myth that Prisoners Have It
Made. Perusing the schedule, it was frustrating to have to
choose between panels on so many issues vital to readers of
Prison Life.

We attended a panel on capital punishment, Update on the
Death Penalty: First Degree Murder by the State, and were moved by
panelists who told of having a mentally disturbed son on death
row in Texas. A young student from Des Moines, lowa recalled
how she became [riendly with condemned poet Willie Otay,
and how she endured his execution. In a group discussion
after the panelists spoke, it was agreed that the only legitimate
way to resist the death penalty is on moral grounds. Thou shalt
not kill goes for the state, too.

Next we sat in on a panel chaired by Julie Stewart of
FAMM (Families Against Mandatory Minimums) and heard
from Julie’s brother, Jeff Stewart, a former marijuana prison-
er who was released from prison this year and now works with
his sister lobbying Congress to end mandatory minimum sen-
tencing. Recently FAMM won a major victory on a sentencing
issue the group has been advocating for over two years. An
amendment to the sentencing guidelines now sets the stan-
dard weight of a marijuana plant at 100 grams per plant
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What is CURE?
A national organization to reduce crime through the
reform of the criminal justice system.

When and Where Did CURE Start?

CURE began in San Antonio, TX in 1972, when a
dozen citizens (families of prisoners and concerned
individuals) went to the legislature in Austin to work
against the death penalty. In 1975, CURE formally
organized with an annual convention and a constitution.
In 1985, CURE expanded to a national organization.

CURE’s Goals

Are Making Sure that:

® Prisons are used only for those who
absolutely must be incarcerated.

@® Prisoners have all the resources they
need to turn their lives around.

CURE’s Outreach Activities

® Providing errants and their families with
information about rehabilitative programs.

® Promoting the creation of more

rehabilitative programs.

® Convincing errants that change can be brought
about more effectively through the exercise of their
constitutional rights.

Who Supports CURE?

CURE has a mailing list of over 5,000. This includes
prisoners and freeworlders. Five percent of the
membership of Congress representing both political
parties are Public Official Sponsors of CURE.

Where is CURE Active?

CURE has an organized presence in most states.
This is either through state chapters, contact chapters
(the first step toward becoming a chapter) or organi-
zations with similar goals that affiliate with CURE.

What CURE is Working on
® Stopping the expansion of the death penalty.

® Removing racism from the application of the death
penalty.

® Renewing the Targeted Jobs Tax Credit (which
pays for a portion of the starting salary of a newly-
employed ex-felon through government subsidies).

@ Voting in federal elections by all probationers and
ex-prisoners.

® Improvement of the availability of veterans’ bene-
fits and services to incarcerated veterans.

® Encouraging prison-based businesses.

® Increasing awareness of the special needs of
women prisoners.

@ Stronger enforcement of the Civil Rights of Institu-
tionalized Person Acts (CRIPA).

@ Establishing a waiting period before the purchase
of a handgun.

@ Supporting professional accreditation for all cor-
rectional entities.

@ Allowing prisoners to be transferred to the state
where their loved ones live.

@ Offering effective drug treatment on request in the
community and in prison (CURE is a member of a
network that monitors the government's war on
drugs).

® Eliminating discrimination in employment for a
felon if nature of job does not relate to his or her
crime.

@ Passing a constitutional amendment that funda-
mentally changes the criminal justice system.

instead of at the former 1 kilo per plant. The amendment,
effective retroactively, will reduce offense scales by 0-10 levels
and effects close to 1,000 federal prisoners who will receive sub-
stantial sentence reductions and in a number of cases be
released. This is good news not only for the prisoners but for all
those engaged in sentencing reform. It is great to see real
progress being made. FAMM is to be congratulated for its
efforts.

Later that afternoon we joined a panel discussing progress in
Prison Reform Litigation and were most impressed by an impas-
sioned address by Kwasi Seitu, a former prisoner who spoke elo-
quently on how prison reform litigation has had what limited
successes it can claim largely because of work done by jailhouse
lawyers, Seitu was adamant in insisting that the state of prison
reform litigation is in retrograde. Lawyers on the panel spoke of
work being done by prisoners’ Legal Services attorneys. We were
reminded that the landmark Supreme Court case U.S. v.
$405,098.23 was initiated by jailhouse lawyer Michael Montalvo.
Seitu was correct in stressing the work of incarcerated, self-taught
lawyers in fighting injustice. Who knows better than prisoners
the abuses of the system?

Finally that afternoon we joined a group discussing ways
and means of Communicating Criminal fustice Reform Through
Publications in a Punishment Era. This is a subject about which
Prison Life's editors should know a thing or two. Panelists
included editors of The Turning Point, the excellent newsletter
of Missouri CURE and Graterfriends, published by volunteers
and prisoners at Graterford, PA. We also met the managing
editor of American Jail Association magazine and were
impressed to see that the Sheriff’s organization has come out
against the wholesale warehousing philosophy of corrections
sweeping the nation. Prison Life, the only freeworld-based mag-
azine done by convicts and ex-cons, was a welcome presence at
the panel.

ther noteworthy panels we attended later in the morning

dealt with stopping control unit torture and selling

prison reform politically, which was led by the charismat-
ic Rozier “Roach” Brown, chairman of the Ex-Offender Coalition
and staff assistant to D.C. Mayor Marion S. Barry. Roach was the
perfect candidate to discuss the concept of selling prison reform.
He himself is an ex-con who did a two-decade bid for murder.
After his release, he went to work for the Mayor, also an ex-
offender. Mayor Barry served six months in a federal prison on a
misdemeanor drug conviction and then miraculously managed
to I‘Lg‘!ill voter confidence and win the 1994 Democratic mayoral
primary. Mayor Barry did this, Roach explained, with the help of
a little-known 1976 D.C. law that unlocked a voting bloc of ex-
convicts, who were overwhelmingly supportive of Barry's cam-
paign. Mayor Barry hired Roach Brown to head up his Coalition
of Ex-Offenders, and together they canvassed the city’s alleys and
shelters to spread the word that ex-felons could vote, which got
many of them to the polls. The organization was responsible for
bringing in thousands of new voters predisposed to elect the
man they could identify with, an ex-convict like themselves.

On Monday evening, the CURE chapter for ex-offenders,
CURE-ENOUGH (Ex-Offenders Need Opportunities, Under-
standing, Guidance and Help) met to discuss ways ex-offenders
and their loved ones can work together to change laws restricting
full participation in society by former prisoners. Chairperson Bob
Vieweg raised the example of an ex-offender from Virginia who
had served time on a drug offense only to be denied a license to
operate a used car lot upon release. Given the unreasonableness
of such penalties, Vieweg suggested the group begin to work
politically and legally to overturn unreasonable decisions.

Roach Brown agreed to serve as the new co-chair of CURE-
ENOUGH and mentioned organizing a national ex-offender
day in D.C. to be held in the fall of 1996,



The charismatic Rozier
Brown, chairman of Mayor
Barry’s Ex-Offender
Codlition, led a panel
on selling prison reform.

Mayor Marion Barry plans
to appoint “a qualified
person who happens to be
an ex-offender” to the next
parole board vacancy.

After hours, we met with Stephen Donaldson, head of
Stop Prisoner Rape, who is lobbying Congress to ensure that
male rape in prison receives the same attention as female
rape on the streets. We also had a long conversation with
John Woods, a Vietnam veteran and ex-offender who is presi-
dent of Vietnam Veterans of America. Woods has spent the
last 10 years running prison-based programs and support
groups for incarcerated Vets and helping to expedite the
release of Veteran offenders.

The four-day seminar culminated with a breakfast on
Capitol Hill in the Dirksen Senate Office Building. The high-
light was an appearance by D.C. Mayor Marion S. Barry, who,
despite a work strike at the D.C. prison that began the second
day of the convention, attended the Capitol Hill meeting and
delivered a rousing 30-minute speech.

“Through the grace of God and a lot of internal fortitude
and the help of friends and family,” Barry told the CURE
audience, “I managed to come back stronger and wiser and
better than ever.”

He spoke of his strong advocacy of prison reform and his
support of ex-offenders. “I have ex-offenders working in our
office now, and at the next vacancy on the parole board, I
intend to appoint a qualified person who happens to be an
ex-offender. Why shouldn’t those who are affected by the
decisions be part of the decisionmaking process?”

Mayor Barry told the group he is fighting for more money
for drug treatment and believes in “treating chemical depen-
dency medically, not criminally.” He is also working to rein-
state conjugal visits for D.C. prisoners and setting up
community education centers in poor D.C. neighborhoods “to
tackle problems before incarceration.” Barry’s final message,
which brought him standing applause, was directed to every-
one involved in the fight for prison reform—prisoners and
freeworlders alike. He urged the group to draw inspiration
from his struggle to regain his mayoral position after he was
virtually banished from the political scene as the result of a
nationally televised bust for smoking crack. “Never give in,
never give out, never give up. When you're going through a
storm, hold your head up high,” Barry exhorted the audience.

A prayer from the Koran was read for prison reformers
who had died in the last two years; family members of men
and women on death row spoke briefly and poignantly about
their loved ones behind bars. Presentations were made to
Congressman Lane Evans for his leadership in helping incar-
cerated veterans; to Congressman Robert Scott for his leader-
ship in prison reform, especially for requiring that all deaths
in custody be reported to the U.S. Department of Justice; and
to Senator Paul Simon for his work on the Family Unity
Demonstration Project.

Appreciation was extended to Alvin Bronstein, the execu-
tive director of the National Prison Project, who is retiring
this year, and to Leigh Dingerson, executive director of the
National Coalition to Abolish the Death Penalty, who is also
leaving her position.

The final speech was delivered by the enlightened Okla-
homa warden, Jack Cowley, who spoke candidly about how
Corrections and CURE can and must work together if we
hope to see a reduction in crime, and how the growing prison
industry in America is doing nothing to help make our streets
safer. Before this issue went to press, it was learned that Cow-
ley had been removed from his position as warden and rele-
gated to a regional desk job.

After the conference, CURE arranged for members from
each state chapter to meet with their Senators and educate
them on pressing prison reform issues. Our only regret at the
end of the day was that we couldn’t be in fifty different places

al once. [l]]
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Ron Decker, a young,
white middle class dope
dealer, has heen given an in-
determinate sentence and
sent to prison for two years
by a judge who wants to see
signs of Decker’s rehahilita-
tion before he’ll consider re-
ducing the sentence. Decker
has gone from a high-rise in
West Hollywood and a
Porsche Carrera to the L.A.
City Jail and a prison hus
that deposited him in the an-
imal factory of San Quentin.
Now he must learn to sur-
vive or fall victim to the psy-
chopaths who prey on fresh
fish like Decker.

Earl Copen is a veteran of
the California prison system
serving his third term in San
Quentin when he and Deck-
er meet. Reluctantly at first,
Copen takes the “young-
ster” under his wing and
teaches him how to stay
alive and do time in the pen-
itentiary.

[Mlustrations by
B.D. Hill
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ANIMAL

BY EDWARD BUNKER

ome December days in the San Francisco Bay area exhale pure
spring, and this was one of them, a Monday between Christmas
and the New Year. The sun had burned off the freezing morning
fog, and although the lower recreation yard was still crisp, it was daz-
zling bright. Earl sat shirtless on the worn bleachers along the third
base line, finishing a joint in the nearest thing to solitude the prison
allowed. A red bandanna was tied around his forehead to keep the
sweat from his eyes, though it had dried ten minutes after he left the
handball court. A still soaked glove lay limp beside him, and his legs
ached from the hard hour of exercise. He played poorly but loved the
game. He couldn’t bring himself to jog or do calisthenics, because he
quit the moment he began breathing hard, but when there was compe-
tition he kept going until his body screamed in protest and he had to
bend at the waist to draw a good breath. Winter closed the handball
courts for months at a time, so he played whenever they were open for
a few hours. He sucked on the joint, uttering “dynamite shit” inanely,
and the aches went away. He was reluctant to make the long trek to the
big yard, and then five tiers to his cell to get a towel to shower with.
“Too beautiful a day to be locked up,” he muttered, liking the bitter-
sweet ache of longing for freedom. It told him that he was still human,
still yearned for something more than being a convict. He still hoped.
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e'd decided to follow Seeman’s

advice and avoid trouble by

avoiding the situations. He was
keeping to his cell during the day,
reading a lot, and when something
happened, it was over before he heard
about it. One of the Brotherhood had
killed a man in the East cellhouse, and
the next day during the lunch hour
two Chicanos had ambushed a third
and cut him up pretty bad. If he’d
died, it would have tied the record of
36 murders a year; the record for stab-
bings, 107, had already been broken.
T.]. and Bad Eye worked in the gym,
and he saw them only at the night
movie when the Brotherhood filled
two rows of reserved benches. Earl
would have come out during the day if
heroin was on the yard, but the prison
had been dry since he'd gotten an
ounce three weeks earlier. Pot, acid
and mini-bennies were abundant-
through the Hell's Angels—but Earl
was not interested. In a paranoia-laden
atmosphere, he couldn’t risk being
spaced out.

Earl did not know about a strike
that was to happen the following morn-
ing, but it was known by everyone,
including the warden. Someone had
illegally used a mimeograph machine
to run off thousands of copies of a bul-
letin calling on all convicts to either
stay in their cells in the morning or not
leave the big vard at work call. The first
demand, an end or a modification of
the indeterminate sentence-a term any-
where between a year and eternity until
the parole board decided—was some-
thing Earl fiercely agreed with. It was
the crudest torture never to know how
long imprisonment would last. And the
demand that prison industry wages be
raised above the present maximum of
12 cents an our was also reasonable.
But then the writer had turned irra-
tional, demanding that all “Third
World” people and “political prison-
ers” be released to the various People’s
Republics. This absurdity would attract
whatever coverage the press gave the
strike and blunt any consideration
thoughtful people might give to the
demands-not that many cared about
what went on in prison. A strike was
futile, yet at least it showed that the
men had not surrendered. It would
bring a lockdown of everyone while the
leaders were rounded up, clubbed, and
segregated. “And I'd better go get
some cigarettes, coffee and food to last
until the unlock. Four salami sandwich-
es a day won’t make it.”

As he stood up on the top row of
bleachers, he saw two convicts climb-
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ing toward him at an angle. One was
Tony Bork, a chunky young con who
was the East cellhouse plumber, not a
tough guy but personable and known
as a “stand-up dude.” He had in tow a
slender youth in the stiff, unwashed
denim of a newcomer. Even without
the clothes, Earl knew the youth had-
n't been long in San Quentin, for
although he often saw faces for the
first time after they'd been around for
months, this one he would have
remembered. He was too strikingly
good looking and young looking,
especially because of a clear, pale
complexion set off by dark blue eyes
that were serious but inexpressive.
There was nothing effeminate about
him, but there was an extreme boyish-
ness that by prison standards would be
considered pretty. Pretty was a bad
thing to be in San Quentin.

“Hey now, big duke of Earl,” Tony
said. “I need a favor. Rather, my friend
here does. A show pass.” Tony glanced
at the youth. “Ron Decker, Earl
Copen.” A nod of acknowledgment
did the work of the usual handshake.

“Are they running the show lines
yet?” Earl asked.

“They were getting ready to when
we came down.”

Earl picked up his sweatshirt and
handball gloves and started down the
bleachers. Bork and Decker fell in
beside him. As they walked, he strug-
gled into the sweatshirt.

“You haven’t been here very long,
have you?” Earl asked.

Ron shook his head. “Three
weeks, Tony tells me you're good at
law.”

“I used to fuck with it. No more. |
don’t believe in it. Smith and Wesson
beats due process.”

“What do you mean:”

“Besides being funny”—Earl
smiled—"I mean that law is bullshit.

Judges don’t have any integrity.

They'll spring some big shot on a
point of law, but when some poor
Hoosier in here has the same point,
they shoot it down.”

“But when Smith and Wesson
won’t do anything, the law might be
all there is. I don’t want to impose,
but I'd like you to look at my case. I'll
pay vou.”

“When [ get some time,” Earl said,
not noticing that his brush-off made
Ron blush.

“What fuckin’® movie are they
showing today?” Earl asked. “It’s a
Monday.

“Blood-donor’s movie,” Tony said.
“I'm on the list but Ron isn't.”

Earl glanced at Ron from the cor-

ner of his eye and felt bad that he’'d
stalled him so coldly. “What kind of
thing did you want to know about
your casez”

“The main thing is the judge said
he’d call me back and modify my sen-
tence in a year or two. Some guy in
the bus said the judge loses jurisdic-
tion and can’t do it.”

“He used to lose jurisdiction, but
six months ago a court of appeals
ruled that if he sentenced you under
1168 he can call for reports and
review his sentence.”

“That’s what he sentenced me
under.”

“What kind of beef?”

“Possession of narcotics for sale
with a weed prior.”

Earl made a silent whistle and
looked at Ron more closely. “Ten
years to fuckin’ life, with six to the
parole board. You'd better hope he
modifies.”

“Don’t I know it.”

As they reached the top of the
stairs, the sound of country and west-
ern music from the loudspeakers
poured over them. The last line of
convicts was going into the mess hall,
and the guard checking passes wasn’t
one Earl could influence. “C’mon to
the yard office. We'll get a pass from
that big sissy.” When they neared the
yard office door, Earl took Ron’s 1.D.
card to get his number. He left them
outside. Without saying anything to
Big Rand, who was dangling a string
before a cuffing, scrawny kitten (one
of hundreds in the prison), Earl sat
down and typed a pass; then dropped
it on Rand’s desk for a signature. The
big man ignored it, continued playing
with the kitten.

“Hey, you want me to throw that
cat in the Bay?” Earl said, knowing
Rand just wanted attention.

Rand picked up the pass. “Two
weeks ago—Gibbs, remember?”

“Oh man, that wasn't nothing.”

“Nothing happened, but a whole
bunch of shit could’ve happened.”

“Whaddya think—I was gonna
snitch on you? Sign the motherfucker.”

“Who is this asshole?” Rand leaned
in his chair so he could look out over
the Dutch door, dubiously eyed Ron
and Tony. He knew Tony Bork and his
wasn’t the name on the pass. Rand
curled a forefinger and Earl leaned
forward. “You're trying to fuck that
kid, aren’t you?” Rand accused.

“You got a dirtier mind than these
convicts, Rand. You really do.”

“Well, who is he?”

“A good white brother. Are you
gonna sign? I've got business. I wanna



get to the canteen to stock up in case
there's a lockdown over that strike.”

“We'll get you out if—"

Earl cut him off with an upraised
hand. “Uh-huh. I'm a convict. If the
joint’s slammed, I'm slammed.”

“T'll make sure you get something
to eat.”

Earl didn’t protest, though for a
moment he was surprised. Rand (See-
man, too) could be savage to convicts
he disliked, specially blacks. He wore a
swastika medallion under his shirt.

Rand signed the pass slowly, mak-
ing a deliberate childish scrawl, and
then handed it to Earl with a grin.

“I should have signed it myself,”
Earl said, but he took it and went out,
giving it to Ron. “I'll walk with you.
I've gotta get some food and dirty
magazines in case they have that
strike. We'll be locked down with
nothing to do but use ourselves, and
I've forgotten what broads look like.”

Ron laughed, showing good white
teeth.

When they reached the big vard,
Earl paused long enough to make
sure the pass wasn’t questioned; then
he went toward the heavy crowd out-
side the canteen. Others were also
stocking up.

alf an hour before the main
count lockup, Earl entered the
big yard. Half a dozen of the
Brotherhood, including Paul, T.].,
Bird, and Baby Boy, were gathered in
the afternoon sun near the East cell-
house wall. When Earl walked up, T.J.
reached out and brushed the slick-
shaved skull.
"Where's Bad Eye?” Earl asked.
“On a visit. You know his folks
love their baby boy.” The conversation
was about the strike. Nobody thought
it would accomplish anything, and
Baby Boy was angry because he like to
work and was going to the parole
board in two weeks. Yet there was no
question of them breaking a strike,

even one they disagreed with. “Wha .
.. what we oughta do,” said Bird, a
small, tight-muscled man with a big
nose and a choleric disposition, “is
burn the motherfucker down. I'd go
along with the niggers on a riot
where we get in some licks. They just
talk revolution . .. ”

“Yeah,” Baby Boy said, “they
wanna go back to Africa or wherever,
send the fuckers.”

“Them people over there don't
want ‘em either,” T.J. said. “I was
readin’—"

“Fool!” someone said. “Quit lyin’.
You know you can’t read.”

