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THE EconomicSs OF IMPRISONMENT

e used to say that if vou

stood on the beach in South

Florida back in the early ‘80s
and the wind was just right, blowing
in off the Gulf, you could hear
Colombian sailors cry out from the
decks of pot-laden freighters as they
steamed north: A job in UNICOR; a
pair of Reeboks; and a bottom buntk.

When I was at the federal prison
at Petersburg, Virginia in the mid-"80s,
we sat in the chow hall one morning
and watched a slightly deranged pris-
oner climb the huge water tower in
the middle of the compound. He
roosted there for the better part of a
day, issuing but a single demand: He
wanted a job in UNICOR.

UNICOR, mysterious acronym for
the Federal Prison Industries, Inc., is
a “wholly owned, self-supporting gov-
ernment corporation” that maintains
and operates factories at all of the
federal correctional institutions
around the country. There were two
UNICOR plants at Petersburg: a
printing plant where they manufac-
tured government publications and a
cable factory where prisoners made
complicated power cables for such
government operations as NASA. At
other federal
prisons where I
served time, UNI-
COR workers
made furniture,
clothes, signs and
a variety of other
products—all
supposedly sold
by contracts to
various govern-
ment agencies,

There were
long wait lists
for jobs in UNI-
COR. I remem-
ber one Colom-
bian who wept
when he learn-
ed he was to be
released from

by Richard Stratton

prison and sent back to his home-
land. His UNICOR wages, around
5200 per month, were the most
money he'd ever made. After buying
some essentials like shampoo and
Ben and Jerry's ice cream at the
prison commissary, he had enough
left over each month to send money
home to support his wife and six kids.
He told me he was considering com-
mitting a new crime while in custody
so he could stay in prison and keep
his coveted UNICOR joh.

Illegal aliens comprise 28% of the

federal prison population; many of

them never set foot in America before

being arrested. A large number of

these “criminal aliens,” as the feds call
them, work in UNICOR factories.
Base wage at UNICOR when I was
in prison was 22 cents an hour. With
increases for tenure and perfor-
mance-Supergrade, as it was called-
payv could reach more than a dollar
an hour. I knew men who worked 80-
plus hours a week and made three or
four hundred a month. They did
their shopping at the company store—
the prison-run commissary. They
spent the limit (5100 per month) on

junk food and soda, sneakers, fruit

and nuts, deodorant and coffee; they
bought cigarettes and rolls of coins to
use as currency on the prison black
market. The government extracted
payment from prison wages for what-
ever [ines or court costs the convict
owed. Conscientious convicts sent the
rest home to their wives and families
or deposited it in bank accounts.
Others spent it on drugs, or they gam-
bled it away or used it to buy black
market goods and services, including
sex. Most of the money made by pris-
oners working in UNICOR and in
other prison jobs stayed in the system.

What many tax-paying Americans
don’t realize is that all able-bodied
prisoners are required to work—one
could say forced to work since, if you
refuse, you are sent to the hole and
locked down 23 hours a day.
Prisoners also must pay for just about
everything beyond the basic necessi-
ties. They feed you slop in the chow
hall and give you a bunk, but if you
want a grapelruit or cigarettes, sham-
poo or Ben and Jerry’s, you've got to
buy them from the commissary, often
at prices above what you would pay on
the street. The same is true in the
state system. Prisoners work.
Increasingly, the
products made in
state prison factories
are sold to private
companies. Pris-
oners earn money.
They spend most of
that money within
the system.

With a million
and a half people
locked up in this
country, we're talk-
ing about a lot of
money changing
hands behind prison
walls.

Imprisonment
in America is big

(continued on page 6)

photo by Chris Cozzone
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Word

“T'his magazine is consideved a security
R e e
“This copy of Prison Life magazine con-
tains very graphic accounts . . . it would
incite inore unrest.”
“This publication incites, aids or abets
criminal aclivity and violence against oth-
ers.” 7

—from various DOC “Decision on

Withholding” forms we received.

very day we get calls or letters

from white and bluebellies

tellin’ us how we suck. “This
magazine is garbage! You guys ough-
ta be burned at the stake!”™ Whateva.
We listen to and read these responses
with patience, sometimes asking the
angryhead what was so offensive.
Sometimes it's the language, other
times it’s that we're making “heroes”
outta “criminals.” Most of the time,
it's that we're providing a voice for
the cons of America.

By doing so, we increase the juice
of those behind bars. And by
pumpin’ juice, maybe they fear we’ll
get too powerful.

Well, we’re not about anarchy or
inciting riots, so you can call off the
goon squad. We're about increasing
the word, tellin® America wassup with
life behind bars. We're about change
in a peaceful manner. We're about
reality.

If we show prison life as hell, it's
only because that's what it is. If we
say “fuck, shit, damn, motherfucka”
in our articles, it's only because that’s
part of the prison lingo. If we run sto-
ries on riots, on administrative cor-
ruption, on rape or killings or rat-
ting, it’s only because the prison sys-
tem is flooded with the shit. If prison
officials don’t wanna face reality, they
oughta be working somewhere else.
At least they have a choice.

Prisoners don’t. And if the sys-
tem is bendin’ them over, or if
they're being swept under the rug,
there ought to be a place for them to
have their say, a place for them to
share ideas and even swap thoughts
on self-empowerment.

That’s where we come in.

The C.O.’s and officials out there
who are closed-minded can make our

JUICE

by
Chris Cozzone
Editorial Executioner

lives hell by throwing your asses in
the Hole and by blacklisting our
mag. (Ever stop to think how bad it is
for business to run the stories we
do?) But we ain’t gonna stop and nei-
ther should you.

It’s time to come together. It isn’t
gonna be easy, but it’ll be worth it.

This month’s issue of Prison Life
proves my point.

What happens when cons work
together to expose the bullshit? Flip
to page 50: “Busted! Corruption at
Unicor.” Federal prisoners Joe
Mohwish, Duane Olson and Donald
Sargeant were sick of getting bucked
by the system. Read how they, togeth-
er with PLM, are exposing some heavy
shit the feds are getting away with.

Our cover story provides another
example of a con fulla juice.
“Fighting Back: The Prison Edu-
cation of Karen White,” written by
Kim Wozencraft, shows the life of
one tough woman who served 18 cal-
endars in the joint. At Bedford Hills
Correctional Facility in New York,
she was the juice behind nearly every
program that exists there today.

Karen White’s not the only
woman with might in this issue. We

also feature Julie Stewart of FAMM,
who's fighting the fucked-up manda-
tory minimum laws in Washington.

And then there’s Jackie
DiNorscio—The Clown-Prince of
Crime. Jackie’s a stand-up guy and a
stand-up comic who helped defeat
the government’s most vicious mob
attack in history.

Speaking of stand-up, we are not
above recognizing those on the other
side of the bars who rack up to such
standards. Meet Lt. Alan August of
East Jersey State Prison. If the system
had more cops like him, there might
be a chance at rehabilitation (huh?
wha's that mean?).

Our celly of the month is King
Buck from Jefferson City Correctional
Center. Although he was thrown in
the Hole for it, this guy had the balls
to write us about what’s going down
in Missouri.

Speaking of ‘nads, skip ahead to
“Old Max,” by ]J.C. Amberchele, this
month’s fiction selection. “Under-
ground,” by J.B. Springs III, is a true
account of a con on the lam livin’
beneath the streets. Crimejacker, our
naive ex-government whipping boy,
returns for another dose of prison
reality. Of course, you'll find Bubba,
who's still sorta pissed off that he’s
not on our cover vet. If you can’t
stomach Bubba, then forget the
Humor department. I haven’t been
able to eat since.

We're introducing “In-House
Counsel,” by jailhouse lawyer Larry
Fassler. In every issue, he’ll be writing
on important legal topics. He invites
you to send him questions.

And for those of you with beefs
with us, we now got a fall guy: Steve
Rogove, circulation manager. He'll
straighten out any mess you might
have getting your mag.

As always, Prison Life encourages
you to send your fitness questions to
Iron Pile; news items to Block Beat;
letters to Mail Call; recipes to In-Cell
Cooking, etc. Also, we're always look-
ing for good guest editorials, regular-
sized articles and pieces for every
other department. If you got an idea,
run it by us. Remember, this is your
mag, your voice. PL|
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Voice of the Convict
(continued from page 3)

business. The latest crime bill calls
for almost nine billion in taxpayers’
money for new prison construction.
Taxpayers will also spend an addi-
tional $20,000 to $30,000 a year per
prisoner (between 20 and 30 billion
bucks) to support men and women
who actually support themselves and
spend billions yearly, most of which
goes back to the government.
Looking solely at the bottom line,
this is a curious state of affairs.
There’s an old axiom among

investigators: Follow the money. If

you want to understand how a com-
pany works, how a conspiracy oper-
ates, even how people live their lives,
follow the money. Where does all
the money that is earned and spent
by prisoners within the system go?
Who profits? Where do the tax dol-
lars go that are supposed to be used
to support prisoners who, in fact,
earn their own keep? And why are
taxpayers being made to bear this
economic burden when private com-
panies are getting into the prison
business to capitalize on America’s
booming prison industry? How is it
that prisoner-made consumer prod-
ucts are being sold directly to private
sector companies when our govern-
ment bans importation of foreign
prisoner-made goods?

Something is very wrong here.
Americans are being lied to by their
government. Surprise, surprise. And,
as usual, the taxpayer is the sucker
getting mugged in this transaction.

In case you didn’t know, there’s
a lot of prisoner-bashing going on in
this election season. Politicians rail
about “country club” prisons where
prisoners lounge around all day
watching color TV and plotting new
crimes. You would have to be media
unconscious and fit for jury duty on
the O.]. Simpson case not to have
heard the frantic campaign slogans
promising tough new laws, and the
sensational stories of ex-con murder-
ers and sex criminals who get out
only to commit more crime.
Politicians, always on the look-out
for fall guys for their own failed poli-
cies, shout for longer sentences and
harsher prison conditions.

Washington has rescinded Pell
grants for prisoners. Prison adminis-
trators, bowing to political pressure,
have moved to take away other reha-
bilitative and recreational outlets
despite the fact that these programs
are the only proven antidotes to

6 PRISON LIFE

recidivism. In a kind of
Congressional legislating frenzy,
politicians running for re-election
were tripping over each other in the
rush to pass ill-conceived, short-
sighted measures motivated more by
a quest for the fear vote than by real
concern over crime in America.

And let’s not forget the econom-
ics. In a faltering economy stifled by
government waste and overregula-
tion, the prison business is one of
America’s few remaining growth
industries. Someone is making large
profits, or you can be sure corpora-
tions like Wackenhut, a spooky secu-
rity firm that went public earlier this
year, would not be anxious to get
into the prison business.

What you won’t hear, unless you
pay attention to the few voices ques-
tioning the American gulag bonan-
za, is the truth about the imprison-
ment explosion in America. The
U.S. already imprisons the largest
percentage of its population and
gives out the most time of any indus-
trialized, supposedly democratic
nation in the world. Violent offend-
ers make up a small portion of our
prison population. Between 1980
and 1992, only 16 percent of new
court commitments to state prison
were for violent offenses; 84 percent
were for drug crimes and property
offenses. In the federal system the
number of violent criminals is even
smaller. For every ex-con who gets
out and commits some heinous
crime, thousands are released and
get jobs, pay taxes, live decent lives.

The truth is that crime and pun-
ishment in America is all about
money. Americans need to stop lis-
tening to the crap spewing from the
mouths of lying politicians and duti-
fully reported by a co-opted, corpo-
rate mass media. Taxpayers need to
start paying attention to what the
government is doing with all the
money it bleeds from workers’ pay-
checks. The real threat from crime
in America does not come from the
streets; it comes from the govern-
ment. If Americans want to take a
bite out of crime, they should
demand an end to the massive fraud
being perpetrated upon them by
their elected officials. m
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LAUD & LOATHING
FOR LEVINE

I read your October issue. Not
bad! The Mike Levine story was the
most interesting. As a Vietnam Vet,
down 15 years on a triple life, drug-
related, it was a real eye-opener. Too
bad Make Wallace didn’t air this story
on “60 Minutes” instead of the slant-
ed story he did on the “soft life” in
California prisons. We were portrayved
like Club Med—free room and
board, medical and dental, and all we
do is lift weights, watch color TV, lay
around getting sun tans, living care-
free lives. It enrages the public, think-
ing they are paying for our so-called
“good life.”

They failed to mention we're
locked in our cages, with roommates
not ol our choice, hard beds and
puke for meals. We're required to
work full-time jobs that pay little.
Prices on canteen and collect phone
calls are inflated 15%, which pays for
all our weights and recreation, plus
the perks the cops get. Our dental
and medical care is also not free. We
pay $5.00 for a sick call visit. Our doc-
tors are mostly quacks who can’t find
employment anywhere else. When
we're seemingly taking it easy on the
vard, it's on our own time, off from
our full-time jobs. We drink polluted
water that's full of silk screen chemi-
cals and raw sewage (our own water
supply), while the cops are told to
bring their own drinking water to
work. We are under gun coverage all
the time, and men are shot for fist
fights. For lifers in Max, it’s this hum-
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drum routine to look forward to vear
after year.

I resented the slanted portrayal
“60 Minutes” did. I feel like DEA
agent Michael Levine, who exposed
the truth on Reagan, Bush and Ollie
North when no one wanted to listen.
Prisons are big money to a lot of “big”
people in California.

Guy I, Williams
Tehachapi, CA

I certainly agree that the “drug
war” is a corrupt and misguided
effort; however, Mike Levine is an
inappropriate spokesperson. He is
merely a fanatical zealot who is now
prosecuting the DEA with the same
conniving, deceptive, mean-spirited
aggression that he employed to
wrongfully imprison countless vic-
tims. Mike Levine is the kind of per-
son who will completely change his
viewpoint and just as fanatically pur-
sue ideas completely opposed to what
he originally embraced.

We need to cool the passions and
demagoguery and address the drug
policy in our nation with reason. If
thinking, reasonable men studied our
national drug policy, they would be
forced to conclude that penal laws
are far more destructive than drugs.
Our national drug policy needs to
focus on root causes and education.
The medical profession should
address drug abuse issues. The cops,
lawyers and judges have sure made a
mess of things.

Jerry D. Patchen
Attorney at Law

WHY WASTE SPACE
ON RATS?

I really enjoy PL magazine, but I
can’t see givin' up seven pages to a
broken down, lying rat fuck like “the
Greek” (Donald Frankos). Men like
Joe Sully and Herby Sperling are
inspirations to the convict. Men like
them are true legends. They deserve
seven pages. Not no punk, freehole
like the Greek.

You still got a few good men left
behind these walls. These are the
men who should be voicing their
opinions. These young guns comin’
in might get a little insight about
being a man from them. All we have
in here is our word and our dignity.
and them two things will carry you far

in life. Your mag is enjoyable but
keep it real. In time your mag will
have an impact on the penal system,
but what kind of impact it will have
will depend on you and your staff and
what you're gonna print or not.
Mikey “the boxer” Liguori
Southport Correctional Facility

TSK, TSK

Please remove my name from
vour mailing list.

When 1 first received the maga-
zine, I thought it might be good,
because I work with inmates on
Sundays and Tuesdays each week. |
was really surprised and disappointed
at the language in the magazine. Yes,
I know worse than that goes on, but
why add to it?

Pastor Marcos

Three Rivers, TX
LUCASVILLE: PROS & CONS

Just wanted to write and thank
you and all the bros and sisters at PL
for publishing my narrative, “11 Days
Under Siege” in your October issue.

As I write this, I'm sitting in the
Hole—not a by-product of the narra-
tive. It seems one of the guards
thought I said “Fuck You” when he
demanded we all roll in. Swears he
heard me say it, so...No big deal. I
needed the time to catch up on some
letters, Enough on that.

I was thinking maybe your team
could put together a piece about the
serious changes that need to take
place inside the joint to prevent
sieges. One of the primary causes of
the Luke riot was forced interracial
celling. I'm talking about “forced.” If
two people of diverse cultures want to
cell with each other, then cool. If they
don’t, then why would the prisoncrats
try to force them to? Perhaps it’s
because they need and want the dif-
ferent cultures to be at odds. The
authorities would rather have us
fighting among ourselves than com-
bining our thoughts and strengths.

Let’s be realistic! The prison sys-
tem is already integrated and the pris-
oncrat knows full well that different
religious and cultural beliefs do not
get along very well inside the wire.
Shit, they don’t outside the wire
cither! It takes a complete idiot to
think that racial harmony can exist
within the prison system, and that all



it needs is a forceful disciplinarian to
bring it all home.

Unfortunately, Luke was a prison
with one of those complete idiots at
the helm. He created many policies
designed to keep tension high among
the different ethnic groups, but he
keyed on the white and black broth-
ers. Of course, he and his administra-
tion will be added to the evergrowing
list of disciplinarians who tried to tear
a new ass in a “beast” whose will they
thought they had crushed, only to dis-
cover the beast had retained its
strength, its will and all of its teeth,
which it promptly used to chew each
of them a brand new ass.

During the Luke siege, whites
and blacks united and became a very
powerful voice that was heard nation-
wide. They had been pushed, beaten,
locked down, lied to and denied this
or that until they looked at each
other and said, “This is being done to
each of us by an entity that hates us.
We need to lay our hatred to the side
and focus four eyes on the true
enemy instead of two.”

Of course, Luke prisoners caused
violence and bloodshed, but only
after suffering much of the same
themselves.

What I advocate is exposing the
real deal, bros. Look deeply for the
true motive, expose it, and work
together to remove it.

Paul Mulryan

Mansfield Correctional Facility

I am profoundly disappointed
in your postriot article on
Lucasville. I guess 1 was assuming
vour follow-up would contribute
some positive ideas and even more
knowledge of what goes on here
rather than the well-written “story”
fictionalized by a prisoner. I
gave the mag to several
prisoners who were
there during the
riot, and I can
assure you even
they are disgusted
with the article.

For one, this guy
[Mulryan] was only writ-
ing what he heard
because he was more a vic-
tim than anything else, and
two, since he was over there,
he should be convict enough
to keep his mouth shut! Even
the small details he gave out
might lead the police in some-
one's direction.

We as convicts aren’t looking
good “stories” but facts
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exposed to the public in ways society

will understand our dilemmas and

our reasons for action. Does society

wish to read well-written drama from
fakes, or does it want the truth?

Michael Lee Wood

Lucasville, Ohio

HOLD YOUR HEAD UP

I picked up the October issue of
Prison Life, the first time I ever seen it.
I think it’s excellent. I read it com-
pletely, and there are a lot of things I
would like to get off my chest.

I would like to comment on your
Mail Call. It was good to see the nar-
row-minded views of some of the
50,000 members of the American
Correctional Association, although I
don’t see myself as a criminal para-
site, and I certainly don’t see any
prosecutors or judges as knights in
shining armor. I do see the great
injustice some people have to
endure, and after being handcuffed
and beaten down, and thrown into a
dark hole and fed balls of food that
you have to feel around to eat, and all
the other little games some of the
C.0.’s play to make you grow
bitter, you might ask me

what the first :
thing 1 e
o ¥5e1 38
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would do upon release.

Well, to some people it wouldn’t
be too exciting. I just want to spend a
day with my kids, maybe go to the
park and have a picnic lunch or see a
movie, feel the hugs and hear “I love
you” from someone who really cares. 1
just can’t stand all the hatred that
pours out of the articles that these
high-honcho probation officers,
prison officials and wardens want to
demonstrate.

I have never had a gun or drug
charge, and 1 would have beat this one
if the prosecutor played fair. I just want
to say to all the other people doing
time: “Hold your head up and never
give up, that's right, I said people!”

Robert Lambert
Oxford, WI
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HIGHER EDUCATION IN PRISON

Education and
Gun Towers

by A. Jalil Bottom
Shawangunk C.I.

n June 4, 1994, with a frown

on my face, I slowly moved

through the procession line
to be conferred two degrees, a bache-
lor of science in psychology and a
bachelor of arts in sociology from
SUNY-New Paltz. When the Dept.
Superintendent of Programs here at
Shawangunk Correctional Facility
shook my hand to congratulate me,
he said, “Smile, you finally made it.”
His statement made me laugh.
“Whatever I made,” I thought, “may
take years before I can actually apply,
and for many other prisoners, there
may never be a chance to stand in
this line.”

These thoughts ran through my
mind as [ contemplated the statistics
showing that more young black men
go to prison than enroll in college. In
1990, 2,280,000 black men were jailed
or imprisoned at some point, while
only 23,000 earned a college degree.
That's a ratio of 99 to 1. For white
men, the ratio of prisoners to gradu-
ates was 6 to 1, with 2,412,000 locked
up at the same time in 1990 and
413,000 earning a bachelor’s degree.

Until recently, prison and educa-
tion were not mutually exclusive. But
now that the newly passed crime bill
has taken away the Pell Grants that
enabled prisoners to earn a college
education, the concept that prison
can be a place for men and women to
grow into better human beings died
as well.

The majority of those who
espouse the “lock ‘em up and throw
away the key” concept believe only in
retribution with no reformation. This
is unfortunate. Today, America incar-
cerates nearly 1.5 million citizens, and
the growing trend to imprison rather
than to seek alternatives to prison
reflect a collective, societal assump-
tion that no one behind bars is worth
saving or is capable of changing. For
the most part, the public does not rec-
ognize that 90% of all prisoners will
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one day be paroled and return to
their communities. (As of this writing,
there are more than three million
people on parole and/or probation.)
It is difficult to believe that the public
advocates releasing men and women
from prison without having had the
opportunity for rehabilitation.

Referring to the withdrawal of
Pell Grants for the incarcerated, for-
mer Chief Justice of the U.S. Supreme
Court, Warren Burger, stated:

“We must accept the reality that
to confine offenders behind walls
without trying to change them is an
expensive approach with short-term
benefits—a winning of battles while
losing the war.”

Indeed, the annual average cost
of incarceration is about $25,000 per
prisoner, and the cost of building a
new cell is about $90,000. Compare
these figures to the costs of educating

a prisoner: One Pell Grant of less
than $1,300 paid for books, tuition
and related fees.

Most prisoners enter prison with
few marketable skills or work experi-
ence; 75% lack a high school diplo-
ma. The majority of men and women
caught in the snares of the criminal
justice system are members of the
underclass, the poor and the disen-
franchised. Many of them are locked
out of mainstream society from birth,
born as they are into poverty with lit-
tle chance to rise out of it. Either
prison or early death becomes their
lot in life.

Meanwhile, countless studies
show that education and job training
reduce recidivism and lead many ex-
offenders to gainful employment.
Hence, the Pell Grants were an

invaluable service to the public
because they ensured that those pris-
oners who wanted to change had an
opportunity to do so. Pell Grants
served to break the cycle of crime
because they provided ex-cons the
best chance to live in society without
having to victimize other citizens for
their own survival.

In fact, the U.S. Labor and
Commerce Departments recently
issued a joint report on the nation’s
work force that found that there is a
“large, growing population for whom
illegal activity is more attractive than
legitimate work” due to the abysmal
job market. Commenting on the
report, Labor Secretary Robert Reich
warned that “a society divided between
have’s and the have-not’s or the well-
educated and the poorly-educated
cannot be stable over time.”

In addition, the Alternative
Schools Network, a private organiza-
tion that supports schools and learn-
ing centers in Chicago, compiled a
comprehensive report in 1990 illus-
trating the disastrous correlation
between high school dropouts “who
are poor and have limited job oppor-
tunities” and the violent crime that
has a substantial segment of society
terrified. Since 1973, the income of
dropouts has declined 37%, “leaving
them very few legitimate ways to earn
a living and very little hope of ever
growing up with a decent paying job
and the ability to marry and raise a
family.” The report also aptly states:
“Over the last 25 years the U.S. has
spent more than $800 billion for
police, courts and prisons to stop
crime. Yet we feel less safe in our
homes and on the job than ever.”

The problem is, then, not too few
prisons or laws that are too soft, but
the willingness to create and fund the
necessary programs that can train
and educate atrisk youth for mean-
ingful work.

For six years I was prohibited
from attending college. Prison
administrators claimed that my
attending school would be a security
risk. One superintendent told my
lawyer I was already too intelligent



and didn’t need to go to college. It
took a lawsuit and a transfer to
another prison before I was able to
embark on the journey of higher
education. I was transferred to three
different prisons before graduating.

When thinking about the dynam-
ics of education and prison, specifi-
cally the obstacles in the path of the
prisoner seeking knowledge, I appre-
ciate that much more the efforts of
those prisoners who had the tenacity
to earn a college degree behind bars.
It certainly wasn't easy. Now, it’s vir-
tually impossible.

A. Jalil Bottow is a political prisoner
and former member of the Black Panther
Party/Black Liberation Army. He has
been in prison for nearly 23 years, and
has earned bachelor degrees in sociology
and psychology. He is prresently held cap-
tive at Shawangunk Correctional Facility
in Wallkill, N.Y. #12589.

The Crime of
Education

by Jon Marc Taylor
Jefferson City C.F.

n April 19, 1994 1 “celebrat-

ed” my anniversary. On that

day I had been locked up for
14 years. I had survived and even
grown stronger in the crucible of the
keep (as good as any reason to cele-
brate), but after watching NBC’s
“Dateline” that evening, I feared I
had outlived the best chance any ex-
con has of making it once he hits the
bricks again.

The “Dateline” segment was
reporting on legislation to bar prison-
ers from receiving Pell Grants. With
growing dismay, I watched the piece
unfold, only to realize the producers
had apparently based their story on
the highly biased newspaper series
from last October’s Pottstown, PA,
Mercury. Perhaps 1 should not have
been surprised at such distortion.
After all, this was a story about crime
and punishment, and it was covered
by the same media that had increased
its rcporting of violent crime by 300%
in the ])IL\'IOU‘S year, while per Cd])lld
violent crime had actually reached its
lowest level since 1973,

From the beginning, the story
cited inflammatory numbers without
any context, provided no humanistic
comparison between imprisoned stu-

dents and traditional ones, and only

vaguely hinted at the positive out-

come that prison college programs
provide society, all the while suggest-
ing that a crime of education was
occurring at the expense of Joe and

Jane College. Such sloppy reporting

has all too sadly become not the
exception but rather the rule among
news coverage on criminal justice
issues.

In the first few minutes of the
segment, for example, we learn that
27.000 prisoner-students received
some 535 million worth of Pell
Grants. What we were not told was
that 4.3 million grants totaling $6.3
billion were awarded the same year,
or about one-half of one percent of
all Pell Grants went to prisoners. Nor
were the numbers placed in the con-
text that over one-quarter of the
nation’s 14 million college students
received these (implied) scarce
grants, thus making the Pell Grant
program numerically and financially
by far the single Img( st grant pro-

gram in the nation.

The audience was also told that
half of those who apply for these
grants are denied assistance, and
because of prisoners’ lack of income
the need-based formula unfairly
awards them funding over more
deserving students. What was not
explained was that those turned away
generally came from families with
incomes above the Congressionally
set $42,000 limit, while 70% of all
grants were given to students from
families with incomes below the
$15,000 threshold. Additionally, the
Compur;ni\'c figures of the average
prisoner wage of 56 cents an hour,
and that 71% of the country’s con-
victs earned less than $15,000 the
year prior to their incarceration, was
not provided for perspective. Under
such circumstances, prisoners cannot
“work their way” through school, and
surviving on the street near or even
below the poverty line, they would
have qualified for the same educa-

(continued on next page)
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(continued from previous page)
tional assistance anyway.

In what I felt was the most glaring
omission of the segment, nothing
about reduced recidivism rates as a
result of education was mentioned.
Since the ‘70s, numerous studies have
shown that recidivism is far less likely
among educated prisoners. In 1993,
the Federal Bureau of Prisons report-
ed a 40% recidivism rate for all feder-
al parolees while among college grad-
uates the rate was only 5%.

Prisoners themselves know well
the value of an education, even if
they haven’t availed themselves or
been able to avail themselves of the
opportunity. A prisoner-student study
revealed that 96% believed a person’s
behavior can change for the better
through proper education, and most
said they would prefer a better educa-
tion program over a better recre-
ational facility. Nine out of ten dis-
agreed that prison is the same with or
without education, and an over-
whelming majority believed that with-
out education, incarceration only
increases their anger, frustration and
aggression. Finally, over 80% of the
cons wished they had had the same
opportunity before incarceration,
and education in the joint had pro-
vided them with what was missing in
their lives.

Considering the cost of $25,000 a
year to incarcerate an offender, the
billions spent on cell construction
and a national recidivism rate of 50 to
70%, the return on investment that
society receives for educating prison-
ers strikes me as economically sound.
The average prison college graduate
earns a skill-related associate’s degree
at a cost of $3,000. This is a little over

10% of the cost of just one year of

imprisonment. The savings related to
increased peace of mind and quality
of life, as well as the costs that society
incurs when just one offender breaks
the cycle of criminalization, victimiza-
tion and reincarceration, the return
on investment of the relatively inex-
pensive Pell Grants was phenomenal!
The day after the “Dateline” seg-
ment, the House overwhelmingly
voted to expel prisoners from the Pell
Grant program. The Senate had done
the same the previous November.
Both sponsors of the legislation said
they were not against prisoners earn-
ing college educations, but that Pell
Grants were an inappropriate way to
finance them. Yet nowhere in the $30
billion crime bill is there a penny to
replace prisoner Pell Grant financing.
Without Pell Grant access or some
substitute funding, the chance for a
prisoner to earn a degree will essen-
tially no longer exist in America.
Thus, ironically and perhaps hyp-

ocritically in crime bills that are sup-
posed to fight crime, the most effec-
tive anti-recidivism (i.e. anti-crime)
measure has been discounted. States
already spend less than 5% of their
correctional budgets on all forms of
offender treatment, including educa-
tion. With the “truth in sentencing”
provisions in the crime bill, which will
result in explosive prison growth, the
possibility that states will be able to
finance education beyond their cur-
rent paltry contributions has been
extinguished. And more poorly edu-
cated, untrained offenders will be
released back into society.

We had the chance to pay for
rehabilitation; now it looks like we'll
have to pay much more later.

This essay is an expanded version
of an Op-Ed piece published in The
New York Times by Jon Marc Taylor in
August, 1994, It was subsequently
read by Senator Paul Simon into the
Congressional Record-Senate during the
debate over Pell Grants for prisoners.

Jon Marc Taylor, a prisoner in
Missouri, won a Robert I. Kennedy jour-
nalism award last year. He has received
numerous other writing awards and has
been published in newspapers, magazines,
Journals and books.

:; Prison Life Mission.
‘ Statement on Education

Only the most determined pris-
oners, those who become obsessed
with getting some sort of training or
education while they are incarcerat-
ed, have any hope for transcending
their environment and changing
their lives. The number one cause
of crime in America is illiteracy. If
you can’t read or write, your
chances of finding a job are slim. If
| you're poor and from the inner city,
then crime and criminal activity—
particularly the illegal drug wade—
offer almost the only job opportuni-
ties around.

It's that simple. Men and
women with no education and no
money are much more apt to com-
mit crimes than those with even a
high school diploma and a weekly
pay check. They are likely to spend
the money they do make by commit-
ting crimes on drugs and alcohol to
case the pain of their wretched lives.
Once those people go to prison and
add the stigma of ex-con to their
resume, their chances for becoming
employed, law-abiding, tax-paying
citizens are drastically reduced.

If Americans really want to do
something about crime in this coun-
try, then we must transform our
prisons and jails into centers for

learning and restoration, colleges
and vocational training schools
instead of human warehouses and
breeding grounds for crime and vio-
lence.

The editors of Prison Life maga-
zine are committed to helping pris-
oners make constructive changes in
their lives through education and
creative expression. The purpose of
this magazine is to educate prison-
ers and the public, to stimulate
thought and positive action and to |
give America’s incarcerated a forum |
where they can voice their concerns,
their ideas and their hopes.
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PAPA PRAISE

I received the October issue and
spent the weekend reading all of it.
From “"Common Ground” to “Prison
Uprisings” to “The Metamorphosis of
Michael Levine” to “Are You an
Inmate or a Convict?” (I've quizzed
several fellow cons already) are all
well-written, informative pieces with
stories that need to be told. Touche!

My favorite article was “Portrait of
an Artist Behind Bars.” Besides the
content and the compelling story
told, you made a fine effort in catch-
ing the more ephemeral intangibles
of the struggle individuals in the keep
experience. Throughout the piece, 1
kept nodding my head as I identified
with experiences, emotions and even
bureaucratically maddening actions
like the withheld ribbon (my MA
diploma was withheld and then lost
by the IN-DOC). Good work in per-
sonalizing one man’s struggle that
exemplifies all of our efforts to
express and find our humanity so
twisted by life and repressed by the
system that entombs us.

Jon Marc Taylor
Jefferson City, MO

GOOD FOR THE WIFEYS

I've been in M.C.C. New York for
about four months now. It’s my first
bid. I was never really into reading
due to comprehension problems. I
could read a whole page and not
remember a thing, until my celly gave
me a copy of your magazine. Once I
picked it up I couldn’t put it down. I
never really enjoyed reading any-
thing, but I enjoyed reading Prison
Life.

I told the wifey about it and she
loved the idea. I thought it would be
great for both of us to read because

the wifeys really have a misconception
about prison life. My wife doesn’t
have the slightest idea what goes on
in here, but by reading your maga-
zine, it puts her at ease, and she has a
more positive attitude about prison.
She’s not so worried anymore.

Since I've discovered PL, I've
passed it on. Two of my cellies want
to subscribe. Two thumbs up for
Prison Life magazine.

IF JESUS WERE HERE . . .

I am reading my second issue of
Prison Life and would like to respond
to the James A. Summerlin letter
headed “Eye for an Eye.” Mr.
Summerlin was very critical of your
magazine and stated that he found
the material “offensive.” In the mid-
dle of his castigation of your product,
he states that he is a probation/pa-
role officer and a Christian. That
caught my attention.

I am a director of a rural proba-
tion department in Texas. I am also a
Christian because I have accepted

Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior.

The material in your magazine does
have an initial shock value that many
would find offensive. However, if a
person takes the time to read the
material objectively, he/she will find
great depth of feeling and sincerity.

I was particularly moved when I
read “Common Ground” by Richard
Stratton. His revelation that value can
be found in all men and women
regardless of race or background is
the very essence of what Jesus Christ
came to Earth to teach us. I wish that
more officers within this system could
learn to look at offenders as unique
creations of God and guide them to a
vision of what they can become,
rather than sentencing them to a life
marked by what they have been.

If Jesus Christ were here in per-
son, I know he would want to visit you
and those who are incarcerated. His
“self-righteous” contemporaries criti-
cized him harshly and often for asso-

ciating with social outcasts.

After reading the October issue, I
am convinced that the primary goal
of your magazine is to encourage
readers to develop a positive vision of
themselves and their future, If the
words of wisdom in Proverbs are true,
then you are working toward the goal
the whole system should adopt. Your
intent is further established by review-
ing the advertisers. More than 70% of
the advertisements in the October
issue were for education, health or
legal assistance. I see this as a very
positive endorsement.

I am going to continue to read
your magazine and encourage my
staff to read it because I find it to be
of interest and value.

I salute your effort to express how
prison life really is and how prisoners
feel about issues in criminal justice.
Maybe what offends Mr. Summerlin,
and other detractors, more than the
vulgarity is the brutal honesty your
contributors expound. From my
point of view, your contributors are
either smarter or more honest than
the leaders in the field of criminal

justice. I say this because many of

your articles tend to expose what 1
feel is the key issue in criminal justice
today: Crime is big business for the
government and our present system
does more to promote criminal
behavior than to correct it.

I have enclosed this department’s
check for a one-year subscription. I will
read it and make it available to my pro-
bation officers. I hope that it will help
them better understand the people
they are working with and for. Also, I
am glad you're providing prisoners
with the opportunity to express their
creativeness. After over 20 years in this
business, I am still amazed at the
tremendous raw potential we lock up.

Bill A. Coleman, Director
286th Judicial District
Community Supervision &
Corrections Depl.
Levelland, TX

Q;’z 5 L

FAN MAIL

Fascists!

This is what I think of what
you are! Just Rat Pigs! And all con-
nected with you.

R. Joe Kidd
Folsom Prison, 18 years in

Uh, thanks Mr. Kidd. That's
quile a nice picture you drew for us.
Did you draw it all yourself?

—the so-called Fascist-Rat-Pigs
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HEART TO HEART
It’s the only singles magazine for prisoners: For $15, you can run an ad with a
photo. For “camera shy guys,” it’s only $5. For customers outside prison walls, a sub-
scription to Heart to Heant will run you $15/year. The Troy, MI-based quarterly fea-
tures prisoners from around the country looking for pen pals, friendship or a signif-
icant others. For information, contact: Heart to Heart, Box 1858, Troy, MI 48099.

BUILDING CARS
BEHIND BARS

After a four-day riot in ‘68,
Oregon State Prison decided to
act on prisoners’ requests for
something other than run-of-
the-mill programs. Officials chal-
lenged prisoners to come up
with worthwhile projects to
prove that they could accept
responsibility. Since then, the
Highwallers, the only profession-
al prison racing team in the
U.S., has built and maintained
two racing cars, one for a dirt
track and one for asphalt.
Although the drivers and the pit
crew are always [reeworlders, the
cons do all the bodywork and repairs
on the cars, sometimes working 14
hours a day during racing season.

No public money goes into the
team. Individuals donate $20 a year
to have their names painted on the
car’s side, and occasional prize
money makes up the rest of the
team’s lean budget. Automotive sup-
pliers, from Goodyear Tire to top
names in the auto business, con-
tribute some parts. Their motto is:
“We strive to survive.” And, as one
con noted, “There’s nothing better
than sending our cars out to run
against high-dollar teams and kick-
ing their butis!”

SERVICES FOR
PRISONERS

California

Prison Law Office Contact: Donald
Specter, General Delivery, San
Quentin, CA 94964. (214) 457-9144.
Provides direct legal assistance for
problems encountered by CA pris-
oners, excluding attacks on crimi-
nal convictions. Focus is on condi-
tions of confinement.

New York

South Forty Corporation, 500 8th
Ave. Suite 1203, New York, NY
10018. (212) 563-2288. NY’s only
agency devoted exclusively to help-
ing ex-offenders find jobs. Career
Development Program provides
direct job placement for those with

job training and work experience for

marketable skills, subsidized on-the-

those not yet ready for competitive
employment. Counselors are avail-
able to guide ex-offenders through
the reintegration period. All services
are free of charge.

Texas

OPEN, INC.—Offender Preparation and
Education Network, Inc. Contact Ned
Rollo, Executive Director, P.O. Box
566025, Dallas, TX 75356-6025.
(214) 271-1971. Develops education-
al materials for offenders, their fami-
lies and criminal justice agencies.
Goal is to help offenders make a suc-
cessful return to society. Materials
available for purchase cover issues
from employment to release prepara-
tion. Write for price list.

PANO ART HITS
SMITHSONIAN

Rudy Padilla of the
Hourglass Gallery in
Albuquerque, NM recently
submitted 14 panos to the
National Museum of
American History of the
Smithsonian Institute. The
pano collection will be part
of a traveling exhibit of
Pano Arte to begin in 1995.

Pano, or handkerchief,

FOSTER CARE
HANDBOOK

Parents: Protect your legal rights
and carry out your responsibilities
with the Foster Care Handbook for
Incarcerated Parents. Written by
mothers at NY's Bedford Hills
Correctional Facility, with help from
family law experts, it discusses laws,
regulations and policies; visiting
rights; voluntary and court-ordered
placement of children in foster care;
parents’ legal rights and alternatives
to foster care. Also includes sample
letters to caseworkers, attorneys and
Family Court. Suggested donation:
$10. Contact Children’s Center, P.O.
Box 803, Bedford Hills, NY 10507.

art is principally done by
Southwest Chicano prisoners using
limited materials, such as ballpoint
pens and homemade dyes.

For more info, contact Rudy
Padilla at the Hour-
glass Gallery, 1021
Isleta Blvd SW,
Albuquerque,
NM 87105.
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Block Beat

NEW STATS
The number of people in America’s prisons topped
one million for the first time, according to a recent report
from the Justice Department. On June 30, 1994, there
were 1,012,851 men and women in state and federal pris-

ons. The country’s prison population grew by nearly

40,000 prisoners in the first six months of this year, equiv-
alent to 1,500 new prisoners a week. This figure does not
include prisoners in local jails. The last time they were
counted, 445,000 people were in local jails.

The number of prisoners has soared in comparison
with the nation’s population over two decades, the survey
said. In June, there were 373
people in prison for every
100,000 U.S. residents—a
record. In 1980, 139 people
were incarcerated for every
100,000 residents.

The increase in prisoners
has made the U.S. second in the
world, behind Russia, when it
comes to incarceration rates.
Counting people both in prisons
and those awaiting trial or serv-
ing short sentences for misde-
meanors in local jails, the U.S.
has an incarceration rate more
than 4 times that of Canada,
more than 5 times that of
England and Wales, and 14
times that of Japan.

Incarceration rates in the
U.S. are higher than in many
countries because of the higher
rates of violent crime here,
experts said.

The New York Times
LESS THAN LETHAL
WEAPONS

A joint Department of
Justice and Pentagon committee
is considering manulacturing
the following “less than lethal”
weapons:

#Sticky Foam, used in guns fueled by pressurized nitro-
gen. The foam from the guns would “glue” disruptive
prisoners to floor or wall without injury.
*High-power electromagnetic generators that interfere
with brain waves and alter behavior.,
*Low-energy lasers that can cause temporary blindness.
*Flickering or alternating lights that can confuse or sick-
en perpetrators.

*Giant nets, fired from a gun, which immobilize people
or vehicles with adhesive or electric shock.

David Boyd, head of the National Institute of Justice,
a research division of the Justice Department, says that
the push to develop such weapons as these stem from the
Rodney King episode.

Christian Science Monitor
From: Aaron Collins, CA State Prison
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A Celtblock at the Santa e Pen in New Mexico.
Photo by Manual Machuca.

GANGS BUSTED BY RICO

The Government is turning to federal racketeering
laws to attack street gangs in cities nationwide. In 1994,
the Government indicted members of about two dozen
gangs around the country using RICO, the Federal
Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act,
enacted in 1970 to fight the mob.

RICO has proven to be a more potent weapon against
entrenched gangs than the state laws traditionally used to
fight street crime. Unlike state laws, which are designed
mostly for addressing individual crimes, the RICO law per-
mits prosecution of gang members for being part of an
enterprise that commits a series of
crimes. A racketeering conviction
involving murder carries a life sen-
tence without parole. Under the
new federal anti-crime legislation,
some of those convictions will
carry a possible death sentence.

Also unlike state courts, fed-
eral courts permit wide use of
uncorroborated testimony from
accomplices, which is often
essential in proving a criminal
conspim(‘\' And prosecutors say
it's easier to have a defendant
held in prison without bail
before a trial in the federal sys-
tem than in the state system.

The New York Times

A 94-year-old man has got-
ten his wish: He’s heading back
to prison. Wesley “Pop”
Honeywood was sentenced to
seven years. He pleaded guilty to
armed assault and possession of
a firearm by a felon for pointing
an unloaded gun at a man who
warned him not to eat the grapes
growing in the man’s yard.

After llmu‘\'wnud does three
years, the judge said, he should be
released o serve four years under
house arrest. To Honeywood, that beat the alternative—a
nursing home.

“If T go to jail, I may be out in a couple of years,”
Honeywood explained. “If I go to a nursing home, I may
be there the rest of my life.”

Assoctated Press
MONTANA

A Montana prison official caused an uproar by taking
three women prisoners out to dinner at a seafood restau-
rant in Billings, Montana, as a reward for good behavior.
One of the women was serving a life sentence for murder-
ing her husband. Hundreds of people called state offices,
demanding the ouster of the official, Mickey Gamble,
who said he used his own money to pay for the dinner.

Gamble, ultimately, bowed to pressure and resigned.

Reuters



FORGIVE & FORGET

The Rev. Walter Everett has for-
given the man who killed his son seven
years ago. He also helped him get out
of prison early. And in November ‘94,
he officiated at the man’s wedding.

“l had known people whose loved
ones had been murdered, and years
afterward, they still seemed consumed
by the anger and hatred. I didn’t want
that to happen to me,” said Everett.

Everett’s own 34-year marriage of
ended after he forgave Michael
Carlucci for shooting his son to death
in Bridgeport, CT in 1987.

Carlucci feels redeemed by
Everett’s compassion. But like others,
he doesn’t fully understand how the
pastor could forgive him. “I have a 13-
year-old daughter and if anybody hurt
her, I'd probably feel like I have to
hurt him,” Carlucci said.

Less than a month into his sen-
tence for manslaughter, Carlucci got
his first letter from Everett.

“He told me that he had forgiven
me for the love of God,” Carlucci said.
“Tears were coming down my face. It
made me feel like I wanted to live
again.”

After months of exchanging let-
ters, Everett visited Carlucci. Before he
left, the men embraced, and cried.

After Carlucci served his time,
Everett testified for him at his parole
hearing. At a party sponsored by a
recovery program for drug addicts, he
met his future wife. Before proposing
to her last Christmas, Carlucci asked
his friend to officiate at the wedding.

“I wouldn’t have it any other
way,” Carlucci said. “He’s my best
friend.”

Associated Press

A convict’s cell is his castle, a
German court has ruled. The court
says prison guards must knock and
wait to be invited into a convict’s cell
at the Giessen prison, north of
Frankfurt. Guards can only enter a
cell without knocking in an emer-
gency, such as if they suspect the pris-
oner is trying to escape through the
window, according to the ruling.

The order came after a prisoner
complained that guards had barged
into his cell unannounced. The court
says prisoners have a right to privacy
and that life behind bars must resem-
ble general living conditions. What a
concept.

Sun Magazine
From: Lakeland Pen
Coldwater, MI

RIKERS ISLAND: HANGING
BY THE STRINGS

To close the city budget gap, NYC
Mayor Rudolph Giuliani plans to
make life even worse for Rikers pris-
oners. Rikers is the world’s largest
penal colony—home to 20,000 cons
and 8,000 C.O.’s. The mayor wants to
cut 900 officers and civilian workers.
In the jail for sentenced felons (C-
76), he plans to eliminate all social
services, including drug treatment, all
counseling and the entire programs
department. Worse yet, he’ll reduce
the Grievance Board staff from 27 to
2, rendering it virtually useless.
Prisoners’ pay will be cut; it’s dead
smack winter and they’re talking
about closing the gym. N.Y. DOC also
plans to wipe out The Board of
Corrections, the DOC watchdog.

Ninety-two percent of Rikers pris-
oners are black and Latino. Seven out
of ten have done time before. Eight
out of 10 are substance abusers. One
in five are HIV positive. Here you
have the most diseased and hard-core
cons in the city, yet the mayor plans
to axe all rehabilitative programs,
social services and the Grievance
Board, things that 43 Attica rioters
died for. If the mayor’s plan goes
through in 1995, by February the
headlines will read “Attica All Over.”

When the riot breaks out, it’ll be
the same old song: minorities killing
minorities. So to the predominantly
black and Latino C.O.’s here, we say
“Watch out—nobody gives two shits
about you either.”

The criminals today are worse
than the cowboys of Tombstone who
preyed on Western settlers. These are
some crazy motha-fuckas! If the
mayor sets if off, Attica will look like a
scrimmage compared to the war
about to take place here.

—Mickeni Caldwell & Sieven Taylor

Rikers Island

ANOTHER GASE OF JUST-US

Last year, numerous prisoners
filed small claims actions for personal
property that was damaged or
destroyed during the April 1993 riot
at S.O.CF. Lucasville, Ohio. The pris-
oners said officials’ actions precipitat-
ed the riot: They knew or should have
known a riot was imminent, and they
failed to take measures to maintain
security.

After an influx of such claims,
Court of Claims Judge Russel Leach
announced that all prisoner claims

arising from the rebellion were with-

out merit, and prison officials would
not be held responsible. All such suits

were then dismissed.

Shortly after, several prison
guards and their families filed suits in
the Court of Claims alleging that
prison officials were at fault for the
riot, that they knew or should have
known that a riot was imminent and
took no steps to prevent it. Guards
and their spouses are seeking an
unspecified amount of damages.
Judge Leach has been silent.

Prison Legal News

FROM ONE CAN TO ANOTHER

A 47year-old Michigan man was
sentenced to 90 days in jail and three
months’ probation for secretly video-
taping people who used his bath-
room,

Gary G. Newman pleaded no
contest to five of six charges of eaves-
dropping with an electronic device.
Huron County Prosecutor Leslie A.
Hagan said the videotaping occurred
at Newman’s antique shop for about
10 years.

Officials confiscated about 30
videotapes, which they said will be
destroyed, after the sheriff’s depart-
ment received a complaint.

Saginaw News
From: Bob Weess
Charles E. Egeler Correctional Facility

A district court judge ruled in
favor of Arizona state prisoners, who
filed a DOC-wide class action suit
alleging inadequate medical and den-
tal treatment. Extensive injunctive
relief was ordered.

In this decision, the court set
forth the legal standard to be used in
reviewing prisoners’ 8th amendment
claims regarding the adequacy of
medical care. The court notes that
the denial, delay or intentional inter-
ference with medical care shows
deliberate indifference by prison offi-
cials. While courts may consider
expert opinions in order to deter-
mine constitutional requirements for
medical care, such opinions do not
establish constitutional minimums.
Prison officials can be held liable for
failing to implement a proper mental
health care program or failing to ade-
quately train or supervise their subor-
dinates in medical care positions. See:
Case v. Lewis, 834 F. Sup 1477 (D AZ
1993).

Prison Legal News
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Insider 01_1tlook

JEFFERSON CITY:
ON THE VERGE OF A RACE RIOT

Conditions here at the Jefferson
City Correctional Center in Missouri
have worsened. It seems that
Superintendent Michael Groose is
trying every ploy imaginable to kick
off a racial riot between white and
black prisoners. This place could sud-
denly erupt in blood and war.

There are a zillion different
things Groose has done to create this
atmosphere of turmoil and confu-
sion. He must be stopped before he
has a chance to put the final pieces in
play.

Just last month, Groose had nine
white prisoners locked in Ad Seg
because they refused to sit in a specific
area in the dining room that was pre-
dominantly black. The prisoners had a
legit reason for not wanting to sit at
those particular tables: they know how
possessive some prisoners are about
seating arrangements, and they merely
wished to avoid a confrontation. As a
result of their refusal to comply, they
were cited for trying to overthrow the
administration and inciting a riot.

Another trick employed by Groose
to break down the moral [abrie
between races is what's been deemed
musical chairs. Groose has begun
transferring all the influential black
prisoners out of JCCC to Potosi and
other institutions. Meanwhile, he's had
a great number of influential white
prisoners shipped to JCCC from those
same places, which have a whiter popu-
lation. This concentration of influen-
tial white prisoners thrown randomly
into the population at JCCC has set the
stage for a racial explosion.

The trick is this: While the major-
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ity of prisoners at JCCC are young and
black, there is now a larger number of
older white prisoners than there are
older black prisoners. This was not
done by chance or accident but was a
carefully orchestrated move on
Groose’s part to create an atmosphere
of racial dominance and complexities.

Furthermore, the greater majori-
ty of upscale prison jobs are all occu-
pied by the white inmate population.
Most black prisoners are confined to
in-cell status, with limited movement
and recreation.

Groose has created an intolerable
atmosphere for black and white pris-
oners. A lot of these prisoners are
finally starting to take notice of his
actions and are anxious to see these
problems corrected.

Riots are real. They take lives on
both sides of the fence. Some lives are
totally destroyed, if not lost, by
them—all because citizens fail to hear
the wake-up call prisoners shout dur-
ing the preliminary stages.

Ronald Davis Bey, a.k.a. King Buck
Jefferson City Correctional Center, MO

VATOS CON RESPETO

Because I grew up in prison, |
know a lot about this world. Now if I
could learn about a way to turn time
back and start my life over, I would
never make the same mistakes that
got me into this joke of a place. I say
‘joke’ ‘cause that’s all that it’s about.
El Pisito talks about respeto and to me
that is not seen.

About the time I was convicted
(1978) it was our No. 1 rule that no
rats could be in general population.
Now the vato sitting next to you is a
rat, a coward, a stool pigeon—it’s all
the same. Now they're using this rata
as confidential informants and the
good “firme vatos” are getting locked
down. All this is happening in the
New Mexico Prison System. It’s a no-
win game here.

You can’t win because day in, day
out they make their own rules. Again,
I see no respeto. You want to talk about
gangs? Again, we go back to respeto. At
the time I came into the system, there
was respect. You could do something
that needed to get done and get away
with it. Now, with all the new so-
called firme vatos coming into the sys-
tem, you can’t get away with nothing.

Another thing is that it’s not just one
on one: now it's two, three or four or
five on one. And they say it's respeto?

I believe a good firme vato should
not let others make decisions for
him; he should stand for own beliefs.
i Queno? ;Simén que si? That's respeto
to me!

I'm not in a gang but I get respeto
from a lot of watos. Why? Because 1
stand for what I believe in and every-
one who don’t respect that isn’t firme
to me. And believe me, I let it be
known. I'm not the baddest vato
around ‘cause I got my ass kicked a

few times, but I can say
this: Stand for your
beliefs and you'll be
respected for it.
Another thing:
don’t lose your
Jamilia and your
respeto for letting
others make your
decisions. Stand
Sfirme. Bueno vatos you
stay strong, both
heart and mind.
Siempne con respeto
por vida,
Joe Surule
#28306
Santa Fe Pen

FROM SUGAR TO SHIT

I've spent 20 years in and out of
prisons. Hell, I gave the Southern
Ohio Correctional Facility almost all
my ‘80s. But when I came out to
California for a break, I caught a case
and wound up in the California
Medical Facility in Vacaville. Three
“doctors” told me I had a mental
problem.

I've never been in a mental hos-
pital or psych ward in my entire life,
and I sure can’t understand this joint.
There are transsexuals prancing
around with tits bigger than some
women on the street. The medical
department gives these cretins shots
and pills to enhance their female
parts. All over the system, statewide,
inmates resort to anything to get
here, even fake hanging themselves
or slashing their wrists.

Here, snitches have been given a
new title: confidential source. Out of
3,200 inmates, there are about 100
convicts—we're a dying breed. And I



have been trapped in this romper
room, this nasty, faggot-infested gut-
ter. But I shall be leaving soon. I beat
a cretin with a lock in a sock and they
told me I was much too violent to stay
here. So much the better!

I hope to be sent to a place
where I can finish my time and
maybe finally learn something. But
not in Vacaville. I don’t know why
this hole was dug, but someone
should throw the dirt back in.

Picture an adult being constantly
treated like a 6-year-old by an asshole
who went to school for 20 years and
couldn’t get a decent job on the
street but he has the answers to all
your problems. From sugar to shit.

Leroy Arrington
Vacaville, CA

THE “WHY ME?” PEN

On C-76 at Rikers Island, you'll
find a 12x15, iron-mesh cage painted
bubble-gum pink. Open 24-7, the
“Why Me?” Pen keeps prisoners for
minor disciplinary infractions up to 12
hours.

They call it modified medium,
segregative isolation. And in various
behavior modification studies, it’s
supposed to work as a means of elimi-
nating unwanted or undesirable
behavior, sort of like shock treatment
without the electricity. The pink
paint is supposed to have a calming
effect. To the DOC, the “Why Me?”
pen is a safe, lawful form of punish-
ment.

A C.0O. who was asked his opin-
ion of the “Why Me?” pen had this
typical prisoncrat response: “Why
me? Why not?”

K.D. Hawkins
Rikers Island

VANILLA GORILLA:
ONE FIRED-UP CON

I don’t know why the American
people are crying about crime. Shit,
this motherfucking country was
founded on criminal activity.

That's right—every vicious crime
you can imagine was inflicted upon
Indians in the government’s quest to
steal their land. This same govern-
ment abducted Africans and put
them in chains; those who rebelled in
the name of dignity were killed. To
make matters worse, the government
tries to teach kids that Christopher
Columbus discovered America. Shit,
the only thing Columbus discovered
were innocent people he could inflict
terror upon.

And who the fuck is Santa Claus?
Is he the epitome of the government’s
child molester? Do you realize that if
you rearrange the letters in Santa,
you get Satan? Motherfucking right
you will.

The American government has
only gotten more sophisticated. They
keep talking about locking mother-
fuckers up, yet they legalize 180
proof whisky to be sold to 18 to 21-
year-old kids. They legalize gambling,
nicotine and in some states, prostitu-
tion. They themselves are the biggest
drug dealers.

They do all this, yet still have the
audacity to incarcerate a motherfucker
for growing marijuana, Mother
Nature’s plant, a plant that has been
on the face of the earth since the
beginning of time.

The government is ruthless
because while it makes sure drugs
flood our streets, it incarcerates small-
time drug users who commit petty
crimes so it can make even more
money off them in corrections. These
petty users are whores who don’t bring
in enough dope/tax money to their
government pimps. They’re worth
more in prisons.

If the government can fuck over
society, then so can L. I'm not in
prison for a crime. I'm in prison
because I let a motherfucker put
handcuffs on me. But soon I will be
paroling to a Tech Nine . . . because
I'm tired of standing in a welfare line.

The Vanilla Gorilla, George Toth

ISOLATED MIND

Sitting in the small confines of
my cube, my mind runs wild. Some
thoughts are positive but most, I
admit, are not. Every time a positive
thought enters my mind, [ am con-

fronted by cold reality.

I'm like a dog chained to the back-
yard fence, left out in the cold waiting
for his master to bring him food. Once
I had a dog I treated in this fashion. I
never realized I had been so neglectful
of my friend. Now, in the belly of this
beast, the only friend I have is a sharp
piece of steel.

At times, [ feel vexed because I've
been ducking bullets all my damn life.
Growing up as a ghetto bastard was
rough. Even when I was running
around the ‘hood seeking knowledge,
I was still a prisoner—a prisoner of
my own mind. I didn’t know how to
escape. My environment dictated vio-
lence and because of that, I was vio-
lent, thinking it was the only way to
obtain respect. My mentor was experi-

Srusuqg
ence—the streets and these peniten-
tiaries taught me to be strong for only
the strong survived. I will continue to
survive until I'm cut in half by an Uzi
or locked up for life . . .

Damn, I'm hurting deep down
inside. Seeing what's happening and
not being able to act hurts. I guess
my cries will go unanswered. An open
mouth that just won't get fed.
Brothers like myself are constantly
ridiculed or labeled as hate teachers
or troublemakers. Of all people,
brothers who are for growth and
development should be supported
and protected.

The isolated mind is a great wan-
derer.

William Battle X
Altona Correctional Facility, New York

I DID SAY “EXCUSE ME”

I received a written conduct viola-
tion for insulting behavior here in
Western Missouri Correctional
Center. It read:

On the above date, at approximately
6:30 a.m., this reporting officer Sherry A.
Callum requested a frisk search on inmate
Carroll Jourdan #173008. As this report-

(continued on page 21)
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HOW-TO VIDEO... Learn Songs In

You Don’t Have To Read Music!

If you've always wanted the enjoyment and
safisfaction of playing a musical instrument,
RUSH TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS VERY
SPECIAL OFFER! Our exclusive “Fast Learning
System” will teach you to play the harmonica in
just one easy lesson! Our Kif includes a genuine

HOHNER HARMONICA plus everything you need

to play like a “pro”! No special talents are
needed—You don’t even have to read music!

Play Entire Songs—The Very First
Time Imagine! Rock, blues, pop. country &
western: YOU'LL PLAY THE SONGS YOU LOVE—In
their entirety—even if you’ve never played a
musical instrument before!

Best of all, this incredibly easy “FAST LEARNING
SYSTEM” works for everyone, young and old
alike. Just follow and play along with the audio
tape. To make it even more enjoyable, we've
also included an exciting how-to video.
“Tuneful” results are guaranteed!

Be the Life of Every Party—Impress
Your Family & Friends!

After just one lesson you'll be putting your new
HOHNER HARMONICA in your pocket or purse fo
take — and play with confidence — wherever you
go. Perfect for parties, family gatherings... or
whenever you feel like enjoying a relaxing
musical break. Amaze everybody (including
yourself!) with your brand-new musical talent.
Order yours foday!

30-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Learn to play fast and =
easy—or receive a full
refund.

Play Along With

MARCOS...

World-Famous
Harmonica “Pro”!

?@ A S4400 VALUE!
°° ONLY $1995

® You'll receive all this!

1 ) Genuine Hohner HARMONICA

ot Hohner’s world renowned
harmonica, complete
with handy carry case!

%

5 |
a ¥

—

ooy
“"‘;‘:“oﬂ\CA

instont?Y

Easy-To Follow
HOW-TO VIDEO

2

Marcos is a great teacher!
Learn 20 songs as you watch

listen, and practice. 30 ,
minutes; VHS.

3 Instructional | ke

“AUDIO CASSETTE™ ™ i
Basic tips, techniques, and terrific
songs you can startf to play
instantly! 30 minutes.

4 Beginner’s

/- SONG BOOK
Clearly explains everything!
Use it with the audio tape
and video. Easy lessons;
over 60 songs. Plus facts
about the harmonical!

—
| Abigail's Treasures, Dept. PL1

Box 2957802, Myrtle Beach, SC 29578-7802
| [ One Kit for just $19.95 plus $2.95 P&H. Total $22.90

{1 TWO Kits for only $38.00 plus $4.95 P&H. Total $42.95

Enclosedis S [N resid:
O VISA

add sales tax)

O Money Order

Charge my: [ MasterCard [ Check

| Card Number Expiration Date

| Signature

| Name

I Street

I City
| OUTSIDEUS.A. ADD $5.00

State Zip
Please allow 4 to 5 weeks for delivery.




Insider Outlook
(continued from page 19)

Lxcuse Me F¥icer "

ing officer was frisking his leg, the inmate
Carroll Jourdan farted in this ny)or!.ina
officer’s face. (This places inmate in viola-
tion of rule #21, Insullive Behavior.)

My interviewer stated in the
report: Inmale interviewed in the pres-
ence of Reporting Officer. Inmale states:
“She was finished shaking me down when
the incident ocewrred. I did say ‘excuse
me’ lo the officer.”

I received five days’ cell restric-
tion and the infraction was placed in
my “inmate file.”

Carroll Jourdan

Western Missourt Correctional Center

BEWARE THE YOUNG BUCKS

My name is Ricardo, age 31, and
I'm doing a 3 to 7-year sentence at
Graterford State Prison in
Pennsylvania. We have a problem
here with younger inmates. We call
them “young bucks” or “young guns.”
They are juveniles who have been
certified as adults, or younger
inmates 18 to 22 years of age. They
cause the whole ](ul to be locked
down for days or weeks at a time,
while every cell is shaken down.
Phone calls, visits and court dates are
missed because of their stabbings
and fights. They disrupt our whole
bit and we all get punished for the
acts of a few young bucks.

Ricardo B.

Graterford State Prison, PA

VIOLATING PAROLE

I don't know what the hell is
going on but I have a pretty good
idea, The parole board in Georgia is
repudiating all inmates it feels can’t
meel society’s requirements. In other

words, they are telling us that they
don’t give a damn if we're good in
prison; they will be the ones to deter-
lIlil](‘ \\'llL'lh(‘I‘ O not we can g{‘l out.
We, the prisoners of Georgia, are
in prison for breaking laws but who
will take disciplinary action against the
parole board when it does wrong
against us? They plan to eradicate,
eliminate and terminate the Georgia

inmates, white and black, from society.

For example, a man might have
20 years for a crime. After he has
completed seven years, with no write-
ups, the pnr()lv board will send him a
letter s(wmg that for NO reason at all
are we going off the guidelines and
we want you to do seven more years.

When does this stopr? It doesn’t.
Because once you have completed
the seven years, they’ll send another
letter rejecting you, and then anoth-
er, until you have completed the
entire sentence. Now if you think
that’s erratic, what about the poor
inmates with life sentences?

Pressure will bust a pipe but
when evil pressure is applied to the
lives of helpless people who don'’t
deserve such an injustice, they will
rise up, even unto death, and take
action against the oppressor until
they receive justice, freedom and
equality.

Wa-Laikum-Salaam

Brother Jamie Kenmont Kerreem
GA State Prison

TEACH YOUR CHILDREN WELL

When parents lose control over
their children, more and more pris-
ons must be built. Therefore, par-
ents: teach your children well, and
discipline them with love and com-
passion. If you don’t, your own head
will be lowered in shame.

For many years I have been a
prisoner, and I've wanted to help
others. But beyond these walls,
there's only one type of rehabilita-
tion: self~-rehabilitation. And so I've
educated myself. Change comes only
when individuals truly desire to
change.

When the prison gates slam shut
behind you, don’t think you'll lose
your hum.mm or that your mind
will become closed to ideas. If any-
thing, the needs for identity and self-
I'CSPC('[ l)l'(‘()lll[f even more coms-
pelling in this dehumanizing envi-
ronment.

There will always be those who'll
look down on the prisoner as some-
thing evil. It’s this fear and failure to
accept or recognize a prisoner’s
humanity that make prisons what

they are. People need to find out
what prisons are all about, and to see
that this type of punishment has
failed. Today’s approach to “correc-
tions” has shown only negative
results. The actions of those behind
bars may be temporarily stopped by
punishment, but the thinking is not
corrected. In fact, the thinking in
prison worsens.

Letters and visits from the out-
side are the most effective way to help
a prisoner change. In other words,
love, having a friend or someone who
cares. It took the experience of
prison to really open my eyes to see
what life is all about. Now I know that
you can never fail if you have God on
your side. We're all in prison until we
can find freedom within ourselves. If
we are able to make this a better
world, then is it not all of our respon-
sibility to pitch in?

Cheyenne Valentino Yakima
_]nlur.\rm Correctional Institution,
Georgia

AND BEEFS
TO INSIDER
OUTLOOK
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CLOWN PRINCE

JAGKIE DINORSCI0

ero. Mobster. Maniac. The

clown-prince of crime... Jackie

“Fat Jack”™ DiNorscio has been
called everything but rat. The man’s
reputation, as long as his sentence,
stems from his role in the largest
mob trial ever.

Of all the wild stories to emerge
from the war on organized crime,
none is quite so extraordinary as the
U.S. government’s 1986 prosecution
of the notorious Lucchese crime fam-
ily, the mob reputed to “own” New
Jersey. The Feds called it the most
ambitious legal attack ever mounted
against underworld figures: its 65-
page indictment, capping a ten-year
investigation, would have wiped out
an entire organization, from capo to
street soldier. Lasting nearly two
years, The United Stales of America v.
Anthony Accetturo el al., was the
longest Mafia trial in American histo-
ry. Yet it took the jury less than two
days to render its verdict: not guilty,
on all counts.