Earl scanned the yard. It was
becoming crowded with convicts
being herded from the lower yard
before lockup. Near the edge of the
shed he saw Ron Decker talking to a
Puerto Rican whose name Earl didn’t
know—but who he did know for a
glue-sniffer and loudmouth trouble-
maker. A couple of the Puerto
Rican’s clique were hovering nearby.
The conversation was heated, with
Ron gesticulating, and the Puerto
Rican suddenly jabbing a finger at his
chest. The good-looking youth spun
on his heel and walked away. Earl saw
Tony waiting some distance away.

The whistle blew and the swarm-
ing convicts began to form lines. Earl
headed against the tide toward the
vard gate. A closed-door conference
took place during count, and Earl
locked the washroom door and lis-
tened. The warden had gotten word
from the stool pigeons (probably in
exchange for a transfer, Earl thought)

that several dozen inmates, mostly
black, planned to crowd around the
big yard gate just before it opened,
knowing that even convicts willing to
work wouldn’t cross such a line. The
lieutenants were being briefed by
Stoneface Bradley, the pockmarked
associate warden. Extra personnel
would be on duty. Those trained for
the tactical squad would be held in the
plaza until needed, and the highway
patrol would lend a dozen sharpshoot-
ers to beef up firepower on the wall.
But they would try to break the strike
before it began by opening the yard
gate an hour early and running the
cons directly from the mess halls to
work, or to the far side of the yard
away from the gate so they couldn’t
gather and create a bottleneck.

As soon as the count cleared, Earl
went to the yard, watched the lines
come from the cellhouses to the mess
hall until he saw a willowy young black
with a cafe au lait complexion who
belonged to the Black Panthers. It was
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a certainty that he was involved in the
strike plans, or at least knew who was.
Earl also knew the man wasn’t a racial
fanatic. When he came out, Earl
waved and walked over and told him
what he'd overheard. “For whatever
it's worth,” he finished. The black
thanked him,

As he turned away, he saw Tony
Bork getting a cigarette lit by another
convict nearby. Earl gave a brief wave
and started to leave, but Tony beck-
oned him. The yard was dark except
for the floodlights, and convicts were
streaming by them en route to the
cellhouses.

When Earl stepped over, lowering
his head slightly because he was taller
than Tony, the plumber put a hand
on his shoulder. “My friend,” Tony
said, “the one I introduced vou to
today, he’s got problems—"

“I guess so,” Earl said, snorting.
“some cocksucker in Sacramento
should get a foot in his ass for sending
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him here . . . among the animals.”

“Somebody cut him in to Psycho
Mike—"

“The Puerto?” Earl interrupted.

Tony nodded. “The glue-sniffer,
yeah. And he’s scheming on the guy.
did him a few favors, banaroo clothes,
et cetera, before Ron knew the score.
The youngster woke up to what's
going on, and he’s trying to back off,
but Psycho’s on the muscle now and
he's got that little clique.”

“Is that kid Ron a broad?”

Tony shook his head. "No, man,
but you know how that goes. He does-
n’t have any henchmen or—"

“*What about you? You trying to
turn him outz”

“You know I don’t play that shit. I
like him and I'm giving him moral
support . . . but like I go to the board
real soon and I've got a good shot at a
parole. Besides, I'm no tough guy.”

“So you want to cut me into the
action, is that it?”

“Somebody’s gonna get him,
or drive him into protective cus-
tody, or make him kill somebody.
Why don’t you pull him?”

“I need a kid like I need a bad
heart. A pretty kid is a ticket to
trouble...and I'm too old to ask for
that. Shit, I haven’t even booked
Tommy the Face in two years. I'm
turning into a jack-off idiot.”

“He's ten times smarter and
classier than the shitbums around
here. I was thinking about that
blond youngster that Psycho
Mike’s boys grabbed off the bus
last year—ran a gang bang, made
him pluck his eyebrows, and then
sold him to that old pervert. The
kid wound up in the psych ward.”

“Fuck it. It's none of my busi-
ness. If a sucker is weak, he’s got to
fall around here. I came when I
was 18 and nobody turned me out.
I didn’t even smile for two years.”

“Things were different then...a
dude could represent himself by
himself. There weren’t no gangs
then. He's not a killer, but he's not
a coward.”

Earl shook his head and
refused 1o listen further, but when
he turned away he found his jaw
muscles tighten as he remembered
what Tony had described. Raised
in reform schools, used to places
without women, Earl like everyone
else with such a background was
not against queens and pretty
boys. After several years without a
woman, a surrogate could arouse
just as intensely. But Earl was
against force, and even more than
that, he loathed the practice of buying
and selling young boys, a phenome-
non of recent years. For a moment he
thought of asking Ponchie (whom
he’d known all his life), or Grumpy or
Bogus Pete, all of the powerful Chi-
cano Brotherhood, to jerk up Psycho
Mike. Not that it would do any good,;
with Mike gone (that was easy), others
would move in.

“What the fuck do I care?” he
muttered, seeing Paul’s figure work-
ing with a broom on an open gutter
across the shadowland vard. He went
to see if Paul had word of any nar-
cotics. It would be easier to go
through tomorrow if he was tranquil-
ized on heroin.

ate in the evening, while the
clack, clack, clack of cell doors
being locked reverberated
through the cellhouse, Ron Decker
stretched on the top bunk of his cell.



An elbow propped up his torso as he
lay on his side, while spread in front of
him, as if for reference, were Pamela’s
letters, her Christmas card, a battered
collegiate dictionary, and a photo of
her against a background of a field of
pinkish wildflowers. The last letter, on
pale yellow stationery with a hint of
perfume, he studied while he wrote.
He adored her letters, for she had a
flair for mood and nuance and some-
times included a page of evocative
poetry. Sometimes the letters made
him imagine an entirely different per-
son than he remembered, and he
blotted out memory to respond to the
letter writer. Ron was uneasy with the
written word. He was well enough
educated, but lacked experience in
transmitting thoughts with the pen.
He’d written more since his arrest
than in all the previous years of his
life. He wanted to make his letters a
journal, and the one he was working
on tried to convey what he was seeing
and experiencing. He described San
Quentin’s hideous look, but he could
not tell her of the wholesale violence
and paranoia, or of the expected
strike. A letter with upsetting informa-
tion would be returned by the cen-
sors. He did tell her that the
classification committee had assigned
him to the furniture factory, and he
was to report in the morning. He was
unhappy with the idea of sanding var-
nish from chairs all day, but there was
nothing he could do about it for a
while. He told her that he had a per-
sonable cell partner, without amplify-
ing that it was a 45-year-old queen. He
told her that he was disillusioned by
the personalities he had found, that
he’d expected at least some who were
intelligent, but here were the under-
world’s stunted failures, muggers, gut-
ter junkies, gas station robbers, and
those who committed moronic rapes
and murders. Master criminals didn’t
seem to exist. He wanted to tell her
about the young men raised in reform
schools that so deformed their psy-
ches that institutions and institution
values were their whole life and whose
status was built on violence. He want-
ed to tell her about racism that went
beyond racism into obsession—on
both sides—and how it was affecting
him to be the object of murderous
hate just because he was white. It
aroused fear, and a kernel of hatred
in response.

None of these things could be
written, so he finally signed the letter.
He was putting it in the envelope
when the public address speaker
blared: “Lights out in ten minutes!”

He swiveled on the bunk so he could
put the letter on the bars for the last
mail pickup. Then he jumped down.
Jan the Actress, so called because he’d
lived as a woman for ten years long
ago, was cross-legged on the bottom
bunk, fingers flying and yarn trailing
as he worked on an afghan that would
sell for $90 in the visitor’s handicraft
store or 5 hits of acid, 20 joints, or 2
papers of heroin on the yard.

Ron stepped to the back of the
cell and got his toothbrush, his eye
catching his reflection in the mirror.
It was odd to see his hair so short and
combed straight back—but without a
part; someone had told him that some
would think a part was sissified. He'd
laughed at the ignorance but followed
the advice.

Jan the Actress pulled a cardboard
box from beneath the bunk and
began depositing the knitting gear.
“How’s the problem with that Psycho
Mike coming?”

Ron spat out the toothpaste foam.
“Tense. He wanted to know why I was
shying him on...and something about
owing him.”

“I could’ve told you he was bad
news.”

“He was friendly at first...and I
didn’t know anybody. I should've
known.”

“What happens now?”

“I’'m going to stay away from him.”

“What if that doesn’t work? He’s
got some friends and it could get
rough.”

Ron shook his head. He wasn’t
afraid of Psycho Mike, not really—and
yet in a way he was. And it was
demeaning to be worried about some-
one so stupid. That he would go along
with what Mike wanted (he stopped
short of fully imagining it) was
unthinkable. He already knew what he
would suffer if he went into protective
custody, and rejected that idea. He
was willing to fight if necessary, but
could imagine what little chance he
had against a clique. If he used a
knife—Tony had offered him one—it
would be resolved, but he balked at
that choice for two reasons: it would at
least mean a denial of modification by
the judge, and even if he got away
with it, the vision of running steel into
human flesh was revolting. When he
finished his ablutions, Jan was waiting
to use the sink. The cell was less than
five feet wide, and the space beside
the bunks was so narrow that they
were chest to chest as they passed.
Jan’s fingers brushed at his crotch and
he reflexively shot his ass back.
“Damnit!”

“Try it, you'll like it,” the queen
said, the time-worn parody of a wom-
an’s face screwed up with a smile and
desire.

Ron quickly jumped onto the top
bunk, his legs dangling over the side.
“This is supposed to be a place of
tough guys. Everybody is some kind of
pervert. Wow!”

Jan had turned to the mirror, try-
ing to make thin hair cover loss of
pate. “No, they're not. More the pity.”

“It sure seems that way.”

“Just because you’re young, ten-
der sweetmeat.”

Ron blushed furiously. When the
lights were out (though it was not real-
ly dark because lights outside the cell
threw a bar-waffled glow inside), Ron
could see the blackness of the Bay
beyond the cellhouse, and beyond the
blackness twinkled the lights of the
Richmond hills. It was an insult to put
the ugliness of a prison in such a set-
ting. It increased the torment to be
walking dead amid so much life. He
had another thought and stuck his
head over the edge of the bunk where
he could see the featureless paleness
of Jan’s face. “Say, I was thinking
about having some guy look at my
case today...some older dude with a
shaved-head, Earl Copen. Know any-
thing about him?”

Jan’s giggle was quick. “Do I know
Earl Copen? Honey, he was my cell
partner years and years ago when I
came here. For a few weeks. He
ripped me off.”

“Ripped you off. Him, too. Yuk.”

“Oh, he’s another convict. He
waited until the lights were out and—"

“Spare me the details.”

“You’re not interested in my love
life?”

“Not especially.”

“Earl was just a kid then. He was
one step ahead of the wolves himself,
but he was a wild sonofabitch. Stone-
face, the A.W., was a lieutenant then,
and I remember Earl turned his desk
over on him and spent a year in the
hole. And I remember some wolf eye-
ing him with that look—"

“I know the look.”

“Earl asked him what he was look-
ing at . . . and the guy told him, ‘I
wanna fuck you.” Earl told him that if
he kicked his ass he’'d let him. The
guy was a light-heavyweight prizefight-
er and Earl was skinny as you. They
were supposed to meet in the back of
the block after breakfast. When the
guy came in, Earl was on the fifth tier
with a big water bucket, the kind the
tier tender uses to fill up gallon cans.
It weighs about 70 pounds when it’s
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full of water. [ don’t know if it was.
Earl dropped it, and it would've put
the guy’s head down around his ass-
hole if it'd landed, but it barely missed
and shattered his ankle. Earl came
running down the stairs with a claw
hammer to finish him, but that fucker
managed to get out, broken ankle and
all. He was scared to come out of the
hospital. Earl could have fucked him
by then.”

“He didn’t strike me that way—
crazy and all.”

“Oh, he’s beautiful people. 1 talk
to him. He's intelligent and seems
burned out. When you reach your
mid-thirties, you tend to slow down.
That’s old for a convict. He's tired of
doing time.”

“I saw him with some youngsters
up against the wall. Is that his gang?”

“Probably part of the White Broth-
erhood. That's not his gang...not any-
body’s. They don’t even think God is
boss. I've seen a lot of dangerous men
here, but never a bunch of them
ganged together.”

“What about the Mexican Broth-
erhood?”

“The same. Maybe worse. There’s
more of them. But they get along with
Earl’s friends. Those kids—hell, some
of them are nearly 30, love Earl. Paul,
too.”

“Who’s Paulz”

“The guy with the white hair,
looks about 50.”

“I haven’t seen him.” When he
rolled back and pressed his head to
the pillow, Ron decided to keep away
from Earl Copen. Jailhouse lawyers
were abundant. Earl was too unpre-
dictable. All I need is a serious disci-
plinary report, Ron thought. The
judge’ll toss the key away.

hen the morning bell wakened
Ron, the land outside the cell-
house windows was covered
with fog. The edge of the shore, 20
vards away, was totally invisible. The
fog wouldn’t go over the cellhouses
into the big vard, but the lower recre-
ation yard would be blanketed. The
factory area was beyond the wall of the
lower recreation vard: it had its own
wall.

Ron dressed and washed quietly,
for Jan never got up until the 8:30
lockup, arriving at work half an hour
late. He was clerk to the supervisor of
education, who came in at 9:00, so
nothing was ever said. Neither did
Tony Bork go to breakfast, so Ron
stood by the bars and waited to eat
alone, wondering about the rumored
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strike, wondering if a “fog line” would
be called, closing the lower yard 1o
everyone.

The mess hall was abnormally
quict, the customary roaring voices a

low hum, exaggerating the clatter of

utensils against steel trays. It seemed
as if fewer men than usual were eat-
ing. Ron’s tier was among the last to
sit down.

Ron gulped his food, dumped his
tray, and stepped into the cold gray
morning light. A row of guards waited

just outside the mess hall door, night-

sticks in hand. Perched on the gun
rail above the yard gate stood a guard
and a highway patrolman, one with a
riot gun, the other with a tear-gas
grenade launcher. Ron stopped, sur-
prised. “Industries workers down the
stairs,” a tall sergeant said, moving his
head to indicate the open gate.
“Everybody else across the yard.”

In less than five heartbeats Ron’s
eyes panned across the yard to where
nearly two thousand convicts waited.
The crowd broke in an L shape where
the East and North cellhouses joined.
The blacks were, as usual, along the
North cellhouse wall. Ron didn't
know if he should go through the gate
or join the throng. One might make
him a strikebreaker, bring retaliation
from other convicts; the other could
get him in wrouble with the officials.

“Get moving,” a guard said to
him—and at that moment three con-
victs stepped from the mess hall
behind him and turned without hesi-
tation to go out the gate. Their exit
brought no jeers or catcalls from the
crowd, so he lowered his head and fol-
lowed them.

The fog met him on the stairs.
The figures ahead turned into vague
outlines and disappeared altogether.
He couldn't see the prison walls, He
followed the road around the lower
vard; the industrial area gate was a
quarter of a mile away. No guards
were in sight; even on bright days
when there was no trouble, the gate
had several.

Now he turned and followed the
road along the base of the wall, feel-
ing strange in the blinding landscape.
Two convicts appeared, trudging
toward him, caps pulled over their
ears, hands jammed in their pockets.

“Hey white brother,” one said as
they reached him, “you might as well
go back. The niggers blocked this
gate.”

The other one laughed, the caw
of a crow, showing gaps where teeth
should have been. “The fuckin’ bulls
got slick and opened the yard gate

early. The rugs got slicker and
blocked this gate. With the fog and
shit, it's worse for the bulls.”

“Nobody's going to work?"” Ron
asked.

“They're waitin’ down there ‘bout
a hunnerd yards, waitin’ to see what
happens. The people blockin’ the
gate are after that.”

“I think I'll go see.”

“I learned to get away from hot
spots. Some shit is likely to kick off
down there. I wanna miss it.”

“Don’t stay too long. Stoneface is
gonna be mad as a Jap. He'll be wan-
tin’ to kill somebody, an’ convicts all
got the same color to him.”

“It’s the color of shit,” his friend
said, and they went off through the
fog toward the big yard.

Curiosity and excitement flecked
with fear grabbed Ron as he went for-
ward upon the back of the crowd.
From beyond he heard a voice with a
Negro accent screaming, “They can
kill me! I ain’ no mammyfuckin’
dawg!”

Ron stepped to the left, where a
fence bordered the opposite side of
the road from the wall. There was
room to push through and he did,
coming to the front ten yards away.

Across a space from the crowd was
a tightly knit group of about fifty.
Most of the faces were black, but a few
whites were there. Some of the strikers
had baseball bats and lengths of pipe.
One roly-poly black was in front of the
strikers, exhorting the workers:
“Whatcha gonna do? Get on over
here. We all together. Don’t be
scared!”

A white convict beside Ron shook
his head. “I'd go over there if it wasn't
all spooks. My fuckin’ partners would
turn on me if I did.”

Ron looked along the summit of
the wall. A single guard in a greatcoat
stood in silhouette, his rifle hanging
like a half-mast phallus. Did the offi-
cials know that was happening? What
would they do?

The cold was insidious. Because
there was no wind, it did not cut;
rather, it ate slowly like acid. Ron
began to shiver and chatter. He
wished something would happen,
wondered if he should trudge back to
the yard.

A flurry of movement in the work-
ers’ crowd made him stand on tiptoe
and crane his neck. A chubby middle-
aged Chicano was pushing through
with a yellow card held overhead. He
walked resolutely toward the strikers.
The yellow card was a checkout slip
that had to be signed by his work



supervisor before he could leave the
prison on parole. “Yo vaya . . . la lebere
esta manana.”

The front rank of strikers opened
like lips to swallow the man without
protest, and a moment later the
innards churned ad crunched and
Ron heard the splat of blows and a
gurgled scream. His excitement fell
away, replaced by horror. “Oh God,
they're...killing him.” He fought away
nausea.

“He shoulda waited,” the con
beside Ron said. “I'd have waited.
Now he’s goin’ out the back—in a
box.”

The crowd around Ron suddenly
crushed into him, split by some force
he couldn’t see. Then he did. Men in
helmets with Plexiglas masks were
wading through, swinging long clubs.
One man went down. He wasn't a
striker but blood spurted from his
head as he drew his legs up. The
guards were in formation.

The young convict beside Ron
leaped to the fence. Ron was thrown
against it. He struggled, turned, dug
his fingers through the holes in the
wire and scrambled up. The baseball
field was on the other side. The fog
provided a hiding place of sorts.

arl’s cell on the fifth tier was a

perch overlooking the yard. Just

before 8:00 a.m. he looked out.
The herd of convicts against the cell-
house walls stood quietly. He spotted
his friends halfway down. They’d gath-
ered together in a moment of possible
trouble, but it seemed that trouble
was passing by. Earl put on his heavy
coat and gloves and went out of the
cell.

As he came out of the rotunda he
met other, more timid men, coming
in. But Earl had looked and it seemed
okay. He ran his eyes along the gun
rail. Half a dozen guards were there,
weapons held casually except for a
sergeant—a  weightlifter with a
Thompson submachine gun at port
arms.

Earl walked along the rear of the
crowd until he saw Baby Boy’s red
hair. Then he pushed through to
where his friends were.

All the other convicts were quietly
serious, but the clique was grinning
and laughing, coming alive in the
threat of chaos, which Paul was reduc-
ing to absurdity.

“All they want is a white ho an’ a
Cadillac. That’s sure as hell reason-
able after all white done did to ‘em . . .
Check that bull.” He pointed to a

chubby rosy-cheeked guard facing the
crowd 15 yards away. The guard
couldn’t decide how to hold his club,
at his side, across his chest, behind his
leg, in one or two hands—and he kept
glancing nervously at the protective
cover of the riflemen. “Fool don’t
know whether to shit or go blind,”
someone added.

Bad Eye caught Earl’s attention
and put two fingers to his mouth, ask-
ing for a cigarette. Earl started to reach
into his pocket when the flatulent
report of a rifle echoed, followed by a
hollower firearm, either a shotgun or a
tear-gas gun using a shotgun charge.
The two thousand men on the yard fell
instantly and utterly silent, frozen, as
hearts leaped to a faster beat and the
atmosphere pulsed with tension. The
chubby guard fell back a step, and rifle-
men shook off their casualness.

Even Paul was quiet.

A figure came hurtling through
the gate, jerked to a walk, and tried
absurdly to be nonchalant. The
guards started to close on him, but
then others came and the guards let
them through.