The crushing blow to the govern-
ment was dealt by a man with a 6th-
grade education, a man who, despite
his ignorance of the law, became his
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own attorney, a man with a terrific
sense of humor who had the guts,
and the savvy, to use it in the court-
room. In so doing, he transformed
the courtroom into a theater of the
absurd, an arena in which the judge
would shout, “Order in the court! I
didn’t hear the punchline!”

Today, nearly a decade after his
shining days in the Newark, N.]. cour-
thouse, Jackie DiNorscio is poised to
deal another blow to the govern-
ment. This time, if successful, it will
bring him home.

Jackie is being held at F.C.I.
Fairton, NJ. He's serving 8 1/2 years
of a 30-year bid for cocaine traffick-
ing. Had Jackie not told government
prosecutors to go fuck themselves
when they asked for information on
Lucchese crime boss Anthony
Accetturo in 1986, he wouldn’t be in
the can today. The Feds promised to
drop the drug trafficking charge and
protect Jackie for the rest of his life if
he'd snitch. But he didn’t, so the
drug charge stayed, and two days
later, Jackie was brought up on racke-
teering charges and called as a defen-

dant in the U.S. v. Anthony Accetturo
case. '

Today, Jackie is looking to have
the 1986 drug conviction overturned.
He recently filed a motion for a retri-
al that took him five years to write,
but the 140-page document, contain-
ing incredibly damaging evidence
against the government, was returned
to him for revision and shortening.

“I told ‘em from the beginning I
was ignorant in the law,” DiNorscio
says. “T mean, they got their lawyers,
paralegals and secretaries to help
‘em. All T got is one junkie, two bur-
glars and bank robber.”

Jackie's motion for a retrial is
based on a number of government
screw-ups, the most blatant of which
is a violation of the Brady law. Brady
requires prosecutors to give the
defense any information about gov-
ernment witnesses that can be used
to impeach them. What Jackie is try-
ing to show is that his 30-year sen-
tence is based on testimony from wit-
nesses the government knew were
liars, drug addicts and people who
wanted revenge on DiNorscio—like
his cousin, Joey Alonzo.




For several years in the early ‘80s,
Jackie and Joey had been partners in
a gem-selling company in Florida.
When Jackie decided to sell the busi-
ness—due to new laws he believed
would sink it—Alonzo felt betrayed
and thought Jackie was trying to cut
him out. Alonzo’s heroin and
cocaine addictions only made him
more paranoid. In February 1985, he
paid Jackie a visit.

“There I was, sleeping,” recalls
DiNorscio, “when I felt something in
my jaw. I thought I cracked it. Then I
felt something on my back, but I'm
still half asleep, and 1 think it's bed
bugs. But it was Joey shootin’ me with
his silencer. So I jump up out of bed,
I was like an animal, and I see Joe,
and [ says, ‘Joe, whaddaya shootin’
me for? You're my cousin. I love you,
Joey.” I put my hand up as he's tryin’
to shoot me in the face and he gets
me in the wrist. I says to myself,
‘What a rat bastard.’

“So what does he do? He runs to
the Feds and starts tellin’ on every-
body. Now, you see, the Feds had
been tryin’ for 14 years to bust up
this mob and they ain’t gettin’ no
place, ain’t gettin® no stool pigeons.

And sure enough this rat bastard
cousin of mine wants to become one.
But he didn’t know nothin’. How
could he? He was a fuckin’ junkie.”
Six months later, DiNorscio,

Jerry “the Jew” Cohen, Manuel

Monteiro and Gerald Del.uca were
arrested. “They built the case on the
testimony of Joey Alonzo, who spent
the money the government gave him

to buy drugs, a guy who testified
before the grand jury when he was
high,” says Jackie.

DiNorscio paid his $200,000 bail
and was released. Then, just nine
months later, the Feds slapped him
with another charge—continuing
criminal enterprise (CCE). “They
said I went out and sold drugs to fur-

photos by Chris Cozzone

ther the organization, which wasn’t
true. So they pulled my bail and tried
me in 89 days. I was convicted and
sentenced to 30 years.”

The judge in this trial was
Maryanne Trump-Barry (Donald
Trump’s sister). According to
DiNorscio, Trump-Barry failed to
notice that DiNorscio was physically
unfit to stand trial. Suffering from
sleep apnea, a rare respiratory disor-
der, DiNorscio was unable to stay
awake during his trial. “I woke up
and I had thirty years,” he recalls.

At the Accetturo trial, presiding
U.S. District Judge Harold A.
Ackerman immediately understood
that something was wrong with
Jackie, who was sleeping through
entire days. “This man is fighting for
his life, yet he can’t stay awake,” said
Ackerman, and promptly ordered an
examination. Indeed, it was the gov-
ernment’s own medical examiner
who diagnosed Jackie's disorder,
declared him unfit to stand trial and
gave him a device to alleviate the
problem.

And when they did, they “woke a
sleeping giant,” as DiNorscio is fond
of saying.
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he first thing Jackie decided to

do was represent himself. In a

fit of rage, he fired his lawyer,
who fled from the judge’s chamber
and in the process broke his fingers
in the door. In a shouting match with
Jackie over payment, he said Jackie
had “inconvenienced” his firm, even
though Jackie had paid him over a
quarter of a million dollars in legal
fees. “I gave them all my jewelry, my
cars, everything. And now he says this
to me. I went crazy. “You won't have
to worry about being inconvenienced
anymore,’ I told him. *Because I'm
gonna kill you, motherfucker.”

“The judge asked me what I said
to him. So I said,’I told him to go
fuck himself, judge. I'm the new
attorney. I wanna go firo se.” The
judge started hollering, saying 1 can’t
defend myself. So I said, ‘Judge, did
vou make the Sixth Amendment?
The law says I have the right to
defend myself and I choose to go o
se today.””

“Didn’t anyone tell you, Mr.
DiNorscio, that a man who repre-
sents himself has a fool for a client?™”

*No, Judge. I never heard that.””

“Well don’t you realize you have
to have some legal training? Do you
have any?'"

“Yeah, Judge,” Jackie said, “I've
been in jail all my life.”

And that was that.

In the U.S. v. Anthony Accetturo el
al. trial, “et al.” referred to 21 defen-
dants, including Jackie. The defen-
dants were all men Jackie grew up
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with, men who were
on trial simply because
they were linked to
him.

“I felt responsible
for those boys,” Jackie
says. “If it wasn’t for
my ‘86 drug convic-
tion, there wouldn't
have been a trial.”

For the Accetturo
trial, the government
was relying on RICO,
the Racketeer Influ-
enced and Corrupt
Organizations Act.
The RICO law, enact-
ed in 1970, gave sweep-
ing new powers to gov-
ernment prosecutors,
enabling them to hold
top leaders of orga-
nized crime responsi-
ble for the actions of
their underlings.

The Feds were
hoping Jackie would cop a plea, and
that his 30-year sentence had soft-
ened him up for such a deal. If he
agreed to plea bargain, they told
him, they’d run the time for the new
charge concurrent with the sentence
he was already doing, thereby keep-
ing his total time at 30 years. But if he
decided to go to trial and lost, he'd
be looking at another 40 years in the
can, meaning he'd die in prison.

“They wanted Jackie and Jerry
[Cohen] to plead guilty to the drug
charges so the jury would be left with
an impression of guilt,” says Robert
“Bucky” Caravaggio, another defen-

dant in the Accetturo case
and Jackie’s long-time pal.
Caravaggio notes that this
was the mid *80s, and the
anti-drug fever was at an
all-time high. The govern-
ment knew the case would
be much stronger if it
included drug charges.

The government never
expected Jackie to go to
trial. Why would he when
he risked spending the rest
of his life in prison?

“We told them to do
what was best for them,”
says Caravaggio. “But
Jackie felt responsible, and
he knew that if he got out
of the case at that time,
everyone else would get
hurt. So they told the gov-
ernment ‘no deal.” That's
the type of men they are.

If it were anyone else in this business
today, they would've taken the gov-
ernment’s offer. Not Jackie.”

s

“I couldn’t do it,” says Jackie.
“They were asking me to lie against
these boys, and they offered to drop
my charges if I flipped. But T would-
n’t do it. Never.”

ackie believed that if he could get

the jury to warm up to him, only

then would he and the other
defendants have a chance. The role
of court jester came naturally.

“lJackie added a touch of human-



ity to a group of individuals who
appeared, to the jury, silent and
immutable,” says powerhouse lawyer
Michael Critchley, the lead defense
attorney in the trial. *"When Jackie
spoke, he not only spoke for himself
but for the other defendants. He
came across as likeable, which contra-
dicted the image the government was
trying to portray of him.”

While Jackie was able to human-
ize himself and the other defendants
to the jury, he also managed to reveal
the government's deception. The
prosecutors began to look more like
the crooks. “T'hey came across as cold,
coercive and nasty,” notes Caravaggio.

After making his opening state-
ment, announcing that he was pro se
and thanking the jury for its
patience, DiNorscio put on a black
fedora. Then he turned to the jury.
“The reason I'm wearing this hat is to
make me look like a gangster,” he said,
then pointed
to the prose-
cution table,
where U.S.
Justice Depart-
ment Attorney
Grady O’Mal-
ley sat beside
the rest of the
prosecution
team:  Ass-
istant U.S. At-
torney Joseph
Braunreuther,
U.S. Justice
Department
prosecutor
Barbara Miller

and FBI agent Dennis
Marchalonis.

“That’s what they
want you to think I am.
That's what they want
me to be.”

There was a mur-
mur in the courtroom.
No one seemed quite
certain what was hap-
pening. Some of the
jurors began to realize
that DiNorscio was mak-
ing a joke. They laugh-
ed. Jackie paused, and
then pointed to his

head and whipped off the hat. “It’s
not even my hat,” he said. “And I'm
not a gangster. I'm a gagster.

“Actually, after hearing all the
attorneys and the lawyers for the past
couple of days, I'm what you call a
relief.” He paused until the jury fin-
ished laughing. “Now I want to thank
Mr. Critchley for telling me what the
sign under the judge’s desk means.
(The sign was Latin for “Justice for
All™) T thought it meant ‘No Smoking
in the Courtroom.™

At that point, the jury, specta-
tors, attorneys and defendants were
laughing out loud. Without missing a
beat, DiNorscio continued.

“To get serious for a moment,”
he said, and then began recounting
the sums of money that lawyers tabu-
lated had been paid to one of the
informants. “Eighty-four thousand
dollars for ‘86. It's now *87. That’s
well over one hundred and fifty thou-
sand you paid your informants.”

He turned to prosecutor Joseph
Braunrcuther and asked: “Mr.
Braunreuther—you need another
guy?”

When the laughter subsided,

Jackie continued. “Ladies and gentle-

men, I thank you for your presence
here today and throughout the trial
and [ ask you for your patience. As
you can see, I'm no lawyer. I only
have a sixth-grade education. I'm not
sophisticated in the laws, but I have
learned as a layman. I read the RICO
law. And I can tell you that it would
be more appropriate for the men
involved in the Iran scandal deal for
selling arms to the Contras. They

should be indicted, not me.”

And so began what attorney
Mike Critchley describes as the “most
bizarre trial” he has ever experi-
enced. Every time Jackie addressed
the jury, Critchley recalls, he had to
bite his tongue to stop from laugh-
ing. “I tried to maintain a demeanor
of discipline and professionalism, but
when Jackie got up, it was impossible,
not only for me but for the prosecu-
tors and the judge.”

“What I had to do was make a
comedy out of it,” Jackie explains. “It
was the only way we could beat
them.”

Before he finished his opening
remarks, Jackie told one more joke.
It began as a response to the govern-
ment’s depiction of him as an extrav-
agant, swashbuckling drug dealer.

“Extravagant?” Jackie began, “Let
me tell you about my wife. Once she
asked me for twenty dollars for a
rump roast. I took her in front of our
full-length mirror and pulled out a
twenty dollar bill. “The twenty dollars
in the mirror is yours,” I told her.
“This one is mine.’

“The next day, there was meat
from one end of the table to the
other. I asked my wife where she got
it. She lead me to the mirror and lift-
ed her dress. "“That’s yours, in the
mirror,” she said, and pointed to her
crotch. ‘This one belongs to the
butcher.”

As the jury convulsed, DiNorscio
said, “I hope I didn’t embarrass any-
body. I'm just urying to show you I'm
not a gangster. I'm a gagster.”

Prosecutor O’Malley was disgust-
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MIAKING MOVIES

HBO featured Jackie DiNorscio in its 1993 documen-
tary, Mob Stories, produced and directed by Marc Levin.
Mixed in with stories titled “Revenge” and “"Betrayal”,
DiNorscio’s segment, “Loyalty,” was the only one that
evoked admiration rather than horror,

Jackie's performance in the Accetturo trial has also
caught the eye of Joe Isgro, executive producer of the movie
Hoffa. 1sgro recently approached Jackie about making a
movie based on his role in the trial. “From what I know
about it, I'm fascinated by the case,” says Isgro, “Especially
Jackie’s representing himself—his self defense was brilliant.”

Whether or not Jackie wins his appeal and walks out of
Fairton next year, Isgro is pursuing the movie, he said, and
Jackie is offering him exclusive rights.

“My interest is to show people that they can do it for
themselves, that they gotta do it for themselves,” Jackie says.
“Any person can go into the law library and learn. If people
did their work, there wouldn’t so many rats.”
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ed; he feared the effect Jackie’s sense
of humor would have on the jury, and
he was infuriated that Ackerman was
letting him get away with his antics.
He turned to his partner. “What an
asshole,” he said, referring to the
judge. The judge heard him and,
according to Jackie, had this to say:

“Mr. O’Malley, 1 heard what you
said. When Jackie DiNorscio said he
wanted to represent himself, I told
him that a man who represents him-
self has a fool for a client. If you
think he’s making a fool of himself,
that’s your business. I'm telling you
now, fight hard, but fight fair.”

Jackie jumped in. “Judge
Ackerman, I thank the court for tak-
ing my side in this matter. And if it’s
any concern to Mr. O'Malley, I'm
since divorced and I'm now a vegetar-
ian.” From that day on, Jackie knew
he had the jury.

Even at the outset of the trial, it
was clear the government had
scraped the bottom of the barrel
when it came to finding informants.
Most were confessed murderers, drug
addicts and dealers. Jackie knew this,
and he used his “ignorance in the
law” to showcase the unsavory details
of the informants’ lives.

“Jackie was tremendous for us,”
says codefendant Caravaggio. “He
didn’t know the law; he wasn't a
lawyer. So he could get more in. If he
violated proper courtroom conduct,
what was the judge gonna do? Find
him in contempt of court? He
already had 30 years.”

When the government’s star wit-
ness—Jackie’s cousin, Joey Alonzo—
took the stand, Jackie waved his hand
at Judge Ackerman. “Judge?” he
asked. “Is it possible I could arrest Mr.
Alonzo on a civil matter? Make a citi-
zen's arrest? See, he violated my civil
rights. He tried to kill me.”

Jackie caused the jury to ques-
tion not only the validity of govern-
ment’s case, but the judgment of the
prosecutors. He dispelled the jury’s
myth that the government represent-
ed the honest, fair enforcers of law
and justice. “The” government might
not be “their” government at all.

“I was in shock at some of the
things the government tried to do,”
says Caravaggio. “All they had was a
glorified gambling case. In the end,
the jury knew there was more wrong
done on the part of the government
than on ours.”

Jackie demonstrated this in his
cross-examination of informant
Raymond Pinto, Jr., a convicted
drug dealer.



“Now here’s a man who was
caught with a key of coke, and there's
a warrant out for his arrest,” Jackie
says. “Before I began, I said, ‘Is the
court aware that this man has a war-
rant out for his arrest?’ The judge
said, ‘Haven’t I told you, Mr.
DiNorscio, you can’t arrest anybody
in this courtroom?’

“Judge,” I told him, ‘it’s not my
duty to arrest him. It’s the court’s.” So
Ackerman goes, ‘Mr. DiNorscio, I'll
tell you again. We're not arresting
him. Now ask questions!’

“Okay. Then I ask for a mistriall’

“And I deny your motion for a
mistrial!

“So I says, ‘Hmmm. Then how
‘bout a cup of coffee and a ham sand-
wich?"”

idway through the trial,

Judge Ackerman dis-

covered that the prose-
cution had committed a Brady
violation with informant
Robert Fisher. The material
Ackerman stumbled upon
revealed that Fisher had testi-
fied before a magistrate with a
head full of cocaine, qualudes
and alcohol. He also admitted
that much of what he said were
lies. Despite the defense’s
repeated requests to the prose-
cution to turn over this materi-
al, O’Malley stalled.

Judge Ackerman stopped the
trial for three days to determine
whether a motion for a mistrial was in
order. But because the case had
already gone on for a year—six
months longer than the jurors were
told it would last—the judge settled
for impeaching Fisher.

It’s that decision that Jackie
DiNorscio is hoping will be his ticket
home. DiNorscio has compiled nearly
a hundred pages of transcript that
show Judge Ackerman’s recognition
of the Brady violation. Clearly, if the
defense had been aware of the
impeaching evidence against Robert
Fisher in the first trial, the one in
which Jackie was sentenced to thirty
years, DiNorscio wouldn’t be in the
can today, and the government
wouldn’t have had the foundation for
the second trial.

“It’s a very substantial argument
he’s making,” says Critchley. “And he
did it all on his own. Jackie’s got a
strong chance of winning this not
only because of his argument’s merit,
but because he doesn’t give up.”

“I am what I am and I did what I

did,” says Jackie, “But at least I played
fair. The prosecutors never did.”

ackie's summation, like his per-

formance throughout the trial,

took jurors on an emotional
roller coaster ride.

“I'm a little nervous,” he said,
picking up the microphone and tap-
ping it. “One, two, three, four. That’s
not the counts I'm involved in. I'm
just warming up.

“God bless you,” he told the
jurors. “What endurance! Remember
they told you the trial would take six
months? It was six months ago that I
became a court jester. See, I knew it
was gonna be 18 months before they
were through, and I didn’t want you
to be mad at me at the end of the
trial...
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“Most people don’t really like fat
people. But ladies and gentlemen, at
least you can see my feet. I can’t.”

Then Jackie got serious. “I am
accused of being a drug dealer and
taking over an organized crime
group. I don’t know how I could
have. I've been in jail since ‘72. I got
out in ‘79, just in time to go back
from ‘81 to ‘83. I done my time ladies
and gentlemen.”

He brought up his father,
Dominick DiNorscio, whom the pros-
ecutors were fond of snidely referring
to as a boss of the Philadelphia Bruno
family. “They always mention my
father in the courtroom,” Jackie said,
“But that man gave me the best
advice in my life: ‘He who takes what
isn’t his sooner or later winds up in
prison.’”

DiNorscio picked up his hand-
written speech from the podium and
waved it in front of the jury. In a dra-
matic gesture he ripped the pages in
half and threw them into a wastebas-
ket. “Believe me,” he said, pointing to
the torn speech, “this is a waste of
time.”

He looked around the courtroom.
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“See these men?” he said, his voice
cracking with emotion. “I know every
one of their families and their kids.
They got something to go home to. I
know I made a lot of jokes about my
wife in this courtroom, but I'd give it all
up right now for her to be at my side.”

At that point, several female
jurors began to cry.

“Don’t feel bad, ladies,” Jackie
said. “I done it to myself.”

Jackie took a deep breath and
gained his composure. “If you feel
like the government got to you and
everyone is guilty, would you let these
men go home and find me guilty
instead? Because if it wasn’t for me,
there would be no trial.”

He addressed the jury for the
final time.

“I don’t have nothing further to
say, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you

very much.”

n the end, it was the govern-
ment prosecutors who looked
like fools. It had taken two
years for O'Malley and the pros-
ecution team to present their
case, but less than two days for
the jury to render its verdict: Not
guilty, on all counts. Unlike the
other defendants, who were hug-
ging their wives and children
and leaving the courthouse for a
massive celebration, Jackie, the
man who was largely responsible for
the stunning victory, stood alone.
Unlike the others who were going
home, Jackie was going back to jail.
As he walked into the M.C.C. in
New York, DiNorscio was greeted
with banners and applause from the
prisoners. As far away as Fort
Leavenworth, Kansas—throughout
the federal prison system—sponta-
neous applause erupted when the
news was announced. M.C.C. cons
went wild. “They gave me a standing
ovation for 25 minutes,” Jackie
recalls. “It felt so good. Not so much
the applause, but the fact that all
those boys got off, and that's all I
cared about, seeing them get home.
“Me? I'm used to this,” he says,
pointing to the concrete walls at
F.C.I. Fairton. “I miss the street just
like anybody, but if I done wrong,
I've danced and I've paid the fiddler.
I done my time. Now it’s time to go
home.”
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THE PRISON LIFE FOUNDATION

Don't incarcerate; educate.

@ 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.,
sponsors fully-accredited GED, college and vocational courses through correspon-
dence 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.

Please tell us your personal educational interests.

GED) - H.S. Degree | Liberal Arts B.A.
{} History { } Philosophy{ }
’ - Art { } English {}

Science B.S. ' Business
Biology {1} Accounting { }
Computer Sciences . { } Pre-Law {}
Chemistry {} Marketing  { }
Engineering {} M.B.A. {)
Vocational Courses { } | Other {}

: (Specify)
Name:

Address:
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COZZONE - SULA - VOELKER

I STILL CAN'T BELIEVE TMHERE... ALONE... MAN SHO LISTENEDR
A CRIMINAL. IT SEEMNS LIKE JUST TO THEEBIEST FL{KLIEF\{SI EVER HAD-
YESTERDAY I WAS CHASING DOWN CROOKS MY PARTNER, JACK SCOTTMILLE

FULL OF POWER.... SUPERHUMAN STRENGTH
PSIONIC POWERS... JESUS, WHAT WAS IN
THOSE SYRlNGES? WHAT WERE THOSE
CHEMICALS THE GOVERNMENT SUPPLIED ME
WITH? THOSE SHOTS THAT TURNED THE
BEST COP NEW YORWX EVER SAW INTO
THE BEST SUPERHERO THE
WORLD WOULD EVER KNOW.

YOu SHOULDA
RAN, KID. YOU
WERE FRAMED!

THAT \WOULD
BE WRONG.
STV NOT A

CoMMO™N
CRIMINAL
PANMN IT!

’ |
ﬁ-g w%“bf »

THERE HAS TO BE A
REASON! T'VE GOT TO

CLEAR MYSELF —p
SOMEHOW? ME \2
HEY ;
CRIME ..\AC.KOF—F 1
WHADDYA THINK OF THAT

PURPLE DINOSAUR DU
BERNIETORIS IT BENNY ?

WHY CAN'T HE SWUT | =
UP? OHGOD, T'™M™  F
SO ALONE ... LESA... =

ef HELLO...

$ @% g UH, LESA...

NEIL? HEY, DO
YOU WANNA EAT AT
LA LUTECE OR TAVERN
ONTHE GREEN TONIGHT?

WHAT ! OH MY .
GOD, NEIL! LIKE J :
WHO'S GONNA PAY THE (Mo

RENT? NEIL, WHAT -
AN\ T GONNA DO7 GUESS SHE WAS JUST IN
SHOCK. MY LESA .. OH GOD,
WILL T EVER GET OUTTA HERE,
WiLL I EVER GET LA\D AGAINT
WILLTHEY IRN"!"O RAPE MET

e EJQ@&‘{@@&
DT ey
(=) ec,\.)\' :

e
¥
1 r
!

.
e
’,.ss

I'VE .. GOT TO.. STAY . STRONG.

© 1994 CHRIS COZZONE
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SOME LAWS WERE MEANT TO BE CHANGED.

mA R

Families Against Mandatory Minimums
EONQ . UT N IDMA T UINEOIN

Families Against Mandatory Minimums is the only grassroots organization working to eliminate
mandatory sentencing laws on the federal and state levels. But we need your help to change the
law. Start by joining FAMM. Then ask your loved ones to join the growing chorus of judges,

politicians, and family members calling for sentencing sanity. Every voice makes a difference.

*FAMM T-Shirts!
I;“_)[E A e ) Bﬂck
//'/ - \.(\/ 4 R \.\
NS s :
T T R D el TN
e ‘_‘,/ ‘.,i";:?mu -"f"UN {E TN, 5
g -\ \I f‘IT M[ '\7‘ / o
\ Ty '/
‘i l\ .F". CRIME ﬂ"

/

« Passpor it Justice

- EverythinghSls need to
W about MMS & how O Yes, I want to join FAMM. Here's

JOIN FAMM!

h them my $5, $10, $20, $ contribution.
to change :
Please send me __ copies of
the booklet "Passport to Justice," at

$2 per copy.

< T-Shirts:

Adult size: ($12 each)  quantity:

10900903 FAMM &

e e XXL WX i
o * Legislative updates < _

i » Safety Valve Overview = gl}‘\‘;dic“'s ($10 each) '
= « Inside Scoop on Capitol Hill ﬁ< £F,

E“ » 1995 FAMM Strategy for Change :\ Enclosed is a check or cash for total
> » Ex-Cons tell What to Expect from X BEiELUURIS

(= Sl : =)

§ff Federal Prls_ons C~< Name

\’;—‘ . FAMM MCdla Watch p ": Address

b *« FAMM Calendar of Events Cit

f’\ ($1.49 1st min. /.99 addt’]. min. must be 18 to call) :;"' Y

S —

(\LQP\LZ' 000000000000000000000Q¢Q0¢] Phone

Send checks to FAMM Foundation
1001 Pennsylvania Avenue, NW #200-South,

Get the Facts. Change the law! Washingion D.C. 20004
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D BUBBA

Story & Photos by Chris Cozzone

ifer Armani Shakur spent seven years in solitary, at
Trenton State and at East Jersey State Prison, not
caring about jack shit. Then he met Lieutenant
Alan August, who turned out to be the only person who
would listen to him. August would visit the young lifer in
solitary. Then one day he went to the administration and
talked to them about giving Armani another chance.
Surprisingly, they did.
Today, Armani, part of the Lifer's Group, is a dilfer-
ent man.

stiff sentence, and like other members of the Lifer’s
Group, he has dedicated his time behind bars to helping
juveniles learn from his mistakes.

There’s no shortage of praise for 46-year-old Alan
August at East Jersey State Prison in Rahway, NJ. In fact,
there’s so much of it that if he isn't careful, before he
retires next March, the prisoners and C.0.’s are gonna
dip his ass in bronze and stick him up on the dome this
state pen is known for. The man’s as much an institution

as the institution itself.

Calvin Bass has a similar
story. At 14, he was sen-
tenced to 35 years to life for
murder. Calvin will not be
eligible for parole until he is
nearly 50. At the time of sen-
tencing, the judge told
Calvin he was “unrehabilita-
tive.” For the first five years
of his incarceration, Calvin,
deprived of any hope, was a
troublemaker. Then he got
involved in the Lifer’s
Group and he, too, met Lt.
August, who gave the kid
hope. Today, at 25, Calvin
has learned to deal with his

As seen from inside, the brass dome of East fersey State Prison.

Alan August, known to
all as “Augie,” and to many
prisoners as “Lt. Bubba,”
has put in 25 calendars at
Rahway. For his first cight
years, he worked as a C.O.
Then he got involved with
the Lifer’s Group and their
Juvenile Awareness Pro-
gram. In 1976, acting as
liaison for the prisoners,
he supervised the Scared
Straight program.

Scared Straight was the
first in-yo'-face program (o
emerge from a prison. It
became so successful that

Yty
-
Al

4
2%
=
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officials in Washington, D.C.,
Tennessee, Idaho, New York, West
Virginia, Delaware and even Norway
asked Lt. August for help in starting
similar programs. Augie has also
become one of the leading lecturers
on juvenile crime.

For the Scared Straight program,
Augie would bring wacked-out juve-
niles into Rahway to meet cons,
who'd verbally assault them with the
hardcore truth of prison life. The
intention was to scare some sense
into the kids and hope they didn’t
repeat the prisoners’ mistakes.

“There’s no bullshit with Scared
Straight,” says Augie. “We tell
‘em what they need to know.
Like about drugs. We tell ‘em, |
yeah, there are drugs in prison. |
Drugs are in all prisons. They |
get in by visitors, by workers, by
dirty cops . . . and the price? |
Triple in here. Now, if you had
a program where just staff '
talked to kids, you'd hear, ‘No, |
no, they’re no drugs here.” |
Bullshit.” l

Whatever it took to shove |
some sense down a punk-kid's l
throat, the cons of Scared |
Straight and Lt. August did it l
“You come in here, kid,” one |
con might say, “and your ass is ‘
mine, ‘cause you gonna be my '

|
‘
|
\

bitch. You hear me?” Or, “I'm
gonna die in here. You wanna
do the same?” No subject is
taboo: rape, shanks, drugs, |
dissin’ and dyin’. ‘

After 17 years of Scared |
Straight and working with pris-
oners with the common goal of
helping kids, August said he
started to change on a person-
al level.

“When 1 first came here, 1
had an ego problem,” says the
former Golden Gloves champi-
on. “I was a tough guy. I was like a lot
of 21-year-olds who come here even
now, wanting power and control over
other people.” August had wanted to
be a State Trooper but he was too
short; back then, there was a height
requirement and 57" didn’t cut it.
“Then one day, I saw an ad in the
paper for a corrections officer. I did-
n’t even know what it was. Back then,
they used to hire you off the sireet.”

Augie became the youngest offi-
cer at Rahway. “I was the odd one
out. Everybody else was in their 30s
and up, just a bunch of old people.
And the prison? Forget it. Prisoners
had to have military haircuts and
walk between the yellow lines. Mail
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was censored, solitary confinement
with bread and water was in, and they
used to have band music playing
when prisoners went to work.”

Augie plaved along for several
vears, until he became Sergeant.
Then, with the start of Scared Straight,
he began to see a purpose to his pro-
fession. “When you work in a prison
setting,” he says, “the inmates have an
image to keep. The officers do, t00.”
That line started to blur for August. “I
started spending so much time with
the inmates that alter awhile, I let the
image go. And so did they. We started
to know each other real good.”

e

East Jersey State Prison’s Lifer’s Group:

(above) the oviginal group, which formed
in 1975, and (below) the most recent.

“We were a little skeptical about
him at first,” admits Willie Allen,
who’s been incarcerated for as long
as Augie’s worked in Corrections.
“But that was just because he was one
of ‘them’ entering our ranks. As time
went on, he showed he was just one
of the fellas. He taught us that if
you’'re straight-up with a guy, if you
treat a man like a man, you're gonna
be treated like a man back. That's
why he was so successful.”

“He’s always given a fuck,”
explains Chris DeLuise, chairman of
the Lifer’s Group. “He's people—
that’s why we've given him the nick-
name, ‘Lt. Bubba.””

Another reason why Augie

believes he has succeeded in con-
necting with the cons is because of
his street background. He grew up in
the rough part of Elizabeth, NJ. “I
was always a tough guy,” he says.
“Remember ‘Happy Days'? The
Fonz? That was me—the leather jack-
et, Vaseline in the hair, y'know. I did
a lot of bad things. I just never got
caught and I got out in time. These
guys didn’t. Many of the inmates I
work with and most of the kids that
come to Scared Straight are the ones
who won’t get out in time.”

Over the years, Augie has devel-
oped some very unusual relationships
with prisoners. These bonds
~ have generated hundreds of
| stories and incidents.

Like the time one of the
‘ prisoners (who was in for mur-
der) pulled Augie out of a
| cellblock fire; it was the same
| con who'd tried to stab him
| several years earlier.
| Or the time he was
| attacked by an inmate with a
wooden club, knocked out cold
! and hospitalized. Where did
the majority of get-well cards
' come from? Yep: prisoners.
Or even the time Augie
stepped into the ring with
Tony Ayalla, a prisoner at
Rahway who at one time was
i ranked No.l junior mid-

dleweight boxer in the world.
l “Augie got his ass kicked,”
laughs one of the Lifers. The
; bout was a fundraiser for a
promo gig in order to help
save a little girl in need of an
operation.

“There’s a lot of stories,”
says Augie. “But that’s what
happens when you get
attached.”

Not all stories come from
Augie, though. The cons got a
few of their own.

“I talked Augie's nephew into
joining the service,” laughs “Crazy
Chris” DelLuise, who has grown close
not only to August but to the Lt.’s
family. “The kid ended up getting
stuck in the Gulf War. And Augie—
he says to me, ‘If my nephew dies, you
die.” It was pretty funny.

“And whenever Augie brings kids
in to the program,” continues the 59-
year-old con, “he tells them that
they're gonna meet a 70-year-old hit-
man—mne, of course. I keep telling
him that if he says that, I'm gonna
tell all the kids that he’s gay or some-
thing. Yeah, we got comedy between
us.



Lt. August jokes around with Henry Condit and “Crazy Chris™ DelLuise of the Lifer’s Group.

“One time this kid was gonna
jump on him,” relates Willie Allen.
“So ol’ Lt. Bubba came to see me.
‘Willie, whatsa matter wit' this kid?’
‘Whatsa matter, Augie? Scared of this
kid?’ I asked him. Augie was hollerin’
and screamin’ at this kid. He had
everybody up there crackin® up. He
don’t know this,” Allen laughs, “but
we used to sic kids on him. ‘See that
guy over there with that suit on?’
we'd say. ‘He thinks he can kick your
butt, man. Go over there and start
some shit with him, refuse to do what
he tells you to do.” And Augie and
this kid would get into it and we'd
just sit back and laugh our asses off.”

Although the special relationship
Augie has with the Lifers has been
positive for those involved, some out-
siders have criticized Augie’s ways.

“A lot of C.O.’s would call him a
fuckin’ liberal,” says Anthony
Lorraine, another Lifer who's known
Augie for over a decade. “Some have
called him soft. But if being soft
means caring about us, then yeah,
he’s been soft. 1 think they just per-
ceive him as soft because he's worked
so closely with us.”

Patrick Arvonio, the Superin-
tendent of East Jersey State Prison,

agrees. “Nobody says he’s too soft out
loud, but you pick up information
around here. Sure, some people
think he’s acted on behalf of inmates
when they thought he shouldn’t, but
that isn’t the case. If some guy gets
busted who should’ve gotten busted,
Augie deals with him. In this busi-
ness, there are gonna be times when
you go to bat for an inmate because
you think he's right. And Augie’s

done that. Some of that other stuff

with staff is just jealousy.”

“If being soft
means caring,

then yeah
he’s Zoft.”

“The guys who've looked down
on Augie are dinosaurs,” says Lt. Al
Harris, who says Augie broke him
into the business 18 years ago.
“These turnkeys and headbusters are
leftovers from the ‘50s and ‘60s. You
deal with everyone here as individu-
als, and with respect. That’s what

Augie’s taught me.”

“I'm not a bleeding-heart liber-
al,” says Augie. “But I think prisons
should be reserved for the real jerks
and idiots. Some things work here,
some things don’t. I act accordingly.
But too soft? I may be liberal one
way, but I'm hard in other ways. Ever
hear those inmate sob stories? Some
of ‘em blame evervbody but them-
selves. 1 can’t stand that shit. There
are certain types of inmates who
deserve to be locked up.

“On the other hand, if you treat
prisoners like shit, and take away pro-
grams and recreation . . . That's not
i"iglll. It just means trouble. If a pris-
oner has done something that war-
rants punishment, you put him in the
prison’s prison: Ad Seg. But you don’t
start taking things away like weights
and programs for the hell of it.”

The cons of the Lifer's Group
can also attest to Augie’s hard side.

“He ain't all peaches and cream,”
says Henry Condit, president of the
Lifer’s Group. “We get in arguments.
I cuss him out, he cusses us out. He
gets pissed off, slams the door. But if
he’s wrong, and vice versa, there are
always apologies. It’s a human thing
with us and Augie.”
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Lt Al

For Lt. August, this “human
thing” really hit home about two
years ago. Lt. August started losing
his balance; sometimes his legs would
give out. Members of the Lifer’s
Group would help him to his feet,
teasing Augie that maybe he’d had
too much to drink the night before.
When he was diagnosed with
Multiple Sclerosis, the prisoners

~

larris raps biz with Augie.

stopped making fun of him. “Even if

I asked the inmates to imitate me,”

says Augie, “because it made me
laugh, they wouldn’t do it. It was
then that I realized our unusual rela-
tionship was not a front, but real.”
Multiple Sclerosis has made it hard
for Augie to maintain the hectic sched-
ule he’s kept up for 18 years, so last
year, he announced his retirement.
The Lifer’s Group gave him an
appreciation dinner. “We knew he
likes old Motown tunes,” says Condit,
who sings in a group with several other

Lifers. “So we sang a medley of his
favorite hits at the dinner. There we
were singing and I look down at him
and Augie’s sitting in the front row
crying. I'm like, ‘damn’—he almost
messed me up when I seen him.”

Although M.S. hinders Augie, he
doesn’t plan to sit on his butt after
his retirement. The man has plans: a
book, movie projects and, of course,
a continuation of the work he’s done
with Juvenile Awareness. Augie will
keep working to help kids stay out of
prison; he's even talked to some of
the Lifers about incorporating them
into his project, once they're out.

Some of the prisoners are con-
vinced that Lt. Bubba will get bored
and return to Corrections. Some
would like to see him as an adminis-
trator, or, better yet, a superinten-
dent. But that’s all up to Lt. Bubba,
who's still unsure what’s next for him.

“One thing is for sure,” says
Willie Allen. “When he’s gone, he’s
definitely gonna be missed.”
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NATIONAL
ASfSOCIATION NABSIO

Breaking the chains of ignorance

with the True Knowledge of

Afrocentricity.

(o
BROTHERS Help us turn prisons into universi-

ties, and prison cells into class-
rooms for Afrocentric studies!

SI STE RS NABSIO is a national, non-profit
organization which provides incar-
cerated Afro-Americans with reori-
entation programs needed to meet
their needs for readjustment back
into society.

Contact NABSIO for admission
into its Afrocentric program.

NABSIO
10013 S. Vermont Ave, #254
Los Angeles, CA 90044
(213) 755-8778

Donald R. Evans, Director
Nathaniel Ali, Asst. Director
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PUTTING A HUMAN FAE ON MANDATORY MINIMUNS




by Richard Stratton

e should all have sisters like Julie Stewart.

When her brother, Jeff, got busted for

growing pot and sentenced to a mandato-
ry minimum term of five years, Julie, in her words,
“went crazy.” She launched a one-woman cam-
paign to change laws she calls “stupid” and “un-
American.”

- That was five years ago. Today Julie is the
president ﬁ Families Against Mandatory
Minimums (FAMM), a Washington, D.C.-based
organization some 27,000 strong. FAMM is dn-ectly
respons:ble for one of the few sane provisions
included in the horrendous, politically fraught
Omnibus Crime Bill of 1994. The “Limitation on
Applicability of Mandatory Minimum Penalties,”
otherwise known as the “safety-valve,” represents a
hard-won if partial victory for those Americans
who still believe that the punishment should fit the
crime.

Julie is a smart, articulate, attractive woman
who looks like Jerry Brown’s old flame, Linda
Ronstadt. She credits the success of FAMM’s
efforts to appearances, “putting a human face on
the law,” and to looking and acting professional
and businesslike instead of coming on like some
radical freak. Her strategy includes “attacking at
both the grassroots level, getting to the public, as
well as at the legislative level here in Washington
or in state capitals.” It’s a combination that works.

“I'm firmly convinced now that for any cause,
you need a victim,” Julie tells me when I visit her
at FAMM’s professional and businesslike offices
across from the FBI Building on Pennsylvania
Avenue. “You need to visually display the victim
and that’s what we've done and I think we’ve done
it really successfully.”

You also need to appeal to a wide range of the
political spectrum. One of FAMM’s most impor-
tant contributions to the fight for rational sentenc-
ing practices has been to alert conservative politi-
cians to the dangers inherent in mandatory sen-
tencing, which strips away all judicial discretion
from the sentencing phase of a criminal proceed-
ing and places unconstitutionally broad powers in
the hands of prosecutors.

“I think you have to play the game by the rules
of the establishment,” Julie answers when I ask
how her organization has been able to make the
kind of political inroads it has in Washington.
“And those rules are: look conservative, act con-
servative, find conservative support, which is what
we have done.” f

The youngest of four kids,
Julie was a tomboy who loved to
romp around with her best buddy,
her older brother Jeff, and ride
horses and motorcycles on the
family wheat farm in Washington
state. By 1990, when Jeff got
arrested, Julie had moved to D.C.
where she worked in public rela-
tions for the CATO Institute, a lib-
ertarian think tank,

“Jeff was growing marijuana
with two friends in a house that he
owned but didn’t live in. The guys
who lived in the house showed the
neighbors what they were doing,
like fools, and the neighbors
turned them in to the police and
got a thousand dollar reward. The
two guys who were living in the
house turned Jefl in as the l\mqpln
They both had prior felony convic-
tions, but they got probation
because they turned Jeff in. Jeff
took the fall for eve r}l)()(l\ He got
five years for 375 marijuana plants.
I was appalled. I lhoughl this was
stupid. This was not justice. I think
that as much as I was sorry that Jeff
was going to prison, the thing that
pissed me off was that the judge
had no discretion. The guy had
been on the bench for 25 years and
at Jeff’s sentencing he said,
‘There’s nothing I can do. I have to
give you this sentence.’”

Julie began asking people
around the Capitol exactly what
mandatory minimum sentencing
was all about. She quickly learned
an important political lesson: Most
Congressmen don’t understand the
laws they pass and they have no
idea how those laws translate into
practical, human terms once they
are enacted. Mandatory minimums,
three strikes you're out, gel tough on
criminals—these are political slo-
gans that become laws with no con-
sideration for real social conse-
quences beyond winning votes
from an equally unenlightened
electorate.

So Julie decided it was time to
educate the public and the legisla-
tors in order to show them exactly
who their ill-conceived laws were
affecting. In July of 1991, she left
CATO and founded FAMM.

“Go meet with your legislator,”
she urges FAMM members, most of
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whom are, like Julie, rudely awak-
ened relatives of drug war prisoners.
“Take a picture of your loved one
with you. Explain in five minutes or
less why he or she is in prison and
why it's wrong.”

The FAMM strategy is clearly
effective. In a little over three years,
FAMM has accomplished more than
all the other sentencing reform
groups combined. Though Julie rec-
ognizes that the bureaucratic behe-
moth that is our federal government
takes a long time to respond, she
credits her members with a vital vet
bittersweet victory for those opposed
to mandatory minimum sentences.

“The ‘safety-valve’ that's in the
crime bill is directly the result of our
efforts. I know that because I hear it
from people on the Hill. People who
have been there for 15 years are say-
ing that the letters coming into
Congressmen’s offices, the tele-
phone calls and the faxes are regis-
tering. Nobody was talking about the
issue of mandatory minimums prior
to FAMM coming up. No one knew
about it. The members of Congress
didn’t even know it existed, or if they
did it was like, 'Eh, they're just
inmates, nobodies.” But now we've
been able to attach a human face to
the issue, whether it's the mother or
the wife or sister or whomever, it’s a
real constituent, a real person that
they have to answer to. So even
though we haven’t succeeded in
eliminating mandatory sentencing,
we've made it an issue the members
of Congress can’t ignore anymore.”

The safety-valve provision allows
a sentencing court to depart from
mandatory minimums for certain
first-time, non-violent drug offend-
ers. The judge can use the U.S.
Sentencing Guidelines and lower a
sentence to reflect the defendant’s

minor role and acceptance of

responsibility or other mitigating fac-
tors. The bitter taste left by FAMM'’s
victory comes from the fact that the
provision was not made retroactive.
FAMM members fought hard to have
retroactivity included with the safety-
valve, but it was removed from the
bill after a fierce lobbying effort by a
new organization called the National
Association of Assistant U.S. Attor-
ney's (NAAUSA). In the excellent,
informative “FAMM-gram”™ newslet-
ter Julie publishes she notes: “They
did this lobbying on taxpaver time
[rom their federal offices.” Julie’s
brother Jeff and the loved-ones of
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FAMM members who are now
serving mandatory minimums
won't benefit from the new law
as it is written. Still, Julie sees
this “seemingly innocuous” pro-
vision as the beginning of the
end for mandatory minimum
sentences.

“Most of the time I feel very
positive about what I'm doing,”
Julie replies when I ask how she
feels about the results FAMM is
getting in Washington. “I feel
that we are making slow but
steady progress forward. There
are times when I don’t feel like
that because this is such an
uphill battle and you get tired
climbing a mountain and you
want to rest. Like when we lost
retroactivity of the safety-valve
in the crime bill, T was really
demoralized for a while. It real-
ly took the wind out of me.”
Her dark eyes sparkle and she
smiles. “But the thing that has
always continued to motivate
me is anger. Anger that the sys-
tem is so screwed up that it
allows people to rot in prison
for five or ten or twenty years
for a non-violent crime.”

What upsets Julie most
about mandatory minimums is
that they remove all discretion
from sentencing judges. “That's

(Left) fulie Stewanrt

(Below) Jeff Stewart, Julie’s brother,
with his nephews Ross and Ravn
Whitington.

(Next page) A FAMM protest in
Indianapolis against mandatory
sentencing.

e iy
v e oy e




. Prison Fiction_

by J.C. Amberchele

here are hills all around,

jagged hills, and the wall, and

above the wall and the hills,
the clean white dome of sky, so clean
you can almost feel it, smooth beyond
measure, silky hot. Where the dome
ends at the horizon, it is all snaggle-
toothed hills, so that everything
above resembles the inside of an egg,
broken in half, and if you roll your
head back and gaze toward the sun,
straight, straight up, squinting, sweat
burning your eyes, you can feel your-
self float, rise on a wave of heat and
then soar above the wall and the hills,
higher and higher.

Alex Pitts, leaning on his shovel
and with his face to the sky, feels his
neck pop, and at that very instant
hears Crummage, that pig, shouting
from the far side of the field. “Pitts!
Hey, Pitts! We ain’t got time for bird
watching’! Pius, you dummy!"—on
and on while Alex pulls his handker-
chief from his pocket and wipes his
face, wipes the sweat and—if he did-
n’'t know better, if this had been
another life—wipes what could have
been tears from his cheeks. He opens
his eyes and sees what he always sces.

Years ago, they had convicts build
the wall, cut the stone from the hill
behind the prison, brick by brick;
what used to be a rocky bluff covered
with sage and pine is now a vertical
scar three hundred feet high, the
entire side of it down to the fences
nearby. The rest is in the wall—30
feet tall and half a mile long, thick
enough to walk on.

“You getting’ a tan, Pitts? You on
the beach?”

Crummage has crossed the ditch
and come up behind Alex, laughing
even though nothing is funny. “Get
your ass in gear, boy.”

The ditch is part of a new irriga-
tion project for the town. The old
sluice has run west to east through
the prison compound for years—now
they want a spillway to the south, past
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the clinic and death row, under the
wall and through the park out front.
There are six inmates to dig it with
picks and shovels, ten hours a day,
seven days a week, another hundred
yards before they bring in the cement
trucks. Alex knows he is on the crew
for a reason—he is big and strong
and they figure he is dumb enough
to do what he’s told.

“If you're sick, Pitts, get a pass
from the clinic.”

Crummage, smiling broadly,
throws out a hand in the direction of
the buildings a football field away.

Alex has the choice. He can drop
his shovel and head for the clinic—
men have keeled over in this heat,
and there are always lawsuits pending
against the State. But a trip to the
clinic means two days’ lay-in, no gym
or yard privileges, too many questions
from a suspicious nurse who couldn’t
give a damn if you lived or died. Alex
has this choice, and one other—he
can swing the shovel, turn his back to
Crummage and do his job, dig for his
lousy meals and what little freedom
he can eke out of a day.

“Pitts, you got a problem?”

Alex looks up at him. Crummage
is the day-shift labor foreman, pushing
sixty and close to retirement. He is as
thick and wrinkled as a tree stump,
and where his eyes should be there
are tiny holes covered by cheap, wire-
rimmed sunglasses he never removes.
His mouth is loose, mocking.

“Because if you do, Pitts, we can
take care of it. Just you and me, son.”

He steps in front of Alex, hands
still on his hips, now with his chin up,
close. Alex can smell his breath. The

|

old man’s brow is dry, not a drop of

sweat, and Alex hates him for this; he
could kill this man with one punch,
bust his overripe head before the
guard in the tower could shoot.
Crummage is unarmed. He is fat and
sloppy and Alex has seen a thousand
like him, having grown up in state
homes and detention centers, hating
the guards with a fire in his chest he
could barely control, hating them the

way he hated his father who beat him
with fists when he was a child, pun-
ished him for crying, and later, when
the tears dried forever, punished him
for talking, for saying “I'm sorry,” for
saying anything at all, untl Alex quit
that also—and all the while he wanted
to kill the man, silently, never saying a
word—just kill him and walk away.

Crummage must sense it because
he drops his hands and shakes his
head. Alex knows what Crummage
thinks—that a man who cannot talk is
stupid; that a man who is silent is
blind and deaf as well. But
Crummage knows that Alex can feel.
He knows because he taunts Alex,
because he pushes him to the edge
and then a little beyond, almost
enough, before he backs off and
shakes his head.

Alex stabs at the side of the ditch,
gets a foot on the shovel and buries it
to the handle. The dirt is sandy in
places, wet and heavy in others.
There are rocks, chunks of shale by
the thousands, and the digging is
uneven, fitful. The sun scorches the
back of his neck, boils the sweat on
his shirt. Yesterday he felt his knees
give out, and today it is his feet—an
ache he can’t quite place, all over in
his thick, state-issue brogans. But his
back and shoulders are strong, and
he can count on his arms, his arms
will be the last to go.

A hundred years ago, they bought
this land and built a prison on it, put
up a schoolhouse and scratched out a
vard and then built the wall, tore down
some buildings and put up new ones,
renovated everything and changed the
name when the Feds sued, but basical-
ly it’s the same. Except the old convicts
are gone. There are new facilities now,
windowless pods scattered out on the
plains: modern, low-slung affairs with
high-tech fences; prefabs and modu-
lars resembling hunkers by day and
spacecraft at night. They are filled with
voungsters, gangs of kids with crazy

hairdo’s and city faces, mouths full of

chatter that Alex cannot listen to. And
now Old Max is reserved for the ill and

Conway

Hlustration by Stephen
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registered. Mohwish and Olson
requested a court order to redesig-
nate Sargeant to F.C.I. Jesup via the
U.S. Marshal’s Service. They further
requested that once the transfer was
completed, the U.S. Marshall’s Office
would keep the three of them in safe
custody until the resolution of their
case. Instead, they sent Mohwish to
Sargeant at F.C.I. Tallahassee. Olson
was kept at F.C.L. Jesup.

“They knew I was financing it,”
says Mohwish. “And by now, they
knew they couldn’t scare or intimi-
date us. So they did the next best
thing: stall us. For four months, they
were successful in obstructing justice.”

But by August, Mohwish and Co.
were ready to roll. The casework on
CV 294-011 was resumed.

At about the time Sargeant
joined the team, the UNICOR plant
at F.C.I. Jesup was apparently contin-
uing its venture to sell products ille-
gally to the private sector. Additional
documents captured by Mohwish,
Olson and Sargeant reveal an
attempt to solicit T-shirts sales to
Mason & Hanger-Silas Mason Co.,
Inc., a private company in
Middleton, Iowa. The memo,
addressed to Silas Mason’s plant
manager, Donald Duke, documented
the products UNICOR could pro-
vide. A price list and set of samples
was also sent to Duke.

Mohwish also received six prison-
er-liberated documents from the

UNICOR plant at F.C.I. Oxford,
Wisconsin. The papers, all estimates,
cost sheets and purchase orders,
were addressed to six different com-
panies—all in the private sector. The
breakdown:

v 4000 tail lights for Cummins
Military Systems of Augusta, GA—
$41,960.

v'22 cable assemblies for Jaco
Electronics, Inc. of Happauge, —
$17,163.30.

v3333 wiring harnesses for Tamsco
Manufacturing Division of Polson,
MT—$2,391,794.13.

v 40 cable assemblies for Lasmer
Industries, Inc. of Kerryville, TX—
$4,113.60.

V111 cable assemblies for
Electronics & Space Corporation of
St. Louis, MO—$3,192.36.

v'184 cable assemblies for Minowitz
Manufacturing Co. of Roseville, MI—
$7,452.00.

The transactions total nearly
$2.5 million.

Even before Mohwish, Olson and
Sargeant could incorporate the new,
bullet-proof evidence into their case,
they received a shock. Based on the
documents already provided to the
court— i.e. papers proving UNICOR
had done business with Sports
Europa—the UNICOR Three were
granted a motion to take their evi-
dence before a Grand Jury.

“I was ecstatic,” says Mohwish.
“The court has only been provided

the Sports Europa evidence. The
government has no idea the rest of
our arsenal of evidence exists. We've
been holding back but now we get to
blast them all before a Grand Jury.
With incontrovertible, staggering
documented evidence like this,
there’s absolutely no way UNICOR

_/can cover their tracks.”

And CV 294-011 isn’t the only
legal action against UNICOR. In
November, 1994, Postconviction
Consultants, Inc. of Georgia, under
Truman Buckles, filed a complaint
against Federal Prison Industries,
Inc. Representing a coalition of busi-
nesses UNICOR has crushed, the
suit, similar to Mohwish, Olson and
Sargeant’s, charges UNICOR with
deprivation of civil rights and con-
spiratorial acts committed in viola-
tion of RI.C.O.

For years, federal prisoners have
bitched and moaned about the illegal
activities of UNICOR, all to no avail.
Who is going to believe a bunch of
convicts? Certainly not the govern-
ment. According to Joe Krovisky, a
spokesman for the Department of
Justice, the U.S. Attorney General’s
Office would not say whether an
investigation has ever been launched
into the allegations against UNICOR,
but only that “nothing has ever been
publicly disclosed.”

“They’ve taken advantage of us
for years,” Joe Mohwish says, “only
because they've been able to. If it was
a RICO action against John Gotti or

"Herby Sperling, the feds would

immediately investigate, even grant
immunity to admitted serial murder-
ers like Sammy “the Bull” Gravano to
testify before a Grand Jury. But what
happens when the feds are caught
red-handed breaking the law? They
try to cover it up. The obvious ques-
tion to Attorney General Reno
should be, Why won’t or can’t you
enforce the law? After all, Olson,
Sargeant and myself are just
American citizens trying to expose a
massive scam and report a crime!
This case is a serious can of worms.
“And when we go before the
Grand Jury,” Mohwish exclaims,
“we’ll be making history.”
@
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THE CIVIL CASE:

IN THE UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

Cable Systems Inc. ef al,
Plaintiff,

V.

Federal Prison Industries, Inc.
(UNICOR),

et. al.
Defendants

N St S N Nt N Nt Nt N

COUNT ONE: Deliberate deprivation of civil rights by
parties acting under the color or contour of federal laws.

COUNT TWO: For redress of constitutional rights
secured by the U.S. Constitution.

COUNT THREE: For redress for conspiratorial acts com-
mitted in violation of Civil Racketeering and Corrupt
Organizations Act.

Representing a coalition of businesses UNICOR has crushed,
Postconviction Consultants, Inc., under Truman Buckles, filed this
civil complaint. on November 8, 1994 against UNICOR.

Postconviction Consultants, Inc. was formed in October of 1992
by Truman Buckles, an experienced prison litigation specialist.
Postconviction Consultants, Inc. offers legal services to state and fed-
eral prisoners. For the past five years, the firm has concentrated on
prison litigation, emphasizing federal sentencing guidelines.
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would be thrown on a bus and be put on
Diesel Therapy for six months and if I per-
sisted on doing my legal work, he would
have my ‘ass locked up in the Hole." He
also stated that he would have my room
ransacked and my stuff confiscated.

“I was very uneasy, to say the least,”
Mohwish admits. “I began to fear that this
was just the beginning of retaliatory acts
taken against me and my personal proper-
ty, and that my legal materials would be
destroyed.”

Mohwish was also ordered by F.C.1.'s
Health and Safety Officer, Lt. Commander
Johnnie Williams, never to have another
piece of registered mail sent to him. “This is
a direct order,” Williams yelled at Mohwish.

In April, Olson was presented with a let-
ter, clearly marked as legal mail, from his
unit officer. The letter, the officer
explained to Olson, had been mistakenly
opened by the warden's secretary,
Meanwhile, Mohwish and Olson began fil-
ing for time extensions on their case
because they were cut off from Sargeant.
On May 23, still unable to communicate
with their co-plaintiff, Mohwish asked his
Unit Case Manager, Mr. Milton, to be per-
mitted a non-monitored, legal telephone
call to Sergeant at F.C.I. Tallahassee. Milton
said he'd consider it. An hour later, he told
Mohwish he had been ordered by the insti-
tution's paralegal, Mr. Dedman, not to
allow Mohwish any phone calls to Sargeant.

Outgoing mail from Mohwish and
Olson to Sargeant, albeit certified, started
disappearing. Legal mail sent to Sargeant
never reached its destination, despite being



A month later, Assistant United
States Attorney Melissa Mundell of
Georgia, representing UNICOR and
its defendants, filed a Motion to
Dismiss. The grounds stated: “lack of
subject matter of jurisdiction; lack of
standing; insufficiency of service of
process; failure to exhaust adminis-
trative remedies; failure to state a
constitutional violation; and failure
to state a claim upon which relief
may be granted.”

“Their dismissal,” says Mohwish,
“consisted of 81 pages of frivolous,
inapplicable, misleading and unnec-
essary pleadings that did not address
the issues. For instance, Mundell stat-
ed ‘failure to exhaust administrative
remedies.” Why would we need to
file an administrative remedy in
order to report felony violations of
criminal law committed by corrupt
officials of the U.S. government?
That would be their job.”

By now, the prisoner/whistleblow-
ers realized they would get little, if
any, help from free world authorities.
They turned to other sources of assis-
tance—this time, from their side of
the bars. By establishing a network of
federal prisoners from institutions
around the country, Mohwish and
Olson would, in time, uncover even
more damaging evidence against UNI-
COR and the Department of Justice.
But first, they recruited fellow prison-
er Donald Sargeant. It was time for
the federal prisoners to play hardball.

Donald Sargeant, 39, doing 183
months since 1990 for narcotics dis-
tribution and possession of unregis-
tered firearms, was studying the law
to fight his own case when he was
approached by Mohwish and Olson.
Sargeant, who already had a major
beef with the Feds, was eager to help.

Sargeant’s complaints against
UNICOR dated back to 1989 when
they allegedly forced him to work for
the factory at M.C.C. Miami. “I told
them no,” he says, “because it was ille-
gal to force me to work before I had
my trial. Besides, I needed time to
prepare for my upcoming case. They
threatened me with the Hole and no
visits with my family. I had no choice.”

Sargeant started learning about
UNICOR's Miami operation. During
his stay at M.C.C. Miami, Sargeant
observed and heard B.O.P. staff
members threaten to harm prisoners
who attempted to exercise their
rights not to work at UNICOR’s fac-
tory. He also claims to have observed
an ongoing pattern used by the
Bureau of Prisons in Miami to keep

all prisoners deaf, dumb and blind to
the illegal actions taking place.

“New prisoners would be thrown
into the hole,” explains Sargeant.
“That way, they’d be at a disadvantage
when the officials would offer them
jobs at UNICOR as a way to get out.”

Prisoners start at 23 cents an
hour when first beginning work at
UNICOR. After they are there for a
while, the pay grade will increase to
over $1. “But very seldom did any
prisoner climb the pay grade,”
explains Sargeant, now a jailhouse
lawyer. “When the time for a raise
came, the prisoner was either trans-
ferred to non-UNICOR job in the
prison or transferred to another insti-
tution. Prisoners coming from other
federal facilities with UNICOR expe-
rience would be denied work at
Miami's UNICOR because they
wouldn’t be able to start at the
pathetically low wages.”

Sargeant gathered other affi-
davits from prisoners at M.C.C.
Miami complaining of UNICOR’s
wrongdoing and hiring practices. For
instance, a prisoner is supposed to
have an 8th grade education in order
to work for UNICOR. “But there are
Latino inmates in there now,” reads
an affidavit from Mark Lavallee, a
prisoner at M.C.C. Miami, “who can’t
read or write English or Spanish.”

“No one,” says Donald Sargeant,
“is above or beyond the laws of the
United States. All laws must apply to
all or apply to none. This is the very
heart of our action against UNICOR:
CV 294-11." Sargeant says this Action
is a new theory and has never been
tested before the Court before. “But
this avenue,” Sargeant adds, “isn’t so
much a new one as it is a revivifica-
tion of the right, power and authority
all U.S. citizens possess. The mistake
everyone has made in addressing this
lawsuit has been to treat it as a typical
prisoner lawsuit, a civil lawsuit, when
in reality it is not a law suit at all but a
criminal action. It is on the law and
on common sense.”

The three muckrakers joined
forces to fight UNICOR in April,

1994. Just a few days after Sargeant
filed a motion to join CV 294-011,
and while he was in possession of
most of the case materials, he was
ordered by B.O.P. officials at Jesup to
pack up for an unexpected transfer to
F.C.1 Tallahassee, Florida. As all fed-
eral prisoners know, sudden and
unnecessary transfers from one insti-
tution to another, known as “diesel
therapy,” are often used to separate a
writ-writing prisoner from his person-
al property and legal papers for weeks
or even months. Such inaccessibility
to files in the UNICOR case, as well as
to Sargeant’s personal case, was a dev-
astating blow. Sargeant spoke to sev-
eral staff members at Jesup, asking for
a delay so he could complete legal
paperwork and keep disruption to a
minimum, but he was denied.

Once Sargeant arrived at F.C.I.
Tallahassee, he was placed not into
the general population but into the
Detention Center. There, he was
informed that he could not obtain any
of his property, including his legal
materials, as long as he remained in
the Detention Center, which would be
3 to 6 weeks. The Detention Center is
the lockdown unit at F.C.I. Talla-
hassee. Prisoners are confined to a sin-
gle unit. Sargeant was precluded from
doing any legal work, as well as from
seeing his family.

The sudden transfer was not the
beginning of what the UNICOR
Three call “retaliatory acts” from the
Feds. Early in February of ‘94, Duane
Olson came back from lunch to dis-
cover that several of his legal files had
been taken. Olson went to find the
C.O. in charge of his block, Officer
Ward, to inform him. Ward explained
he hadn’t been ripped off, and not to
be alarmed. “I know you would like
me to tell you what went down,” Ward
said, “but I can’t do that for you. You
need to see Lt. Wilson about it.”

Olson went to see Wilson, who
returned the materials. “It was a mis-
take,” he replied.

Later that month, Mohwish, after
presenting a cop-out (an “Inmate
Request to Staff Member” form) to
the Food Service manager, was
ordered to the Lieutenant's office.
When he arrived, he was confronted
by several B.O.P. officers, as well as Lt.
Matthew Arnold.

“Arnold accused me of being a
‘writ writer,"” says Mohwish. “Then
he told me that he would not put up
with my filing paper work and if I
continued, [ would be in a lot of trou-
ble. The more he talked, the louder
and angrier he became. He said I
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A CALL TO ACTION

by Donald Sargeant

I've been fighting the Man'’s sys-
tem for five years now and I've always
tried to help others on the inside do
the same. I've paid the price for
going against the flow of the system
by being thrown on the ol' B.O.P.
bus and shipped around, away from
my family. That's just one of the
aggravations I've had to put up with.

You already know that it's almost
impossible to fight the Feds and their
bullshit. But it makes me so damn
angry seeing them get away with all
the crimes they're committing and
then calling us criminals, telling the
world that we deserve the 5, 10, 20,
50 or 100 years in prison because
we're drug dealers.

What's the real reason for this
nightmare called the Drug War?
The real need for our imprison-
ment? UNICOR, money and greed.

“No shit,” you're probably saying.
Well, why aren’t you doing anything
to stop it? Maybe it’s because you
don’t know how. Well, now WE can
fight the system and we can WIN.

I've discovered that the best way
to fight back is not by suing. I've seen
thousands of suits filed by prisoners
against the Man and the System, and
these suits have lost. Ninety-nine per-
cent of these cases lose because the
Courts rule that the Man or the
System have immunity, or they acted

within the scope of their authority.

But look at the other side. They
make hundreds of laws and rules that
they use against us and they win.
Their laws, their victories.

Now they've forgotten to cover
their own asses. And now we can use
their laws to put their asses in prison.

I have drafted and filed my first
Action to the U.S. District Court in
Brunswick, Georgia. The case number
is CV294-011, started by Joe Mohwish
and Duane Olson, and it's filed
against the D.O.J., B.O.P., and UNI-
COR.

Sure, we've had to put up with
their petty acts of retaliation, but
what they didn’t expect was that we
wouldn’t stop. And we had others on
the outside who help us, and now, we
are back again.

What the Action does is allow
you to utilize your rights, powers and
authority as a U.S. Citizen. Everyone
who gives a damn about themselves
or their families must get involved
and help out in this lawsuit. The
Action-CV 294-011-is solid in the
Court. The beauty of it is this: They
cannot defeat it unless they defeat,
or change, their own laws.

For all you nonviolent offenders:
Look into UNICOR. That's where
you'll find the real reason you're in
prison. It's a government owned and
operated slave factory that needs
nonviolent offenders to run the
damn thing. You can’t get violent
psychopaths to sew T-shirts, make
mattresses, sheets and all that in one

of these UNICOR factories. The Feds
don’t want dangerous people threat-
ening their operation.

Think about it. Look around
you: How many prisoners are killers
or charged with crimes of violence?

UNICOR has broken the law,
and now it's trying to cover its tracks.
Why has it lobbied Congress for a
brand new bill asking to exempt pris-
oners from minimum wage laws and
asking Congress to allow UNICOR to
sell prison-made goods to the public?
If it hasn't been breaking the law in
the past, why does it need Congress
to pass a bill allowing it to do what it
has already been doing?

If you have any information that
will help the cause concerning crimi-
nal acts committed by these people
or institutions, send us the informa-
tion. If you want to know more about
this, write to me and ask.

D. Sargeant
C/0 Box 920474
Norcross, GA 30092

Nothing else was heard about the
inquiry for months. Still, Mohwish
and company didn’t stop. They sent
registered letters to Slattery’s superior,
U.S. Attorney Pete Strong of
Columbia; to the Assistant Attorney
General in Washington; and to three
members of the U.S. House of
Representatives—only one of whom,
Newt Gingrich, responded. Gingrich
informed Mohwish that Attorney
General Janet Reno had been notified
of the allegations. Finally, Mohwish
put Reno on notice that previous let-
ters to the DOJ had gone unanswered,
and on November 2, 1993, Mohwish
and Olson requested that Reno begin
a formal investigation.

“We had no idea it would be this
difficult to report a crime,” one letter
from Mohwish stated.

On December 27, 1993, Bureau
of Prisons Assistant Director/General
Counsel Wallace Cheney sent a letter
to Mohwish saying that the allega-
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tions against UNICOR were referred
to the Office of the Inspector
General for investigation. On January
5, 1994, U.S. Congressman Jack
Kingston sent Mohwish a letter con-
firming that a B.O.P. internal affairs
investigation had been initiated.