Two blacks came up out of the
fog, one guiding the other, whose

hand held a blood-sopped rag to his
forehead. They turned left, heading
for their brothers. Two guards went to
cut them off, but a massed sponta-
neous moan that turned into a roar
stopped them—a wall of sound. And
as they hesitated, the black crowd
broke forward, surrounding the
arrivals while the guards fell back. The
riflemen braced their weapons on
their shoulders, squinted along sights,
but the blacks stopped.

Earl’s heart pumped like a bird’s
wings. Bodies surged against him,
blocking his view. He saw some whites
and Chicanos run from the gate into
the crowd, and seconds later got word
that a Chicano had been stomped to
death by the blacks.

The racially divided crowd now
pulled apart, like organisms mutually
repelled. Earl almost fell, but T.].
grabbed his belt and kept him erect.
The sound of voices was like the low-
ing of cattle before a stampede.

Moments later the spilled gasoline
of madness was ignited. A whump
sound from a tear-gas launcher and
grenade arced down between the

(continued on page 73)

PRISON LIFE 13



BACK ON THE




EXCLUSIVE
PHOTOS

AND INSIDE
REPORT FROM
ALABAMA'S
LIMESTONE
CORRECTIONAL
- FACILITY

CHAIN GANG

Photographs and text by Michael Corsentino



t is the middle of a record heat

wave when I arrive at the Lime-
stone Correctional Facility near
Huntsville, Alabama. The stone
guardtower, set in the center of the

prison, casts a long shadow in the blaz-

ing afternoon sun. I see the forms of

armed guards as they move anony-
mously behind the tower’s tinted win-
dows.

The entrance at Limestone is
marked by two brick columns with
thick black metal bars between them.
I grasp the door handle and look up
at the video camera mounted to my
left as an unnerving clanging sound
cuts through the silence. My arm
vibrates and I feel the steel bolt inside
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the door release. I step through and

cross manicured grounds that smell of

freshly cut grass on my way to the
administration building.

A tall white man with a thick mus-
tache and easy Southern manner
introduces himself as Captain Wise.
“Don’t take anything from prisoners
and don’t give anything to prisoners,”
he says, and radios for a guard to serve
as my escort.

I am here to photograph prisoners
at this medium-security facility. In
May, Alabama Governor Fob James |Jr.
and State Prison Commissioner Ron

Jones decided to resurrect the chain

gang as part of a much-touted get-
tough-on-crime campaign. After hav-

ing been banned as inhumane pun-
ishment for over forty vears, the prac-
tice of shackling men at the ankles
and herding them out to work beside
highways has become a hot political
issue. The return of the chain gang,
which required no state or federal leg-
islation, is seen by critics as a step
backward to times when men were
treated worse than animals.

In fact, parole violators brought to
Limestone have traditionally been
assigned to work crews that clear
brush along the highway and keep the
prison grounds clean. The difference
now is that they do the same work
chained at the ankles like slaves. The
purely symbolic program functions as
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A young guard,
chewing a wooden
match stick, explains
his philosophy:
“These kind of
people just aren't
constituted for work.
We get ‘em out here
and show ‘em how
to work.”

Chained in fives, the
men swing hatchets
and pickaxes for ten
hours a day.

a means of attracting publicity for
politicians and prison officials while
humiliating and embittering the pris-
oners, all of whom are medium-securi-
ty, nonviolent offenders.

Prisoners who work on the chain
gang, 70 percent African American,
are housed in separate dorms and
denied such privileges as personal vis-
its with family members, educational
programs, television, radio, coffee and
cigarettes. They are required to spend
at least 30 days on the chain gang
before they may be redesignated to
other work details and living quarters
where rudimentary privileges are re-
turned.

I recall movies that portray condi-
tions on a Southern chain gang.
Mervyn LeRoy's classic 1932 film, 7 Am
a Fugitive from a Chain Gang, starring
Paul Muni, told the story of one man’s
suffering at the hands of the Georgia
chain gang system. When the movie
was released, public sentiment was
stirred by the brutal treatment prison-
ers endured. Shortly therealier, Geor-
gia Governor Ellis Arnall abolished
chain gangs and the rest of the nation
soon followed suit.

ive minutes later a guard

shows up and motions for the

door to be opened. He gives

me a tour of the prison facili-
ties, stopping now and then to indicate
such points of interest as the inmate-
staffed shoe shine room. As we pass, a
black prisoner looks up and smiles
over a pile of dirty rags and shoe polish
canisters. In the infirmary, the guard
shows me a room where prisoners with
AIDS lie dying. The room is lit only by
the blue-gray glow of television screens.
Men with gaunt faces eaten away by dis-
case slowly turn and look my way.

The guard tells me the prison has
a population of 2,000 men, with 420
assigned to the chain gangs. “No mat-
ter what they say,” he says, puffing on
a short thin cigar, “these pcople
aren’t in prison for singing too loudly
in church.”

Prisoners see the camera equip-
ment and shout to get my attention.
“Hey, camera man. You gonna take
my picture?”

“Yo, you gonna be my girl?”

The other men langh.

In Dorm 31, where chain gang
prisoners are housed, men eye me as |
walk inside the dormitory.

The room is teeming with men.
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With another 200
beds soon to be
added, all bunks will
be three beds high,
bringing the number
of men in the
already overcrowded
dorm to 630.

Bunk beds two and three tiers high
are jammed together row after row
with narrow spaces between them for
walkways. An elevated blockhouse

used by guards sits in the middle of

the open room. More prisoners, just
returned from the chain gang, start
making their way inside. My escort
leaves me and mounts the block-
house.

After a strip search, the men troop
into an open, tiled room for shower-
ing. Nearby, others sit on exposed
toilets. The smell of 400 men hangs in
stagnant air; a large ceiling fan does
little more than push around the
stench and humidity.

One prisoner lies on a top bunk
reading a worn edition of The Fugitive,
the man below him is already fast
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asleep, his feet dangling off the end of

the bed. The prisoners are anxious to
share their experiences, to tell me sto-
ries about the chain gang. They want
people to know how they feel. Many
violated parole simply by giving a dirty
urine sample. I ask a few how long
they've been on the chain gang, and
they shout the number of days:

“Eighty-three.”

“One hundred and eleven.”

“Ninety-eight.”

They explain that automatic disci-
plinary extensions handed out for
infractions make it rare for anyone to
leave after only 30 days. The usual stay
is from three to six months or longer.
An orientation sheet for newcomers
lists reasons for extension: showing up
late for work, not being properly
shaved, not having your bed made to
the satisfaction of the shift guard or
disrespecting an officer. Extensions
range from three to six months on
top of time already served, and a pris-
oner with a bad attitude can end up
on the chain gang indefinitely.

A few convicts show me their bod-

ies, parts of which are covered with
severe outbreaks of poison ivy and
other skin diseases from working on
the chain gang. One man pulls up his
shirt and lowers his pants to reveal
scabbed red skin covering most of his
body, the result of infestation by chig-
gers—parasitic, blood-sucking mites
that burrow under the skin and cause
intense irritation. Another man dis-
plays his swollen red feet, raw with
large, fluid-filled blisters.

An overhead speaker crackles a
garbled announcement. The guards
take a head count. Lining up single
file, the men enter the dining hall and
shuffle along the cafeteria line while
servers fill their trays. Meatloaf of soy
and gristle is tonight's fare.

Between bites, men speak of rising
tension in the prison. If things don’t
change, they say, a riot will break out.
With another 200 beds soon to be
added, all bunks will be three beds
high, bringing the number of men in
the already overcrowded dorm to 630.

Just the day before, 20 shanks were

found in the unit. Still hungry, the



Chain gang leg irons,
returned for the
evening, show their
age after four
months of use.

men I sit with ask for the leftovers
from my plate.

The next morning at six, prison-
ers are checked out for the day. After
being patted down, they board buses
one by one, followed by drivers lug-
ging milk crates full of leg irons. The
lead bus pulls out, trailed by a con-
voy of five others, along with several
vans and station wagons. After a 20-
minute drive, the buses stop in stag-
gered formation along route I-65.

Prisoners exit the buses slowly
and stand waiting. Guards order
them onto all fours. Working in two-
man teams, guards shackle prisoners
together in groups of five. Many men
wear two pairs of socks to avoid skin
burns caused by leg irons rubbing
against their flesh. The chain gang
workers pick up rakes, garden sheers
and bow saws from an open trailer.

he long work day begins.

The men spend hours hob-

bling around, tripping over

the chains and each other
as they remove trees and clear brush,
clean up litter and pull weeds. As
cars and semis speed by, drivers
honk, yell and howl at the chain
gang prisoners.

Guards sitting by the roadside
shout an occasional order. Each
guard has his own group of prison-
ers to watch and his own style of
supervision. A young guard, chewing
a wooden match stick, explains his
philosophy: “These kind of people
just aren’t constituted for work. We
get ‘em out here and show 'em how
to work. This way when they leave,
they won’t wanna come back.
They’ll know what work is.” He
adjusts the shotgun over his shoul-
der and continues. “The thing is,
we're keeping ‘em safe. Without the

chains they'd try to escape, and we’d
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have to shoot ‘em.”

Farther north on the interstate, a
bored guard tells the men in his crew
that he is dissatisfied with the job
they're doing; he explains they are
not responding quickly enough to his
orders. He pulls a wing-nut from his
pocket, fixes on a location and throws
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the nut into the weeds and grass. He
yells to his group to come forward.
They shuffle over and he indicates the
general direction of the wing-nut,
then orders them to get on their
hands and knees and search until they
find it. This diversion lasts two hours.
The first break, five hours after
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work began, is for lunch. Prisoners
complain about meager portions.
One man holds a sandwich made of a
single piece of crusty processed
cheese between slices of dry white
bread. In disgust, he throws the stiff
piece of cheese on the ground.

“Real cheese would melt,” he says.



Chain gang prisoners from the dis-

ciplinary lock-up unit have it worse.
The first to leave their cells in the
morning and the last to return at the
end of the day, they swing hatchets
and pickaxes for ten hours. Chained
in fives, they tug, pull and hack at tree
stumps. The chains make already dif-

ficult work hellish.

After laboring all day in the swel-
tering heat, men on the stump-dig-
ging detail begin walking the six miles
back to the prison. They stop at the

Limestone Facility farm to cool off

and get a drink of water.
“The worst thing is the humilia-

“If they try any-
thing, | have to put
them down. Buck-
shot spreads out—
| might take out
more than one.”

tion of being chained to other men,”
a prisoner named Gooden tells me.
“The state has made me their slave.
I'm not a man anymore.”

Men chained to him listen and
nod. “We were doing the same work
as before, only now they chain us up
like animals so the governor can make
it look like he’s doing something
about crime. All this shit is doing is
making people angry. When we get
out, we're not going to be in a good
mood.”

The guards have their own story.
“On my chain gang,” says one, “I try to
be as fair as possible, not like some
others. I mean, if it's really hot, I'll
work my guys in the shade if they're
getting tired.” He lifts his hat and
wipes the sweat from his brow. “If two
guys want to beat the shit out of each
other, that's okay, too. As long as they
don’t fight with tools, I figure let them
settle their disputes like men. Now if
they pick up tools, that’s a different
story. Then I have to fire on them. If
they try anything, I have to put them
down. Buckshot spreads out, I might
take out more than one. I don’t ask
questions, though. My main objective
is to stop what’s going on and regain
control. They pretty much stay in
line.”

The guard smirks and says what
I've heard at least five times in the last
two days: “You know, they ain’t in here
for singing too loudly in church.”

“Right,” says another guard.
“That’s right.”

Prisoners ask if I've photographed
the “Mexican prison” or the “hitching
post.” The hitching post resembles the
kind of post used to hitch a horse,
only this one is built for men who
refuse to work on the chain gang.
Stubborn convicts are handcuffed and
chained to the post at four in the
morning and unchained 12 hours
later. Because the post is not tall
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enough to allow a man to stand
straight, nor short enough to allow
him to sit, being chained to the post
forces the prisoner to bend over all
dayv in the Alabama sun.

The Mexican prison is an outdoor
cage with barbed wire strung along
the top. The loor, embedded with
jagged rocks, makes it uncomfortable,
il not impossible, for prisoners to sit
or lie down. Locked in the pen for 12
hours, the men stand in the sun and
wait. “It’s called the Mexican prison
because inmates locked inside bake in
the sun all day,” a prisoner explains
and kicks the ground, causing a cloud
ol dust to rise.

n my last day at Lime-
stone I meet Acting War-
den  Ralph

reserved man who sits

Hooks, a

placidly behind a large wooden desk
when I am shown into his office. 1
notice there are no family pho-
tographs on his desk. He has neatly
arranged piles of paperwork spread
before him. In well-rehearsed sound

bites, Hooks explains the benefits of

the chain-gang program. He stresses
its cost-cffectiveness, and quickly
points out that leg irons provide a
safe work environment for prisoners.
“They also build character,” Hooks
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asserts.

I mention what the men told me,
that they had been doing the same
work more effectively before the
cumbersome leg irons were intro-
duced in May.

“It’s a matter of budget,” Hooks
continues, dropping his argument
for character development. Where
once it required two armed guards to
watch over a detail, the leg irons
make it possible for one guard to
supervise 40 chained prisoners.

The prison had to lay out an ini-
tial cost of over $17,000 for the leg
irons. But chaining convicts allowed
prison administrators to reduce the
guard staff and cut payroll. The prac-
tice has also enabled the governor
and prison commissioner to turn
Limestone into a media sideshow
while winning points with vengeful
voters. The real cost of the chain
gangs, however, is still unknown.

Two days after I left Alabama,
Prison Commissioner Ron Jones,
basking in a spotlight of media atten-
tion, announced another innovative
work detail. Men on the chain gang
will spend their days breaking large
boulders into small rocks with sledge-
hammers and pickaxes. Neither the
prison nor the state highway depart-
ment has any need for the crushed

The “Mexican
prison,” used for
punishment, is an
outdoor cage whose
floor is embedded
with jagged rocks,
making it impossible
to lie or sit. Prison-
ers are locked in for
12 hours at a time.

Acting Warden

Ralph Hooks stresses
the cost-effectiveness
of the chain ang.
"They also build char-
acter,” he asserts.



Men whose hodies
are covered with
severe outhreaks of
poison ivy receive
calamine lotion for
treatment.

Chain-gang workers
commonly suffer
from infestation by
chigger bugs—para-
sitic, hlood-sucking
mites that hurrow
under the skin and
cause intense
irritation.

rock. As the work can be done more
efficiently by a machine, with no
guards required, one can only sur-
mise that this is another program
designed to build character.

oliticians who champion the
use of chain gangs as a deter-
rent to recidivism may be
more concerned with public
perception than with social reality.
For when they are released, men
from the Alabama chain gang will
know little more than how to pull
weeds, dig stumps and break rocks.
Along with these job skills, they will
be given $10 and a bus ticket. Most
will feel anger and hatred at having
been physically tortured and humili-
ated so some politician could grand-
stand for a shortsighted public.

As to what kind of character the
chain gangs build, America has seen
the damage this degrading and futile
form of punishment did to the
national character decades ago and

rejected it as evil. m

Prisoners return

to Limestone
Correctional Facility
after a long day on
the chain gang.
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PRISON LIFE

FOUNDATION

GED/H.S. Degree

Liberal Arts B.A.

Science B.S.

Business

Vocational

Other (Specify)
Name

Address

Please tell us your educational interests.

L] History
Biology

[J Accounting

O Art

[J Computer Sciences |

[] Pre-Law

English

| Chemistry

Marketing

Philosophy
] Engineering

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,
Inc. is a not-for-profit organization
devoted to 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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How to Start a Business
for Under $300

o0 you're getting out soon an(l you're wondering how you're

going to make it—how you're going to get a job, earn a living,

pay the bills. You could always take another shot at the (llll(.l\
and casy buck, but do you really want to risk another bids Haven't
you spent enough time in the can?

The ;l\'cr;ltr annual income of a U.S. employee is $26,000,
according to Link Resources Corporation, a New York City-based
research and consulting firm. The av t‘ld“t‘ yearly earnings for a
home-based business is appmxmmtch $52,000; twenty percent of
all home-based businesses bring in over ">/ 5,000 a year. Most pris-
oners think it’s too complicated and costly to start a legitimate
business of their own and that’s why they turn to the quick buck
on the street.

Regardless of your past, there are numerous, legitimate business-
es you can start, and it doesn’t take any longer to learn how to start
a legal business than it does an 1110g'11 one. Looking at it from a
business perspective, the poor success rate associated with any type
of illegal activity carried out over a period of time |s certainly not
worth the risk. But home-based businesses have a 95% survival rate.
You decide which is the better choice.

by Michael J. Chavaux
Adrian Correctional, Ml
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Choose your Business

A business can be born from just
about anything you have knowledge
of, be it education, entertainment,
sports, hobbies or the ever-popular
product/service area. The key is to
find something vou like to do and fig-
ure out a way to make money from it.
Even if you don’t know anything
about what you want to get into,
sometimes all it takes is an ad to hire
someone who does,

Ken Koprin is a booking agent for
rock n’ roll bands. He knew the enter-
tainment industry inside and out, but
he didn’t have a clue when it came to
removing tree stumps. Acting on a tip,
he did a little market research and
found that there was a tremendous
need for this type of service in his
area. He had no tools and didn’t know
an ax from a hole in the ground, but
he was determined to cash in on a
need that wasn’t being filled.

Koprin placed two ads in the classi-
fied section of the local newspaper. One
was a help wanted ad for stump removal
(employees must have own tools). In
the other he advertised his services, “Ko-
prin Tree Stump Removal.” In less than
a month, he had three crews out re-
moving tree stumps. He billed the cus-
tomers, paid his employees by the job,
and he started the entire business for
the price of two classified ads.

Test the Market

The most risky aspect of any busi-
ness start-up is taking a chance on los-
ing the money vou've invested. This is
why the beginner must look for busi-
ness opportunities that have good
profit potential but are also inexpen-
sive to start. This is a smart way to
minimize your risk. If all you need to
start is a few hundred fliers, and you
get no response, then what have you
lost? Starting out with some form of
cheap advertising to test consumer
interest is called fest marketing, and it
can save you lots of time and money,
Whether you do it in the form of a
survey, through fliers or through an
inexpensive ad, make sure you test
the water before diving in.

Mail Order

The mail order business is a bil-
lion-dollar-a-year industry in which
some thriving entrepreneurs have
made a fortune starting right from
their kitchen table. You can sell just
about anything through the mail. If
you don’t have anything to sell, then
look up some wholesalers at your
local library. You could place ads in
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STRATEGIES FOR BUILDING YOUR BUSINESS

TARGET YOUR ADS

® Make sure your ads are reaching the right people. If you're selling
something useful for rocket scientists, don’t waste your money on a mail-
ing list full of Elvis impersonators. And don’t try to sell a “do it yourself
divorce kit” in a bridal magazine. Your advertising audience should have
some sort of interest in whatever it is you're trying to sell. This is called tar-
get marketing. You are targeting your ads to a specific group of people with
specific needs and interests.

If you are placing more than one ad in more than one publication, be
sure to key your ad so you know which publications are bringing in money
and which ones aren’t. For example, if you place an ad in Rolling Stone
and Hit Parader and your mailing address is P.O. Box 999, you may want to
list it in Rolling Stone as Box 999-RS and in Hit Parader as Box 999-HP. That
way, when the orders come in, you will know by the last two letters of your
box number which magazine is pulling in the most customers. Otherwise,
you could make no sales whatsoever from one of these magazines and
you'd never know it. You would just keep wasting your money on a publi-
cation that wasn’t producing any results.

REDUCE MAILING COSTS

® There are several ways to do this through various postal services.
Just contact your local post office and they will provide you with a free
booklet that describes many money-saving methods such as third class
and bulk mailing. But there are other techniques that can help you to
save and profit as well.

Instead of paying for mailings, a clever entrepreneur will arrange it
so he profits from them before any of his products are even sold. If you
are making your own catalog, you can solicit noncompeting businesses
to place their own ads in your catalog and charge them for it. Or you
could offer to mail out their business literature along with your own.
The 32 cents will cover around five sheets of paper. Why waste all that
extra space when it won’t cost you anything more, and you can charge
others to include their inserts?

OFFER INCENTIVES

e Make it as easy as possible for your customers to order whatever it is
you are trying to sell. Make them want it bad and make them want it now!
Offer discounts if they order within a specified period of time. Or offer
something free if they order now! When they order the free item, send some
of your other offers along with it. Include a self-addressed, stamped envelope
(SASE) for their convenience. Statistics show that businesses receive a better
response with these types of offers and incentives.

magazines, send out fliers (direct
mail) or make your own catalog.
Most wholesalers offer drop ship-
ping. Say a customer sends you S10
for an item you had advertised. You
check your wholesale price list and
find that your cost is only $5. You
send the $5 to the wholesaler along
with the order information and yo(l
pocket the difference. That's all you
are required to do. The wholesaler
drop ships, or fills the order and de-
livers it to your customer with your re-
turn address on the package. This way
you don’t need any inventory on
hand and it saves you all the hassles

associated with shipping and han-
dling. But the package and product is
made to appear as if it came right
from you. Your customers think they
were dealing directly with you all
along and are completely unaware of
any other company being involved in
the transaction.

Information is perhaps the easi-
est thing to sell through the mail.
You can write a report on any subject
you have knowledge of. Anything
from quilting to auto repair can be
sold in the form of a report. But
don’t offer just one source of infor-
mation. Just as in any other business,



in order to survive you must offer a
selection of goods or services. A
potential customer may not be inter-
ested in the first thing you have to
offer, but might buy the second or
third. You will never see this cus-
tomer or his money if you don’t have
that second or third product to
offer. Even if you cannot come up
with a variety of your own reports,
you could offer books, tapes and
reports done by other firms. Many
information companies will sell you
their reports complete with reprint
rights. Buy them one time and run
them off on a copy machine every
time you receive an order.

Mail order is an ideal business
to start at home. You can begin on a
shoestring even while holding
another job. No previous experi-
ence is needed. If you're ambitious
and eager to build a successful busi-
ness of your own, then this may be
the opportunity you've been look-
ing for.

Personal Trainer

Many people want to lose weight
and get in shape, but they just don’t
have the know-how or the motiva-
tion. A personal trainer has both and
earns anywhere up to $200 or more
an hour. And contrary to popular
belief, you don’t have to look like
Arnold to be a personal trainer. Take
a look at Richard Simmons. He's in
good shape and knows a great deal
about health, fitness and nutrition,
but he is far from the massive, chis-
eled look of a bodybuilder in some
monster muscle magazine. So,
although it may help, that sculpted
look is far from a requirement in
order to succeed in this business. But
you do have to be in good shape.

Have a printer make some pro-
fessional looking fliers and distribute
them in affluent neighborhoods.
Read up on the subject. Get a sub-
scription to health and fitness maga-
zines; attend some classes; obtain a
certificate; join some clubs and orga-
nizations and list any of these involve-
ments on your fliers in order to give
your business some credibility.

In addition to an hourly rate, you
could offer extras like house calls,
the preparation of low-fat, low-calorie
meals, massages, weight training, etc.
You could sell vitamins, videos, cloth-
ing and equipment.

This type of product line, along
with the high rates and low over-
head, are the ingredients of a lucra-
tive business.

Auctions

There are many types of auctions
throughout the United States. Banks,
credit unions and many state or gov-
ernment agencies auction off confis-
cated, repossessed and used
property. You can purchase anything
from small appliances to homes or
vehicles at far below wholesale prices.
For five dollars, the Auto Auction
Association will send you a directory
of every auction in your area. The
National Automobile Dealers Associ-
ation (NDA) publishes a monthly
blue book that lists wholesale and
retail prices for used cars. Upon
request, many state agencies like the
Department of Transportation will
send you a yearly calendar that shows
the dates on which different auctions
are held. The unwritten rule for
automobiles is generally: spend hun-
dreds, make hundreds: spend thou-
sands, make thousands.

If none of these ideas interests
you, there are still hundreds of
other small businesses you can start
inexpensively. Lisa Thomas went to
garage sales and bought every book
she could get her hands on. Most
went for under fifty cents. When
she felt she had enough books, she
rented a cheap store front and
opened a used book store. Pamela
Cassani had the same idea, only she
bought baby clothes and opened a
resale clothing store.

After turning his dining room
into a bedroom, and building two
bedrooms in his basement, Mark
Daniels had a total of seven rooms in
his house to rent. At $75 a week
each, the man rakes in $2,100 a
month without leaving home.

The opportunities are unlimited.

Just use your mind and be creative.

When you find something that inter-
ests you, research it, read everything
you can on the subject and talk to
people who are in similar businesses.
Get their brochures, literature, opin-
ions and ask a lot of questions . Write
down ways to save money and cut
costs at every angle. Don’t let a lack
of funds or limited experience dis-
courage you. Your only true limits
are the limits you place on yourself.

Have any questions or comments?
Write to: Michael Chavaux, #169378,
P.O. Box 1888, Adrian, MI 49221].

Law Offices

STEINBORN
&
ASSOCIATES

(U.S. v. McCaslin; U.S. v. $405,098.23)

® Criminal Defense
® Forfeiture Double Jeopardy

® Recovery of Seized Assets

Representing the Accused since 1968

Steinborn & Associates
30th Floor, Smith Tower
506 Second Ave.
Seattle, Washington 98104
206-622-5117
fax: 622-3848
Internet: SURLAW@AOL.com

Available for representation,

or consultation with your attorney.

SANTA'S LETTER

This Christmas, send
a special letter from

DL

ALL INCARCERATED MEN

FREE Brochures!

Cut Red Tape! Meet Women
Worldwide and in the U.S.A.
LADIES run your ad FREE!

Send SASE or (2) 32¢
stamps to:

REACHING OUT
P.O. Box 21136
Castro Valley, CA 94546.
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Listen in on SASSY SORORITY GIRLS
— See how bad two sorority sisters
can be when they answer your
phone call and decide to

tease you.

CHEERLEADER
CONFESSIONS
“Eavesdrop” on this very
private phone line as
three wild cheerleaders
tell you what turns
them on the most.

BACHELORETTE
PARTY

Find out what
happens to the
only male stripper
at an all-girls’
bachelorette
party.

Mail Call
(continued from page 14)

for me to become pen pals with a
man in prison. He had been down for
seven years. I fell head-over-heels in
love with Allen, who I now fondly
refer to as my “prisoner of love.”
Allen began an immediate cam-
paign to educate me and my son so he
would not end up where Allen is. Part
of that educational process involved
getting my son a subscription to-you
guessed it!=Prison Life. The straight-
talk and no-frills look at the inside has
done wonders for my boy. For kids on
the street, prison is romanticized, but
as we all know, there is absolutely noth-
ing romantic about prison. Some folks
said that Allen would be a bad influ-
ence on my son, but that has not been
the case. My son gets to watch his
mother and step-father conduct a
relationship via controlled visits, tele-
phone lines and the mail. So now
when I say things like, “Who wants to
go to prison and not get laid for
years?” my words are not the empty
pondering of an unknowing mom.
The very last place my son wants to
end up is in the joint. For those of
you who are incarcerated and feel
your life has no meaning, 1 hope you
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'| You've got to hear these tapes to helieve them. This is all new in adults-only entertainment - these hot

NAME (I certify that | am 18 or older.)

cITy

Quantity/Tape #

= # __ i
#3 #4

Alabama Alice / Drugstore Cowgirl
2 Jenny & Suzi/ Too Big for Brenda
Kneepad Nancy/ Knob Gobblers

» Each Audio Tape $9.95!

* “Deluxe Set” — All 24 Titles-that's a full two hours of steamy adults-
only adventure- on 2 special, long-playing cassettes for only $19.95!

—— Deluxe Set(s) (all 4 on 2 cassertes)

scenarios don't waste time! There are four different tapes to choose from or go for it all and go Deluxe!

24 Adventures to Choose From!

Rich Girls / Sassy Sorority Girls
1 Private Yacht Party / Horny Hitchhikers 3 Rub-a-Dub in the Tub /A Tale of Twa Titties
Motorcycle Mama / Eager Beavers

Screamers / South of the Border Action

Female Bonding / Pearl Necklace

Bachelorette Party / Secretarial Interview
Tammy & Tina / Cheerleader Confessions
Backstage Visitors / Stewardess on Flight 69

Cassettes are professionally sealed in plastic and contain no explicit graphics or nudity on covers.
All product is shipped in plain packaging with no indication of contents.

ORDER BY MAILY —~ -~ = ~ == i il

ADDRESS

STATE ZIP
___ @8995ea.
___Deluxe set(s) @ $19.95
Add $3.50 P&H

(CA residents add 8.25% sales tax.)

| B

TOTAL

Send check or money order to; Western Audio, 175 Fifth Ave., Box 2205, New York, NY 10010

will consider the impact you can and

do have on the young people of our

society. One young life has been

transformed, but many others are
waiting,

Nell Villegas

Pasadena, CA

A FEW WORDS FOR RICKI

First we had Reader’s Digest spread-
ing lie upon lie that prisons were all
country clubs. Yesterday I saw a rather
amusing topic of discussion on the
Ricki Lake show. “Life is too tough on
the street. I want to go back to prison
where I had it real good.” Crank #1
had a Robin Hood complex. He
believed in stealing from the rich and
giving to the poor. Crank #2 has been
out for 10 years after doing a measly
four year bit: “I had a job in prison
and got a GED. I want to go back.”
Crank #3 was a 17-year-old kid who'd

just done two-and-a-half years in a
juvie joint in Maryland: “I don’t fit in.

I want to go to an adult prison.”
Crank #4 said this: “I was in jail
overnight and I liked it. Send me
back to prison.” Please.

Interspersed among the studio
guests were the typical ex-prisoncrats

informing the audience that all pris-
ons have 35" color TVs, more weights
than Bally's and all the other luxuries
that we don’t have and never will have.

What the hell is going on here? If
the public thinks life behind bars is so
sweet, why don’t they make an
exchange program? Keep the popula-
tion down by switching someone who
wants to live in prison for someone
that wants out of prison.

Apparently, there are a lot of
wealthy people who pay large sums
of money to go to “fat farms” to shed
excess pounds. Send one of those
rich pricks to prison-let ‘em lose the
weight without exercise. I lost 13
pounds in three months on the Wis-
consin DOC diet plan: no work, no
meal planning, just three inedible
meals a day will melt those pounds
right off! Ricki Lake had a hell of a
problem before she went on her
diet. Send her to prison and she’ll be
a svelte 120 within a month or so.
Cold cereal and greasy food for a
month and she’ll need a new
wardrobe.

[ can hardly wait for the sequel.

Thomas Reimann
Waupun Correctional Institution, WI
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BUBBA—PINCHED!

The editors regret that our popular
column, Ask Bubba, will not vun in this
issue. Bubba, who writes from inside a
large state pen where he is doing triple life
under the Armed Career Criminal Act, is
in ad seg charged with operating a busi-
ness (writing his trashy colwmn) from in-
side the joint.

We were in a quandary, wondering
whether to try to replace Bubba with an-
other writer, perhaps run a call out in the
magazine asking for candidates, or sim-
ply suspend the colwmn pending the
outcome of a disciplinary commil-
tee hearing which is supposed
to determine if Bubba will be
allowed to resume writing
Jfor PL for no pay—uwhich
is ironic as he has been
demanding a raise
since day one.

Last week, just
as we were getling
ready to go to press, a
mysterious caller who
wonld identify herself
only as “Sylvia” left a
message at our New
York office. We were
told to send a messenger
to a topless joint on 7th
Ave. for an important kite
[from Bubba.

“Send Cozzone,” Sylvia
said. “He's cute.”

Sylvia turned out to be one of
the dancers. Afler the show, we bought
her a beer and she gave us the kite, pur-
portedly smuggled out of the joint by Sylor-
a’s sister who is a CO Upstate where Bub-
ba’s doing lime.

We have no way of knowing if any
of this is true or if the kite is genuine.
Sylvia claimed to have known Bubba
when he was on the street. Her parting
comment was that she hopes they keep
him locked wp, “for his own good.”

We have decided to run the kite even
though publishing Bubba right now

could get him into even more trouble.

Fucking scum! Who cares about
these people? What about my First
Amendment rights? Bill Kunstler,
God rest his restless soul, would have
had these communist punks in court
and been flailing them with his acid
tongue, and what do you do? Noth-
ing! Bitch to me, “Who're we gonna
get to write the column?” Nobody,

goddamn it! Get a dog to take my
place but don’t you dare try to front
some liberal poseur off on the suck-
ers who buy this rag.

Listen to me, I told those fools I
have never been paid! Not once.
What business? Those convicts who
run this rag don’t pay anybody. What
do you expect from a bunch of cons?

This is a motherfucking hobby! I
was in the Captain’s office and I dared
them to produce my books and show
me one check or money order I'd re-
ceived from Prison Life or Joint Ven-
ture Media or whatever the crooks
who run this scam are calling them-
selves now. You know what the Cap-
tain said? “We have reason to believe
the money is going street-to-street,” as
if I'd been caught peddling dope.

I know what this is about. You
want to know? It’s about fame. Not
fame and fortune, unfortunately,
but fame, pure and simple. I get
more mail in a week than the war-
den and everyone else who works at
this joint gets in a year. I had two
guys here from Hollywood who want
to do my life story. There's a comic

book and interactive CD/ROM in
the works. Bob Guccione wants to
hire me to write for Penthouse.

The warden is jealous, that’s why
he had me locked up. They ain’t got
shit on me. I could beat this case with
Marcia Clark for a lawyer. My first
and only legitimate gig and these
aliens want to give me ninety days
hole time! If you people don’t have
the balls to go after the warden and

get Bubba's ass out of lock-up, we're
through. I'll never write another
miserable fucking word for
Prison Life and I'll send
someone down there to
rip your eyes out if you
don’t take my likeness
and name out of your
penny-pinching pub-
lication.

And tell all my
fans not to worry.
This is America.
Bubba is Ameri-
can. They can’t do
this to me. I may be
a no good convict,

but I do have rights.
I have a right to
write, for chrissakes,
and to read whatever
the fuck I want. And to
say whatever I want, too,
for all you little ol” ladies and
Bible bangers out there who
take exception to my language.
What good are the Constitution and
Bill of Rights if we let these people
shit all over us?

Call Ruby, for God’s sake. Call
my agent. Call Mike Tyson. Let them
know what's happening to me. Send
some cigarettes so I can bribe an or-
derly and get something going
around here. I've got nothing. You
people leave me to rotin here like a
sick animal. Stop knuckling under.
And don’t even think of trying to re-
place me. I'll keep getting my col-
umn out to you if I have to send it by
smoke signals.

One last thing. My mother
could use a few bucks. If you decide
to pay me anytime soon, send the
old gal $50 or $100 and the rest to
the wife and kids. That’s right, 1
haven’t given up on you. Don’t give
up on me!

Bubba
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The Citebook is the only book written which
contains solely positive case law. It gives you a
clear and concise understanding of what your
constitutional rights really are, how to work
your way through the legal system, then obtain
the relief you seek at a fraction of the normal
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manual for both the layman and professional.

It is a MUST HAVE BOOK for any individual
'onS|der|ng mvolvement in our legal system.

||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||

Plese send ihe books checked below:
Send us ___ "Citebooks" at $24.95 each:

Postage at $2.50 each:

(" YEARLY EDITIONS....... F0y : ;
YEARLY EDITIONS ARE PRINTED AND SHIPPED EVERY OCTOBER. COST ﬂggd‘;o/’es'?e"fts '
IS $27.45 ($24.95 + $2.50 SEH) o sales rax:
QUARTERLY UPDATES...... :
QUARTERLY UPDATES ARE Issuep oure Twe montus oF sanuary. | 1OTAI enclosed:
APRIL JULY AND OCTOBER. COST IS $109.50 FOR UPDATES AND e _
 MUSTBE ORDERED ON A YEARLY BASIS ) For 2 Day priority Mail add $5.00
For Overnight Mail add $17.00 :
>
, [ Check here for Quarterly Updates e ] o
by , ] coyni i Wb
L] Check here for Vearly Editions arlite G
: Y -
et 1 5 etersburo. ’ = i
Send my "Citebook[s]" to: ) Ny i
Name Date 7 ' £3
Address \ 2 -
City & State, Zip : b ; B VS, R
Call for special pricing on orders of 25 or more. S e e ‘;




Clellllmatie 0t 1{]

Rap Sheet
Name: Clayton Howard
Age: 30
Birthplace: Opa Locka, FL
Conviction: Murder
Sentence: Life

No possibility for parole for 25 years
12 years
To run an organization

Time Served:‘
Ambitions:

for youth at risk

el \iom gl

Some readers may have noticed we
haven’t had a Celly u/ the Month for the
past two issues. “Maybe that’s because no
one worthy of the title has been nominat-
ed,” wrolte “a subscriber, reader and fan”
named David Wood in Florida’s Baker
Correctional Imstitution. “If thal’s the
case,” he continued, “then you have noth-
ing to worry aboul. All of us Prison Life
readers here at Baker have talked it over
and we feel that Clayton Howard is more
than worthy of the title.” Following is
David Wood's profile of Prison Life’s
November 95 Cellmate of the Month.

by David Wood

As a kid, Clayton Howard felt he
never quite fit in. “Something was
missing in my life,” he says, “and I
thought my parents were the reason.
At 16 I dropped out of school and ran
away from home. I lived in the streets
until I got a job and saved enough
money for an apartment and a car.
This was the life, I thought.

“I didn’t get into trouble for a
while, not even a parking ticket. I had
never seen the inside of a jail. But
within two years, I stood in front of a
judge in Fort Lauderdale as he said,
“Young man, for the crime of murder,
I sentence you to spend the rest of
your life in the state penitentiary.’”

After a night of drinking and drug-
ging with a local drug dealer, a violent
argument had ensued and Howard
ended up shooting the dealer.

When the judge handed down a
life sentence with a mandatory 25
vears, Clayton felt as if his life was
over. “I believed that all the dreams 1
had for myself would be forever
beyond my reach.”

After sentencing, Clayton was
shipped to Baker for two months, then
transferred to Union Correctional
Institution, known as “The Rock,” and
the second worst prison in Florida.

Three years later, just when he
thought things couldn’t get any worse,
he was sent to Florida’s most violent
pen, the East Unit, where he spent
five hard years.

“I was young and thought I could
gain respect in prison by staying in
trouble,” Howard says. But in his mid
20s he decided it was time for a change.
“I realized it was time to help myself,
not just impress other prisoners.”

In 1993, he attended a Christian
retreat called Kairos, where he found
people willing to help him. Soon after,
Clayton decided to start helping others.

He focused on troubled teens,
young men who were on the same
path that had led him to prison. Clay-
ton realized that some tough talk was
needed and asked the ddmmlslm[mn
if groups of teens could visit the
prison. But officials nixed the idea.
Knowing he would never be permit-
ted to make outside visits, he devel-
(JI)C(I a ('()l'l'L’S])()]l(lCIl('C ])l‘()‘&:'["d]]l,
“Straight Talk,” and wrote to young
people about his story and the haz-
ards of drugs. He encouraged them to
stay in school and steer clear of crime.
With help from friends on the out-
side, he produced a pamphlet and dis-
tributed it to schools, churches and
youth organizations. Called Groovin—
Finding the Good Life—The Clayton
Howard Story, the brochure 1)1"mgr
home the horrors of prison life in
graphic descriptions. “I ate fly- and
roach-infested food slid through a
hole in the door of my tiny cell. I was
given three five-minute showers a
week. I saw other teenage boys cut
their wrists and ]utrulm veins. Death
seemed a better way.’

Clayton told his story over and
over, hoping others would learn from
his mistakes. Kids wrote to Clayton
immediately, and once parents gol
wind of Clayton’s “Straight Talk,” they

begged him to write to their Kids.

Clayton receives about three new
teen pen pals a month and adds them
to his list of proteges. He recently
expanded his project with a newsletter
called Brothers Helping Brothers. Upon
his release (he’s hoping to get his sen-
tence commuted to 17 years mandato-
ry time), he plans to establish a
full-fledged outreach organization
and speak to large groups of youth at
risk.

In preparation for that day, Clayton
has been honing his public speaking
skills through the prison's‘ Toastmas-
ters Club. Since joining, he has won
first place in eight speech contests. He
wins by writing and rewriting his
.‘JPCC(.hu, memorizing and lchcd:smg
them in his cell into the early morning
hours. His humorous and motivational
speeches have titillated both prisoner
and freeworld audiences.

Today Clayton works in the educa-
tion department as a clerk/secretary
for the education supervisor. He also
volunteers his time as a peer coun-
selor in the drug program and tries to
get other prisoners involved in self-
development endeavors. He greets
new arrivals at Baker and explains the
pris'(m pitfalls, traps and “boo” games.
He is also writing a prison man-
ual/survival guide for first-time off-
enders.