A week later, John Moxley, Sr.,
Special Agent for the Inspector
General’s Office, Brunswick Division,
appeared unannounced at Jesup to
speak with Mohwish. After a five-
minute exchange, Moxley left with a
complete set of evidentiary materials.
Then—nothing. Mohwish wrote to
Moxley but received no response and
all letters sent to Moxley at the
Brunswick office were returned
“unclaimed.” By the end of March,
Mohwish and company were notified
that Moxley had retired and the
Brunswick office had closed perma-
nently. “If you want to send more evi-
dence,” the letter read, “send it to
this post office box.”

Around the same time,
Representative Gingrich notified
Mohwish that the allegations of crimi-
nal misconduct had been upgraded
from a B.O.P. Internal Affairs matter
into a preliminary investigation con-
ducted by the Justice Department and
the Office of the Inspector General,

But Mohwish and Olson were
tired of waiting for results. They decid-
ed it was time to take action against
UNICOR themselves. They filed a
criminal action suit, CV 294-011,
against UNICOR, the Bureau of
Prisons, the United States Department
of Justice and 17 defendants including
former B.O.P director Quinlan, UNI-
COR attorney Kirschbaum, the cur-
rent B.O.P. director, Kathleen Hawk
and Sports Europa. Their filings, cate-
gorized as a writ of Mandamus, called
for the defendants to take action and
put a stop to the illegal activities of
UNICOR.

Response came quicker this time.




Mohwish and Olson more suspicious.
“We engaged outside resources and
began an intensive field investigation
into UNICOR activities,” Mohwish
continues. “And after our inquiry was
completed, the results produced new
evidence of UNICOR's involvement
in the commission of Interstate
Felony Criminal Violations of Federal
Anti-Racketeering laws—RICO.
“From our internal and external
investigators,” Mohwish explains, “we
acquired overwhelming and indis-
putable evidence that UNICOR and
its management is involved in a crimi-
nal conspiracy to commit felony vio-
lations of RICO."”

Under Federal law, UNICOR is
prohibited from selling anything to
the private sector. During their in-
house investigation, Mohwish and
Olson managed to obtain documen-
tary evidence that the UNICOR facto-
ry at F.C.I. Jesup was manufacturing
and selling T-shirts to a company
called Sports Europa, a Miami,
Florida mail order and telemarketing
sales catalog company. An inter-
office memo written by John Woltjen,
acting factory manager of the UNI-
COR plant in Jesup reads: “We will
soon begin manufacturing PFU T-
shirts as a subcontractor for Sports
Europa beginning the first week in
March . . . The supplies for the Sports
Europa T-shirts must be segregated
from the rest of the manufacturing
material . . . Due to the importance
of this project, please ask any ques-
tions as they arise.”

Mohwish and Olson also secured
factory work orders, purchase orders,
T-shirt labels and a Sports Europa
catalog featuring the T-shirts.
“Genuine U.S. Army ‘Physical Fitness
Uniform’ T-Shirts . . . for just $5,” ran
the ad in the catalog for the UNI-
COR-manufactured shirts.

Mohwish and Olson wanted to
know whether the UNICOR factory
in Jesup was acting on its own, or
whether the Department of Justice
was actually behind the criminal
scheme. When further documenta-
tion was obtained, the two had their
answer: Both the Department of
Defense and the Department of
Justice were in on it. The proof came
in the form of a notice issued by the
D.O.D. confirming the order and
shipment of T-shirts (to be shipped
and billed directly to the D.O.D.),
and D.O.J.-issued factory work
orders to manufacture the T-shirts.
Sports Europa, furnishing UNICOR
with fabric, would purchase 132,000

Army-style T-shirts over the next four
weeks for $1.10 per item. (Ed
Narajno, the president of Sports
Europa, did not return our calls.)

Mohwish says UNICOR used gov-
ernment documents and disguised
the T-shirt deal as a sale of their man-
ufactured products to the Defense
Department. “We have U.S. Govern-
ment documents proving this sham: a
D.0.D. manufacture/sales transaction
was financed for UNICOR and the
private sector business Sports Europa
by a loan from the Small Business
Administration in Marietta, Georgia.”

Despite the documentary proof
and relentless letters to officials,
Mohwish and Olson’s complaints went
unheeded. In April, 1993, Mohwish
and Olson enlisted the law firm
Kneece, Kneece and Brown of
Columbia, South Carolina to help pur-
sue their case against UNICOR. All evi-
dence was turned over to William
Kneece for evaluation and validation.
After deeming the materials both “sub-
stantial and overwhelming,” Kneece
concluded the criminal activity of UNI-
COR should be reported and the evi-
dence should be turned over to the
U.S. Department of Justice for further
investigation and prosecution,

The next month, everything was
handed over to Assistant U.S.
Attorney David Slattery of the U.S.
Justice Department in Columbia.
Later that month, A.U.S.A. Slattery
was granted permission to present
this criminal evidence to the
Department of Justice in Washington,
D.C. “It was understood by all,” says
Duane Olson, “that Mr. Slattery
would hand carry the books of evi-
dence to Washington on Tuesday,
May 31, 1993.” In early June, Kneece
confirmed that the documents had
been delivered to Washington.

“Slattery believes,” said Kneece to
his clients at the time, “there are very
drastic violations of federal law going
on and he is now working with the
D.C. people.”

Over the next few months, both
Mohwish and Olson as well as Kneece
sent a series of letters to Slattery to
determine the status of their inquiry.
Finally, at the end of August, during
a phone conversation with Slattery, it
was confirmed to Duane Olson that
“It (UNICOR) is being looked into.”
Slattery also promised to send a letter
updating them on the situation.

“The plaintiffs were led to believe
that the U.S. Department of Justice
had, at the very least, confirmed
wrongdoing and that an investigation
would be forthcoming,” says Kneece.

WHEN
GOVERNMENT
IS CRIMINAL

How do upstanding Amer-
ican citizens, let alone lowly con-
victs, take the government to
court when they are convinced
federal officials are conducting
an illegal enterprise under the
guise of official business?
Ordinarily, one would do exactly
what the UNICOR Three did:
report the alleged crimes to the
proper authorities (cops or gov-
ernment lawyers) and expect jus-
tice to be carried out. But, as
we've seen time and time again,
when the government is guilty of
criminal wrongdoing, they are
reluctant to investigate and pros-
ecute themselves.

What Mohwish, Olson and
Sargeant have done is unique.
After presenting their evidence
to an Assistant United States
Attorney and to the Attorney
General, and receiving no
results, they took their case
directly to federal court by filing
a Writ of Mandamus to compel
the authorities to do their jobs
and present the evidence before
a grand jury. Further, basing
their case on Title 18, subsection
3332: Powers and duties (of the
grand jury), which stipulate that
the evidence of wrongdoing may
be brought to the attention of
the grand jury “by the court” or
by an attorney representing the
United States, they appealed
directly to the judge to order
that a grand jury be presented
with evidence of criminal wrong-
doing on the part of UNICOR
officials, thereby bypassing the
U.S. Attorney’s office. With the
Court’s dramatic ruling that a
grand jury consider their evi-
dence, the UNICOR Three have
instituted an unprecedented
criminal action by prisoners
against officials of the U. S.
Government. We can hear the
chant resounding from UNICOR
slave labor factories around the
nation: THREE CHEERS FOR
THE UNICOR THREE!

—Richard Stratton
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Is UNICOR exempt from Federal leg-
islation pertaining to the payment of
minimum hourly wages?

Attorney Kirschbaum replied 30
days later. With regard to employing
illegal aliens, he wrote, “Title 18 USC
4122 (b) (1) does not predicate
inmate work on the basis of inmate cit-
izenship. It provides in part that the
‘board of directors shall provide
employment for the greatest number
of those inmates in the U.S. penal and
correctional institutions who are eligi-
ble for work as is reasonably possible.™

Kiger was not satislied with
Kirschbaum's response, saying that
the issues were not properly
addressed. He believed they were
“without standing, merit or adequate
case law.”

“Kirschbaum’s attempt to
address the validity of UNICOR’s
employment of illegal aliens,” says
Mohwish, “is both futile and weak.
His reference to Title 18 to justify
UNICOR's position does not apply to
UNICOR at all but rather addresses
the mandatory employment of all
inmates incarcerated by the Federal
Bureau of Prisons and concerns the
daily operations of the prison itself,
not the half-billion dollar manufac-
turing prison called UNICOR.
Furthermore, Kirschbaum complete-
ly disregarded the civil rights viola-
tions with respect to U.S. citizens
being denied employment in lieu of
illegal aliens.”

In response to the question of
whether UNICOR is exempt from
minimum wage laws, Kirschbaum
stated that Title 18 authorizes the
Attorney General to establish rules
and regulations governing the pay-
ment of compensation to industry-
working inmates.

“The term pay, Kirschbaum wrote,
“actually means a gratuity rather than
wage, in relation to the non-taxability
ol UNICOR inmate pay. According o
the IRS, the [relationship between]
inmates and Federal Prison Industries,
Inc. arises from the incarceration of
the inmates on one hand and from
the legal duty of the Corporation to
provide rehabilitative labor on the
other. It is not the legal relationship of
employer and employee. . . Accord-
iu;.;[\’ the prison inmates performing
services for Federal Prison Industries,
Inc. . . . are not its employees for pur-
poses ol the Collection of Income Tax
at Source on Wages (IRS ruling 75-

25). In addition, several cases have
held that inmates are not prison
employees and cannot benefit from
the provisions of the FL.SA.”

Kirschbaum goes on to quote
Amos v. U.S., 1987, in which the
Supreme Court held that “inmates
are technically and realistically not
employees. Inmates are not free to
set their wages through negotiation
or bargaining; they may not form
unions or strike; and they may not
quit work. Their service in vocational
programs and their right to compen-
sation is solely by legislative grace,
primarily for their own benefit and
rehabilitation.”

Therefore, Kirschbaum con-
cludes, Federal Prison Industries is
not in violation of any rulings.
Kirschbaum failed to mention Hale v.
Arizona, a 1992 landmark case con-
cerning the Fair Labor Standards
Act. In Hale, the Court of Appeals
determined that the FLSA does apply
to prisoners who are working in a
prison industry. Whether an employ-
ment relationship exists under the
FLSA depends on the “economic
reality” of the employment situation.
To decide whether such a situation
exists, the economic reality test looks
to four factors: Whether the alleged
employer (1) had the power to huc
and fire employees, (2) supervised
and controlled work schedules or
conditions of employment, (3) deter-
mined method of payment and (4)
maintained employment cards. UNI-
COR meets all four criteria.

“Kirschbaum’s attempt to escape
the wage issuc was wrong,” says
Mohwish. “Suddenly referring to wages
as gratuity is not in keeping with the
hundreds of pages of evidence which
refers to the UNICOR/Inmate relation-
ship as employer/emplovee, as well as
the dozens of references throughout
their literature to such terms as
‘bonus’, ‘fired’, ‘wage,” etc. without a
\'inqlc appearance of the word ‘gratu-

In the first 87 pages of UNICOR’s
“R( port to Congress on Study Findings
and Recommendations™ of .\ngml
1991, we see the words ‘employee’,
‘employer’, ‘employ” and ‘employ-
ment’ 115 times.”

On January 1993, Mohwish
and Olson drafted “Letters of Intent”
and posted registered copies to the
11 officers and directors of UNICOR
in Washington, D.C. Although the

letters failed to produce any sort of

response from Washington. the
prison officials at F.C.I. Jesup began
harassing the whistleblowers.

“*One simply cannot draft such a
letter and mail it from where we are
without disciplinary action by the
Bureau of Prisons,” says Mohwish.

The harassment only made

ApmissioN 70 WRONGDOING?

Was it a case of coincidence or!
is UNICOR trying to cover its tracks? |

Several months after Mohwish
and Olson had their attorney send
UNICOR's in-house counsel, Ira
Kirschbaum, questions pertaining to
what they saw as UNICOR’s criminal
enterprise, two bills were submitted
to Congress by Representatives Wolf
and Reid.

H.R. 703, submitted January 27,
1993, and cited as the “Prison
Inmate Training and Rehabilitation
Act of 1993" proposes “To provide
for pilot programs conducted by
Federal Prison Industries to test the
feasibility of meeting the need for
increased employment of Federal
prisoners by producing items, for
the private market, in conjunction
with private United States firms,
that would otherwise be produced
by foreign labor.”

The bill states exemption from
Title 18, USC: “Decisions to pro-
duce new products not subject to
industry involvement procedures,
and “Contracts may be awarded by
Federal Prison Industries under this
section without using competitive
procedures otherwise required by
law.” In other words, UNICOR
would have the gm—ahcad to openly
do business with the private sector,
the consequences of which could be
catastrophic to small government,
conltracting businesses.

Senate bill 1115, submitted June
16, 1993, would amend the Fair
Labor Standards Act of 1938 “To
ensure that minimum wage require-
ments do not apply to inmates with
respect to work done for the incar-
cerating entity, and for other pur-
poses.” It would amend the term
‘employee” to mean “any inmate of
a penal or correctional institution of
the Federal Government, District of
Columbia, or a State or political sub-
division of a State.”

If Senate bill 1115 passed, the
amendments would be retroactive:
“amendments made by this section
shall apply as if enacted on the date
of enactment of the Fair Labor
Standards Act of 1938.” ‘

“These two bills,” says Mohwish,
“clearly demonstrate the lengths
the U.S. Department of Justice and
the Federal Bureau of Prisons will
g0 to to ensure their racketeering
operations will continue.”
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tions from the UNICOR catalog
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tions, will see 30 new prison factories
by 1998 and 4,800 new prisoner jobs
by the year 2000.

Under the Immigration and
Nationality Act (INA), an “alien” is
any person who is not a citizen or nat-
ural of the United States. Section
274A of the Act says it is illegal for an
individual or organization to hire an
alien or to continue the knowing
employment of such. Federal Prison
Industries, Inc. is the largest known
employer of illegal aliens in the coun-
try. Though the exact number of ille-
gals working in prison factories is not
known, roughly 28%, or 4,500 of the
federal prisoners employed by UNI-
COR are illegal aliens. When Prison
Life asked the Bureau of Prisons for
an exact count of the illegal aliens
working for UNICOR, we were told
the BOP “doesn’t keep track” of
these statistics.

Why not? The information can
be obtained easily enough. For every
prisoner, the B.O.P. is required to
have a B.P. 15 Custody Classification
Form, which clearly identifies the
prisoner as either a natural-born or
an alien. For each UNICOR worker, a
B.P. 15 form showing his status exists.
The B.O.P. has the information; it's
apparently choosing to ignore it.

At present, no federal laws or reg-
ulations exempt UNICOR from the
Immigration and Nationality Act.
The penalty for employing illegal
aliens is $3,000 per employee and up
to six months imprisonment, accord-
ing to the INA. Lying about such
employment can mean imprisonment
for up to five years, a fine, or both.
Let’s see, for the Justice Department,
that would be 4,500 x $3,000 =
1,350,000 bucks, not to mention the
time behind bars.

“This is nothing new,” says Joe
Mohwish. “We've known for years that
UNICOR has employed illegal aliens.
To get what it wants, the Department
of Justice has deemed it necessary to
consider itself above the law it pre-
tends to uphold. But illegal aliens are
nothing compared to the criminal
enterprise UNICOR is running.”

In July, 1992, Joe Mohwish and
Duane Olson submitted requests for
employment at the UNICOR plant
located within the Federal
Correctional Institution in Jesup,
Georgia. Both men met and exceed-
ed all requirements for UNICOR
employment: length of sentence,
court-imposed fines that would be
repaid from wages, and financial

need. Olson was searching for a way
to support his quadriplegic son;
Mohwish’s family needed financial
help. But both prisoners were told
there were no openings and denied
employment.

Mohwish and Olson wanted to
know why they, natural-born citizens
and federal prisoners in need, would
be turned down when they knew for a
fact that the UNICOR plant at F.C.L.

Jesup employed illegal aliens.

“UNICOR Jesup employed some
200 to 300 illegal aliens,” savs
Mohwish. “Thus began our investiga-
tion into UNICOR hiring practices,
and eventually all other phases of
operations practiced by Federal
Prison industries, Inc.”

Mohwish, 47, is currently serving
a 20-year sentence for drug conspira-
cy, money laundering and tax eva-
sion. Before his arrest and conviction,

Joe owned a window manufacturing

company in Lexington, Kentucky.
Mohwish says that because he didn’t
plead guilty, voluntarily forfeit his
assets and cooperate with the Feds by
ratting on others, he was put on the
Federal “shit list.” Sixty-eight-year-old
Duane Olson was sentenced to 27
years in 1991 for possession with
intent to distribute cocaine. He also
felt he was put on the Fed’s shitlist
for refusing to cooperate and
become a stool pigeon.

“Whether we’re criminals or not
is beside the point,” says Mohwish.
“What we have discovered boggles
the mind. The civil and criminal vio-
lations of local, state and federal laws
by UNICOR nationwide are egre-
gious, blatantly arrogant and in con-
tempt of Congressional intent.”

Besides the hiring of illegal
aliens, Mohwish and Olson ques-
tioned whether UNICOR was in viola-
tion of the Fair Labor Standards Act
(FLSA). According to FLSA, a compa-
ny must pay its employees a mini-
mum wage of at least $4.25 per hour.
Although setting the minimum stan-
dard is one purpose of FLSA, another
equally important purpose is to elimi-
nate unfair competition.

Mohwish and Olson arranged a
meeting with attorney William Kiger
of West Virginia to evaluate the evi-
dence against UNICOR. Kiger con-
firmed its authenticity and sent regis-
tered letters to Ira Kirschbaum, in-
house counsel for UNICOR, and ]J.
Michael Quinlan, then director of the
Bureau of Prisons. The letter asked
two questions: Is UNICOR exempt
from federal legislation prohibiting
the employment of illegal aliens? and,



from different UNICOR factories
proving illegal sales transactions to
privately-owned businesses.

On October 13, 1994, the United
States District Court for the Southern
District of Georgia, Brunswick
Division, granted approval for
Mohwish, Olson and Sargeant to pre-
sent the evidence in their case, CV
294-011, before a Grand Jury.

UNICOR exists under the
Department of Justice as an incorpo-
rated entity of the District of
Columbia. The $500 million-per-year
company operates on a nonappropri-
ated fund basis. Federal Prison
Industries, Inc. operates 86 factories
in 48 federal prisons around the
country. Prisoners in these factories
behind walls make everything from
clothing and furniture, stainless steel
counters and signs to electronic
wiring and cables, all supposedly for
different agencies of the government.
Business has been so good that
UNICOR’s sales now approach half a
billion dollars a year, putting UNI-
COR ahead of Chrysler Corporation
as one of the country’s top 50 suppli-
ers to the federal government.

But then, there’s no reason why
UNICOR shouldn’t be a hugely suc-
cessful company. Consider these
business advantages. The 16,200 fed-
eral prisoners UNICOR employs
receive standard inmate pay: a whop-
ping 23 cents to $1.15 per hour. And,
since UNICOR is government-
owned, it pays no federal or state
taxes, no workman's compensation
or Social Security tax. There are no
license fees or permit fees. UNICOR
has direct access to surplus industrial

plant equipment and raw materials
from other federal agencies, and it
can borrow directly from the
Treasury at below prime rate.
UNICOR’s overhead compared to
that of privately-run companies and
corporations is practically nil.

To make matters easier for UNI-
COR, the government has given it
priority supplier status. That means
that any federal agency needing a
product or service provided by UNI-
COR must go to UNICOR first. If
UNICOR can't satisfy the order, the
agency in need of product cannot
solicit bids from the private sector
until it receives a waiver from UNI-
COR. While not illegal, this special
status has earned UNICOR a bad
rap with competing private compa-
nies. For businesses dealing exten-
sively if not exclusively with the gov-
ernment, UNICOR'’s governmental
“super preference,” its lack of over-
head and its burgeoning growth have
proven devastating.

For example, by consistently
coming in with lower bids, the UNI-
COR factory in Memphis, TN,
brought about the demise of
Hiltronics Corporation, a 21-year-old
family-owned company that made
audio cable for the Navy and Marine
Corps. Thomas W. Raftery Inc., a
drapery manufacturer in Hartford,
CT, saw its government sales topple
from $1.5 million to $750,000 after
UNICOR began bidding on govern-
ment drapery. New Jersey's
Centercore, a manufacturer of office
furniture for the government, had to
cut a third of its work force due to
competition from UNICOR. And
Cable Systems, Inc. of Boston, MA,
shrunk its work force from 180 to 45.
The list of private companies ruined

by UNICOR goes on and on.

“Small business is lobbying for a
change,” says Leslie Aubin, legislative
representative for the Washington-
based National Federation of
Independent Business. “It’s a noble
cause. We're just asking for a level
playing field. Smaller businesses
can’t compete with UNICOR. What
company can afford to underbid
UNICOR, which pays its inmates 35
cents an hour?”

Outraged federal contractors
have petitioned Congress to keep
the Federal Prison Industries from
taking more than their fair share.
The Coalition for Government
Procurement claims UNICOR has
forced numerous private companies
out of business and eliminated more
than 2,000 private sector jobs.
UNICOR’s impairment of private
sector businesses has also resulted in
the formation of the Prison
Industries Reform Alliance.
Currently, 1,000 companies and
labor unions subscribe to the four-
year-old organization.

“We're very concerned about the
impact UNICOR is making on pri-
vate business,” says its director, Sue
Perry. “And so our organization is
looking at working with UNICOR to
change their direction.”

So far, Perry says, UNICOR has-
n’'t been very cooperative. “They
seem to have their own agenda,
regardless of our attempts.”

According to UNICOR propagan-
da, making money and expanding
government-owned industry is merely
a by-product of UNICOR's true mis-
sion: rehabilitation. Nat Gordon, a
spokesman for UNICOR, says that
UNICOR was originally formed, and
still exists, “primarily as a work pro-
gram to keep inmates busy.”

That “work program,” according
to current Bureau of Prisons’ projec-
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FEDERAL MANDATORY DRUG SENTENCES

Type of Drug

5-year sentence, no parole

10-year sentence, no parole

LSD
MARIJUANA

CRACK COCAINE
POWDER COCAINE
HEROIN
METHAMPHETAMINE
PCP

why FAMM opposes mandatory mini-
mums for all crimes, not just non-vio-
lent crimes but any crime, because
the basic principle of the justice sys-
tem we have honored for over 200
years in this country is that judges are
impartial mediators in this adversarial
procedure and they are there to
make the distinctions between what is
really important and what's not
important, how involved is the defen-
dant and what was his or her role and
all that stuff so that the judge can
determine what an appropriate sen-
tence is. That's been completely
stripped from the sentencing process
under mandatory minimums.”

It would seem then that judges

1 gram

100 plants or 100 kilos
5 grams

500 grams

100 grams

10 grams

10 grams

would be the first to rally behind
FAMM’s efforts to repeal mandatory
minimums. “Yesterday a judge testi-
fied at a hearing before the District
of Columbia government, Judge
Harold Green, who is a Superior
Court judge here, and he was great.
He was really eloquent. I think that
there are some judges who under-
stand what the problem is and who
support us but they're wimps in the
long run and don’t want to say any-
thing to upset the status quo, which
is confusing to me because at the
federal level they’ve got their jobs for
life so what do they have to lose?”
Julie’s brother Jeff is due to be
released from prison in late 1994.

WERDATORY PP
4 WNMOMS 3 e INMON
MEANS 'P_

10 grams

1000 plants or 1000 kilos
50 grams

5 kilos

1 kilo

100 grams

100 grams

She plans to surprise her friends and
fellow FAMM members by introduc-
ing Jeff when she chairs a panel on
mandatory minimums at the Eighth
International Conference on Drug
Policy Reform. Julie’s efforts may not
have succeeded in reducing the
amount of time her brother had to
spend in prison, but she is not done.
Many other human faces will light up
because of FAMM's work. “I will
argue ‘til the day I die that the mem-
bers of Congress, who never have
laid eyes on my brother or any other
people who we hear from, should
not be the ones to make the deci-
sions about what sentences are
appropriate for these defendants.
They don’t know them, they don’t
know their cases, they don’t know
their involvement or their role in the
offense. They should not be making
the decision as to what sentence they
get. To me, that is a bastardization of
the American justice system.”

For more information on FAMM,
contact the FAMM Foundation, 1001
Pennsylvania Avenue, N.W., Suile 200
South, Washington, D.C. 20004. E
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FIGHTING BACK:

The Prison Education of Karen M. White

by
Kim
Wozencraft

“She was tired of ducking into the
woods when cars passed, tired of lying
in ditches alongside the roads, alone
and afraid the police would find her
and return her to the institution.”

— Warm Hearts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Concrete,

a novel in progress by Karen M.
White

sk Karen White what it feels

like after eighteen years. In

May, 1976, after an eight-week
trial, she was convicted of murder
and sent to prison. She’s been out
since last January.

We're sitting at a lunchtime table
at  L’Aeajou, a restaurant in
Manhattan’s Flatiron district, chosen
because it’s only a few doors down
from The Fortune Society offices,
where Karen works as the Editor-in-
Chief of the Fortune News. Fortune is a
not-for-profit organization that helps
ex-prisoners get jobs and works to
change the criminal justice system.

Karen doesn’t even blink when
she walks in and finds me nursing my
three-month-old son in a small booth
at the back of the restaurant. “He's
adorable,” she smiles, her brown eyes
alight with the warmth that so many
women feel toward the world’s babies.

We order lunch, and I ask her,
“What does it feel like. . . Freedom
after eighteen years in prison?”

“It goes back and forth,” she says.
She hesitates, and then speaks can-
didly. “I live with a lot of fear because
I feel like I have one foot in and one
out. Not because I'm doing anything
wrong, but because of how the system
is. You can be walking down the street
and you see a police car go by and
you think to yourself, “My God, they
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could just stop, and for any given rea-
son say, ‘You're going back in,” and
it’s such a scary feeling. . .You're
doing everything right, you're not
violating any laws, but they've
instilled this fear. Having lived
through the experiences I've had,
having seen how the system is run, I

Photo by Wayne Maser

know how destructive and degrading
it is. How inhumane. It’s definitely
not a positive thing, what they try to
instill in you.”

I cannot imagine it. Eighteen
years. I did but a pittance compared
to this woman. Yet I remember the
same feeling, just after I was released,



an intense awareness of the power of
the State. The worry that someone
would knock on the door and say,
“We made a mistake. You have to
come back.” It took three or four
years before it went away. My jail
dreams are now random and occa-
sional. Karen’s, I think, must be

knew nobody. By that time I was
strung out on heroin.

“Then I found out I was preg-
nant. I called my mother and said,
‘Look Mom, it was a bad idea to run
away, but I want to come home now.’
She hung up on me.

“That was when Larry stepped

him was right,” she continues. “He
was into anal sex and violence. We
got into a major physical brawl. Larry
heard my screams and came in. The
two of them got into a struggle and
Larry was saying, ‘Help me, give me
something, I can’t deal with this guy,

he’s too big.’ I was afraid

immediate and sometimes over- into my life, t of of Larry and I was afraid
whelming. I ask her how she gocar ed, it’s ou of John and I was afraid
wound up in prison. ’ o 3 of the situation, and so I

‘1 wzi a F1::rostitute. 1 «They re S out of not k‘nowlnagé did. I went in the
got into that because I was norance’ ept what the m kitchen and got a pot
a runaway. My mother had t eople accep w people and handed it to Larry,
placed me in St. Anne’s INIOSL P them 2 out ho s and he hit John with it,
Institute, a girl's school, med_ia tells a what goes on and then I pulled out a
Ty hene ave convicted AR T 1) o fal8e. bed daba s ok

' oo ) the

couldn’t accept what had on an aucate bed and Larry began
happened. On one level she pri? ;.t’s important toe s On”, hitting John with that.
believed me, but she could- t really goe I retrieved John’s wal-
n't afford to let herself L qPJiC about W let and gave it to him
believe what had happened. P and begged him to leave. But he
She needed this guy’s salary. and took over called Larry a nigger and it got worse.

I've seen it happen many

times. Women go with a guy because
they need his money to put food on
the table and they put up with the way
he is so they can take care of their chil-
dren. I suffered terribly behind that.
But I understand why it went on.”

“I didn*t do anything wrong. Why

are you blaming me, mom?”
— Warm Heanrts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Concrete

“I ran away from the institute. I
met a guy, call him Rick. I was with
him for awhile. He was more or less
paying my way through life, and one
day he said to me, ‘Hey, you know,
you're going to have to bring some
money into this family.’ I couldn’t
really get a legitimate job. I was a run-
away. I was thirteen years old. Rick
said if I tried to get a legitimate job
they would track me down and send
me back to the convent. I was a kid,
you know, I believed he had my best
interests at heart. He was about 12 or
15 years older than I was. He said,
‘Look, I'm going to set this up for
you, and tell you how to do it."’ So I
got into prostitution.

“Unbeknownst to me, he was on
parole. He was involved in things I
had no idea about. Robbing people,
that kind of thing. I traveled with
him, and I should have picked up on
what he was doing, but I was so into
my own problems, I just wasn’t seeing
things. He kept moving us around, all
over the state, and I didn’t pick up on
it. Then he got arrested and put in
jail for a robbery. I was left in a
strange town with no family there. I

Rick’s role. He kept me involved in
prostitution. He also beat me. I lost the
baby because he beat me.

“During this time I was dancing
in a club, a place called the Body
Shop, a real sleazy joint. There was
this guy, call him John, who kept
telling me that he wanted me to go
out with him. And I didn’t want to.
He was very young, and he drove a
motorcycle, and he was talked about
by the other women. The word was,
‘Don’t go with him, he’s no good,
he’s into creepy stuff, and stay away.’
So one night, [ was dancing at the
club, and he came over and ordered
me a drink. When somebody ordered
you a drink, you were more or less
obliged to sit with them. He asked me
for a date and [ told him no, that I
already had another date. After my
dance routine I left work and took a
cab home. When I got there, he was
sitting on the front steps, with his
motorcycle parked on my landlord’s
lawn. I got very upset and asked him
to please leave. He said he wanted to
be with me. I was exhausted; I said
no. He insisted, and finally I said
okay, just get the motorcycle off the
lawn and go around the back way.

“I let him in the back door and
everything was going fine. Then he
handed me his wallet and said, ‘Here.
I trust you with this.’ It took me
aback. Usually they just handed you
the money and that was that.”

Karen would learn at trial that
John’s blood alcohol was well over
the intoxication level and that he’'d
been out drinking since about five
that afternoon.

“It turned out that the word on

John was a big guy, two hundred and
something pounds, and he really out-
powered Larry. I was so frightened of
Larry, I did what he said, kind of like
an automaton.”

So Karen handed Larry house-
hold items that Larry used to beat up
the drunken, enraged customer, and
when the guy died, Karen was
charged with murder in the second
degree and robbery.

Why robbery?

“They just needed a motive, actual-
ly,” she says. “There was no proof of
that. But I guess by my saying that he
handed me his wallet, within the
framework of the prostitute/client
relationship, that was enough for them
to claim robbery. I gave him the
money back but the authorities
claimed that he didn’t have his wallet.”

“When I hear it said today that
there should be leniency for people
who are involved in crimes of passion,
and that if they’re on alcohol and
drugs there should be leniency in
sentencing because it’s like a sick-
ness, an illness, I agree. I think that’s
very true. I wasn't able to think logi-
cally. I was too young and drugged-up
to understand the consequences of
my actions or the lack of them. It did-
n’t occur to me to run or to get help.

“Battered Woman Syndrome was-
n’t even a known thing then, you're
talking 1976. It took me a long time
to understand my role, to realize my
guilt in the thing. I was essentially an
accomplice under force. But I was
there, and I let John into my apart-
ment.

“The jury considered me more
than an accessory because I was a
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Karen, age 5, and her mother.
prostitute and I let John in,” Karen
says. “I was essentially convicted from
the moment I walked in the court-
room. Here 1 was, a white girl with a
black man, addicted to drugs. I was
alone, had no family there, I was the
outsider. To them 1 was trash.
Looking back, I can see how that
community felt. John was one of their
own. But some things weren't
brought out at trial. No one bothered
to ask why he was out there doing
what he was doing.”

The head nun from St. Anne’s
Institute testified as a character wit-
ness for Karen, and so did the princi-
pal, and the social worker and the
psychologist.

The jury found her guilty. The
minimum was fifteen years, the maxi-
mum, twenty-five. The judge gave her
twenty, the same sentence Larry
received. According to Karen, the
judge didn’t want to give her the
maximum, but feared the community
would find the minimum unaccept-
able, and so gave her a medium term.

“It’s funny,” she says. “I didn’t
know at the time what that judge was
thinking about. Years later I wrote a
very personal letter to him, and I told
him everything that I had done in the
meantime and how [ felt about
things. And he wrote a letter back
that really surprised me, saying that
he never wanted to sentence me, that
he felt I was a victim, and that he
believes in his heart that if I hadn’t
been involved with Larry this situa-
tion never would have happened.
That just threw me for a loop. I never
would have guessed that he felt that
way at the trial.”

She spent over a year in Utica
County Jail, before, during and after
the trial. There, she withdrew cold
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turkey from heroin. After sentencing,
she was transferred to Bedford Hills,
the New York State women'’s prison
in Westchester County.