Clayton’s newest challenge is col-
lege. “I was the first person in my fam-
ily to come to prison, and I'll be the
first one to earn a college degree,” he
says with a smile. He plans to receive
his B.S. in Business Administration
next year.

“Prison can be a place for positive
growth,” Clayton says, “and [ hope I
can influence others to make the time
work for them, no matter how long

the sentence.” m
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Who's Got the Money?
The Low-Dowh on
Post-Release Benefits

by Jim Ballard
Idaho Correctional Institution

Some of us have no idea what we'll do when we get out, beyond
spending our gate money and making that first appointment with
the P.O. But one thing's for sure: We face some pretty tough obstacles
out there, and once the money runs out, things will get ugly.

Maybe you've heard the myths about all the benefits awaiting ex-
cons. You may even be one of those unlucky dudes who purchased an
info sheet detailing all the people and places just waiting to fork over
big money to you. Let's face the facts: No one out there is going to
hand something over to you just because you've been in prison.

There are, however, some legitimate programs you can tap into if
you're willing to use your head, have patience and apply yourself. With
a little persistence, these programs could mean the difference

between making it or not.

Employment Development Department

The Employment Development Department (EDD),
better known as the unemployment office, will not—no
matter what you have heard—give you unemployment
compensation for a prison job. At one time they did, but
that program was abolished in October, 1983.

However, according to Lazlo Toth, author of the Prison-
er’s Yellow Pages, there are still unemployment and disabili-
ty benefits to be had, albeit limited, for any time spent on a

prison job or vocational program prior to July 1, 1982. So if

you were breaking your back for Prison Industries before
this date, you might have some benefits coming. Check it
out with your local EDD.

While you're looking for work, it’s a good idea to regis-
ter with the EDD. This helps out in a number of ways.
When you see an EDD counselor, ask about the Targeted
Jobs Tax Program. This and other programs like it encour-
age businesses to hire ex-offenders by rewarding them with
tax breaks. An employer hiring an ex-con is eligible for up
to $4,500 in federal tax credits, even more in some states.
Find out what the deal is in your state and consider using
this as a selling item when looking for work.

64 PRISON LIFE

Department of
Vocational Rehabilitation

The Department of Vocational Rehabilitation gets a lot
of mention, but unfortunately most of it is false. A while
back, I had the opportunity to interview Don Eskridge
from a California office of the DVR. He said his office
receives hundreds of letters asking about their services. In
case you've heard the rumors: No, the DVR will not buy
you a car or truck to get to work; and no, they will not co-
sign a loan.

About 15 to 20 years ago, the DVR really did try to help
anyone getting out of prison. But the powers-that-be ook a
look at the abuses going on and they pulled the plug, fast.

What the DVR will do is help anyone who is physically or
mentally handicapped prepare for employment. Serious
substance abuse problems that affect your ability to work do
constitute a vocational handicap. So if you had a problem
holding down a job because of booze or dope, these folks
will help you decide what line of work might be best suited
for you. They'll put you on a training program geared for

(continued on page 67)
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If you are disabled due to a severe mental impair-
ment, you may be eligible for Social Security disabili-
ty benefits. Social Security recognizes illnesses such as
drug addiction, alcoholism, schizophrenia, depres-
sion, mental retardation, anxiety, personality disor-

disorders.

The Social Security Administration places a lot of
emphasis on the following four categories (o deter-
mine if a person is disabled: activities of daily living,
social functioning, concentration and episodes of
deterioration in work or work-like situations. If you
are markedly impaired in at least two of these areas,
you have a good chance of being awarded benefits.

So why aren’t most prisoners receiving Social
Security benefits? The reason is that the Social Secu-
rity Administration prohibits payment of benefits to
persons incarcerated under a sentence that carries
with it a prison term of one year or more. Then why
bother reading this article?

There are basically two different types of Social
Security disability benefits: Social Security Disability
Insurance Benefits and SSI. In order to qualify for
Disability Insurance Benefits, a person must have
worked and paid Social Security taxes for at least five
of the past 10 years prior to becoming disabled. (The
rules are a little different for persons under 30.) In
order to receive SSI, one must be poor and disabled.

Social Security Disability will pay a person one
year prior to the date of his application or five months
after he becomes disabled, whichever is the later date.
In other words, if you were recently sentenced, you
may be eligible to receive back benefits of up to one
year, even though you are not currently eligible for
ongoing benefits, If you wait until you get out, you will
lose all of the back pay to which you are entitled. SSI
only pays benefits from the date of the application.

In addition to money benefits, if you are found
eligible for SSI, you will also be eligible for Medicaid.
If you filed for SSI and were denied within the past
two years, you may be able to reopen your case and
get paid back to the date of the prior application.

Why file now for disability benefits? Besides the
possibility of back pay for Social Security Disability
Insurance Benefits, it is important to establish a “peri-
od of disability” as early as possible. First, the medical
and psychological evidence will be fresh. Secondly,
the Social Security appeals process sometimes takes as
long as two to three years before a finding of disabili-
ty is made. Wouldn’t it be nice to be eligible for ben-
efits the first month you get out?

What to do

The first step in obtaining Social Security bene-
fits is to fill out an application. The Social Security

N
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The Scoop on Social Security

by Michael Steinberg, Attorney

Regulations and the Social Security Act do not pro-
hibit prisoners from applying for benefits. Nonethe-
less, Social Security offices refuse to accept and take
applications until just prior to a prisoner’s anticipat-
ed release date. Currently there is a Petition for Writ
of Mandamus pending in Federal Court to order the
Social Security Administration to accept and process
prisoners’ applications. In the meantime, sending a
letter to Social Security stating your intent to file for
benefits should act as a protective filing date of your
application.

Why is it valuable to society for prisoners to be
found eligible for benefits? As most of you know, it is
extremely difficult for a newly released prisoner to get
a job. It is even more difficult for an ex-convict with
severe mental impairments to get a job. If one is
released with no way of making an honest living, there
is a high probability that he will return to a life of
crime. With Social Security, SST and Medicaid, a per-
son at least has enough money to survive, and insur-
ance to treat his illness so that he can once again (or
for the first time) become a contributing member of
society.

But how do we know the ex-con won't just use the
money for alcohol or drugs? Because Social Security
requires that for those persons who have an alcohol
or drug-related impairment, or who cannot handle
their own money, a Representative Payee will be
appointed to handle their money. The Social Securi-
ty Administration also requires that persons addicted
to alcohol or drugs attend such rehabilitation pro-
grams as the SSA deems appropriate. If disability is
based primarily on alcohol and drugs, after three
years the benefits will automatically be terminated,
even if the person is still disabled due to alcoholism
or drug addiction.

Do you need an attorney? The Social Security
appeals process is complicated. Most attorneys who
handle these cases must limit their practice to this
area. It is extremely difficult for a person outside
prison without a mental impairment to represent
himself, If you are in prison and suffer from a mental
impairment, you need an attorney.

Where can you find one? You can write or call
the National Organization of Social Security Repre-
sentatives (NOSSCR) at 6 Prospect Street, Midland
Park, New Jersey 07432, They will provide you with
the name of an attorney in your area who can handle
your case. Expect to pay this attorney 25% of your
past due benefits. If there are no past due benefits,
expect to pay this attorney a flat fee (probably around
$1,000) if you win and nothing if you lose. If an attor-
ney wants to charge you a fee regardless of whether
you win or lose, don’t hire him. You may also contact
this writer at 2203 North Lois Avenue, Suite 950,

Tampa, Florida 33607.
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this new line of work, and they’'ll work with the EDD to
help you find a new job.

The DVR will also help you through an unseen finan-
cial crisis should one occur while you're in their program.
And if you need books, tools or equipment for this new
line of work, they’ll help you get them. Finally, although
they won't buy you a car, they will help you out with a bus
pass. You should know, however, that these benefits aren’t
available until you've spent a specific amount of time on
the job, usually 60 days or more.

You can find these guys in the state listings of your
phone book under the Departument of Rehabilitation.
Write the local office to get the central office’s address
and maybe you can get the ball rolling even before you
get oul.

Food

The price of food may shock you upon release. It sure
hasn’t gone down in your absence. Don’t despair. You are
eligible for food stamps—up to about $80 a month
depending on what state you live in. But you will need to
satisfy two requirements: You need to be an established res-
ident of that state, and you must be registered for work.
Remember that trip to the EDD? Well, you satisfied both
lcquncmonh when you registered for work. Don’t allow
pride to get in the way, because food stamps could mean
the difference between making it in the free world and
coming back to the pen.

Small Business Administration

The Small Business Administration shares many of the
same myths and misunderstandings as the DVR. I have
written to the SBA (and you can bet it took a lot of let-
ters!) to get to the bottom of what they're willing to do
for ex-cons. This is what they said:

There are NO benefits available to a person on proba-
tion or on parole. Also, an ex-felon is NOT considered a
minority for loan purposes.

To make a long story short, if you're out free and clear,
you stand the same chances as anyone else of getting
somuhmg from the SBA. But you better have your act
together before you go. They'll want to see substantiation
of your expertise in your proposed area, a five-year plan
of operations, marketing and consumer stats and lots of
other related data: material costs, including amounts and
sources as well as tools and any special equipment that'll
be needed. This is not to say that once you're off parole,
you should not go see them. Just be prepared.

One last note on the SBA: They do not give you the
loan. They co-sign the loan for you at a participating
bank. One guy I know who got help from them says it’s a
good idea to already have a bank lined up.

Education

Even though the feds have cut the Pell Grants, make
sure you avail yourself of any educational opportunities
your institution offers. Once you're out, do some
research on grants and loans and consider getting a
dcgr(c This will increase your chances of finding a job
in the (nmpum\c market that awaits you. For additional
information, write to : Federal Student Aid Programs,
Department DEA-85, Pueblo, CO 81009. Ask lhcm for
the booklet, Five Federal Financial Aid Programs. Some
states offer assistance, too. Call or write for information

at your state’s mpinl city.

That's about it for federal stuff. You may want to check
with United Way, too. They'll be more ‘than happy to
guide you to all the programs available in your area.

Don't forget to check out all the good programs at the
state level. Look for programs that deal with alcoholism,
blood banks, dental care, disabilities, drugs, emergen-
cies, environmental health, eye care, hearing loss, hospi-
tals and hospices (lodging if you're really sick),
long-term care, medical records, mental health, tax
information, health-care deductions, X-rays, etc. Roll up
vour sleeves and start looking.

On a Positive Note. ..

Now that I've got all that covered, I'd like to end on a
more positive note and talk about your parole officer. If
vou're like me, the first thought to enter your mind is
“enemy.” Il'you're screwing up, that's probably going to
be true. But the fact is—and you may find this pretty hard
to stomach—this guy really would rather see you make it
than fail. If you show him you want to succeed, and if he
takes a liking to you, this guy can steer all sorts of help
vour way.

In an interview with a California P.O. named Tucker,
he told me that a P.O. can even help a client get a car—
not only at a low price, but also on a payment plan from
the state. Ask your P.O. what sort of programs he knows
about 1o help you geta leg up.

Keep in mind that many organizations specialize in
helping their own. I have yet to find one that helps
retired dope crooks, but there are folks like the Veteran’s
Administration and the NAACP. (See Prison Life's Resour-
ces department.)

If you're willing to put forth some effort and swallow
some pride, you'll discover there really is a lot of help out
there. I don’t know about you, but I'm doing 15 fixed.
When this is over, I'll be using every resource to help me

make it. o

YO READERS!

A large part of our commitment to you in pub-
lishing this mag is the determination to provide
access through our advertisers to the products and
services that will help improve the quality of your
life while you’re doin® time. Whatever your-
needs—educational, legal, recreational—we hope

to deliver. —

Let us know what you need—within reason, of
course—and we’ll find the advertiser to provide it.

‘Write or call.

Prison Life-Magazine - - -
Advertising Department
175 5th Avenue
Suite 205
New York, NY 10010
(212) 229-1169 ; —
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by Chris Cozzone, Fitness Editor

FAT ATTACK—AEROBIC STYLE

Ive been lifting for years here and 've
put on some decent muscle. 'm also fretty
strong: at 5°8" and 190 pounds, I can
beneh press 350 and squat 500. Only, T
can't really see much of that muscle
becawse I'm sorta chubby. I read in a mag-
azine that doing more reps will help me get
cut. Do you have any other suggestions?
Ones that wouldn 't involve changing my
diet? I'm already watching my fat intake
and besides, there’s not much control over
what you're gonna get served in chow
hall.

A. Pinaus
CA State Prison

Chubbs,

Forget the weights, bro. Weight lift-
ing isn’t gonna wrim a fat body. (True,
a body with more muscle requires
more calories a day than a body with-
out the extra beel, but if you're carry-
ing fat, you're overdoing your caloric
intake anyway.) You can do thousands
of reps and it won’t do a damn thing
to those ugly fat deposits. You can do
crunches for hours and still not lose
your spare tire; sidebends forever and
still be sportin’ love handles: thou-
sands of squats and still have fat legs.
This is called spot reduction—and it
doesn’t work!

A lot of guys think that doing reps
over the norm (6 to 12) crosses over
into the definition, i.e. fat-burning
stage. Nope! Not that you shouldn't
do higher reps: they're great for mus-
cle growth. (Most of the time,
weightlifters don't give themselves
proper time to “dig deep” and really
burn the shit outta their targeted
muscle group.) Just keep in mind
that it isn’t going to cut you up.

Ifyou want to get ripped, or just
bring out basic muscle cuts, you’ re
gonna have to do the dreaded *
word—Aerobic training.

No, you don’t have to spend all
vour hard-earned or swindled cash
on a Richard Simmons “Sweatin’ to
the Oldies” video or round up the
cellblock queens and start a Jane
Fonda group. Nah, leave that crap to
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the sissies and housewives in the free-
world. That’s only one form of acro-
bic training,

Aerobic training involves training
your major muscle groups and your
heart through continuous exercise.
In the freeworld, there are dozens of
options at the local gym: treadmills,
Nordic Track machines, Stairmasters,
computerized stationary bikes with
digital men to race—all kinda shit.
There are step classes and low-impact
classes with lots of chicks, too. But
vou can get the same results from
running (in place or on a track),
jumping jacks, stair climbing, even
fast walking. You got plenty of
options. You can even do aerobic
work in the Hole if you have to.

AEROBIC EXERCISE
PRISON:
Running, Walking
IN THE HOLE

BASIC AEROBICS:
FREQUENCY

You should do aerobic work a mini-
mum of three times a week. Space
your workouts, maybe every other day
at first. As you improve, increase to
four times a week. If you got the
energy and attitude (we know you got
the time), you can even increase aer-
obics to five or six times a week. Just
keep in mind that training hard every
day is gonna burn you out. ‘Sides, as
a devout weightlifter, you're still
gonna want to save some of that juice

for the weights. The last thing you
want is to do so much aerobic shit
that you not only lose the fat but half
your hard-gained muscle.

DURATION

Research has shown that for the
average person, a minimum of 15
minutes of continuous aerobic train-
mg is a must. Anvthing less than 15
minutes will show little or no benefit.
You see, it takes vour body nearly 15
minutes just to reach that aerobic,
fat-burning stage. All activity before
that is fueled by stored carbohy-
drates. Start with 15 minutes 1‘ih()l
but as soon as you're physically able,
increase your time.

Work up your duration until you're
doing a minimum of 30 minutes per
session. You might even want to work
up to 45 minutes a session, if you
have energy to spare. Research shows
there’s a big difference between 15
and 30 minutes, a noticeable-but-not-
so-great difference between 30 and
50 minutes, and very little difference
for any time over that.

INTENSITY

For this shit to work, you need a
minimal level of intensity. If you're
whistling tunes through your sup-
posed-aerobic workout, you oughtta
kick yourself in the ass. But you
shouldn’t be gasping for air, either.
Training at too hard an intensity rate
will be too strenuous or impossible to
continue for a long period of time.

Your intensity level should be a
approximately 65 percent of your max-
imal heart rate (220 minus your age
equals your max heart rate, give or
take). Check vour pulse during your
workouts to L(‘Li) yourself on target.

COOL DOWN PERIOD

Each aerobic session should end
with a cool-down to bring your pulse
rate down slowly. Stopping exercise
suddenly causes blood to pool in




your legs and this may cause fainting.
Take five or 10 minutes to walk
around after each session.

INTERVAL TRAINING

As you get used to doing aerobic
workouts, you might want to intro-
duce interval training. During your
regular aerobic workouts, alternate
periods of higher level intensity into
your training. For example, in a 30-
minute run, you might warm up for
10 minutes, then spend the next 20
minutes alternating slow jogs and fast
sprints. Cool down for 10 minutes
afterwards.

Although interval training and
sprinting will alter the strictly fat-
burning process, it can lead to burn-
ing more fat than straight aerobic
training. Fast-pace training speeds up
vour metabolism, allowing you to
burn fat at a faster rate during the
time you're not exercising.

If you're training aerobically four
times a week, you might want to alter-
nate interval sessions with regular,
continuous sessions.

This should get you started. Still,
be careful about what you're eating.
No, there ain’t much you can do

about the state-issued shit, but if you
got some dough [or commissary, you
can supplement your diet with
healthier fare. If possible, sub a can
of tuna for that slab of mystery meat
on vour tray; maybe trade it for a
piece of [ruit or something. Losing

that flab is best done by changing
your diet and exercising.

Send your fitness questions to Iron Pile,
¢/o Prison Life, 175 5th Avenue, Suite
2205, New York, NY 10010.
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“The second that you make a man truly
free he becomes truly good. And it is
only that individual who has lost his
belief in himself and his own pride of
goodness and his own pride of being and
his own honor who is dangerous. Because
after that it doesn’t matter what he does.
It doesn’t matter what he does to anyone,
including himself.”

Quote by L. Ron Hubbard

Criminon™ is a non-profit activity dedi-
cated to helping inmates and juvenile
offenders. We provide a correspondence
course based on the booklet “The Way to
Happiness,” written by humanitarian L.

Got Nothing Else To Do? Take This Course!

Ron Hubbard. Through studying this
easy-to-read booklet and course, a person
has the opportunity of adopting for him-
self guidelines for a happy and decent life
... guidelines which make sense to him
and which he can agree with and actually
apply to his life.

One graduate of the Way to Happiness
course writes: “Since | have completed
the Way to Happiness course, my life has
made a turn toward a road full of happi-
ness while previously my life was on a
road to nowhere—lost, unhappy and very
dangerous. | don’t know how I managed
this far, but I did and the big step I took is
to get to be a better person, as much as

possible in realms of life. | believe that
my outlook on life is in focus, toward
goals I never thought | would set or
achieve. 1 am happy and free with morali-
ty. Thank you Criminon™."” L.D. Mary-
land.

THE WAY TO HAPPINESS COURSE
—AN OPPORTUNITY FOR LIFE!

Criminon™ is made up of a group of vol-
unteers and as such we raise money for
the inmates ourselves. Our funds are lim-
ited. We ask you pay $30.00 (to cover
books and postage). For anyone who can-
not pay, this course is free of charge. It is
never too late!

Name

Yes! | would like to get started on the “Way to Happiness” correspondence course as soon as possible!

[.D. #

Full Name of Institution

Address or P.O. Box #

State/Province

City

Please mail to : Criminon™ Canada, P.O. Box 14024, 2398 Lakeshore Blvd. West, Toronto, Ont. Canada M8V 4A2

Zip/Code

Criminon™ is a trademark owned by A.B.L.E. International and used with its permission.
©1995 All Rights Reserved. Grateful acknowledgement made to L. Ron Hubbard Library for permission to reproduce selection from copyright works of L. Ron Hubbard.
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It’s my lifestyle.

Just because your arms are sleeved
with tattoos, it doesn’t mean you're a
criminal or you've been in prison.

Yeah, I'm in prison, and yeah, I got a
lot of tattoos, but they each have a spe-
cial meaning. My right forearm is dedi-
cated to my grandparents, who died
while I was in prison. My other tattoos
are there because they look good, but
most of them have stories behind them.
They’'re a part of who I am.

If you're thinking of getting sleeved,
you should remember that the tattoos
will be there longer than any prison
sentence.

Heimlich

Dan Severson
Montana State Pen

photo by Elizabeth

EXPERT
LEGAL HELP
IS AVAILABLE

AND THE POST CONVIGTION LEGAL
GROUP® MAKES IT EASY TO SEGCURE.

We are in the process of forming a cooperative association of the
best and most experienced criminal defense attorneys in the country.

One phone call will provide you with the name and credentials

of the attorney that best suits the specifics of your case. Our members

are responsive. They have demonstrated their skills in the criminal courts
and earned the respect of their clients.

If you are an attorney, your participation is invited.

If you are in need of legal representation, your calls or letters are invited.
Call 1-800-207-2659 for further information.
Post Conviction Legal Group, 4200 Westheimer, Suite 160, Houston, TX 77027.

70 PRISON LIFE



Jusitl mn lGase

A Summary of Recent Federal Criminal Cases

by Peter G. Schmidt

United States v. Carr, 56 F.3d 38 (9th Cir. 1995)

Here’s one of those crazy cases that makes you think
about “justice” in America. The defendant is convicted as
a career offender because he had two prior convictions:
one for selling a “nickel baggie” of marijuana for $5, and
the other for selling .26 grams of cocaine for $25 dollars.
In this case, years later, he is found guilty of selling 66
grams of crack, and gets sentenced to 262 months in
prison—ncarly 22 years. On appeal, his sentence is
affirmed, and to cleanse its soul the court cites lots of
other horrible examples where the Supreme Court has
ruled that outrageous sentences are neither “grossly dis-
proportionate” with the offense nor cruel and unusual
punishment.

Thomas v. District of Columbia,
887 F.Supp. 1 (D.D.C. 1995

Check out this prisoner case against Sergeant Charles
Ingram, a corrections officer at the Maximum Security
Facility at Lorton, Virginia. The lawsuit, under 42 U.S.C.
§ 1983, alleges that the plaintiff was harassed and retaliat-
ed against by Sgt. Ingram because he resisted Ingram’s
homosexual advances. The defendant seeks to dismiss
the lawsuit on the grounds of qualified immunity. The
court refuses to dismiss it and orders the case to trial,
holding in part that “sexual assault, coercion and harass-
ment of the sort alleged by the plaintiff violate contempo-
rary standards of decency and can cause severe physical
and psychological harm.”

United States v. Tayman,
885 F.Supp. 832 (E.D.Va. 1995

This case is an important follow-up of the Fourth Cir-
cuit’s decision in U.S. v. Irvin, 2 F.3d 72 (4th Cir. 1993),
which held that mandatory minimum sentences imposed
under 21 U.S.C. § 841 must be based on the amount of
drugs that was reasonably foreseeable to the defendant,
rather than on the amount distributed by the conspiracy.
Here, Judge Ellis holds that the Irvin decision is retroac-
tively applicable and that the defendant (who was origi-
nally sentenced in 1992) is now entitled to a hearing to
determine the amount of drugs reasonably foreseeable to

him, even though he never objected to the quantity of

drugs attributed to him in his presentence report. This is
important because if the issue were not previously raised,
most courts require a defendant to show cause why it was
not, and some degree of prejudice before it can be raised
on a new appeal. Here, the judge rules that the “cause”
needed now to raise the issue on appeal was “the novelty
of the subsequent decision in frvin”. The decision is long
and well-reasoned; it should be a bonanza to federal drug
defendants in the Fourth Circuit.

Wilson v. Meeks, 52 F.3d 1547 (10th Cir. 1995)

This is another police brutality case that shows the
extremes to which the courts will go to excuse law
enforcement agents. Here, after the cop shoots a suspect,
he handcuffs him, making it difficult for the wounded
man to breathe. The guy ultimately dies—not of the gun-
shot wounds, but of asphyxiation—but not before an EMS
staff member arrives and asks the cop to remove the
handcuffs so he can administer first aid. The cop refuses,
stating he does “not want to get blood on his hands.” The
deceased man’s relatives sue under 42 U.S.C. § 1983 for
civil rights damages. The claim is denied, despite serious
allegations of cover-ups such as “losing” valuable evi-
dence. In one of the classic lines of American jurispru-
dence (and justice), the court holds that: “The
Constitution does not empower us to command police
officers to show compassion for those they injure in the
line of duty.”

United States v. Hogan, 54 F.3d 336 (7th Cir. 1995)

A revealing case in which a director of personnel for
the Cook County Sheriff's department engaged in a
fraudulent scheme to make sure that the people he want-
ed to employ as corrections officers met the necessary
qualifications for employment. Acting at the behest of an
“anonymous” high level official, he created “at least” 125
fictitious GED certificates for those candidates he want-
ed—assuring that the corrections staff in Cook County
was stocked with illiterates—something that won’t sur-
prise anyone who knows anything about the way prisons
really operate.

United States v. Lopez-Aguilar,
886 F.Supp. 305 [E.D.N.Y. 1995)

Here's a case that should appeal to all lusty prisoners.

Judge Weinstein rules that fertility problems of a defen-

dant and his wife, who was in her thirties, constituted
“extraordinary family circumstances” under § 5H1.6 of
the Federal Sentencing Guidelines and warranted a huge
downward departure of 10 levels. The court took into
consideration the fact that if the defendant had been
incarcerated for the mandatory minimum term that the
law required, it would have reduced the chances of the
defendant and his wife having a child to almost zero.
This decision is certain to be appealed by the Govern-
ment; it is another gem from Judge Weinstein.

Sisneros v. Nix, 884 F.Supp. 1313 (S.D.lowa 1995

This outstanding case explores in-depth the rights of
prisoners, their ability to bring an action for damages and
the concept of qualified immunity for prison officials.
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Judge Bennett reviews all these topics in a 40-page decision
that should be required reading for all jailhouse lawyers.
The two main issues are (a) whether an English-only policy
for incoming mail for prisoners is Constitutional, and (b)
whether a prisoner has the right to sue for damages for
retaliatory transfers within the prison system. On the first
issue, Judge Bennett concludes that prisons do have the
right to establish an English-only policy for incoming mail,

but he reviews all the pertinent case law—a great source of

information for any jailhouse lawyer. On the second issue,
he finds that the prisoner was transferred from Iowa to Ari-
zona without a legitimate penalogical reason and in retalia-
tion for pursuing prisoner grievances. The court awards
compensatory and punitive damages against the two prison
officials who ordered him transferred, and grants injunc-
tive relief, requiring the Towa officials to transfer him back
to lowa. It also warns the lowa officials not to harass the
prisoner upon his return to the Iowa prison system. Any
prisoner who wants to study what rights and remedies are
available should read this case. If you happen to live in
Iowa and need help, contact Prof. Barbara Schwartz, at the
Iowa College of Law (313-335-9034), who wrote the briefs
in this case for the plaintiff.

Ware v. Barr, 883 F.Supp. 654 (M.D.Fla. 1995)

Here’s a great case of persistence paying off. A defen-
dant is convicted on the basis of testimony of a co-
defendant who snitched. While in prison, the defendant
files a Freedom of Information Act request with the FBI
and actually receives a report showing there were some
68 fingerprints on the currency that was seized in the
investigation, but none belonged to him. The prosecu-
tor withheld that information from the defendant at
trial. Based on that Brady violation, the court vacated
the conviction; on a retrial the defendant was acquitted
after spending some three years in prison. Here he
brings an action for damages under 42 U.S.C. §
1985(3), which provides a remedy for persons who have
been deprived of their rights due to a conspiracy. The
prosecutor moves for dismissal of the complaint based
on a claim of immunity, but the court refuses to grant
total dismissal, holclmg that immunity only applies
when the Government acts in good faith. It holds that a
deliberate decision to withhold the FBI report is not
immune from suit.

NATIONAL CASE LAW SUMMARIES

A bi-monthly reporting service listing case citations
with summaries covering over ninety topics from
access to the courts to witnesses. Have the latest
state and federal case law at your fingertips thus
reducing research time. Annual subscription $30.
Mail orders and make payments payable to:

PARALEGAL ASSOCIATES
209 South Broadway - Suite 246
Baltimore, MD 21231
Paralegal Services Available:
Parole - Transfers - Immigration -
Pre-Release Plans

LIFE ON DEATH ROW
Prison Life is planning a SPECIAL ISSUE
on DEATH ROW and the DEATH PENALTY
e IN AMERICA

We want to hear from condemned prisoners:
poets, essayists and fiction writers. Tell us
~ your stories. How you wound up on DEATH
ROW; how you feel about the death penalty;
how you face day-to-day existence knowing
you are to be put to death. DEATH ROW.
ARTISTS. Send us your work for possible
inclusion in this SPECIAL DEATH ROW
EDITION of Prison Life. Address all replies to:

DEATH ROW
~c/o Prison Life
175 Fifth Ave., Suite 2205
New York, NY 10010
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ANIMAL
FACTORY

(continued from
page 43)

crowds, sending them farther apart as
it exploded, gyrating and spinning as
it gave off its fearful fumes. Again Earl
was buffeted so that he had to fight
for balance. It was like struggling to
keep his head above water in a stormy
sea. The motes reached his eyes and
fluid began to run from them and
from his nose. “Cocksuckers . . . bas-
tards,” he cursed silently.

Like some mindless beast driven
without purpose, the twelve hundred
Chicano and white convicts swung in a
clockwise motion so that they were
against the mess-hall wall. Driven by
the tear gas from the North cellhouse
wall, the blacks were where the whites
had been along the East cellhouse.
The two groups, twelve hundred
whites and eight hundred blacks,
faced each other across a hundred
and fifty yards of open space.,

A hundred convicts were jammed
against the East cellhouse gate, trying
futilely to get in away from trouble.

“Lockup! Lockup! Mandatory lock-
up!” the loudspeaker blared.

“Open the fuckin’ gates,” someone
near Earl said. Both sides were now
spread out. Earl’s friends stuck together
and his fear became fury. He was cer-
tain the officials had deliberately turned
a strike into a racial confrontation.

A window of the mess hall crashed
out. Then another. Men were yelling
in fury. Stacks of stainless steel trays
were being passed to the raised hands
of whites and Chicanos. Then came
other things that would serve as
weapons—mop wringers, pieces of the
dishwashing machine, heavy wooden
ladles used on the kitchen vats.

Across the yard the blacks were rip-

ping benches apart to get hunks of

lumber. Earl did nothing, knowing the
groups would never get at each other
across the no-man’s-land. The rifles
and submachine gun would erect an
insurmountable barrier of death.

A convict pushed against Earl to
leap to the window to get something.
He landed on Earl’s foot when he
came down.

“Asshole!” Earl snarled, ramming
the heels of his hands into the man’s
chest and knocking him back. The
convict bumped into someone behind

him and kept from falling. His face
was already contorted with rage at the
blacks. His curse at Earl was drowned
in the churning, screaming crowd as
he tensed to spring. He had a piece of
pipe in his hand and lunged. Earl
stepped back, raising an arm, intend-
ing to rush under the swing if he
could. He wished he had a knife. The
convict rushed without seeing T.]., nor
did Earl see him until the powerful
weightlifter swung the glat of a stain-
less steel tray as if it were a baseball
bat. The man rushed into it, and his
feet kept going as the tray curtained
his face. His shoulders hit the ground
first, and it was a few seconds before
the blood came from his squashed
flesh. His legs trembled in spasms.

Bad Eye came from somewhere and
planted a steel-toed brogan against
the man’s head, as hard a kick as he
could deliver. T.]. gave him the acco-
lade of a pat on the back.

The tumult made it impossible to
talk, but they pushed through the
crowd toward others of the Brother-
hood a few feet away, leaving the
supine figure to be walked on—or to
die for all they cared.

The two crowds were screaming at
each other, brandishing makeshift
weapons.

Bad Eye cupped his hands to Earl’s
ear. "We'll get the black motherfuck-
ers this time. All they’'ve got is some
sticks.”

Earl said nothing, but looked again
at the riflemen. The two crowds started
to surge toward each other and the sub-
machine gun hammered three short
bursts, tearing up chunks of asphalt in
stitches. Then the rifles volleyed. Bullets
swept down the open zone and the
crowds froze and fell back. The gunfire
silenced the screaming.

One black was twisting on the
ground. Obviously a guard had shot
into the crowd instead of in front of it.
The black was holding his thigh and
trying to get up. Two blacks started
forward to help him, but a bullet
whipped over their heads to drive
them back.

Some of the hysteria had drained
away. Glazed eyes began to narrow,
madness was replaced by questions
about what to do, what was going to
happen.

“Attention in the yard! All inmates
by the mess hall will go the lower
yard!”

The answering bellow of defiance
was a shadow of a few minutes earlier.
Some men yelled and shook their
fists, but they would have done the
same if told to stand fast or go home.

The tear-gas grenades flew over the
men, landing under the shed beyond
the fringe of the crowd. The gas drove
convicts crashing into others, sending
a reverberation through the crowd
and jamming bodies together again.
The route of escape was through the
gate. They couldn’t go down the road
because the visored tactical squad was
waiting with clubs and mace, so they
surged down the stairs, some falling
until another body stopped them.

They were herded like cattle into
the thinning fog. All was gray under
the lightless sky; the walls looked sofi
in the fog; lined by faceless silhouettes
with rifles. The lower yard was big, and
the convicts spread out like water on a
plain. Everyone searched for a friend,
sensing that this was a dangerous situa-
tion, for no guards were on the
ground and those on the walls were
too far away to see what was going on.
It was a chance to settle old grudges.
The law of brutality was replaced with
no law whatsoever. 111}

APPEALS
WRITS OF HABEAS CORPUS

FORFEITURES

NEW TRIAL MOTIONS
SENTENCE MODIFICATIONS

Don 't take anymore chances

with your future.

Today you need a highly skilled research
firm that utilizes state-of-the-art electron-
ic research methods if you want to com-

pete with the prosecution.

FREE CONSULTATION.

LAw OFFICE OF
JACQUELINE GOODMAN
800.515.0233

@ Payment Plans Available
@ Low income? We can help.

DEDICATED T0 INSURING 1CE AND

DUE PROCESS FOR.TI JSED.
2201 EAST CHAPMAN AVE.
FULLERTON, CALIFORNIA 92631
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Voice of the Convict

7(‘ 1 \, (continued

Jfrom page 7)

-ers and their families serving insane-
ly harsh sentences. In the middle of
the visit, guards swarmed the room
and called count, “Visitors outside!
Inmates against the wall!” as though
they were afraid someone might try
to walk off with one of their cher-
ished numbers.

Driving away from the prison
complex later that day, back toward
the border of America, I saw a sign
outside a small convenience store;
“American Owned” it said. [ winced
at the sentiment: Who the fuck do
these people think they are? American
owned. America begins here. What does
that make the rest of us and where
do we live?

These suckers are thriving on
the prison industry. It's one of the
fastest growing of the few healthy
businesses in the country. I was |(,A(!)
to bet that the rednecks who owned
the store made a large percentage of
their profits off visitors to Prisonland.
Americans of all race and clan and
creed have come to this country seek-
ing freedom and opportunity. Some
were uprooted and brought here
against their will to serve as slave

labor for wealthy white Americans.
Disproportionate numbers of the
poor, of African Americans and of
the latest immigrant wave inevitably
wind up in prison. They are the ones
Whitebread America, sitting in front
of TVs, love to loathe. Sell them
crap, treat them like dirt, lock them
up, and mutter epithets all the way to
the bank.

At one time, the hills of Penn-
sylvania were quilted with family-
owned farms. Lovely old barns
decorated with colorful hex signs
stood beside the road. The heartland
ol America was the breadbasket of
the world. Then we dominated inter-
national markets with American-
made goods. Now we build prisons.
There are state representatives and
Congressmen who specialize in
bringing prison industry to their dis-
tricts. Business is so good private sec-
tor companies like Wackenhut and
Corrections Corporation of America
are competing for a slice of the pris-
ons-for-profit pie. The private com-
panies are already exporting the
Prisonland franchise, opening new
markets in Canada and France. Just
as the military-industrial complex
welcomes retired generals and Pen-
tagon heavies, Private Prisonland
America, Inc. is top heavy with for-
mer security and corrections offi-
cials.

With over five million people
under the control of the criminal jus-
tice system, either in prison, on
parole or probation, Prisonland
America, Inc. shows no signs of going
bankrupt soon. Run by cops and ex-
cops, xenophobes, racists, rednecks,
Republicans and Democrats, liberals
and conservatives, the government or
big business, it hardly matters, the
prison industry flourishes in bad
times. Nations on the verge of
upheaval incarcerate and execute
more and more of their people, as if
pain and death ameliorate social ills.

We need to remind ourselves
what this ugly, voracious industry
produces. Prisonland America, Inc.
makes prisoners, disenfranchised
men and women it then despises.
Broken familics are just one of the
wasteful by-products, broken families
that provide more raw material for
prisoner factories.

When I crossed back into New
York state on the way home, I hardly
felt any more at ease. There are vistas
along the thruway where the night is
bright with the glow of high intensity
security lamps illuminating prisons.
Soon New York will join other death
states and start killing condemned
prisoners. There is no need to travel
to visit the latest theme park. Prison-
land America, Inc. is at our doorstep.

i

direct line to every win-
ning case in the Federal
Courts since “Strickland v.
Washington” — all gathered
together and summarized in
this comprehensive text. A
70 page index leads you to
exactly the right case with
almost 800 examples of
ineffective assistance, with
every reference to a win-
ning case.

Over 300 cases decided
since Strickland, and 200
before, are gathered togeth-
er and indexed according to the
precise factual issue considered
in the decision. Defense attor-
neys across the country are using
this book to save untold hours,
and even days, of research.

If you have ever tried to find

INEFFECTIVE
ASSISTANCE

OF COUNSEL

WINNING CASES
IN THE FEDERAL
COURTS

GOOD case law to back up your
ineffective assistance arguments,
you know how difficult that can
be. Here it has already been
done for you. Every case in this
book is briefly summarized, with
emphasis on specific facts which

ment of $120.00 plus $8.00 S&H to:
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Ineffective Assistance of
Counsel.

Seeking an evidentiary
hearing? You'll find the case
law you need to support your
arguments in Ineffective
Assistance of Counsel.

In a large looseleaf binder,
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$120.00 purchase price
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months. Supplement service
is $42.00 per year thereafter.

To order send your pay-
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have been reading letters in your

magazine from prisoners bemoan-

ing the fact that their wives or girl-
friends ended their relationship after
they went to prison. As I read these
letters, I find myself fuming: They are
so full of self-pity and even vindictive-
ness toward the women.

I am married to a man who is
serving a lengthy sentence in federal
prison. I have been visiting him in
prison for the past 13 years. Yes,
that's years, folks. And now [ hear you
guys saying: “See? She’s a good wife.
She stuck by her man. She can do it.
Why can’t my woman?” And that’s my
point. Stop criticizing the women you
have hurt by your actions and your
incarceration. Stop blaming them for
your situation and for their unwilling-
ness to join you in being oppressed
by the prison system.

Even with the best husband in
the world, living in two worlds is very
oppressive. The reason my marriage
works is that my husband and I do
not get bogged down in self-pity. We
don’t try to blame each other,
manipulate each other or demand
things we can’t provide for each
other. We support each other.

Another major factor is that I had
the privilege of being born middle-
class. I have a good job and a lot of
support from friends and family. I
talk with your wives and girlfriends
while we wait for visits. I hear how
they struggle with high phone bills,
low-paying jobs, the welfare system
and single parenthood. I know the
shame society heaps on her for loving
a prisoner. I know the emotional
abuse and humiliation she experi-
ences from some of the prison
guards. I know how much it costs for
transportation and motel bills to visit.

I hear her hope that you will
change and her belief that somehow
it is her responsibility to help you
change. I hear about her loneliness. I
see how she dresses for you, lives for
you, waits for you.

Then I see how she tires from her
own efforts and from your demands

by Tricia Hedin

and requests. She tires of giving her
all to what begins to seem like a hope-
less situation. Many of you do not
hear it in her voice. You do not listen
to her worries. You take and take and
take. You want more visits. You want
more phone calls. You want daily let-
ters. You want money. You want drugs
smuggled for you. You want her to
hire a lawyer. You want her waiting by
the phone each evening so you know
she’s being faithful. You want her in
your world.

She does not live in your world.
She lives in two worlds. She lives in
the outside community and she lives
in the visiting room. She does not
know your world; it is impossible. You
do not know her world. What you
have to build is a world together, and
the prison system, through its policies
and regulations, makes that extreme-
ly difficult. Remember that she knows
what landed you in prison. She may
be angry; she may feel betrayed and
abandoned. Sometimes she re-experi-
ences that feeling again when vou
mess up and get sent to the hole. You
have to understand those emotions.
You have to be patient.