Before the murder charge, Karen
had never been arrested. “Not even
for so much as jaywalking,” as she
puts it. “All of a sudden I found
mysell in a criminal situation, in a
violent situation. I had been treated
violently myself all those many years.
Maybe prison to a point was appro-
priate, if combined with treatment.
But keeping me locked up for two
decades was excessive, There was a
point a long time ago when they
could have let me out and I would
have been a law-abiding, contributing
citizen. I don’t see the point in keep-
ing people in prison who don’t need
to be there.”

We're learning now that many, if
not most, of the women who are
locked up for so-called crimes of vio-
lence are there because they were
defending themselves against violent,
abusive spouses or boyfriends. Most
women don’t act out whatever violent
impulses they might have., They kill
only when they're desperate —
they're fighting for their lives. But
when they do kill, no matter how
compelling the circumstances, it
scares judges and juries senseless.
Woman are supposed to nurture, to
heal, to care and love and, evidently,
put up with a shitload of abuse from
cowards who beat them. In America,
four million women a year are beaten
by those who “love™ them. When they
fight back, watch out for the wrath of
the judge. Karen’s case was even
worse than that of the homemaker
whose life aspiration is to raise a fami-
ly. She was living outside the general-
ly accepted social limits. She was a

”

prostitute. “You know,” she says,
“because we're women, we are sup-
posed to stay in our place. We're not
supposed to be out there on the
streets, we're supposed to be good
girls, stay within boundaries.”

“Kristina stood near the back of the
long line, hair matted, clothes
unironed, waiting to receive the high-
est dose she could get: one hundred mil-
ligrams of Thorazine. The thick liquid
numbed her brain, kept wandering
thoughts subdued, and let her sleep.
Her eyes could no longer stare at the
razor-lined fence outside her window.”

— Warm Hearts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Conerele

Though she had over a year in at
the Utica County Jail, Karen found
herself petrified the day she entered
Bedford Hills. I was just a kid,” she
recalls, “I didn’t know what to expect.
I turned eighteen in the jail, so I was
going on nineteen, but I was still a
child in so many ways. There were no
kids there then, they were all older
women. It was rare for a teenager to
go inside during those years.”

As is often the case, the new girl
was approached first by a prisoner
who was a bit of an outcast. “She was
a very large woman, Susan, and peo-
ple kind of rejected her.

“I winged it,” Karen says. “I
stayed very isolated, I was afraid to
trust. It took me years to accept the
fact that I was not going anywhere
and that prison was pretty much
gonna be my home for awhile,
whether I liked it or not.

“When I first hit there it was
strictly punishment. They still had
that farm mentality, from when
Bedford Hills was the ‘“Westchester
Farm for Girls’ or something like
that. You worked on the farm and
you worked every day. There was no
therapy. There were no programs,
period. It was strictly work, work,
work. Six o’'clock every morning,
until the wee hours of the night —
slave labor. The guards were all
women, and were very matronly. Back
in the ‘70s, there were very strict
rules: lines for everything, no speak-
ing when you're not supposed to, and
all of that. It was run like a very tight
ship

“I couldn’t accept where I was
and I didn’t believe I was worth any-
thing. All of those things go with
being locked up in the garbage pit of
the world, as it's referred to, you
know. I thought everybody wanted
something from me that I couldn’t



give. I spent my first few years totally
oblivious. I couldn’t accept where I
was, what happened, that I was alone.
I couldn’t believe that I was going to
be there for twenty years. But it was-
n’t illicit drugs as much as it was their
prison drugs, you know their
Thorazine. You stand in long lines for
medication and then you don’t worry
about where you are.”

“Approaching the intersection of
_numerous heavy steel gates, Kristina
stood under the flickering fluorescent
light bulbs set in wire cages on the ceil-
ing and waited for a key to turn the
lock. Five in the morning, sleep still in
her eyes, she walked through dark lob-
bies past stonyfaced female guards and
waited for yet another gate to be
unlocked before she entered the brightly
lit kitchen.”
— Warm Hearts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Concrete

Karen was three years into her
sentence before she began the monu-
mental task of facing the pain. Back
when she’d first come in, Susan had
introduced her to a woman named
Maria Sobal, who ran the South Forty
program, for self-motivated individu-
als. “It was designed to make you
independent,” Karen recalls. “Now
South Forty has expanded to outside
the prisons. They help ex-offenders
in New York find jobs.”

Karen was younger than most of
the women locked in Bedford Hills.
“At that time, I was considered the
baby on campus,” she says. “Today,
it’s a common thing. There are more
seventeen- and eighteen-year-olds
going in now. Then, it was unusual.

“So I started learning from the
other women, listening to their sto-
ries. That’s what really opened my
world for me. There were so many
women who had been through that
kind of pain and abuse. I wasn’t
alone.” Though it took a long time
for Karen to get into the program,
she credits her awakening to the
determination of Maria Sobal.

“She allowed me to be me,” Karen
says, “and she took me under her
wing. It was in her program that I first
began to heal, accept, and it was also
there that I read my first issue of
Fortune News. When I picked up that
paper and saw that there were other
people going through similar situa-

tions, even if they were mostly men, .

and [ started reading about the legal
system, I began allowing myself to see
that the world was much bigger than
just my own. I began to find that hope,

change and self-
forgiveness were
possibilities.”

‘Back in 77, couldn>y, fo:

there were no’

fences at Bedford 1Or'e books

Hills. And as we ‘
got into the ‘80s,

the authorities seemed open to
the development of programs.” Karen
took to heart the adage, “Don’t serve
the time, let the time serve you.” She
began work on her Associates Degree
through Albany University.

“I began living again,” she says.
“Regardless of where I was, I was
alive. I sought out therapy for myself.
I dealt with who I was and what I had
been through. I created my days
myself. I set up my own schedules, my
own goals, my own deadlines. And I
met them. I became self-motivated.
Even though I was in ‘their’ environ-
ment, I made it my own.”

“I looked around for the first time
and took in what would be my ‘home’
Jor the next seventeen years. I saw only
unused, untapped talent, intelligence
and energy hidden behind the masks of
frozen feminine faces. I was one of
them. I decided then and there that
there would be no middle ground for
me. I would no longer be the victim, the
dependent. I would no longer work
with what I should have been, but
rather with what I could yet become.”

— Warm Hearts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Concrete

While inside, Karen discovered a
passion—and a talent—for writing.
She kept journals, wrote poems,
painted, tutored, edited a prison col-
lege paper and prison newspapers,
and wrote volumes of letters—to
friends, supporters, family and edi-
tors of community newspapers. “It
took me a long time to admit to
myself that I had any talent, and that
it could save me. I had time to realize
my mistakes, to realize that I could
spend my life in a positive way, help-
ing others. And when that happened,
It was like, okay, I'm free.”

Not everyone was motivated to
change. “I saw women who were so
cracked-out, so burned-out, they
needed instruction just to get
through the day. Each generation has
to deal with different problems. I
remember my generation, going
through heroin and cocaine. And
now it's crack. I've never seen a drug
Iike crack, what it can do. It takes
their hearts and minds. Mothers
throw their babies in garbage cans.
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“But at least half,” Karen
says, “are changing their lives in spite
of prison. It's a shame, they could be
doing so much more out here.”

In the late ‘70s and early ‘80s,
Karen began working to make
changes within the walls. “I was
instrumental in some way,” she
recalls, “in bringing about every pro-
gram that exists there today. It’s help-
ing the women who are in there.
None of that existed. I think between
myself and Luz Santana, we left what-
ever programs are there now, and left
them in good hands so they’re car-
ried forward. Everything we did was
self-initiated and prisoner-made.
That’s how they referred to it, “This is
a prisoner-made program,’ or a ‘pris-
oner-developed program.’ The pro-
grams were so valuable that the state
assumed them as their own. Before,
there weren’t any. I get a really good
feeling about that. And Luz is out
now too. She received clemency after
serving eight years for killing her abu-
sive stepfather.

“And it was because so many of us
had experienced abuse in some form
or fashion, we decided to just reach
out. We wrote letters to all the legisla-
tors, to Albany, we had our families
involved in it. It culminated in a hear-
ing inside the prison gymnasium in
1985. I was the editor of the Bedford
Chronicle, the prison paper, and I was
sitting in the audience taking notes,
thinking, ‘This is so powerful because
women are coming together and
sharing their experiences and expos-
ing themselves, at risk, and bonding
together.’ It was something most peo-
ple didn’t think women could do.
Many women testified to the legisla-
tors about their experiences, and it
was just so moving, I mean, you could
almost see the tears in these legisla-
tors’ eyes. It was very powerful. The
legislators realized that something
had to change, and what developed
out of that was the Domestic Violence
Task Force in Albany. The governor
appointed key persons to go inside
the prisons and to develop legislation
for leniency in the laws, which of
course is still going on. Change
comes very slowly.”
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Karen and her sister Vichi.

“Mr. P lifts a three-seated, metal-
armed couch over his head and fires it
like a projectile into a row of women
gathered to watch the beating he’s giv-
ing a one-hundred-and-two pound
woman because he didn’t like the song
she was singing.

You fuckin’ niggers should all be
shipped back to Africa! Lynching is too
good for you!’ he screams, muscles
bulging, sweat pouring from his mas-
sive forehead. The door is locked and
he’s the only officer on the tier with
sixty women, he has the key. Most of
the women stand idly by, half covering
their eyes with their hands so as not to
see what might yet come; others shout
at him, ‘Leave her alone! Leave her
alone!””

— Warm Hearts, Hot Flashes,
Cold Concrete

“After the hearings,” Karen says,
“I was in contact with Louise
Thompson, one of my clemency sup-
porters, and she was a member of the
National Organization for Women
(NOW) New York City chapter. She
put a seed in my head, said, ‘You
know, Karen, if you really wanted to
you could have a chapter in here.’
And I said, ‘Oh, Louise, you're crazy,
there's no way they're gonna let us
do that, you know, no way. It’s radi-
cal, it's considered extreme, and
they'll never let us.” But she kept talk-
ing to me and encouraging me, giv-
ing me more names and more num-
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bers to contact, and eventually I start-
ed meeting all these people. They
would visit, and we discussed how we
would develop it. I submitted it as a
program proposal through the volun-
teer coordinator in the prison, and
we sent it up to Albany and it came
back approved because we had so
many signatures on the petition.
That’s just another example of doing
things with others. You can’t do it
alone. I think that's when my life
started to change, when I realized
that it's through interconnectedness
with others and their experience that
change comes about. It doesn't hap-
pen alone. And no one's alone in
their experiences.”

Karen worked a variety of jobs
while locked up, everything from
mopping floors to working in
Grievance to tutoring to working in
the Graphic and Commercial Arts
department, where, she says, “We
made in-house pamphlets, booklets
and signs for the institution. Most of
the signs said ‘No’ something. No walk-
ing." ‘No talking.” ‘No smoking.’ ‘No’
whatever. We used to laugh about it.”

In 1983, she received her Asso-
ciates degree through the Albany
Regents External Degree Program,
which was largely correspondence. In
‘85 she earned her B.S. through the
Mercy College Program.

“School was so much a part of me.
Growing, learning, wanting to know
more, it was ingrained in me. I could-
n't foresee a future without more

books, more knowledge. I had heard
that there were only two programs in
the whole United States, one in Ohio
and the other in Vermont, that offered
graduate programs for prisoners. A fel-
low prisoner, Luz Camacho, had con-
tacted them also, unbeknownst to me.
She’s also out now, she also got
clemency, she was in for drug muling
and, you know, I'm just so glad some
of the people got out of there. She had
a little daughter at the time, so it
makes all the difference in the world.
She went through so much hell.

Anyway, Luz ended up telling me
about Dr, Margaret White—no rela-
tion, by the way—and I contacted her
and she came for a visit and I told her
what I wanted to do, and she told me
how much it would cost, and I got my
family involved. They were like,
‘Karen, if this is what you want to do,
we’ll help you in any way we can,’ and I
felt great. I had to find a mentor who
had a doctorate in English or Liter-
ature. Through the librarian at the
prison, I met a woman, Dr. Jerilyn
Fischer, who said, ‘T know the right
person for you.’ She gave me this per-
son’s number and I contacted her and
she came in. We became one big
happy family. We had meetings every
month, I gave presentations, it was very
concentrated. It was very, very intense
tutoring. I created two journals, did my
thesis, which was titled, “Confronting
Marginality: Empowering Women
through Writing and Literature in a
Prison College Program.” It was a study
of literature and writing in the Mercy
College prison program. At that time I
was one of the head tutors there and
that’s how I did the work with the stu-
dents. I learned from them and they
learned from me. We did good work,
and I got my Master of Arts in
Literature and Writing Pedagogy.

“Now, they've eliminated Pell
grants. I know of a woman who'’s still
in and has been going to college and
by next January, that’s it. No more
college program. That’s so frighten-
ing. They've just ended the most vital
program that exists inside the pris-
ons. It’s going to show, it's going take
its toll. It’s frightening.”

Karen was locked up long
enough to see the fluctuations, the
changes in attitude and public opin-
ion, often driven by politicians look-
ing for scary rhetoric, that swing the
penal pendulum from punishment to
rehabilitation and back to punish-
ment again.

“As we entered the eighties,” she
says, “things started to get a little
more humane. But I have to say they



got right back to the punishment
aspect. At Bedford, it coincided with
the Brinks robbery, in ‘86 or ‘87.
Kathy [Boudin] and Judy [Clark]
came to the prison. Kathy had twenty
years, Judy had a seventy-five-year-to-
life sentence. Three fences went up
back to back. It was a whole different
mentality. Nobody wanted to hear
anything about programs. They start-
ed phasing them out. One by one
they let teachers go. A lot of the pro-
grams were run by community volun-
teers, and they [the authorities]
began to be fearful of the volunteers
and their motives. They saw the vol-
unteers as being bleeding-heart liber-
als and God knows they didn’t want
them to help anyone escape or any-
thing like that. So things started real-
ly getting tight, and everyone suf-
fered for it.

“Most of the women I was locked
up with were good people, people
who made mistakes when they were
put in certain situations. They didn’t
see any other way to make things
work. They made mistakes. It doesn’t
mean that they're not redeemable. I
mean, society may judge me to a cer-
tain point, but that doesn’t mean that
there’s not a human being here. The
way things seem to me right now, it’s
as though once you're convicted of a
crime, society is saying to you, ‘We're
never going to let you for-
get this.” You aren’t allowed
to put it behind you and
move on. The system right
now defies everything that
America is supposed to be
about: giving people a sec-
ond chance.”

After a three-part series on Karen
appeared in the New York Daily News
in 1980, guidelines were waived and
she was allowed to appear before the
clemency board before serving two-
thirds of her sentence. “They denied
me nevertheless. I was denied, not
just that once, but five times. When
you're denied, you have to wait
another year before you can put in
again, and the process itself takes
almost a year, so every two years I put
in because that was an avenue that
was open to me, until I realized that I
didn’t have the political clout it
would take to get clemency.”

Karen recalls that there was a lot
of anger when Jean Harris, the well-
heeled matron convicted of murder-
ing the Scarsdale Diet doctor, got
clemency. “We felt there were so
many others who were more deserv-
ing. Also, we saw how she manipulat-
ed the media as well as the people

«phere’s
eighteen ¥

within the prison so that she could
get the support that she did. But I
think also we were glad to see that
finally one clemency was given to one
woman after so many had been given
to men. There’s definitely an imbal-
ance there.”

My three-month-old son chooses
this moment to express himself. He
begins crying, and I soothe him, ask
what’s wrong. Karen, expertly inter-
preting the baby’s cries, says, “I can’t
take my nap, it’s too noisy in here.” I
put him to my breast and he begins
nursing happily, no longer aware of
his surroundings.

In the cliché-ridden stories about
prison written by those who’ve not
been there, there’s usually some talk
about “that first breath of free air.”
When 1 first got out, I felt like I was
hitting a wall. You know, you walk out
from being confined within prison
walls and hit another kind of wall, a
hard high wall of self-righteousness
erected by a vengeful society. Karen
met it, too.

“I was living with my sister when 1
first got out,” she says. “In order to go
shopping we had to take a car service. |
took a car service, and at one point
there were some guys working in a
field beside the road, and the driver
says, ‘Oh, they're

do that is essential to my well-being
right now.”
What was it like to emerge into a
whole new world after 19 years inside?
“The thing that frightened me
was having been away in a society of
women, without men. I remember
standing on a train platform, on my
way to report for parole, and I saw a
man I thought was hiding behind a
pole. For awhile, I just thought every
man I saw was a rapist. It took awhile
to get used to functioning in a society
that was both male and female.”
Karen’s sister Vicki had died in a
motorcycle accident at the age of
twenty-two, while Karen was still
inside. One of the first things Karen
wanted to do when she was released
was visit her sister’s grave. That was
on the personal level. On a societal
level, she says, “I wanted to work. I
wanted to be a part of the communi-
ty, to earn my way, to give back.” All
the work she'd done on herself in
prison began paying off on the out-
side. When I ask if she is bitter about
the things that happened to her, if
she has hard feelings toward any of
the people who took advantage of
her, she says she’s over it. “If I had
continued on that track,” she says, “I
would never have been able
to get where I am today. 1

an deny would have been blinded,

totally blinded. It’s too
time-consuming to be ugly

Visiting with her sister Cheryl (left) at Bedford.

probably
a chain gang. I don’t believe in
it. They should be behind a
fence. Look at our society...”
and he went on and on. | want-
ed so badly to say to him, ‘Do I
look like I just got out of jail?’
“That is the typical atti-
tude out there. They're so
scared, it’s out of ignorance,
out of not knowing. Most peo-
ple accept what the mass
media tells them about how
people are convicted and
what goes on in prison, and
it's all so false. I think it’s
important to educate the pub-
lic about what really goes on.”
That’s one reason she
works for the Fortune Society.
“Having been inside,” she
says, “I know how vital it is
that there are people on the
outside willing to speak out to
try to make needed changes
in the system. Being able to
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and negative and bitter. You have to
learn to let it go. For the most part, |
feel sorry for men who are violent
towards women. They think it's
expected of them. I've felt how angry
and violent they could be, and that
was very germane to my situation. |
don’t mean to absolve people of
responsibility for their actions.
Everyone is on their own journey,
and we are each at a different point
in our development, but at a certain
level, it is a matter of individual
responsibility. So, 1 feel sorry for
them, I just hope they reach a point
where they're able to look at their
behavior and their lives and come out
of it with a realization that acting that
way doesn’t lead to anything but
destruction.”

Friendships formed in dire cir-
cumstances tend to be intense, and
they tend to last. I found getting out a
lot more frightening than going in.
When it was time, at long last, for
Karen to walk out the front gates, she
was walking away from the only rela-
tionships she had formed as a mature
adult. The stony hand of justice had
grabbed her when she was but a kid
and locked her away, and now that
same hand would toss her back out
into the world as an adult. Prison was
her world until just a few months ago.
What of friendship?

“You don’t find it out here unless
you really seek it out. It can be very

lonely for women out here if
you don’t have your own network of
support and friends who you know
you can reach out to. But there are a
lot women’s groups and I'm part of a
lot of them and that’s what keeps me
feeling connected. And that’s how 1
prefer to be, you know, connected
and bonded to others. I don’t ever
want to be isolated again. Sometimes
I hesitate about revealing my past.
I'm trying to start my life over again,
and to do that in a community that
I've never lived in before. I've made
new friends and I know new people.
Even though I have a whole separate
crew of people who know me and my
experiences and love me regardless, |
don't want any more questions.
That’s why I was afraid to do this arti-
cle. I was wavering back and forth
because I don’t want people to point
fingers anymore and say, ‘Oh, she’s
the one,” and ‘There she goes.” But
then there’s that other part of me
that says, ‘So what?’ I did it. I paid for
it. There’s nothing you can say to cru-
cify me any further. It doesn’t matter.
I'm out here, and you can be afraid
of me if you want, but that’s your
problem, not mine. It's been a strug-
gle during these eight months that
I've been out here to decide whether
I was going to let people know or
whether I was going to keep it a big
dark secret that was all in the past.
But there’s no way you can deny eigh-
teen years of hell. There's no way.
And as much as I want to do that, I
can’t. It’s too much a part of me.”

I look down at my son, who has
fallen asleep. None of us in this life
are innocent beyond infancy. It seems
to me that life, chance, circumstance,
whatever you want to call it, dealt
Karen a particularly cruel hand in her
youth. I wonder how she is coming to
terms with the rage and anger that are
part of the prison experience, how
she’s coming to terms with a vengeful
society.

“No people are more vengeful
than those inside the prisons,” she
says, “the ones wearing those blue
uniforms, calling themselves guards,
or, I'm sorry, cor-rec-tion-al of-fi-cers,
they have that label. No longer pris-
ons or penitentiaries, it’s correction-
al facilities. What are they correct-
ing? They're not. And people com-
ing out have to remember that no
one can correct you or correct your
direction in life. Only you can do
that. And if you can survive prison,
and you obviously have if you're
walking out with your sanity, that’s
what gets me through every day. |
can smile and say, ‘I corrected me. 1
corrected my outlook and my think-
ing and I got back on track because |
wanted to, and I had to for me, not
for anyone else.” No one can make
you go to a program, and no one can
make you go to therapy. Only you
can get the help that you need and
deal with the anger and the rage and
the pain and all those things that are
the root, that lead to whatever reason
you are in there. So, I look at that
every day, and I'm proud of that. No
one can take that away from me, like
no one can take my education from
me. That’s what keeps me as strong
as I am and helps me to go on. So
that would be my advice, to those
who are getting short, getting out
soon. Remember that: You did it. No
one else did it for you.”
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Cillmate o{ t

Rap Sheet

Name: Ronald Davis Bey, a.k.a. King Buck
Age: 37

Birthplace: Fort Riley, Kansas

Conviction: Armed Robbery-2 counts

Sentence: 30 years

Time Served: 14 years

Ambitions: To see that prisoners’ rights and

treatment reflect dignified, human
standards.

“Islam Greetings! My name is
Ronald Davis Bey, but most every-
body inside these walls knows me by
King Buck...” So went King Buck’s
first letter to Prison Life, in which he
described the wretched conditions
and racial tension brewing at
Jefferson City Correctional Center in
Missouri. Since we received similar
warnings from other prisoners at
JCCC, we thought the least we could
do to help was to publish the letter in
our June issue. (See this issue’s

“Personally,” King Buck contin-
ued, “I'm not as concerned about
myself as I am about seeing any inno-
cent lives lost, injured or destroyed,
even though I'm being dogged out
pretty bad with the loss of all my priv-
ileges and constant confinement. 1
believe it’s a worthy cause. This is the
real deal news.”

And it’s this “real deal news” of
prison life that has motivated King
Buck to keep a journal during the 14

years he’s been incarcer-
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We knew we had a
Cellmate of the Month. Here was a
guy who was thrown into solitary, suf-
fered all kinds of abuse; but he was
still willing to stand up for what he
believed in—to hell with the conse-
quences.

Soon after, we got another letter
from our man:

“As you recall, I was placed in
Administration Segregation in May
after your magazine ran my letter
about the racism here. I was released
from the Hole about a month later,
but a week after that, I was placed
back in Ad Seg per orders from
Superintendent Groose. I was never
given any reason but every other pris-
oner knew what was going on: plain
old harassment. I'm getting punished
every day for my political views.

hestSSUE )

Deal Project.”
“Early on during my incarcera-
tion,” King Buck says, “I got tired of
seeing all the bullshit. Everything
around here has always been so coun-
terproductive to the real needs and
objectives prisoners have.”

If King Buck had it his way,
Jefferson City would be a House of
Support, where guards and prisoners,
white shirts and society, could come
to work out their differences peace-
fully.

“What would 1 change here if I
could implement my Deal Project?”
King Buck asks. “The game-running
schemes taking place between guards
and inmates, the cruel, unchecked
abuse of administrative power, guards
giving prisoners knives to stab each
other, the high racial tension, the
need for young, white inmates to

he Month

seek protective custody in order to
escape drug smuggling, rip-off artists
and homosexual gatherings, the psy-
chotropic, mind-altering drugs many
inmates are given as a substitute for
therapy treatment, and the confine-
ment to strip-cells many of the men-
tally disturbed are forced to endure.”

Although many would scoff at
such high aims, especially coming
from a “mere prisoner,” King Buck
has already taken the first step: self-
empowerment.

“Most men and women in prison
who are slight of willpower go under
and remain down under their oppres-
sive state of servitude all the days of
their life. Convicts call these hope-
lessly lost people ‘those with broken
spirits.” But my spirit is alive and
thriving. I refuse to let myself get sad-
dened by the loss of my freedom even
though I am surrounded by the con-
stant madness.”

Although the Missouri DOC
would beg to differ, King Buck con-
tinues to live his life setting positive
examples for other prisoners. He has
proven that the convicted felon is not
limited in his capacity for growth,
self-worth and achievement.

If King Buck made it back to
General Population by press time, he
certainly won’t be there when you're
reading this. You can be sure the
white shirts will retaliate. But he
knows the score, and he’s ready for it.

Just take his last message to heart:

“I hope whatever efforts 1 have
made to enlighten the public and
other prisoners here have not been
in vain.

Chris Cozzone
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UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
SOUTHERN DISTRICT OF GEORGIA
BRUNSWICK DIVISION

)
)
)
)
)
)
)
)
)

Duane R. Olson,

Joe Mohwish,

Donald B. Sargeant,

Plaintiffs,

V.

Federal Prison Industries, Inc.
(UNICOR),

et. al.

Defendants

veeeeee.CV 294-011

COUNT ONE: Knowingly employing illegal aliens, in

violation of the Immigration and Nationality Act.

COUNT TWO: Breaching federal labor laws by hiring
prisoners and failure to pay minimum wage, in vio-

lation of the Fair Labor Standards Act.

COUNT THREE: Selling prisoner-made products to
private sector companies, in violation of Federal

laws.
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BY GHRIS GOZZONE

nowingly employing illegal
B aliens? Violating federal labor

aws? Sounds like one of those
criminal enterprises the Feds would
love to sink their teeth into—that is,
if the government weren’t so busy
running the racket themselves.

The culprit is none other than
the Department of Justice's Federal
Prison Industries, Inc., known as UNI-
COR. The men who have uncovered
these alleged criminal activities are
federal prisoners Joe Mohwish, Duane
Olson and Don Sargeant. They have
filed a unique criminal complaint
against the federal government that
could, if they are successful, turn the
Department of Justice upon itself and
make it the laughing stock of our get-
tough-on-crime politics.

Not only have Mohwish, et al.
filed charges against UNICOR for
employing illegal aliens and for its
unfair and illegal labor practices,
but, most damning of all, the three
prisoners have managed to uncover
documentary evidence proving that
UNICOR is selling prisoner-manufac-
tured merchandise to the private sec-
tor. Working with a network of fed-
eral prisoners, the trio has accumu-
lated volumes of physical evidence
such as purchase orders, memos, cost
summaries and other documents



the aged, the nuts and cripples,
men who can’t walk or can’t talk.
Some who do not belong in
prison and some, like Alex, who
do.

There are a few cons left over
from the days when it was one
prison in one place, back when
Alex first came here, cons they
keep around to do the heavy
work—Alex and Lincoln, Gomez
and Lafayette, Stansky and
Peters—the inside labor gang.
Peters is a little guy, slender but
tough, old enough that he has
ended up here. Everywhere he's
been he’s screwed up, and now
they are either offering him a final
chance, or they have put him here
as a way of getting rid of him.
Peters’ gaunt, pocked face is dom-
inated by large doe-like eyes you
try not to look at. Part of his nose
is missing, a crude notch gouged
out of his nostril, which lends him
a damaged, lopsided look worse
than if he had lazy eye. Alex toler-
ates him, but Peters fancies him-

“A lifetime in the
Hole—they’ll slowly kil
him. This is how it is.
This is how it will

always be.”
e s e e

self a con man; he is sly and quick,
and Alex is wary of him.

Now Crummage has crossed
back to the other side of the
ditch, and Alex watches as he
approaches Peters. The others
are there, Oscar Lincoln, Gomez
and Lafayatte, Big Stansky, but
Crummage is a comedian and he
picks his straight men carefully—
Alex because he can’t talk, and
Peters because he's six inches
shorter and half Crummage’s
weight.

“Peters, when all this is done,
what say you and me go fishin’?”
Crummage grins and winks at no
one in particular,

“Right here in this ditch you
dug, bet there’ll be some nice
trout.” He hooks his thumbs in
his belt and stands in front of
Peters, who is partway in the
ditch. Crummage is neckless; his
jaw juts forward and his head
slopes upward to a point, as

(continued on next page)
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OPERATION PRISON GAP

32 Tuckahoe Road,
Yonkers, NY 10710
(914) 376-7771

There’s no secret fo our success!

Since our inception in 1972, OPG has transported over 1.5
million people to various correctional facilities throughout NY

state—about 1.3 million more than our nearest competitor.

Safe, reliable, affordable
and dignified service.
Operation Prison Gap provides service for most New York

State Correctional Facilities. Buses depart from West 5%th St.
& Columbus Circle, directly in front of the New York

Coliseum.
Monday-Thursday Pam to S5pm
Friday 9am to 8pm
Saturday 10am to 4pm
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though all that really mattered in his skull
had grown dense and settled to the bottom,
where his mouth is.

“You like trout, Peters? I'll bet you do.” He
guffaws. His pendulous belly hangs over the
ditch directly above Peters, who continues to dig
with his shovel. Crummage twists his head to the
right.

“Hey Gomez, what do they call trout in
Spanish? Trucha, right? Yeah, trucha.” He
turns back to Peters. “Maybe you and me,
Peters, we could have some trucha one of
these nights. Or put it this way—you could
have the trucha, and me, I'll supply it.” He
laughs loudly, then wheezes. “Peters, you a lit-
tle old for me, but you ain’t that bad.
‘Specially when you bend over like that.”

It happens fast, almost too fast for Alex to
see. The shovel falls away from Peters’ hand
and immediately he is up under Crummage’s
gut—ijust there, attached to Crummage, lips
tight and eyes like coal, arm and shoulder
and entire upper body pushing into
Crummage’s abdomen. Suddenly Crummage
wheels around and stumbles, picks himself
up and stumbles again. His glasses hang from
one ear and his tiny eyes are now huge and
amazed. He is running, holding his stomach
and bellowing, and Alex sees the guard
emerge from the tower with a rifle. Peters,
holding a dull gray shank in his hand, the
end of it shiny with Crummage's blood, casu-
ally sits down on the bank of the ditch, drops
the knife in the dirt and kicks it aside.

Security arrives—more than twenty
Blueshirts round the corner of the nearest
cellhouse and spring for the field. Crummage
has collapsed fifty yards from the ditch, and
the guard in the tower is shouting for Alex
and the others to drop their picks and shov-
els and keep their hands where he can see
them; Peters sits elbows on knees, head low-
ered, perfectly still. They’ll kill him, Alex
thinks. He'll spend a lifetime in the Hole
where they'll slowly kill him. This is how it is.
This is how it will always be.

There is a trace of blue in the afternoon
sky, but mostly it is white hot, the sun baking
the air to a ceramic hardness. Alex tilts his
head back until his face is nearly horizontal
with the ground. He can relax this way, block
it all out, float for a minute in his eyes. But
then it occurs to him that there are no cracks
in this dome, that nothing lives in this sky,
that birds could never fly here.

About the Illustrator (next page): Joseph
Hernandez is doin’ time at Green Haven
Correctional Facility in New York.
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uring 1989 and 1990,

between 68,000 and 70,000

homeless people lived in
New York City. These statistics are
reported in a combination of
records from the Census Bureau,
shelters and homeless organizations,
and from spotters who count in pub-
lic facilities: the Port Authority,
Pennsylvania Station, Grand Central
Terminal, Central Park, Tompkins
Square Park and various ferry sta-
tions. If you went with the high num-
ber, you'd still be short by 3,000 to
5,000 people. It may be hard to
accept that professionals could be
off by such a large number, but I
know this to be a fact. Don't get me
wrong, they did their jobs as best
they could. The problem was, they
couldn’t possibly count what they
couldn’t see.

In the summer of 1989, after
more than five hours of running and
hiding from law enforcement offi-
cers and volunteers, I finally made
good on my escape. Dead tired, I
staggered off the New Jersey Transit
train and found my way upstairs into
New York’s Penn Station. After eight
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years of prison food, I blew my
remaining $41 in an orgy of pizza,
hot dogs, chocolate sundaes, banana
splits, Gyros, pretzels and Buffalo
wings. The tiredness I'd felt before
was nothing compared to the way I
felt after eating. I walked around
Penn Station until I couldn’t keep
my eyes open, and then I found a
spot on the Long Island Railroad
level to rest.

A far-off voice shouting “Get
away!” brought me back from
dreamland, and I found myself sit-
ting on the floor of Penn Station.

Ten feet away and directly in front of

me were three elderly women. Two
of them had laundry carts filled with
personal belongings; the third held
a piece of three-quarter inch pipe
wrapped with electrical tape; it had a
wicked-looking elbow at its end. The
pipe was a serious piece of weapon-
ry, and the way she wielded it said
she knew how to use it.

“Get out of there!” the woman
with the pipe said, and I assumed
that I'd accidentally taken their
sleeping place. I opened my mouth
to apologize when a voice from

beside me said, “Move out of the
way!” I looked slowly toward the area
where the voice came from and

found myself facing a man who
could have been 20 or 40 beneath a
huge growth of beard. He was hud-
dled beside me in the smallest ball a
140-pound man could curl into, and
he held a stainless steel razor. I was
mad—alfter spending years in prison,
I'd allowed someone from the street
to sneak up on me. At the same
time, I considered the damage he
could do to me before I could do to
him. I glanced back and forth
between him and the women, but
my eyes stayed on the razor. |
watched the women back out of the
opening of the cul-de-sac, and then
the man was up and running. The



woman with the pipe shook her
head pathetically as [ stood up.