If your loved one is sticking by
you, value her. Listen to her. If she is
becoming weary, lighten up. Encour-
age her to live in her world, to pursue
her interests. Work and send her
money to help with the children or
the phone bill, even if it’s a small
amount, If she is frustrated with the
visiting conditions, support her in visit-
ing less frequently so she doesn’t burn
out and stop altogether. Work togeth-
er to try and improve the visiting con-
ditions for your family. If she is
depressed, encourage her to seek out
friends or a counselor. If she is abus-
ing drugs or alcohol to numb the
pain, encourage her to get treatment,
If she is raising your children, listen as
she shares her joys and frustrations.
Read some parenting books to help
her with new ideas in a nonjudgmen-
tal way. Let her know you are interest-
ed in her life.

She may leave you anyway. It takes
tremendous strength on the part of

both people to maintain a prison re-
lationship for a long period of time.
The fact is, people need intimate rela-
tionships and intimacy is discouraged
by prison authorities and difficult to
sustain without privacy. If your wife or
girlfriend chooses a relationship with
another man on the outside, it is nor-
mal. You must stop blaming her.
Blame the system. Blame yourself for
the mistakes you made that allowed
the system to take control of you. Quit
the self-pity routine. Above all, begin
making changes in yourself so that
when you are released, you can stay
out and enjoy whatever new relation-
ship you find. But don’t blame your
loved one; most of the time, she is just
doing the best she can.

Art by Enrique Ortiz
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LIONS AND
TURTLES AND
ELEPHANTS,

OH MY .

There are 6 Guinea Fowl, 12
Teddy Bears, 3 Horses, 2 Turtles,
1 Frog. 6 Cats, 3 Crocodiles,

4 Tigers, 1 Panther, 2 Rhinos,

3 Hippos. 5 Lions, 3 Dalmatians,
4 Elephants, and 97 others
roaming through our extensive
catalogue of plush stuffed
animals. Please send them fo
your wives, lovers, or children.
Great gifts at great prices.
And we’ll ship them for you.

CHARLYNN
DISTRIBUTORS

Box 13003 e Tucson, Arizona 85732
Send three 32-cent stamps for prices and descriptions.
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We offer a complete selection
of U.S. and European adult’s
only girlic magazines. We also
have comic books, adult’s only
paperbacks, and selected other
related reading and viewing
periodicals. We ship all orders
by insured parcel post. For a
complctc listing of our product
line, send a self-addressed,
stamped envelope to:

Paper-Wings
P 0. B 4855

BOOKS ON THE

‘o
Letcarlitee

L srwee Sveiilin

U 1. No Beast So Fierce by Edward Bunker

1 2. Soledad Brother by George Jackson
0 3. Smack Goddess by Richard Stratton
1 4. Prison Literature by Bruce Franklin
5. The Bad Guys’ Quote Book by Bob Singer
NAMI s e
ID# Pl bt | -
ADDRESS ¥ = Ty
CITY v s STATE - ZiP

Send me these books:

Send check or money order

Joint Venture Publishers
175 5th Ave.,
New York, NY 10010

$10
$14.95
$18.95
$12.95
$2.50

plus $2.50 P&H to:

Suite 2205
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| Yeah, get me some. ..
U Regular $14.95
d Pocket Style $14.95

\Size ) (PR 1 q Gl 39,9

| Color 1 Black ) White

| ADDRESS h
CITY _ LSTATE = 2P

MAIL-ORDER-MALL

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 8.25% sales tax.
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“Standing outside we saw sinister clouds glowing in the west and the w
alive with clouds of ever-changing shapes and colors, from steel blue
. . . Then, after minutes of moving silence, one prisoner said to another,

tiful the world could be.”

ESCAPE!
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CLASSIFIEDS

- EEGAL =
PARALEGALGRADED CUR-
RICULUM BY BLACKSTONE
SCHOOL OF LAW. Approved
home studies legal training since
1890. Affordable and comprehen-
sive. Free catalog: 1-800-826-
9228 or write Blackstone School
of Law, P.O. Box 701449 Dept.
PL, Dallas, TX 75370.

APPEALS, HABEAS CORPUS.
Attorney, California (federal &
state) bars, U.S. Supreme Court,
Abogado, California (federal y
estata) abogacia, Corte Supremo
E.U. Paul McCarthy, 1 Kaiser
Plaza 1750, Oakland, CA 94612.
510-836-0100, fax 510-832-
3690.
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MAIL ORDER

Say Merry Christmas, Happy
Valentine’s Day, Happy Birthday,
I'm Sorry, | Love You, with per-
fume, candy, flowers and gift cer-
tificates. Serving prisoners exclu-
sively. Free brochure. MAIL
ORDER BLUES, 2767 So. Park-
er Road, Suite 188, Aurora, Col-
orado 80014. Telephone: 303/914-
3955.

Fantastic Brand Name and
Amway Products and Food.
Competitive prices. Price of 226-
page, full-color catalog ($4.50)
refunded with first purchase. Call
416/331-8428 or write: 358 Dan-
forth Ave., P.O.B. 65032, Toronto,
Ontario, Canada M4K1MO0.

Express your love to
family & friends.
Custom designed gift baskets
shipped nationwide and
to foreign countries.

Gift Baskets By Mail
396 Bird Avenue
San Jose, CA 95126.
Free CoLoR PHOTO & BROCHURE.
Call or write today.
(408) 254-4134.

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 Cat-
alog. Write to: The Conaid Compa-
ny, Inc., 2302 230th Street,
Pasadena, MD 21122,



Prisoners! You, too, can send gifts
to loved ones. Discounted 10%,
plus $3.00 off first order. This com-
pany is prisoner conceptualized to
fight injustice and modern slavery.
For your catalog of available gifts
(over 200 colorful pages), send
$4.00 to V.C. Enterprise, Box 1934,
Pontiac, Ml 48341.

CLASSIFIED ADS $10 Up To 100
Words. Personals-Business-Pri-
vate Party-Any Category. Free is-
sue with order. Self-Addressed
stamped envelope gets de-
tails/order form. Planet Earth Clas-
sifieds, Box 12682, Las Vegas,
Nevada 89112-0682.

MEDIA

Authors seeking dramatic, bold
accounts chronicling life in the
Hole: mental & physical effects,
conditions, treatment, coping
methods. For possible publica-
tion. Write to: Mad Zone, 86-33
89th St., Woodhaven, NY 11421.

EDUCATED IN PRISON? Com-
ments sought for book about
NYS inmates who attended col-
lege programs: Why did you
take the course? How did it
change you? Why do you think
funding was cancelled? What
will you do now? All references
will be anonymous. M/R Disser-
tation, PO Box 891, Hartsdale,
NY 10530-0891.

Writers Needed for prison per-
spective section of WAKEUP,.a
new publication aimed at raising
the awareness of American youth.
A simple straightforward and hon-
est source of information. For
much more information please
write WAKEUP, 6637 84th Court
North, Minneapolis, MN 55445.

WRITER DOING RESEARCH
FOR BOOK. Looking for people
convicted of non-violent crimes.
Especially interested in fraud,
embezzlement, con games,
scams, etc. Would like to hear
your story; compensation for all
stories published. For more
information please write to: B.
Philbrick, 853 Vanderbilt Beach
Rd., Suite 212, Naples, FL
33963.

FOLSOM INMATES PAST/PRE-
SENT. Journalist with 15 years
experience writing articles on
Old Folsom, maybe book(would
be my third). Aim (as always) to
cut through myth, present accu-
rate picture. Will explain more,
send samples of work: G. Rivlin,
P.O. Box 13314, Oakland, CA
94661. Nicknames okay.

Tired of doing time you do not
deserve? Have you given up on
all possibility of any justice since
your confinement? Please write:
Freedom Press, Prisoner Sup-
port Division, P.O. Box 4458,
Leesburg, VA 22075. Include a
narrative and copies of your sen-
tencing documents. Phone:
703/866-1446. Collect calls are
accepted on Saturday and Sun-
day only.

BOOKS & MAGS

FREE CATALOG
Absolute lowest prices on sub-
scriptions to 850 magazines. Ex-
amples; 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.

“When the gods made man, they
made a weapon.” Order The Odin
Brotherhood ($11.00 postpaid)
from World Tree Publications, P.O.
Box 961, Payson, AZ 85547.

Bad Girls BedTime Stories. Tit-
illating erotica by Eva Morris;
proud display of her dirty mind.
MINISKIRTS. HELICOPTERS.
VEGAS. Bad to the last bone(r)!
$17 to LPPC, P.O.Box 20376, NY,
NY 10011. Specify mailing
instructions.

The Art of Holding Together
Your Relationship While Doing
Time in Prison. This book is way
overdue. A real manual that deals
with real issues and creative ways

in keeping the one you love orare
in love with while you serve your |

time. This manual is highly recom-
mended for every man and woman
in America who is currently serving

time in juvenile, county jail, work-
release, work camp, state or feder-

al prison. This book is so real,
even O.J. Simpson has a copy.
So, order your book now! Send
$10. M.O. only, plus $2.50 ship-
ping to: WARD Publishers, P.O.
Box 1288, Spokane, WA 99210.

OTHER STUFF

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 ESS

Loves You.

NY AREA INMATES with visiting |

privileges and expected release
this year: |If you are willing to
work on a photography project
that involves your transition to the
“outside” world, please write: K.
Grannan, 144 East 7th St. #2B,
NY, NY 10009.

CLASSIFIED RATES

$75 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
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Chef’s Special of the Month:
Criminal Carb Cuisine

1 cup brown rice (instant or normal)
2 cups water (for rice)

1 banana, slice

1/2 cup raisins

1/3 cup honey

1/4 cup brown sugar

4 tablespoons cinnamon

Pinch nutmeg (if you can get it)

Make the rice. Instant stuff easier to make. While rice is hot, mix in honey, cinnamon and
sugar, Might want to add a litle water to keep moist. Then add in raisins and banana slices.
Eat hot or cool for later. Even good at room temperature. Will give you plenty of carbs for
the morning workout,

“Big C”
Rikers Island, New York
Thai Tuna
1 apple, finely chopped
1/ 2| onion, finely chopped For Descent
1 jalapefio
1 lemon, freshly squeezed (can sub an orange) Snorgeldort
1 can tuna 1 banana
1/3 cup chopped peanuts or mixed nuts 2 tablespoons peanut butter
3 cloves garlic, chopped 1/2 cup cooked oatmedl
2 packs mayo 1/2 cup granola (or oatmeal)
Mix thoroughly, chill and serve on crackers. 1 teaspoon honey

) Mix thoroughly, then enjoy.
Edgar Tims and T. Savage,
recommended by the Dawg
Florence, Colorado

Kiwi John

Iustration by Steve Lashley
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SWM, 35, 6, 2124, brown hair, blue eyes. Would
like 10 correspond with females, age no problem.
Will write to all. Doing 5 to 8 for getting into a fight,
with 5 left. Dale Owsley, #17110, 1L.S.C.L, Unit 1364,
P.O. Box 14, Boise 1D 83707.

Peckerwood looking for featherwood 1o exchange
letters, good times, friendship and more with the
right lady. Brian Nelson, Solono Co. Jail. 500 Union
Ave, Fairfield, CA 94533,

Happy about life, 40-year-old Christian. Christ is the
basis of my hopes, aspirations and strivings. Joyiully
would desire corresponding with caring female will-
e interests, hopes and making God a pri-
cellent physical specimen. Alvin Lewis,
538, Miami, FL.
H5#, long white hair
dark (nmp!(“mm |v-m James past, but looking to
trade my guns for a good woman, any age. Free in
1997. I am in great health and need to relocate
from Santa Cruz, California in order 1o leave my
past behind. Write Ray Hurt, #H-02215, P.O. Box
921-C5117, Imperial, CA 92251921,

SWM, 27, 617, 205#, muscular, brown hair, green
eyes. Secking honest and sincere person lor serious
relationship. I enjoy weight lifting, reading, travel,
outdoors and sports. Getting out soon. Kevin Porth
#40656, P.O. Box 1989, Ely, Nevada 89301.

SWM. 40, 5'97, 1654, ]unk brown hair, hazel eves,
tattooed and |n1:.\|.u|.u, Secking intelligent, adven-
turous, righteous white woman into scooters, r & r,
beaches, travel and living life to its fullest. No fakes,
phonies or wannabes need apply. Bill Kounanis
#164089, Racing Corr.
Inst./ Dane West Unit,
P.O. Box 900-I, Sturtevant,
Wisconsin 53177-0900.
Incarcerated 15 years, 55
Years old Mexican. 5°117
1804, Seecks big be .ultllul
lady with big heart and lots
of hot passion. William R.
Castro, C-42238, P.O. Box
7500, D-7-106, Crescent

SBM,
yrs. old, looking for a seri-
ous, open-minded, open-

Il;,hl \Lm bl 39

hearted, down to earth
woman of any age any race.
Herbert Burguess,
#93A3237, Sullivan Correc-
tional Facility, P.O. Box
AG, Fallsburg, NY 12733-
0116.

2104, great shape and get-
ting better with dedicated
bodybuilding. 1 year to go.
I'm very sincere and open-minded and [ expect the
same. I'll be a worth- while honorable friend. If we
find compatibility we can even love each other. You
don’t have to be a beautiful queen but you must
love yourself and be all woman. Raymond Ruiz,
L Attica CF. Attica, NY 1401 101 19,

KIGYT T uukmg to correspond with others intere rested
in Conspiracy Politics, Christian Identity, The Patri-
ot Movement, etc. I have too much time to have a
relationship, but welcome all-except inmates. Larry
Williams, #911156, C1C -Box 601, Pendleton, IN
46064,

BM secks open-minded feminine correspondent
free or locked down. Age, race, weight, looks, irrele-
vant. Sincerity an asset. Promise to respond to all.
David Mcgrill, ].T.R.C.L., #292425, 7175 Manor Rd.,
Columbus, GA 31907,

German lonewolf looking for a pack. Characteris-
tics: Warlock, Artisan. 5'77, 175#, brown hair, blue
eyes. Secks corre .\l)Ulldl nce from like-minded males
and females. Pirre Moosebroker, #12314, Louisiana
State Prison, Angola, LA 70712, r

SWM, 38 vrs. old, br. hair, 5117, br. eves, 185#, col-
lege-educated, Enjoys writing letters, alternative
music, cooking, travel (when allowed), honesty and
sincerity. Seeks female penpal. Offers letters and
friendship. Jeffrey A, Gearns #223298, 3201 Bemis
Rdl., Ypsilanti, MI 48197-0011.

pern Palis

Irish/Mexican, Tall, dark and handsome, 29 vears
old, 5°107, 175#. Got a grip plus trving not to trip.
Looking to kick it with beautiful interesting ladies.
So if your beautiful or interesting, don’t delay send
your letters my way. Photo for photo. Bill Hankins,
#54812, Box 777 C.S.P, Canon City, CO 81215.
Would like to meet prison artists to exch: inge art
and ideas. Only interested in art that has a prison
flavor and must have Jesus included or a religious
theme. Audrey Revell, 2442 Mission St., San Francis-
co, CA 94110,
Looking for that real blackman, ex-con or currently
incarcerated and out soon. 'm a GWM; want a
dominating, take-charge type. Age not an issue; atti-
tude is. Possible long-term relationship. |.E.P., 4724
El Portal, El Paso, TX 79903-1826.
SWM, looking for any sweel girl to share thoughts
and feclings with. Been down 3 years now and 7 to
go. 175#, 2'_’ years old, 5'117 All letters will be
.lllh\\{l((]. guaranteed. My interests are: skin art,
poeetry, life and spoiling women! Chris Schmidt,
28385-29957, P.O. Box 389, Springficld State
Prison, Springfield, SD 57062,
Latin Brother down but not out. 5117, 1854, Finish-
ing up bid. Would like 10 hear Emm .l” positive peo-
ple. John Rodrigiuz 93R6276, Mt. McGregor, C.F.
Box 2071, Wilion, NY 12831. i
WM, 34, 185#, big brown eves, muscular, looking to
fill long lonely nights writing to vou, honest 1 to 1
rnm:nuuicnliun or e mtir adventure. 1 do it all.
Rt. 4 Box 1500, Beaumont

Ilustration by Henry Herz

Looking for friendship and commitment. SWM,
clean-cut Christian, 26, 5" 117, 195#, red hair, brown
eyes, easy going, good sense of humor, still young at
heart, loves the Lord, music, photos (will
exchange),sports. Seek other encouraging Chris-
tians for friends. 1 will be released in ‘96, Steve
Picard #61788, P.O. Box 777, Canon City, CO 81
I am a white, 43-vear-old free world dude looking
for inmates to have as pen-pals; ladies are especially
invited to write. Letters answered at once. My
friendship is everlasting. Please write me at the fol-
lowing address: Gary R. Lee, 2418-Bavou Drive,
League City, TX 77573-2702. NO FAGS.
SWM, 23, 5°107, 1704, very long brown hair, nasty
green eves, sleeved in tattoos, down 2 years, 10 left.
Outlaw scooter tramp walking the talk. Secks
strong, good woman to side with me. No phony
bullshit. Letter photos get same, try me, taste me,
talk to me. C.W. Pollock, #8701590, EOCI, 2500
West Gate, Pondleton, Oregon, 97801.

Doing life in the belly of the beast. Seeking assis-
tance from anyone with background in English or
law. I need someone who is willing to correct my
mistakes in syntax to improve my writing skills, It is
very important that [ be able to write well. In strug-
gle. Anthony Lucero, #76324, P.O. Box 10000,
Limon, CO 80826,

WM., 25, brown hair, 6’117, 1904, Good shape, blue
green cves. locked down in Texas, secks a real
sweetheart for friendship. Possible relationship. May
release date 6-97. Marty Webb #545120, Stiles unit
R4, Box l-nn Beaumont, TX 77705.

SWM, 24 . 165#, blue/green eyes, black hair.

Me very respec Ilul. level headed and hate any kind
of abuse at woman!! Made one mistake in life, (safe-
cracking), will be free in 97. You, Coring, sweet,
petty, and who likes a gentleman. Please write to:

Andrew Lesky 26, ( M.F. prison P.O. Box

i

SWM, deaf, 38 ye: ", 200#, good health,
very open minded. Ht't'k.s v.hll female male age 22-
40 max. no restrictions on who can write. Steven
Christman, #946709, Indian state farm, 1500 west
U.S. 40, Greencastle, IN 461359275,

Mix male looking for a penpal, male or female that
can read and write the language of “the people
Kola”, Omakiyi Ye! Pilamaya yelo. Erike Holmberg
#300108 IH P.O. Box 53000, Reidsville, GA 30453,
SWM, 26, 5'9", 1604, blond hair, blue eyes. Drug
and disease-free. Seeking a SWF 21 1o 35 for a pen
pal, that with time can lead 1o more. All letters will
get a reply. Kenneth Webb # 186, Hughes Unit,
Rt. 2, Box 4400, Gatesville, TX 76597,

GWM, 35 yr. old, 5'9", 160#, brown eyes, Italian,
fun-oving individual, looking for other GWM’s or
any white boys looking for companionship/fantasy
letters. Sister’s welcomed! All answered...please no
games. Gerard | Natiello, #653911, Re. 4, Box 1500,
Beaumont, TX 777059631,

SWM, seeking corre \])(l]"lt nce with
white ladyies of nationalist dispos-
sions, My boots and braces are on
the shelf for a few but I'll be stand-
ing tall *til the end! I'IIanswer all
letters. Dean Adams #H-52535/B-7-
224, Pelican Bay State Prison, P.O.
Box 7500, Crescent City, GA 95532,
SWM, 26, 5'7", 1604, inn;, brown
hair; brown eyes. Muscular and
handsome. Well hung. Into music
and comedy, sex and having fun.
Love to party and travel. 18 months
left. Searching for fun woman 18
and up for friendship, maybe more
when released, If you're looking for
guaranteed fun times, write, Will
answer all.  Eric  Rumberger
“Rummy”, P.O. Box 595, Ebens-
burg, PA 15931.

Down but not out 42-year-old WM. 1
am a outlaw in chains, searching for
as loving angel to set me free
through letters a phottos. Lenny
Kurx #03809-4000, PMB 4000, Roc-
moster, MN 55903-4000.