“You're a pretty good-sized guy,”
she said, “but you ain’t street smart.
You better go settle things at home.”
Without another word, they turned
and headed in the opposite direc-
tion of the guy with the razor.

That was my introduction to
Penn Station. At that moment, I
promised myself I would never again
lay my head where someone could
sneak up on me so easily. I stayed
awake the rest of the night. In the
morning, I met Amtrak Billy, who
would teach me the tunnels beneath
and behind Penn Station. A few
hours later, I met Sandman. My first
Mole Man.

During the 17 months I was out-

side the New Jersey prison system, I
spent eight months living beneath
Penn Station, Grand
Terminal, Riverside Drive on the
Upper West Side, and in shacktowns
and boat basins along 12th Ave. In
those places, I saw and met people

Central

who have never been counted and
will never be seen, unless it’s by acci-
dent. But, of everywhere I'd lived,
the most memorable of the times I
spent homeless were the days under
Grand Central Terminal.

“You saved my life. Trust me
now,” Sandman said to me, digging
into his retrieved duffel bag and
pulling out a machete. He held it
out. I took it and held it in my hand
loosely, like he'd told me, waiting
until he'd strapped his own blade

on. I followed him down the access
stairwell and into one of the lower-
level tunnels beneath Grand Central.
Holding a machete loosely was sup-
posed to mean it was just there, like
a tool, with no threat intended. We
walked for maybe 20 minutes, and
then we had to climb some overhead
pipes and crawl through a man-
made hole into a ventilation shaft.
After maybe 30 feet, Sandman put a
hand against my shoulder for me to
stop at the sound of a woman’s
voice. He responded with what I
would learn later was a daily
exchanged code. The voice bid him
to come forward. Tapping me, he
moved to the end of the shaft,
grabbed an overhead pipe and
pulled himself out. He hung until he
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stopped swinging, then he dropped.
I moved to the end of the opening
and looked into the fire-illumined
face of the woman whose voice I'd
heard. She was sitting on an over-
turned crate perched on top of a 10-
foot stepladder. She held an axe,
and there was a machete, much like
the one Sandman had given me, in a
sheath attached to her belt and tied
to her knee. It wouldn't take but one
person to defend the entrance the
way it was situated, and gender
would have nothing to do with it.
She nodded at me. Still holding the
machete, I pulled myself out of the
hole and dropped down onto a pile
of mattresses into what 1 imagined
hell would be like.

There were dozens of shacks and
lean-to’s built of wooden scraps, tin
and cardboard on top of the plat-
form and beneath it. The tracks were
clear. Each area had marked bound-
aries, and most had fires burning
within them. A few were dark but for
the light coming from nearby spots.
They made me uncomfortable
because there were people in them
and all I could see were eyes. I have
never liked being watched without
being able to see the watchers. I did-
n’t like it then, but I was too deep
beneath Grand Central to find my
way out without Sandman, so I did as
he whispered and ignored them.
Climbing up one side of an enor-
mous pile of railroad ties and down
the other, I found myself in the heart
of the thriving community that
Sandman called home.

There were maybe 60 to 70 peo-
ple standing, sitting or moving
around. Most looked normal, save
their smutty and raggedy appearance,
but there was a scattering of obvious
loonies. The loonies stood around
smiling at me and doing the street
version of the Thorazine-shuffle.

A huge fire burned in the center
of the area, as black smoke from the
oily timbers rose and gathered
against the tunnel roof. I remember
wondering why the smoke wasn’t
choking everybody to death.

The next thing I knew, a man
named Mook and his inner circle
were standing around us. They did-
n't gather, they were just there, and
it was creepy. I'd never seen Mook
before, but Sandman'’s description
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of a hunchbacked six-footer with
dreadlocks to his rear was perfect.
He was unarmed, but the seven or
eight men and women standing
around him weren’t. They stood tap-
ping their thighs and legs with
machetes, pipes and hammers.

Sandman stepped in front of me
and explained to Mook how I had
kept him from being beaten to death
by some crack dealers a few weeks
back and how we’d hung out togeth-
er off and on since then. There was
never a change of expression on
Mook’s face, until Sandman told him
I'd escaped from a prison in Jersey.
And then it was so brief, I almost
missed it. Watching me, Mook
motioned with his head for one of
his people. Whispering in his ear, he
sent him off and over the pile of rail-
road ties. I looked at Sandman, who
shrugged his thin shoulders and lit a
smoke. After taking a couple of
drags, he passed it to me. We waited
maybe 10 minutes, but it seemed a
much longer with nobody talking
and everybody watching me.

I really couldn’t believe 1 was
where I was because all my life I'd
been a hustler. To stoop to living
underground was next to the final
straw.

“Who escaped from Jersey?” a
voice asked from behind and 1
turned to see who it was. A dude
stood at the top of the railroad ties. I
couldn’t make out his face in the
shadows. The guy who'd gone off
after Mook spoke to him, made his
way down the pile and squatted
down. Knowing the speaker had to
be talking to me, I said I had escaped
from prison. The next questions and
directions came fast: Where was I
from? Where exactly did I escape
from? How much time had I done?
Had I ever been to the Annandale
Reformatory?  Who ran the dairy at
Annandale? After I had sufficiently
answered their questions, I was asked
my real name. I'd given the answers
to every question, but I refused to
give up my name, and I told him and
Mook so. Whispering to Sandman, I
reminded him of his promise to take
me back to the surface if I decided I
didn’t want to be there.

“He’s straight by me! * Sandman
yelled, and it was echoed by the guy
on the pile before he disappeared

down the other side. It must have
been enough because I was allowed
to stay. To this day, I still don't know
who it was who asked me all those
questions. All I know is he lived right
under my nose.

I lived beneath Grand Central
for almost two months before I got
tired and left. It wasn’t the people;
everybody who lived in our quadrant
got along most of the time. There
were a few problems every now and
then, but Mook and his people kept
things running relatively smoothly. It
couldn’t happen like that in prison,
because inside we all seem to want to
do ‘our’ thing and the key word
beneath New York was ‘us’. That's
because each of us was an integral
part of each other’s survival. If some-
one from our community had trou-
ble, we all did, and our area had over
200 people in it. Less than half that
number ever went above. I did,
because I became a ‘surfacer’ for the
time I was there, like Sandman. For
some reason, I just couldn’t see lock-
ing myself up underground after
going through so much to get away
from prison. Surfacers ventured
above ground and collected food,
clothing, aluminum and copper,
which were sold to buy drugs and
alcohol, or to entice women from
above down, for those who were
committed to darkness. In return,
the surfacers were watched over and
held in high esteem.

The real Molers stayed below,
mapping out unexplored territory
and basically keeping things run-
ning. I remember two Molers find-

(continued on page 69)
J-B. Springs I, doin’ time at Trenton in NJ.




Mo’ on Moles

“If you want to know more about mole peo-
ple,” Springs told Prison Life, “go to Grand
Central and find a guy named Sergeant Henry.”

Sergeant Henry, now Lieutenant Henry, is
one of the coolest cops you'd ever want to meet,
especially if you were living underground. “The
mole people have been very good to me,” he
says. “They were responsible for my promotion.”

Several years ago, Lt. Henry ventured under
Grand Central and volunteered to coax an
entire community from their cocoons. “My goal
was to very humanely and compassionately get
them to leave.”

Most either didn’t realize or didn’t care that
they were living in conditions unfit for human
habitation. “In my opinion, it’s worse than jail,”
says Henry.

At the height of the mole movement, over
50 people lived under Grand Central alone.
Many were living knee-deep in trash, with feces
from rodents and humans scattered about. But
it was warm all year round, and water was easily
obtainable.

Henry bent over to pick up a cap from a
shampoo bottle. “Under this pipe was a make-
shift shower.” On his rounds, he’'d occasionally
be treated to the sight of naked mole people
bathing beneath the pipes.

Henry used granola bars and a team of social
workers to persuade the mole people to leave. “I
would basically talk them to death,” he says. “I'd
tell them it was dangerous, unsanitary and if they
didn’t get their act together today, they never
would.” He’d hook them up with agencies for
the homeless, drug rehabs and, if they had skills,
with jobs. “The problem was that so many were
either illiterate or socially dysfunctional. 1 guess
that’s what brought them down here,” he notes.
Some, like Springs, were cons on the lam.

After the mole people were “displaced,” as
Henry describes it, New York City spent over
four million dollars on wire fences and concrete
walls to seal off the area for good. But on the
day of our tour, there was talk of mole sightings
among the transit cops. “Just because it’s under
control now doesn’t mean it's permanent,” says
Lt. Henry. “We need to continually seek these
people out and help them find homes and jobs.
It just isn’t right for humans to live this way.”

(From Top to Bottom ) 1. Lt. Henry points out the water

storage conlainer where the underground duwellers bathed.

2. Beyond the grill, an “apartment” where, according lo
Henry, “a bunch of gay guys lived.” 3. The *Do Nol
Enler” sign at 31st & 11 Ave. marks the entrance lo
another underground habitat. 4. Graffiti deep below
Grand Central Station.
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In-House Counsel

hroughout 1988 and

1989, I could be found

in the law library at
F.C.I. Phoenix almost
every day, at almost any
hour. Another jailhouse
lawyer, whom I'll call
“Ron,” was in the
library almost as
often as I was, One day
just before Christmas ‘89,
Ron and I were the only
ones in the library. I
noticed he was sitting
at a table staring
absentmindedly
into space, so I
asked him what he
was working on.

Ron told me he had filed a
habeas corpus, and that it had been
denied. Next he had filed an appeal,
which had also been denied. He was
now working on a Motion for
Rehearing, but he knew how rare it
is to win a rehearing, and the frustra-
tion was tearing him (and those two-
by-fours) apart.

Finally, Ron went into a long,
angry monologue about how impos-
sible it was to get justice out of the
Ninth Circuit, and about how bla-
tantly the judges were ignoring the
facts of his case. I understood those
feelings, so 1 just listened without say-
ing much. After Ron finished talk-
ing, I asked him to let me read his
pleadings.

He handed them over, and I
spent another hour reading his writ
and his appeals, but when I had fin-
ished, I couldn’t understand what his
issue was. 1 could tell it had to do
with his parole violation, but beyond
this it was unclear. So I asked him to
explain. After thirty minutes of addi-
tional questions, I finally realized that
Ron had an issue going to the fair-
ness of parole violation hearings. Ron
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by Larry Fassler,
Jailhouse Lawyer

Tllustration by Rob Sula

felt that his rights had been violated
because the Parole Commission had
shipped him off to prison before giv-
ing him a hearing. When the
Commission did hold his hearing, it
was far away from home and he
couldn’t produce witnesses for his
defense.

Once [ grasped the concept, 1
agreed with Ron that he had a valid
issue. I sat down at a typewriter and in
less then twenty minutes produced a
short argument that explained Ron'’s
issue in plain, simple words, language
even a judge could understand

I handed my version to Ron and
asked, “Is this what you mean?” Ron
said it was, so I suggested that he tear
up the 15-page Motion for
Rehearing, which he had written,
and simply submit a short motion
using my wording. I explained that if
I could not understand what he had
written, he should not expect a judge
to. After all, they're only human.
Ron agreed, and he rewrote the
motion using my simple two-page
explanation of the issue.

I was transferred from Phoenix

shortly after this incident. More
than a year later, while reading
the Federal Reporter looking
for another case, 1
learned what had hap-
pened with Ron’s
motion. He won! The
Ninth Circuit granted a
rehearing and
reversed its original
decision. It vacated
his parole viola-
tion, thus granti-
ng him relief.
The point
of this column
is to emphasize
the importance
of writing clearly
when you do your own legal work. If
the judge cannot understand you,
you don’t have a chance. No judge is
going to accept an argument he
can’t follow. Ron spent two years and
many hundreds of hours working his
case to death, but he had never pre-
sented it in a simple and straightfor-
ward manner. Finally, when the argu-
ment was presented in plain, simple
language, the judges reversed them-
selves and Ron won.

[ know how dillicult it is to write
motions and appeals for yourself.
Keeping out the anger is sometimes
impossible. Realizing that others
don’t know your case as well as vou
do, and that they need to have things
spelled out for them, is also difficult.
Both are crucial to success.

My favorite way of dealing with
this problem is to write my pleadings
as early as I can, and then to “lose”
them for a while. I'll put them in a
box under my bunk, or deep in the
back of my locker, and try to forget
them for a week or two. Then I take
them out and read them afresh, and
invariably I will see things to change
and correct. The key is to put the




document out of your mind long
enough to forget what you wrote.
Otherwise, you will see it with the
same mindset that you had when
you wrote.

Another useful strategy is to
show it to your friends. Pick liter-
ate friends, though not somebody
with whom you always discuss
your case. After reading it they
will probably tell you how good it
is, and that you should win. This
is not good enough. Ask them to
tell you what your argument is,
and why they think you should
win. If they can’t, then the
chances are the judges won’t be
able to either. Don’t be misled
into believing you have to use
long words and Latin phrases to
impress judges. You don’t. You
simply have to be understood.
And if your buddy can under-
stand what you are trying to say,
odds are a judge will also.

Finally, don’t worry too much
about using a lot of case law.
What you want to do is to find
and use a few good cases, particu-
larly cases that are very similar to
yours, and ideally cases that rule
within your judicial district. Case
citations, just for the sake of cita-
tions, will turn a reader off. If a
judge or judge’s clerk checks one
or two of your citations and finds
that those cases don’t fit the facts
of your case, he is not going to
bother checking the rest. Be very
careful about the case law you
use, and use it sparingly. It is
much more important to state
your case, and the reasons you
think you deserve relief, in a sim-
ple and understandable manner.
If you convince the judge that
you were treated unfairly, the
judge himself will usually provide
case law to support your claim for
relief.

Send your questions and legal
concerns to In-House Counsel, c¢/o
Prison Life, 505 8th Avenue, New
York, NY 10018. PL|

UnderGround
(continued from page 66)

ing a rotted leather purse with
almost $4 in it. Because everything
we did was a community effort, they
brought it to the counting table.
Doesn’t sound like much, but I
noticed the coins were ancient. With
approval, I took them to a coin deal-
er and got close to a $1,000 for
them.

I'd always heard about Mole peo-
ple, but I'd never really believed in
them. Even living among them I did-
n’t, until I snuck a set of floodlights
down and hooked them up to a car
battery. That was the night I learned
how much damage lights can cause
to people who’ve been living for
years in the dark. I mean, the fire-
light didn’t bother them the least
bit, but white light could and did
temporarily blind some of them.

Like I said, it wasn’t the people
under the terminal who made me
leave. I just got tired of the hide-and-
seek games I had to play with
Sergeant Henry and his crew of
Transit cops to get in and out of
there. I had at least three run-ins
with Transit, but nothing really seri-
ous, and that was probably because
of my size and the way I moved. If
nothing else, prison teaches you how
to avoid stumbling blocks. But others
weren’t so lucky. I found myself start-
ing to look at the transit cops and
hate them the same way I used to
hate the bastard prison guards who
would come in after a bad night or
weekend and stick it to anybody who
got in their way. I knew one guy who
was chased down and beaten by
seven Transit cops, 25 feet below the
pipes. He wore the mother of all ass-
whoopings that day, and when he
got out of the hospital, he was a
walking vegetable. His only offense
had been to run long enough for
one of the Transit cops to take a fall
and cut his hand on something
sharp. I remember the cop repeat-
ing, “Make us chase you, huh?” and
“Make us get dirty, huh?” as they
beat him senseless. It was insane.
The Transit cop who had fallen was
not only half-drunk, but in case he
wasn’t he took time out from the
beating to take a swig from the bottle
tucked inside his winter coat and

pass it around. Killing isn’t what I
do, but at the time I wished I'd had
an M-16.

I probably would have stayed
longer than two months, but once
when I was wandering through some
tunnels and crawl-ways, I got lost for
three days. When I finally found the
surface again, I was where I started
out: Penn Station. There’s a connec-
tion between Grand Central and
Penn Station, and even though I'd
spent weeks hunting for it, I never
found it again. I believe in fate, so I
began picking people and taking
them down to the dry, warm subter-
ranean world beneath Penn Station
to live. Being a good talker, I man-
aged to hustle a number of business-
es into giving me leftovers in
exchange for keeping the order and
their areas clean.

Before I lived the life, I could
never understand how anybody
could live on the street or in public
buildings. I was one of the people
who would say they'd rather go to
jail than live on the street.

I no longer have that attitude.
What I do have from living around
and under New York is a better
understanding of a very human con-
dition. Too much pride can be as
dangerous as having none. Too
much pride is what wouldn’t allow
me to live on the streets, preferring
jail instead. That same pride would-
n’t allow me to take a job paying
minimum wage, but it failed me by
allowing me to work at state-issued
jobs for a whole lot less than mini-
mum wage. I take pride in whatever 1
do, but the ‘too much’ is dead and
gone, and I don’t even miss it.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: john B.
Springs III, a 20«year-plus veteran of the
correctional system, is a multi-published
author whose credits include five books
(Kansas, a bestseller; Holloway House
Publishing Co.) and numerous pieces of
fiction and monfiction. He is now work-
ing on a book titled “AROUND AND
UNDER NEW YORK: HOMELESS”,
Jfrom which some of the above has been

taken. ) ﬁl
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Given that the general public is bitchin" about how prison-
ers should have zero access to weights, one con had this o
say: “Hey man, what the hell we supposed to do if our joint
ain't got no weights@ Shit, a lot of good your damn lron Pile
doesus . .."

Damn straight. So why net highlight a couple routines tai-
lored for the prisoner without access to equipment or better
yel, for the prisoner stuck in the Hole2 With the threat fo make
weights extinct, it seemed even more imporfant to feature
equipment-less exercise routines in lron Pile

Two prisoners were way ahead of me on this: Sebastian
Ventimiglia of NY and Wrm}e Wisely out on the Coast. Both
submitted the two atticles before you.

So with that, quit wastin’ time and get up off your ass—
no more excuses!

Chris Cozzone, Fitness Editor

Hlustration by Joseph Hemandez
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by Sebastian Ventimiglia

From Attica to Sing Sing, for the last 18 years,
I've been living the prison nightmare. Doing time,
however, goes from bad 1o worse in the Hole, a sin-
gle-occupancy roach motel. Separated from the gen-
eral population, not only are you locked down 23-
plus hours a day, but you also have to contend with
small food rations, shit fights and sometimes, sadistic
guards provoking you and playing mind games. The
object of their game is to drive you buck-wild so they
can justify the senseless beatings.

The strong manage to triumph over it all.
Despite the odds, you eventually adapt to the cir-
cumstances, repressing thoughts of the isolation, the
inhumane conditions and the cruel punishments.
Once you learn to deal with the psychological and
emotional strain, it’s time to get busy. With a positive
mental attitude, you can make this time count, soli-
ary or not.

Forget the Iron Pile—barbells and dumbbells—
and the makeshift running wack your joint may or
may not have. It's time to convert that Special Housing
Unitinto a training ground fit for Bruce Lee.

IN THE HOLE EXERCISE ROUTINE
Meditation

Prime the mind for a few minutes before you begin the
routine. Motivate yourself and think about the muscles
you plan to train,

Warm-Up

B Full Body Joint Rotations (neck, wrists, elbows, shoul-
ders, waist, hips, knees and ankles)—slowly rotate each
joint. This will prepare your body for the higher-ten-
510N exercise to come.

B Dynamic Tension—slowly contract the muscles you
plan to train, breathing deeply.

Cardiovascular Training

Your cardiovascular training must fulfill three mini-
mum requirements: Intensity, Duration and Frequency.
W Inensity

Exercises must be performed vigorously enough to
reach a continuous yet comfortable level of intensity, a
range within your Target Heart Rate Zone (THRZ).
The range of safe-yet-sufficient heart rate to achieve
during exercise is between 65 and 85% of vour
Maximum Pulse Rate (MPR). This can be figured out



Poetry From Prison

ESCAPING CORRECTIONS
Mira
fled
Grants
with
her
tattoos
fresh
her
pale
flesh
displaying
traces
of
her
soul—
I
picked
her
up
in
Memphis
without
a
touch
without
a
word
her
body
said
enough.
Larry Boggan

Western New Mexico C.F.

LETTERS

It’s raining in the suburbs
it’s raining here

beyond the fence.

Angel’s tears

drip down dirty windows
a good day

to write a letter.

Letters to poets

outlaws

and strangers.

Letters filled with
thoughtfulness

when the distance
between us

makes it too far to whisper.

James Allorto
Terminal Island, CA
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PRISONER

Stalking you with my eyes
Feeling what you must have
Once felt all over in your
Deepest being driven to the
Height of power consumed

In raw blood ligquid urgency
Slipping bodies clutching

On the oil of love’s
Consummation gone up in fire
A bed of white ash embers
Dying in midday heat

Stolen by night thieves
Brittled to the cold wind
Swirling dust swept to

My empty window barred.

I remember now and then
Someone far distant in
Time and my love
The seasons move On
Without you.
Nancy MeGovern, ex-con
Phoenix, AZ
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“Fveryone thinks this photo is pretty cool,
even poetic,” says Randolph Baggett of the
Union Correctional Institution in Raiford,
FL. “But just do me one favor: Don't use it
in regards to punks or some shit like that.”

WHAT AN OLD GUY I
DONE TIME WITH SAID

I wish I had a dollar
I wish I had some wine
I wish I had my woman
But all T got is time.

Clayton Phillips
Colorado State Prison, Canon City

SOME SURVIVE

Met him my first summer
in a clean tenement room
that didn’t spin

in a halfway house

on South Broadway

in a crumbling brick part
of town by the river.

Mouth clamped shut

below take-no-shit eyes

he walked in, been lifting
weights, stiff and quick

5’9", 165-pound guy,

cuffs folded back on forearms
“He just got out...

Possession, I think.”

At first he talked,

when he talked,

like he was holding his
breath,

in short sentences

barely moving his lips:

“You working? When’s wake-
up? Later, man.”

When he found out
I'd been caged, too,

| he loosened up a bit,

then a lot.

The stiff mask relaxed into
an open, impish face.

Just another tough guy
with the soul of a child.

He was life to be around then,
bopping in and out

of the room we shared

with Big George

and what was left of Zippy
cracking jokes in rapping
prison jive,

Blond kid playing blues guitar
on the deck outside—

a kind of nineties beatnik
growing a pale goatee,
bewildered in the big world
but hopeful, too,

feeling a trickle of new life
by the river.

Somewhere beyond cracked
linoleum and lumpy walls
he saw a world of freedom
and music, a neighbor

of the world

I saw of freedom and words.

But the girl he was hung up
on,

who I took him to see one
night



away from us. Their memory of us will
become fuzzy, and although we are
alive and well, in their hearts we’ll be
dead. Children who never know their
fathers will never fully know them-
selves.

We understand that your love
belongs to another—that was your
choice—but don’t make that choice
for our children. They have a moral

right to decide if we're worthy of

their love. We have committed no
crimes against them, and our love for
them has not waned. Although you
have taken them out of our lives, you
can never erasc []l(' m from our
hearts. It is because of them that we
will never give up. We know that one
day our children will need us to help
keep them from repeating our mis-
takes and falling victim to a world
that is rapidly declining.

We are their fathers and no
amount of time or distance can
change that.

The pictures we have of them are
old and faded, yet they are our most
valued possessions. Behind these
walls they are our only friends.

There is so much talk about
fathers who abandon their children,
but what about women who purposely
keep those children away from their

DANGER
HxGH Vol TAGE

loving fathers? A man may be a gang-
ster on the streets, but at home with
his child he is a lamb.

We have made mistakes and are
now paying the piper. Imagine how
you would feel if someone took your
child from you and you never saw
that child again? That is what you
have done to us, only we don’t have
to imagine. Most of us never knew
our fathers, and we vowed that our
children would never be unfortunate
enough to say the same. Ladies, we
love our children, so if you don’t stay
in touch for us, please do it for them.

PL}
Holy Qur'ans

Translation & commentary of the Qur'an
with Arabic text.

By A. Yusufali

Cloth $25.00
Payable to:

Kamco Enterprises
P.O. Box 123
Hinesville, GA 31313
Also send $3.00 for
catalog of educa-
tional video tapes
and Islamic items.
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“Alright, your last request is granted—
one Prison Life magazine coming up!!”

DRESS
&

SHOES ..:.

SHIRTS ®* SWEATERS

UNDERWEAR & MORE

L

FREE
CATALOG

For your FREE CATALOG,
send your name, inmate #,
institution and address to:

Joe’'s St. Louis
5757 Natural Bridge
St. Louis, Missouri 63120

[SportsiNutrition

SUPER SAVINGS!

* ANABOL NATURALS

* BIO-ENERGY RESCARCH
« CHAMPION NUTRITION
« DASH

« EXCEL

« FERGIES GLOVES

* HITECH

« ICOPRO

+ L&S RESEARCH

* MLO

* NATIONAL HEALTH

* NATURE'S WAY

= NEXT NUTRITION

= POWER FOODS

* SDURCE NATURALS

* STRENGTH SYSTEMS

Save up to

50%

Off Retail!

FREE CATALOG

S&S Enterprises Inc.
PO Box 2131

« TWINLAB
Aberdeen SD 57402-2131  « UNIPRO
A + UNIVERSAL
+ VALEO BELTS
1-800-456-3955 + WEIDER

WANTED:
Inmate pen-pals
by outsiders.
Lonely hearts, students,
curiosity-seekers,
researchers, etc. desire
correspondence with all
levels of prisoners.
Send brief history & desired pen-

pal type to: DEN-KAY, P.O. Box
35815, Las Vegas, NV 89133
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Family Matters
A Letter to D Ladies

A message to all the ladies who have a child by a man behind bars

ation by Rob Sula

SnA

Dear Ladies:

It has been a while since we've
written to you and even longer since
we've heard from you. We pray that
God has kept you and our children
safe and well. As for us, we are staying
strong, trying to be a rock and weath-
er the storm. We were reluctant to
write this letter because like all the
others we've written to you, we feel
that our words won’t change your
actions or, better said, inactions.

At first, we were heartbroken
when you turned your back on us and
left us in prison alone, unloved and
never thought of. The heartbreak
turned into bitterness and anger, bor-
dering on hate. But as the years went
by we slowly came to understand and
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accept that you did not put us in
prison and you don’t owe us your life
in waiting. Gradually, every man
who's serving a long bid begins to
accept that his beloved woman will go
on with her life and he won’t be a
part of it. It’s a slow, bitter acceptance
but it eases over time.

Some of us loved you so much
that we would have died protecting
your honor. Part of the reason that
we're in prison today is because we
wanted to provide you and our chil-
dren with the best in life. That is not
a valid excuse for our crimes, but it is
how we felt at the time. Sometimes
we took you for granted and may
have neglected or mistreated you. Try
to understand that it was all part of

by
Reg “CA$H” Alexander
Georgia State Prison

our struggle to make it out of
“nowhere” and to be a man in your
eyes. Deep down in your heart you
have to know that we loved you. If we
would have become kings, you would
have shared the throne.

But we didn’t become kings.
We're in prison being punished for
our mistakes, staring at concrete walls
and steel bars everyday of the week.
Month after month and year alter
year. We came behind these walls
believing that you would be our
bridge over troubled waters, but
nothing in our lives has been farther
from the truth. We do not speak
these words to condemn you or to
put you down. You are the mother of
our children and—win, lose or
draw—uwe’ll always care for you. We
have accepted losing you and it’s pos-
sible you could justify why you
haven’t even remained our friend.
Maybe vou can even explain why
you've shown us no gratitude for the
many good things we've done for you
over the years. But, ladies, nothing in
this world can excuse or justify why
you haven’t shared our children with
us.

We have lost our freedom, hous-
es, cars and every other thing we
once valued. We have lost your love,
but whatever happened to the friend-
ship that our relationship was sup-
posed to have created? As you can
see, we have accepted each and every
loss like men, because somehow we
can justify them. But we cannot justify
your not letting us see our children.

We're not asking for a penny of
vour money or a drop of your love,
although we remember giving you
both. We only ask one thing: Allow us
to know our children!

The last time we saw them, they
were too small to understand why
Daddy wasn’t there anymore. Now
they are growing up, and with every
year that passes they'll grow further



and I facilitate each meeting on a vol-
unteer basis. A computer call-out list
is made and the prisoners are
released from their cells when our
arrival is announced. At any given
meeting, anywhere from eight to 18
men participate. A code of honor
among those present commits each
man to confidentiality and mutual
respect. After handshakes and hel-
lo’s, our meetings begin with several
minutes of silence and slow breathing
to quiet the mind. One of us will then
invite all present to come together on
common ground with a sense of
brotherhood and solidarity. Then a
member will speak words of prayer,
asking for the grace of the Divine
Spirit to guide our time together. We
sit in a circle to symbolize equality of
power and the desire to experience
true community. One man assumes
the task of calling upon others to
speak. Each person is recognized and
given an opportunity to share without
interruption. Only when all have spo-
ken does cross-talk or conversation
between us begin. The goal is to lis-
ten receptively and to share honestly.
Both support and challenge are wel-
comed. Within this atmosphere, a
diversity of viewpoints is often
expressed, and resentment, naturally,
can flare. We believe it is a sign of a
mature man to have the emotional
depth, intellectual discipline and
physical control to let such conflicts
be creatively experienced rather than
destructively or violently expressed.
The issues raised in the Council
are wide-ranging and vary from ses-
sion to session. We have examined
the meaning of masculinity by explor-
ing the King, the Warrior, the
Magician and the Lover—basic arche-
types that exist in every man’s psy-
chology. We have spoken about the
spiritual journey as a foundation for
sanity, the necessity of ongoing edu-
cation, the importance and power of
family, the inner work involved in
preparing for parole and release, the
economics and politics of racism and
social injustice, and the importance
of mentoring and community service.
We also explore remorse about the
past. Each man brings a unique per-
spective. Each participant assumes
responsibility for his input, leader-
ship and outreach to others. We initi-
ate specific tasks, projects and goals
as determined by collective vision and
inspiration. Our Council seeks to be
open to the tremendous diversity of
age, race, religious, ethnic, ideologi-
cal and other orientations among the
men in the prison. Our only prereq-

uisite is that each man brings an
open mind and a sincere desire to
effect positive change. While feelings
of grief and sorrow are important to
express, these sessions are not intend-
ed as opportunities to whine, com-
plain or indulge in a stance of victim-
ization. Rather, they are opportuni-
ties to enter an oasis where personal
renewal is possible and where positive
actions can emerge.

For example, members of our
Council have committed themselves
to mentoring younger inmates; they
have helped raise funds for Rwandan
relief; they have worked to promote
“Good Time" legislation in New York
State; they have taught African and
Latino studies classes; they have
worked as facilitators in Alternatives
to Violence workshops, Innovative
Therapeutic Process workshops, Pre-
Release and Literacy programs. They
have helped other inmates in the Law
Library, have served as mediators in
disputes, have been actively involved
in the Christian and Muslim commu-
nities and have contacted the media
with offers to produce public service
announcements to help break the
cycle of violence and give something
back to society.

When our sessions come to a
close, we stand together in a circle
and join hands. Final thoughts,
visions, hopes and prayers are
expressed, and we become silent one
last time. We imagine the energy
among us going out to other inmates
in the facility and beyond the walls
into the world. As we part, we know
we will carry each other in our hearts
until we meet again. We call ourselves
the Fellowship of the King of Hearts
to symbolize our commitment to pro-
viding service and positive leadership
and to serving as just and compas-
sionate role models for other men.

The poet Roethke wrote: “What is
madness but nobility of soul at odds
with circumstance.” These men have

survived the madness in the bellv of

the beast. They are using prison as a
positive rite of passage by aspiring to
the noble side of human nature and

by bringing gold out of the ashes of

incarceration.

We invite you to join our efforts.
If you are an administrator or a coun-
selor in a correctional facility, consid-
er starting such a program or being
open to men who want to start one
on their own. If you are a prisoner,
approach your administration with
such a proposal and take responsibili-
ty to help organize a Council along
the lines suggested here. Remember

that each Council will have its own
unique style and personality and will
take time and patience to develop. If
volunteer facilitators are needed,
contact local human service organiza-
tions and ask them for help. You can
also recruit volunteers through exist-
ing programs within your facility that
have outside sponsoring organiza-
tions. Finally, we are in the process of
creating materials for Prison Council
development and are available to pro-
vide consultation and assistance. Let
us work together in this quest for
healing, community and justice. Let
us work together to free the impris-
oned soul!

For further information, contact
OASIS, The National Prison Council
Project, P.O. Box 31, Woodstock, NY

12498.
PL|

CFT

Correction Facility
Transportation

You rode with the rest—
Now ride with the best

Trips to and from all New York
State Prisons. We are a door-to-
door service. No more rushing
downtown or hassles with the
train. Your CFT driver will pick
you up at your front door and
deliver you back safe and sound.
We also service all federal prisons
in NY, CT and PA.

Adtica $35
Groveland $55
Auburn $55
Comstock $55
Cape Vincent  $55
Clinton $55
Green Haven $30
Sing Sing $30
Fish Kill $30
Downstate $30
Bedford Hills  $30
Beacon $30

If you don’t see the facility you
want, call for information.