627, 205#, browon-skin brother lnnking to kick and
hear some uplifting knowledge with all sisters.
Tysen Ingram #873014, 27B-1D, C.1.C., I'.O. Box
601, Pendleton, IN 46064, —
Lonely man has 3 yrs left. Brown hair & eyes, Age
36. 2504, 6’2", Would like to correspond with some-
one special. Please write: Eddie Sims, D.C, 202995,
D-202-1., Okaloosa Correctional Institution, 3189
Litte Silver Road, Creswview, FL 32539-6708,
Through DNA, forensics, confidential DA records,
proved innocent. Framed. Looking for someone to
share news articles, legal documents with, 5°117,
muscular, white. Auractive inside and out, with nice
tattoos. Seeking new trial, freedom, writer, publish-
er, intelligent female and friends. No games or
phonies. Nationality, age unimportant. Send photo
and SASE. Paul William Scout, 071615 P.O. Box 221,
North East Unit, Death Row, UCI Raiford, FL
32083, g

SW M caught up in system, looking for females who
would like to pass some time. Will write all interest-
ed responses. Hobbies: sex, scooters, boats, fishing,
hunting, camping, partying and generally having a
good time. Best letter sex in TX. Respond to: Den-
nis Bower, #631736, Ramsey 2, C14-2-16, Route 4,
Box 1200, Rosharon, T'X 77583,
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REEEEREEE

by Alex Friedmann, Resource Editor,

The nonprofit and volunteer-run agen-
cies in this list are all working to help us,
but they can't help us without your help. If
you wanl to conlact one or more of these
organizations for information, self-help
malerials or for their newsletlers, then do
the right thing—enclose some loose stamps
or an S.ASE. Better yel, send them some
money (that's right, some of your hard-
ecarned, hard-time prison money.) liven one
dollar can help. There are over a million
prrisoners in the U.S. and if every one of us
sent just a buck each month to a worthy
cause like C.U.R.E., FFAM.M. or the
AFS.C., then those organizations would
be collecting over 512 million a year.
That'’s something to think about. If we
expect free-world organizations to help us,
then we have to help them. The bottom line:
What goes around comes around.

SOCIAL SUPPORT AGENCIES:

* American Friends Service Committee, 1501 Cher-
ry Street, Philadelphia, PA 19102 (215/241-7130):
A Quaker organization that works for peace and
equality. Their criminal justice branch can provide lit-
erature on a variety ofprison 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 criminal
justice issues in lllinois, but they can provide materials
of interest to all prisoners. There is a separate JHA
branch in Canada.

* National Associotion for the Advancement of Cal-
ored People (NAACP), Criminal Justice Prison Pro-
gram, 4805 Mount Hope Drive, Baltimore, MD
21215-3297 (410/358-8900): Offers referrals and
advisory services for prisoners who want to break the
cycle of recidivism—especially among minorities.
Ti:ese projects operate through regioncﬂ offices and
are not available in every orea. Write for local con-
tact addresses.

* Offender Aid and Restoration (QAR), 301 Park
Drive, Severna Park, MD 21146 (410/647-3806):
Provides post-release assistance for prisoners in 1A,
MD, NJ, PA and VA, through 12 local offices.

* Woodbourne Llong Termers Committee, Pouch #1,
Woodbourne, NY 12788: A prisoner support and
advocacy group. Send for free brochure and newslet-
ter.

ADVOCACY ORGANIZATIONS

= CURE, P.O. Box 2310, Naticnal Capitol Station,
Washington, DC 20013-2310 (202/789-2126):
Organization for prison reform, with state chapters
ung special groups for veterans, lifers, sex offenders
and federal prisons.

* Campaign for an Effective Crime Policy, 918 F St.
NW #505, Washington, DC 20004 (202/628-
1903): This agency works for effective criminal justice
reform. Ask your warden to join.

* Families Against Mandatory Minimums (FAMM],
1001 Pennsylvania Avenue NW, #200, Washington,
DC 20004 (202/457-5790): Works for the repeal of
federal mandatory minimum sentencing laws.

* Justice Watch, 932 Dayton Street, Cincinnati, OH
45214 (513/241-0490): Works to eliminate classism
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.
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* Inside Journal, ¢/o Prison Fellowship, P.O. Box
16429, Washington, DC 20041-6429 (703/478-
0100): A publication of Prison Fellowship.

* Outlook 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 magazine
by and for prisoners ($19.95/year).

BOOK AND READING PROJECTS.

¢ Books for Prisoners, c/o Left Bank Bookstore, 92
Pike St., Box A, Seattle, WA 98101: This volunteer
program provides up to three books at a fime.

* Prison Book Program, Redbook Store, 92 Green
Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130: No books can be
sent to prisoners in KS, NE, 1A, MI, OR or CA.

* Prison Library Project, 976 W. Foothill Bivd #128,
Claremont, CA 91711.

* 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 prison-

ers.
PAROLE & PRE-RELEASE INFORMATION:

s American Correctional Association, Publications
Dept, 8025 Laurel Lakes Court, Laurel, MD 20707-
5075 [|30]|/206-505%°r 800/825-2665): Plub{isl'le;
a parole planning guide, “As Free as an Eagle,” an
ﬁfol’ner salf—he?p%ooks. :
= |nterstate Publishers, 510 North Vermillion Street,
P.O.Box 50, Danville, IL 61834-0050 (217/446-
0500 or 800/843-4774): Sells a parole planning
manual, “From the Inside Out.”
* OPEN, Inc. (Offender Preparation and Education
Network), P.O. Box 566025, Dallas, TX 75356-6025
(214/271-1971): Sells “99 Days & a Get-up,” “Man,
I need a Job!” and other great pre-release guides—
for $4.95 each.
* Manatee Publishing, 4835 North O'Conner St.
#134435, Irving, TX 75062: Sells “Getting Out and
Staying Out,” a parole-planning manual, for $22.45.
* CEGA Services, Otfender Referrals, P.O. Box
81826, Lincoln, NE 68501-1826 (402/464-0602):
CEGA offers pre-release referrals for prisoners for the
area they will be paroled to (such as housing, employ-
ment and substance abuse freatment programs.) $15
fee for each city. CEGA also sells the “Survival
Sourcebook” and “The Job Hunter's Workbook.”
PRISON AIDS RESOURCES:

* American Civil Liberties Union, 1616 P Street NW,
Washington, 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 concerning 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 hospice
programs for terminally ill prisoners.

* National ACLU Prison Project, AIDS Education Pro-
ject, 1875 Connecticut Avenue NW 410, Washing-
ton, DC 20009 (202/234-4830).

* “One Day at a Time,” ¢/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, Jonesboro, GA 30237 (404/946-9346):
Offers support, educational materials, referrals and
political lobbying for prisoners with AIDS/HIV.

MISCELLANEQUS RESOURCES:

* League for Lesbian and Gay Prisoners, 1202 East
Pike St., #1044, Seattle, WA 98122: A project of
Gay Community Social Services.

* James Markunas Society, 245 Harriet Street, San
Francisco, CA 94103 (415/775-5445). A resource
for lesbian, gay and bisexual prisoners.

* Mothers Opposed to Maltreatment of Service
Members (MOMS), 8285 Black Haw Court, Freder-
ick, MD 21701 : Advocates for prisoners in military
prisons and disciplinary barrracks. Can provide a
pre-release booklet entitled “New Beginnings.”

* The Prison Chess Program, P.O. Box 44419,
Washington, DC 20026 (301/530-4841.)

« Native American Indian Inmate Support Project, 8
Dallas Dr., Grantville, PA 17028: A Native American
group that supports the introduction of Indian reli-
gious 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 legal and spiritual support, tribal
and cultural programs and direct contact 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, 568 Broad-
way, New York, NY 10012 (212/334-1660): Offers
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), c¢/o Jonathan
Turley, Director, The National Law Center, 2000 H
Street NW, Washington, DC 20052,

* The Safer Society, Shorehom 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, Man-
hattanville Station, New York, NY 10027 (212/663-
5562): Provides support for victims of institutional
rape.

. p'?[-ue Poetry Wall, Cathedral of St. John, 1047
Amsterdam Avenue, New York, NY 10025: Displays
poetry written by prisoners.

CHILD & FAMILY RESOURCES

There ave many organizations that help prisoners who-
have children. These agencies fnovide literature, informa-
tion, advice and support on how to cope with family
problems while in prison. Divect assistance is usually
available only in the local areas that these programs serve.
¢ Aid to Imprisoned Mothers (AIM), 599 Mitchell St.,
SW, Aflanta, GA 30314 (404/221-0092): An advo-
cacy 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 21105 (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!



* legal Services for Prisoners with Children, 474
Valencia St., #230, San Francisco, CA 94103
(415/255-7036): Legal services are provided in Cal-
ifglrniu only, but some general information is avail-
able.

* National Institute of Corrections, Information Cen-
ter, 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 Pro-
grams, Family Resource Coalition, 200 S. Michigan
Ave., #1520, Chicago, IL 60604 (312/341-0900):
Provides information about family programs, includ-
ing prison projects.

* Parent Resource Association, 213 Fernbrook
Avenue, Wyncote, PA 19095 (215/576-7961): Sup-
port for child/parenting programs in prison; offers
referrals and information to incarcerated parents.

* 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 institutional family
support groups.

LEGAL RESOURCES—FEDERAL/NATIONAL

There are many agencies that provide legal services for
prisoners; most of these oyganizations dispense information
or offer reference material. Note that these agencies do not
uswally handle personal legal services such as filing
appeals, post-convietions or lawsuits—awith the ;n\'rr‘p.'ﬁun
of for-frofit companies (not listed here) that charge large
Jees.

Federal:

e U.S. Department of Justice, Civil Rights Division,
Special Litigation Section, Washington, DC 20530
{202/514-6255): Enforces the ”Civi? Rights of Institu-
tionalized Persons Act” through lawsuits against state
or local prison officials who dgeprive prisoners of their
conslitutional rights or who practice racial discrimina-
fion.
¢ U.S. Supreme Court, Public Information Office,
Washington, DC 20543-0001 (202/479-3211): Can
provide up to five Supreme Court decisions per term.
Supreme Court slip opinions are available through the
Government Printing Office. Contact: The Superinten-
dent of Documents, U.S. Prinfing Office, Washington,
DC 20402 (202/783-3238).

National:
* ACLU National Prison Project, 1875 Connecticut
Ave., NW #410, Washington, DC 20009 (202/234-
4830): A branch of the national ACLU that works on
prison legal issues. Sells resource directories, criminal
justice statistic books and legal aid manuals; also
offers a prison newsletter for $2 per year and sells the
“Rights of Prisoners” handbook for $5. Doesn't han-
dle individual cases; they only litigate 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 publica-
tions, inc|uding the “Jail and Prisoner Law Bulletin.”
Although this bulletin is meant for corrections 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 “Liability Reporter” and
“Security Legal Update.”
* Columbia Human Rights Law Review, 435 West
116th Street, Box B-25, New York, NY 10027
(212/663-8701): Sells the “Jailhouse Lawyer Manu-
al” (JUM) for $30 a copy ($13 for prisoners).
* Georgetown University Law Center, Criminal Pro-
cedure PRoject, 600 New Jersey Ave. NW, Washing-
ton, DC 20001. (202/662-9468): Publishes the
Georgetown Law Journal, the annual “Criminal Pro-
cedure” issue costs $30.
* Freedom Press, P.O. Box 4458, Leesburg, VA
22075 (703/391-8604) or: (800/370-7052): A
‘arison project run by volunteer paralegals. They offer
legal services at reduced rates, sometimes on monthl
payment plans; they also offer ministry and cn::ur&serf
ing services.
* Inside/Out Press, P.O. Box 188131, Sacramento,
CA 95818: Publishes self-help legal guides.
Inside/Out is the mail-order business for the Prison-
ers’ Rights Union, which focuses on California prison
issues.

» Lewisburg Prison Project, P.O, Box 128, lewis-
burg, PA 17837-0128 (717/523-1104): Sells low-
cost literature regarding constitutional rights, due
process and other legal issues of interest to prisoners.
* National Lawyers Guild, Prison Law Project, 558
Cap Street, San Francisco, CA 94110: A national
legal agency with an interest in helping jailhouse
lawyers.

* Oceana Press, 75 Main Street, Dobbs Ferry, NY
10522 (914/693-8100): Sells prison-related legal
books, 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 magazine published by prisoners in
Washington that covers nationwide prison legal
issues. Subscription rates are around $12 per
year/12 issues.

¢ Southern lllinois University Press, P.O. Box 3697,
Carbondale, IL 62902-3697: Can provide “The
Rights of Prisoners” brochure af no cost.

» Starlite, P.O. Box 20004, St. Petersburg, FL 33742
(813/392-2929 or 800/577-2929): Seﬂs the CITE-
BOOK, which is a collection of positive federal and
state case law, both criminal and civil. The CITEBOOK
is updated quarterly and costs $28 ($112 annually).
Although this is fairly expensive, perhaps your law
library can subscribe; this company also sells other
books regarding business, consumer and legal issues.
¢ West Publishing Company, 610 Opperman Drive,
Saint Paul, MN 55123-1340 (800/328-9352): Pub-
lishes “Carrections and Prisoners Rights in a Nutshell”
and “Criminal Procedures in a Nutshell,” at $17
each.

PARALEGAL PROGRAMS

* Blackstone School of Law, P.O. Box 701449, Dal-
las, TX 75370 (800/826-9228): OHers a well-known
correspondence program.

* Southern Career Institute, 164 West Royal Palm
Rd, Boca Raton, FL 33432 (800/669-2555 or
407/368-2522): OHers a complete paralegal course
that costs $1595 to $1977; monthly payment plans
available. This school is accredited by the D.E.T.C.

¢ The Paralegal Institute, 3602 West Thomas Road
#9, Drawer 11408, Phoenix, AZ 85061-1408
(602/272-1855): Offers paralegal courses for fees
ranging between $1290 and $2750. Monthly pay-
ment p?ons and an Associate degree program avail-
able. Accredited by the D.E.T.C.

MINISTRIES & BIBLE STUDIES

¢ Emmaus Bible Correspondence School, 2570
Asbury Rd, Dubuque, 1A 52001 (319/588-8000):
Offers free Bible courses for prisoners.

e The National Convocation of Jail and Prison Min-
istry, 1357 East Capital St. SE, Washington, DC
20003: A national agency for prison chaplains.

* 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 informa-
tion 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 that offers Bible study courses.

* International Prison Ministry, P.O. Box 63, Dallas,
TX 75221.

e Liberty Prison Ministries, P.O. Box 8998,
Waukegan, IL 60079: This Christian ministry publish-
es the Liberator newsletter.

e Liberty Prison Outreach, 701 Thomas Road, Lynch-
burg, 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 activities 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, River-

side, 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 Committee, Office of Crim-
inal Justice, P.O. Box 500, Akron, PA 17501-0500
(717/859-3889): Offers many publications concern-

ing crime and religion—most are free to prisoners.
ISLAMIC ORGANIZATIONS

* Islamic Prison Foundation, 1212 New York
Avenue NW #400, Washington, DC 20005: Mostly
works with Muslims in federogr 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 E:r support
and educational purposes.

JUDAISM ORGANIZATIONS

* Aleph Institute, P.O. Box 546564, Surfside, FL
33154 (305/864-5553): A full-service Jewish advo-
cacy agency with regional offices.

* International Coclition for Jewish Prisoners Ser-
vices, 1640 Rhode Island Avenue NW, Washington,
DC 20036-3278 (202/857-6582): Offers support,
referrals, guidance, educational and religious pro-
grams, cmg pen pals.

BUDDHIST/MEDITATION GROUPS

* Human Kindness Foundation, Prison Ashram Pro-
ject, Route 1, Box 201-N, Durham, NC 27705: Pro-
vides reading material for spiritual living.
* Iskcon Prison Ministries, 2936 Esp?unc:de Ave.,
New Orleans, LA 70119.
* Prison Dharma Network, P.O. Box 912, Astor Sta-
lion, Boston, MA 02123-0912: Offers Buddhist medi-
tation literature.

DEATH PENALTY RESOURCES

* American Civil Liberties Union, Capital Punishment
Project, 122 Maryland Avenue NE, Washington, DC
20002 (202/675-2319): A branch of the ACLU that
deals with death penalty issues.

* American Friends Service Commitiee, 1501 Cher-
ry 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, Aringten, VA 22203 (703/522-5014): A reli-
gious organization against the death penalty.

* Death Penalty In?ormution 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 to death row inmates.

* Endeavor Project, P.O. Box 23511, Houston, TX
77228-3511: A magazine produced by and for pris-
oners on death row.

* NAACP Legal Defense Fund, 99 Hudson Street,
16th Floor, New York, NY 10013 (212/219-1900):
A legal branch of the NAACP that supperts minerity
rights; also has an anti-death penalty project.

* National Coalition to Abolish the Death Penalty,
218 F St. NW #601, Washington, DC 20004
(202/347-2411): Works to abolish the death penal-
ty. Also provides a booklet listing anti-death penalty
resources in each state (“The Abjiﬁonis?’s Directory,”

$2).

Changes, additions and new
information should be sent to:
Prison Life Magazine
Resources Department
175 5th Avenue, Suite 2205
New York, NY 10010.
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To My Husband in Jail

When | heard you'd been arrested

| put on the silver ring you made for me years ago,
just after you'd gotten out the first time;

you'd hammered and hammered a guarter

‘til at last you'd beaten it into a lovely ring.

Our son has grown handsome and tall

that chubby baby in green-printed pajamas
who you cradled on your hip

while you stood over the stove

waiting for his bottle to warm.

Tyrone was the name | secretly gave you
when you were vulnerable and approachable,
when your hair was tapered and soft

and your dark face unlined;

Tyrone in a pale purple shirt,

solemn Tyrone

Tyrone who on that last quiet evening
tongued me until | came.

Two days later you left our apartment for good,
lugging a duffel bag with your belongings
and sucking a pint of Bacardi Dark.

| remember the afternoon you cried for your Uncle Sun,
the uncle who used to take you to play with your
Cherokee cousins in the hills,

the uncle you used to watch the sunset with,

you'd suddenly remembered his sister

shoating him in the head with her shotgun.

You told me about the time your mom and her new
boyfriend

hid you under some coats on the train
and told you not to move

so they wouldn't have to pay another fare.
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Thanksgiving Prayer

In other years | hoped,
And waited for the skeleton
To emerge, stripped clean
As others grabbed

Their share, Hoping

That a knife, in ignorance,
Would not cut through

The wishbone | desired.

This year | grabbed

The leg and held it,
Munching teeth to bone,
Counting my losses and
Thinking about my little boy.

Chewing fowl flesh and
Missing my son.

Little man living

Loss you never chose,
This leg's for you.

Drumstick desires,
Savage and simple,
Bind us all today.

Sherrie Apple

You told me about the time you were eight
and went out in a blizzard

to get some flour and syrup

so your mother could feed all those kids.

And school, how hard it was for you,

you begged your mother to beat your head,
thinking a head was something you could
literally beat sense into.

There were the deer in the early mornings
that you used to watch

drinking at the river’'s edge;

there was your old Aunt Mo who'd go

into the henhouse;

you'd hear a flutter and a cackle,

then she'd come out with three fresh egas
for your breakfast.

Know that | haven't forgotten

being held in the back room at knifepoint;

the belt you hit our son with when he was five;

all those nights you stayed in Brooklyn;

the syringe | found in your brown tweed coat pocket;
that ride in the back seat of the police car,

looking for you after you'd leapt on my bed

and tried to choke me.

Over and over you've asked to come back.
No place except a head
IS big enough to hold these extremes.

Low benches, blank walls

that morning we met at Family Court,
how confusing it was for both of us
that two people who loved each other
should end up here.

Peggy Garrison




THE FIRE WITHIN

PrisoN LiFE's 2nd Annual
Art Behmd ng; Gontest
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PRIZES
1st Prize—$%$250 and two subscriptions to Prison Life
2nd Prize—$150 and two subscriptions to Prison Life
3rd Prize—$50 and two subscriptions to Prison Life

WRITING CATEGORIES
Fiction: short stories or excerpts from longer works, up to 15 pages
Nonfiction: essays or articles, up to 15 pages
Poetry: no more than two poems, up to 5 pages
Drama (1st place only): scenes, excerpts from plays or screenplays, up to 30 pages

VISUAL ARTS CATEGORIES
Paintings, drawings, collage, sculpture—any medium.

Contest Rules: Entries accepted only from incarcerated contestants. YOU MUST BE IN JAIL OR IN PRISON TO
ENTER THIS CONTEST. Manuscripts must be typewritten or legibly handwritten in English. Name, prison ID
number, name and address of institution must be on front page of all entries. Contestants may submit only one
entry in each category. Entries will not be returned unless accompanied by a self-addressed, smmpt,(l env Llope
Only unpublished mdnuscrlpts and art will be considered, with the (_\(_Lptl()l] of pieces that have appe ared in
prison publications. All entries become the property of Prison Life, and the winners will be published in Prison Life
magazine. Send entries to Art Behind Bars Contest, Prison Life magazine, 505 8th Avenue, New York, NY 10018.
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