(718) 648-1399
(800) 37-VISIT
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Smart Time

STARTING A SUPPORT GROUP

he prison experience is one of

isolation and emptiness, fear

and mistrust, violence and
chaos—an assault upon the soul.
What can vou do while incarcerated
Lo keep your sanity, to develop your
creativity, to not only survive but to
realize your human potential and
prepare for your return to su(‘i(‘[}":‘

Over the past three years we have
developed a Men’s Prison Council at
the Shawangunk Correctional
Facility. a New York State maximum
security prison. Our Prison Council,
which we've named the Fellowship of
the King of Hearts,
can be a successful
model that any
prison open to
rehabilitative pro-
grams can use.
What exactly is

a Prison Council
and how does it
work? The Prison
Council at Shawan-
gunk is a forum
that addresses uni-
versal issues and
concerns: the des-
ire to heal personal
wounds and over-
come emotional
trauma, the strug-
gle to build com-
munities where a
sense of meaning
and purpose can
be shared, and the
need to create a world where peace
and justice reign. These concerns have
motivated people throughout history
to form groups or councils where
ideas, wisdom and experience can be
shared, support can be offered and
decisions to bring creative action out
in the world can be made. Twelve-step
support groups help individuals on
the difficult road from addiction to
recovery. Group therapy provides a
collective setting in which members
work through psychological pain and
distress. Both indigenous tribal cul-
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By Harris Breiman

tures and modern religious communi-
ties provide ritual, mythology and
inspired teachings to help one appre-
ciate the sacredness of life and to
reconnect with the Earth and the
Divine Spirit. Our Prison Council
draws upon each of these pathways to
personal healing and empowerment.
We focus on questions of mascu-
line development, accountability and
responsibility. Incarcerated men often
experience heightened tendencies
common to all men in our culture,
tendencies to become frozen into
macho armor, emotional isolation

The Men's Prison Council group al Shawangunk Correctional Facility.

and numbness, cut-throat competi-
tion, and desperate attempts at domi-

nation. If we add to this the stress of

growing up in broken families in
£

urban war zones, and the trauma ol

being targets of racism, poverty and
social injustice, there is great poten-
tial for chaos and criminal behavior.
If the prison experience locuses
exclusively on punishment and incar-
ceration, this deadly cycle is perpetu-
ated and the result will continue to be
escalating levels of violence in our
streets. If prisoners are ever Lo return

as redeemed men and creative con-
tributors to our culture, there must be
a shilt of perspective in the way pris-
ons function. The Prison Council can
be one element in transforming incar-
ceration into a positive rite of passage
by supporting psychological healing
and spiritual growth. These men then
become positive role models and
mentors to those who are both inside
and outside the *Wall.” Members of
our Council have encouraged other
prisoners to begin or continue their
academic studies, to resist negative
peer pressure, to participate in thera-
peutic and voca-
tional programs
and to grow in
self-awareness
and understand-
ing. They chal-
lenge others to
become the kind
of men who
command rather
than demand
respect . . . the
kind of men who
empower others

rather than
abuse them.
How does

our Council op-
erate? First, all
participation is
voluntary., The
idea to form a
council was
spread by word-of-
mouth from counselors and directors
of existing programs to the general
population. Interested prisoners were
invited to a presentation 1 developed.
A core group of men formed, and
these men invited others to partici-
pate. Today, all new recruits are
screened by the group, and consen-
sus on the prospective member’s
character and trustworthiness must
be reached before he can join.
The Council meets every other
week for approximately two hours,
and my colleague, Onaje Benjamin,



and he is told nothing. When the
guards return to gather trays, the man
is told to cuff up. “We're taking your
mattress,” they say. The crime: fishing
a magazine from his neighbor the
night before. He refuses. His mattress
is the only sofiness in the harsh stark-
ness of his cell. There has been no
hearing, no due process, no appeal. A
half hour later a sergeant confronts
him with the same demand. Again he
refuses. His dignity, frail and threat-
ened, remains intact.

Lunch time comes and he is not
fed. At dinner, another sack lunch is
rudely dropped through his wicket.
After trays are collected, a guard pass-
es his cell. Frantically, the guard cries
into the radio, “He’s sharpening a
spoon! He's sharpening a spoon!”
Lies. (We are given small, brittle,
plastic picnic spoons with our trays
and they must be returned; besides,
he has not received a tray that day.)
More guards arrive. Again he is told
to cuff up. Again he refuses, trying to
retain a shred of self-respect.

Two hours pass. The tension in
the air is palpable. Most of us have
been through this before so we know
what is coming. The talk is excited.
“Are you gonna fight ‘em?” “If ya
don't go hard, you're a weak punk!”
“What are ya gonna do?”

“If they come in force, I'm cuff-
ing up,” he says. “I didn’t come here
to get hurt.”

“Ya weak punk!”

The sudden absence of the hum
tells you the recirculated air has been
shut off; your hand confirms the now
dead vent. A press of the button
shows the water is also off. Towels are
dipped into toilets for meager protec-
tion when the gas comes. Sweat
begins to ooze in the heating air.

POP! The loud electronic lock of
the pod door thunders in the
strained quiet. A guard is pulling a
long accordion-like flex-pipe, stretch-
ing it from the outside rec door to
the door of the pod. Another guard
places a high-velocity fan on the
mouth of the pipe. The air will be
directed outdoors when the tear gas
explodes in his cell. Everyone watch-
es. You can sense the silent ones
among the hushed voices, those who
have never seen this before.

Minutes grind away like hours.

Suddenly they come in; 10, no
12, no 13, in helmeted, flak-jacketed
riot gear, some with shields and
batons, each with a gas pouch on his
belt, gas-masked animosity on his
face. At the rear of the group is a
sergeant, not dressed for battle; nei-

ther is the guard beside him who
wields the camcorder. “What’s it
gonna be, asshole?”

The man backs to his door, sur-
rendering his wrists to the wicket. He
is cuffed and told to step further into
the cell. The door slides electronical-
ly to the side and the front troops of
the phalanx rush in to slam the man
to the floor. There is no spoon. The
man is then carried by four goons,
each holding a leg or elbow, to the
middle of the pod where each of us
witness the man slammed to the
floor, face down, a knee planted in
the back of his neck. “This isn't nec-
essary,” he pleads.

“You pieces of shit are fucking
out of line!”

“It won’t be fun when the rabbit
gets the gun!”

“I'll find you!”

The screams of angry, frightened
men add to the confusion and violent
mood. The man is picked up by the
hair and a baton entwined through
his elbow. He is carried away, to
another pod, another cell.

There has been no gas. This time.
But the rage burns within and will
not evaporate like CS tears; it will live
and smolder when the majority of us
one day return home, a bit less sane.
The violence we witness and suffer
will come with us, thinly veiled, but
ever present. Because of these abuses,
some of us will kill; others will inflict
pain; the cycle of violence will rotate.
The avoidable reality is that our vic-
tims will be those who are either close
to us or near where we live. It could
be you, good citizen.

Some of us may be able to over-
come the hate, divert the violence,
save ourselves. A few lucky ones. But it
will not be thanks to the animals that
you, America, assign as our keepers.

It's a toss of life’s dice.

My friend is losing his grip on
sanity, and he is not alone.

Shep is locked up at Washington State
Penitentiary. Although he has been noti-
fied that his article was accepted, Shep
won't be able to enjoy seeing his piece in
print because the officials at Washington
State Pen have prohibited him from receiv-
ing Prison Life Magazine, due (o its con-

tend.
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TRAVELING BOUTIQUE

SPECIAL PRISONER
SERVICES

Intimate Lingerie for
*Birthdays
*Holidays

We'll mail anr one of our
450 items along with a

personalized letter or card
fo the one you care for.

Just $3 for catalog. Send to:

Traveling Boutique
505 Eighth Ave, Ste. 14-H
New York, NY 10018

ORDER NOW
FOR XMAS!!

Postage & Handling
FREE
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Survival

CONTROL U7 MADNESs

Was};i,, gtonbg Sh.e_p

t's a warm spring day. I'm

sitting in my cell in general popu-

lation waiting to go outside and
walk the yard when I think about my
friend in the control unit, isolated
from the rest of the prison. He won’t
be going to the yard, or any place
outside. He hasn’t been able to go
out for over four years. '

I got a letter from him yesterday.
We've exchanged letters for the last
couple of years, one of the few privi-
leges allowed by the administration.
Each message I receive displays a grip
on reality ever more tenuous. I cannot
reach out and shake his hand or clap
him on the shoulder in an
effort to chip away at
the effect of
inhumane
treatment.

My letters

to him are a
poor substi-
tute: The hu-
manity leaches
through
the porous
envelope;
the camarad-
erie evaporates in-

to black type on
harsh white paper. I
can only write, and
hope that the next
time he gets locked
into the shower stall he
doesn’t request a dispos-
able razor like the one he
tore apart with his teeth to
slice his healthy flesh.

My friend is not alone.
The torment he suffers is
the same as that suffered by
every other man in the con-
trol unit. I know. I spent five
months there myself.

The elongated, oval control
unit is a modern, electronic cin-
derblock-steel-plexiglass dungeon of
96 cells divided into 12-cell pods.
The steel door has a hinged wicket
for access to food, and it’s just high
enough so that a man can back into
the door to have his hands manacled.
You never leave the cell without your
hands cuffed behind your back,
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ale Pemte.utj
often at
the end of a leash.

Twenty-three hours of every day
are spent inside the cell. One hour is
allowed for recreation in an empty,
enclosed area. The loneliness is exac-
erbated by the rule prohibiting pris-
oner-to-prisoner communication.
Talking, weaving a fishing line to the
next cell, or even using American
Sign Language (for the deaf)
will get you placed on
“isolation sta-
tus,”’

ten
days with
no reading materi-
als and a ten-minute shower

in a stall behind a barred gate.
Isolation is the punishment for
any perceived misconduct, a status
assigned at the whim of a guard for
behavior that may be real, imagined or
created. The guards who work in the
control unit are trained to see their
wards as vile and dangerous, deserving
no dignity. Whatever personal quirks
or animosities they may have brought

to the job are given free reign. The
outrages they perpetrate are support-
ed to the hilt by those above them in
the hierarchy. The caged men, treated
like animals, are more likely to
become just that.

Some of your neighbors are trans-
plants from the third floor—the
prison hospital that
houses the

criminally
insane. Whatever
condition led to their place-
ment is compounded by the inhu-
manity of the control unit. Driven all
the more mad, they scream and beat
upon their bunks, steel doors or walls.
The din penetrates cinderblock and
cement alike. Some of them collect
garbage from meals; others smear
feces on their cell walls. The condition
remains until the guards must forcibly
remove the man to clean the cell. The
noise and stench drive sanity away
from those nearby.
On a day like any other, it is
breakfast. One man is given a sack
lunch rather than the meager tray,



am writing to you in sheer desper-

ation. My cellmate is a filthy slob.

My cellmate is a twisted, psychotic,
perverted, disgusting, smelly, farting,
belching, nose-picking, abject creep
and I can’t take it anymore.

Now, I can burp and fart as well
as the next man. I can dribble food
on my shirt and scratch my balls at
the dinner table. I don’t give a fuck.
I'm not a prude, and I don’t expect
anybody else to be either.

But my celly goes beyond being a
mere cretin. He could drive away
Mexican cockroaches and make a
gang-bang porn queen blush. He’s
beyond filthy. He's abnormal.

The first time I met him I knew I
was dealing with one sick puppy. He
didn’t ask me normal prison ques-
tions such as: “How long are you in
for? What did you do? Have a family
on the outside?”

Oh no, not my celly. His ques-
tions were depraved.

“Would you lick a girl's vagina if
she had a yeast infection?”

“Have you ever put your tongue
up a girl's butthole?”

“What about young stuff? Ever
fucked a teeny-bopper?”

These questions are usually fol-
lowed by vivid descriptions of his lat-
est adventure.

“Wow! I just shot a huge load. All
over the bathroom. It came out slow
at first and then just.. POW! It spurt-
ed out all over the wall and floor. Just
like a big glob. Took almost half a
roll of shitpaper to wipe my dick off.
But you know the funny part? When I
was done someone went into the
same stall and slipped on my cum. He
fell right on his ass in the middle of
my load. He got it all over him. It was
hilarious!”

That's the high point of his day.

When the prisoners aren’t slip-
ping on his semen, they’re eating his
snot and cyst juice.

No kidding.

He works in the kitchen dish-
room.

He seems to think that spoons
are for scratching the underside of

Humor

MY CELLY

by Thomas Falater
F.C.C. Florence, CO

Ilustration by Steve Lashley

his balls—where he just happens to
have a ruptured cyst—and forks are
just perfect for plucking snot out of
his nose.

Does he even try to hide the fact
that he does this? Hell no.

My celly stands behind the serv-
ing counter with a fork up his nose
and a spoon down his pants in front
of everybody. The whole row of 500
cons is waiting to be fed. Then, he'll
just toss the fork and spoon back into
the pile with the rest of the “clean”
ones and mix them together.

One guy came up to him and
complained.

“Why do we have to eat with
those filthy utensils? Isn't prison hard
enough? Why do you do this?”

My celly looked him right in the
eye and said, “What do you think this
is? Denny’s? Look, inmate, just be
grateful for the few morsels of slop
you get.”

“But this is terrible,” the man
protested.

“Terrible? You should have
thought about that when you were
selling phony oil wells to old ladies.
Now, get your low-life inmate butt
back in line before I pee in the soup.”

You may be wondering how I
know he has a ruptured cyst on his
balls. That's easy. I see them every
morning when he climbs down from
the top bunk. He lets his balls spill
out of his underwear and just seems
to linger right at the point where his
balls are dangling over my head when
he climbs down.

Such a lovely sight first thing in
the morning.

We are also treated to daily
reports on the progress of his testicu-
lar growth.

“Hey everybody! Another cyst
popped on my balls!”

As you may imagine, his farts are
abnormal and disgusting. They are
moist, lingering and smell like dead
infectious clouds. One right after
another. He lifts his pimple-laden ass
in the air and farts like a wild pig.

He farts when it's quiet at night.
He farts when we're all packed into
the T.V. room; he even farts while
we're eating. He doesn’t care. The
smell? Just try to imagine a water buf-
falo with leprosy crawling up his butt
and dying. Then imagine the smell
after traveling out of his pink little
unwiped anus, through his lield of
dingleberries, and caressing against
his ruptured testicular cysts.

Lovely, isn't it?

So far, I've been smelling them
for a year.

But I only have ten more days to
go. Ten days to freedom.

Let this be a lesson for all the
scam artists and drug dealers out
there. Don’t worry about the cops,
Jjudge or DEA agents.

Worry about the fact that there’s
an empty bunk available in Florence.

And it could be yours. m
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Anterior sheolh
ol rectus

Press and Dips are gonna have to
do it for you, bro. Try alternating
them (one set of presses, one set of
dips, repeat, etc.) without rest. And
if the weight stack gets too light, try
doing your reps ultra-slow (goes for
Dips, too). As long as you're
pumpin’ those reps (keep ‘em
between 8 and 20) to failure, you're
hittin® intensity—that’s what is
gonna make those pecs grow.

‘Course, that don’t mean you're
gonna sce ‘em all that well. They
may be bigger than hell, but if you
got them buried beneath fat, then
nobody’s gonna know. Since you ask
about getting rid of love handles, I
think this may be the case here.

Stop buying all that commissary
crap and maybe do some aerobic
work. Those “love handles” can’t be
worked ‘cuz they’re not actually
muscles but a collection of bloated
fat cells hanging out on your waist,
making your life miserable. The
muscle group underneath the fat is
your obliques, and you can work
them (twists, sidebends) ‘til you're
up for parole but it ain’t gonna
touch one bit of fat.

You can’t turn fat into muscle
or muscle into fat. Yes, cut your fat
intake. And yes, crunches are best
for your abs. Good luck!

Thanks for the info on the abs. I'm
gonna starl doing some serious crunch-
es! However, I have a lot of pain in my
lower back. I'd like to learn some exercis-
es to strengthen it. Can you suggest
some?

Cap

CA State Prison, Tehachapi, CA

If your lower back is hurtin’,
you might want to get that checked
out first. ‘Course it could be that
you're doing all kinds of shit the
wrong way at the iron pile. Most
people do neglect their “erector
spinae” muscles (uh, the lower
back), though.
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The “lower back” is actually a
group of muscles that originate in
your lower back area but climb way
up your spine, like ropes. They
serve to stabilize your body and also
to twist your trunk and hyperex-
tend your spine. Hopefully, your
iron pile will have a Hyper-
extension bench. They are the con-
traptions that enable you to, with
your body parallel to the floor, face
down, extend your spine up and
down. Most Universals have ‘em,
but if you can’t find one, have
someone hold you down on a table
or bench while you slide up to the
edge, face down. Hyperextensions
can even be done on the floor (the
“seal” exercise) although the range
is limited.

Most guys you see doing
Hyperextensions do them the wrong
way, so don’t pay ‘em any attention.
You'll notice that they start with their
bodies bent at a 90 degree angle,
then raise their spine parallel to the
floor, then up to full hyperextension.
Most of the movement is an unneces-
sary hip movement (which works the
glutes and hamstrings) which doesn’t
primarily hit your spinal erectors.

To work your spinal erectors,
start with your spine parallel to the
ground. Then slowly extend
upward until you can’t go any far-
ther. Do not bounce and jerk to
gain extra ground here. If the
range of motion seems limited or
short, don’t worry. That’s only
because it is a short motion. Your
body was not meant to do more, so
don’t force it.

After you're doing these for a
while, you can start holding onto
weights for more resistance. Just
make sure you don’t start cheating.
Trust me, you'll feel these mothers if
you do ‘em right. In no time, you'll
have a lower back shaped like a
Christmas Tree.
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Send your Lo ‘.:“t'f
questions Ci é‘l'{-"
to Prison
Life Iron
Pile, 505
8th Ave,
14th floor,
NY, NY
10018.
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by Chris Cozzone, Fitness Editor

Hey bro, what’s up? Have a few
q’s. I'or one thing, I'm awaiting sentenc-
ing in Dupage County Jail. I've been
down three prior times and ['m into
weights. Only thing, though, is that 1
only have a Universal set to work
with—no free weights. Second: I have a
good-sized chest, bul the bottoms need to
gel into shape. 1 know all about [lat,
incline and decline bench frresses and
what they work, but what exercise can 1
do that will work effectively on my bot-
tom chest? Should I cut my fat intake?

Now, onto stomach. Are crunches
the best thing for this muscle? What
about something for the good ol” “love
handles?”

Any help will be appreciated. That
is, unless they decide to cut weights here.
I've been down a few times and the
weights have helped me considerably. It
helps deal with the stress.

Daniel
Dupage County Jail

| ey

Daniel—

Sounds like you need to drop a
few pounds, bro. If you're trying to
develop just lower pecs, you might as

well be trying to grow another row of

abdominal plates. Let me explain.

The shape of any given muscle
cannot be changed. However, you
can change a muscle’s appearance
either by enlarging it or by reduc-
ing bodyfat to bring out definition.
We're all stuck with the length and
shape of our muscle bellies. That
goes for your pecs, too.

It's impossible to work only
part of your muscle. A muscle is
like a rubberband anchored
between two points—the origin and
insertion. It can only shorten (con-
tract) and lengthen. Without
changing those “anchor points,”
working a portion of your muscle
belly ain’t gonna happen.

The pecs—pectoralis major—is

a Yshaped muscle. It is attached at
your sternum and your clavicle and
inserts onto the humerus bone.
The dual origin is what gives that
“split” look on guys who are ripped.

The bottom line is: Some guys
are gonna have fuller muscle bellies
than other guys. It's a genetic thang.

Of course, that don’t mean you
can’t have some ass-kickin’ pecs.

The pecs can be worked best
from a flat bench with elevations no
greater than 15 degrees. Forget the
decline; it actually limits your pecs’
range of motion and at the same
time puts your inner shoulder mus-
cles at risk. Forget high inclines,
too: They’ll hit your delts too hard.
Stick to flat benches, maybe throw
in some dips, too.

Now, you're Universal-bound?

That sucks. But all’s not lost.
Fortunately, muscles are stupid
brainless things that only know a
couple things: pain and intensity.
Sure, free weights are better,
because they allow you to move in
ways your body was meant to move
in. Machines lock your ass in and
force you to move in ways that may
or may not be in synch with your
particular body’s range of motion.
It don’t mean you can’t get in some
killer workouts, though.

It looks like the Flat Machine
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® Half-Squat (wide but comfortable
stance)

® Sissy Squat (hips out, on balls of feet,
lean off wall for balance)

® Forward/Side Lunge (hands on hips)
® Toe Raise (on edge of thick books,
go up on balls of feet)

® Leaning Toe Raise (angle off a wall)
® Single-Leg Toe Raise (progressive
stage)

B Waist & Midsection (Abs/Lower
Back/Obliques)

® Alternated Knee Raise (standing,
hands on hips)

® Trunk Twisters (hands locked behind
head, twist torso; progress to elbow
touching opposite raised knee)

® Side Bends (feet together, arms at
side)

@ Single/Double Bent-Knee Raise
(lying on back, bring knee up to chest;
progress to both knees)

@ Crunches (lift torso, hands locked
behind head; elbows go skyward)

® Twisted Crunches (alternate twisting
to left and right)

e V Sit-Up (simultaneously lift
torso/legs and touch toes in air)

H Upper Torso
(Neck/Chest/Back/Shoulders)

® Forward/Rear/Side Neck Flex (use
hands for resistance, contract neck
up/down/sideways)

® Push-Up (beginners rest lower body
on knees for increased reps)

@ ‘Close Diamond” Push-Up (thumbs,
index fingers touch)

@ Incline/Decline Push-Up (feet elevat-
ed; off bed or wall)

@ Fingertip Push-Up (progressive stage)

® Handstand Push-Up (use wall to
maintain balance)

® One-Arm Push-Up (place other arm
behind back)

@ Bentover Row (hand/knee flush on
edge of chair/bed, lift bucket to chest)
@ Upright Row (lift bucket to chin level
with two hands)

® One/Two-Arm Shoulder Press
(hand(s) under bucket, lift overhead)

@ Forward/Side/Rear Shoulder Later-
als (use heavy books or bucket)

B Arms (Biceps/Triceps/Forearms)

® Hand-to-Hand Bicep Curl (use towel,
simulate archer pulling back bow)

@ One/Two-Arm Bicep Curl (use buck-
et, fill as needed)

® Tricep Dip (on 45° angle, push off sink)
® Half-Tricep Dip (grip edge of
chair/bed from behind, rest heels on
an elevated object, e.g. toilet)

® One/Two-Arm Tricep Extension
(bucket behind back, push upward)

® Forearm Twirl (extend arms, twirl
magazine to lower/wind up string
attached to a heavy book)

Stretching

M All stretching should be done by stat-
ic methods, i.e. slowly and gradually.
Avoid fast-moving, bouncing stretching
(ballastic). Never stretch a cold muscle!
Stretch between and after exercises.
Stretch to the point where you feel mild
tension, then relax and hold the posi-
tion for 10 to 20 seconds. As you
progress, move a fraction of an inch
with each position and hold for anoth-
er 10 to 20 seconds.

Full Body Stretching

® Inner/Outer/Side Groin Stretch
(spread legs, rotate from ball of foot to
heel postures)

® Quad Stretch (elevate bent knee, grip
and pull to chest)

@ Jogger's Stretch (stand about two feet
away from wall, keep feet flat on floor
and lean forward, with hands on wall,
to stretch Achilles Tendon)

® Forward Bend (seated or standing,
feet together; touch toes)

® One-Leg Forward Bend (spread legs,
touch opposite toes)

® Hurdler’'s Stretch (one knee bent
behind on floor, lean toward opposite
extended leg)

@ Butter{ly Stretch (seated, join bottom
of feet together; lean forward, press
knees to floor)

® L.ower Back Stretch (on back, lift
knees to chest)

@ Lower Back Arch Stretch (on stom-
ach, arch torso upward)

® Hamstring Stretch (on back, lift
extended legs overhead)

® Suaddle Stretch (seated, spread legs,
lean toward floor)

@ Side Bend Stretch (standing, feet
together, arms overhead, bend torso
sideways; repeat with legs spread)

® Pec/Bicep Stretch (grip bars from
behind with arms spread wide, lean for-
ward)

® Shoulder Stretch (on 45" angle, rest
forearms flush against wall, lean for-
ward)

® Shoulder Blade Stretch (fist on hip,
grab elbow and pull) m

DoiN' REPS AT
GREEN HAVEN

“Iron is a way of life at
Green Haven,” says
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Sebastian Ventimiglia.
(Right) Ventimiglia spots
Nicki DeMattis on squats.
Since DeMattis has been at
Green Flaven, he's been able
to pack on 404 of mass.
(Left) DeMaltis cranks oul
reps on Presses Behind Neck
while Ventimiglia pushes
him past failure.

Although iron pumpers at
Green Haven complain that
the equippment sucks, they
make do with what they
gol—it’s not so much what
you gol to work with, but
what you do with it that
counts.

photos by Chris Cozzone



(Left) Sebastian Ventimiglia excelled
in the martial arts before he got locked
up. Now he spends his time at Green
Haven Correctional Facility reading,
writing and hitting the ivon with his two
workoul partners, pictured below.

(Below) Most of the time, when
Ventimiglia isn't in the Hole. You'll find
him cranking out reps and sets at Green
Haven's Iron Pile. Below, Ventimiglia's
two partners, Nicki DeMatlis (left) and
jtm'/)h Medina (behind) prod him on for
extra reps on Tricep Extensions.

by subtracting your age from 220 (220 -
Your Age = MPR). Multiply that num-
ber by .65 to find the low point of your
THZ, and by .85 to find the high point
of your THZ. (To measure your heart
rate, place your first two fingers on the
side of your throat, locate your pulse,
and count the number of beats for six
seconds. Add a zero to this number to
figure out your pulse rate.)

H Duration

Although beginners may not be able to
go the distance at first, your goal is to
exercise 15 to 50 minutes. Because it
takes your body almost 15 minutes to
really hit the aerobic phase, a cardio-
vascular workout of 30 minutes is rec-
ommended.

M Frequency

Do your cardiovascular at least 3 to 4
times a week.

Take your pick from the following, or
use a combination of them:

® Running in place

® Jumping Jacks

® Simulated Rope Jumping

@ Forward/Side Scissor Skipping (hands
on hips)

Muscular Strength Development

If properly conducted, this routine
should last no more than a half-hour,
and should be done three times a week.
Start with only one or two sets of exer-
cises until you are familiar with them.
Beginners should not “rep to the max”
for the first few workouts: Proceed slow-
ly and carefully, increase sets and reps
over a reasonable period ol time, and
exercise larger muscle groups (back,
chest, legs, etc.) first. Above all,
warmup the muscles you plan 1o work.
Obviously, your sets and reps are going
to be different than they’d normally be
at the Iron Pile. Because you won’t be
able to control the poundage, you can
increase your reps to a high number (if
you'd normally bench press 225 for 10 10
15 reps and now you have to do push-
ups, then your reps might be well over
50) to reach the breaking point, or you
could slow your speed down (try going
ultraslow and you'll see what I mean).

M Legs/Buttocks

@ [Full Squat (shoulder-wide stance: use

rolled up mattress on shoulders for
progressive stage)

BURPEE MADNESS

Q: What the hell is a burpee?
A: It's a squat-thrust, consisting of a
series of movements. Remember
those bullshit exercises your gym
teacher made you do? The following
is your basie, four-count burpee:
1. Sguat down, palms flat on the
floor about shoulder-width, in
front of your toes.
2. In one movement, thrust both
legs back, fully extended so
you're on your hands and the
balls of your feet.
3. In one movement, return to
the squat position.
4. Stand up.

Start out with four-counts and keep
going until you become comfortable with
the movements and are able to control
your breathing. Always warm up first.

The most important thing to
remember during a burpee routine is
pace. If you go too fast, you'll run
out of wind. Get into a rhythm and
just keep going, step by step. It
helps if you have music with a
steady beat playing.

Beginning Routine
1. Warm up
2. Do sets of 10 to 20 four-count
burpees for 20 minutes
Intermediate Routine
1. Warm up
2. Do 6 sets of 50, four-count
burpees

Advanced Routine
1. Warm up
2. Do 45 minutes of burpees
without stopping.

Once you get used to burpees, the
four-counts won't be very challeng-
ing. You can increase the difficulty of
your workouts, and the benefit, by
adding counts. Here are some exam-
ples:

0 Six-Count Burpees

Do one push-up after step 2,
then return to squat position.

O Eight-Count Burpees

Do two push-ups instead of one.
O Ten-Count Burpees

Do one push-up after step 2,
return to squat position, thrust
legs back again, do another push-
up, return to squat position, etc.

To make your burpees even more
interesting, you can throw in front
snap kicks, upward or downward
blocks, a jumping jack, or whatever
you like. Don’t be surprised if a few
burpees leave you gasping for air.
Keep at ‘em, and soon you'll go from
10 to 20 four-counts to 300 six-
counts an hour in eight weeks. Keep
your lower back arched, and stiff, or
you'll strain it.

Who needs weights when you have
burpee madness?

—Willie Wisely
California State Pen, Tehachapi, CA
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in my mangled truck,

was playing games with him
or s0 he said and thought.
“That fucking bitch.

What’s the use?”

a morose imp

an angry, bitter elf.

“Don’t let it get you down,
man. Keep cool bro...

work the program!”

We thirty in the house
turned our gargoyle faces

to him in love,

reassuring him

in hallways and the t.v. room
and on the front sidewalk.

But the guitar kept

turning to heroin

in his hands, and his fingers
wandered off on the strings
in search of needles.

“What's the word?”
was the word.

“He was out all night.
They’'re trying to decide
whether

to let him back in.”

Then he was gone, after six
grass-grown weeks with us,
and other spooked orphans
of the drug night

came and went, and we

Didn’t think too much
about him

in the balmy river August
until someone brought the
paper in

and passed it around

at breakfast.

Steven M. Thomas, ex-con
St. Louis, MO
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D.A. MAKSIMIK’S “NO GUARANTEES”

You know it’s awful hard some-
tvmes begin stuck inside this prison| e :
sentence. You go for days, weeks, | . reh -
months, stuck in one speed. Then | — -
something happens and you're
somehow going backward, reliving
all the years you ve wasted and ;
hating that past with a passion,
wondering what it all means.

You're over 40 and you just don’l fgm
know how many more years you
got left—or will it all end heve? So
you lake it day by day and make
the best of it.

The free world? It's just as if you're
dead because all yow are is a mem-
ory. The system yow're in? You
don't exist unless your number
pops wp on the computer. And
then it’s still not you that's taken
into consideration, it’s the pile of
papers in a folder the system goes
by, making your life whatever they
choose.

You fight hard bul there’s still no guarantees you'll be judged on who you are instead of
what the paper veads, You talk and yow're ignoved. You ask and yow're lied to. You com-
plain and you're shipped to another prison. Truth is an endangered species. and if you
tell it, you find it can do yow more harm than good. So you search for that happy medium
and lie by omission whenever you have to make that choice.
When you think you're past it all, you realize you re in a world of games, and that if you
don’t play right, you can lose—time, money, sanily and even your life. In the meantime,
you play the game and keep the truth to youwrself. Hopefully, one day you can sow Uhe seeds
of love...or take a course in justice. Yowll do what needs to be done to free your self and
your soul.
D.A. Maksimik
State Correctional Institution, Bradford, PA

$19.95
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Ask Bubba

Bubba,

I'd like to say that you're an asshole. 1
gel lo check out your rag every once in a
great while when someone in the dorm can
score one. You have the fuckin’ nerve lo
put that stupid ad (“Subseribe or T'll kick
your ass”) in the rag. Not all of us have
Mommy and Daddy sending us money.
Have a little respect for those of us who
would like to have things but ain’t got no
Junds.

I’ out of here. Before [ go, let me ask
you one thing. With the big money you're
makin’, why don’t you do something about
that fuckin’ ugly mug of yours? They have
surgeons who can even fix something as
Jucked wp as you.

Respect?

Corey
Tehachapi, CA

I'm so fuckin’ depressed. Yeah,
Bubba’s lower than a bull’s balls in
tall grass. It’s these holidays, man.
Another Christmas in the slam. I miss
baby Bubba and my sweet little
Bubbette.

She’ll be seven this spring and her
jailbird of a father—me—has spent
exactly two Christmases with the little
cutie. The old lady lives in a track-
house in some gawdawful suburb of
Philly. I'm way out here in [ can’t tell
va’ where. Too many fans out there.
I'm really sick of jailin’, and that’s the
truth, my brothers and sisters. Yep, it's
really gettin’ to
me, especially
this time a
year. ['d
love to

0 by Mike Montoya
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wake up Christmas morning with the
family and watch the kiddies open
their presents. Instead, I'll be here in
max playin’ with my pud. Hey, I got
no one to blame but myself, right?

Okay, Corey, I admit it. I am an
asshole. But aren’t we all assholes? 1
mean, that is one of the truly great
things about life—we’re all in this
together. No one is exempt. Look
around you. From Madonna to Newt
Gingrich, we all have to squat down
and take a crap. In prison or in the
land of milk and honey, we’re all ass-
holes. There’s another guy who calls
himself Bubba who’s an even bigger
anus than I am. And he’s sittin” in the
White House.

Listen, Corey. I may be an ass-
hole, but I'm not a deadbeat. I work
for my keep. The boys in New York
gimme a free sub and send half a
yard to my commissary account for
writin® this trash. Now if that ain’t a
scam. I'm sayin’, all you freeholes:

Subscribe to this rag. Keep these
fools in business so I can hold onto
my gig. The next $50 they send me
I'm gonna buy my little Bubbas some
Christmas presents.

Check Bubba,

I'm here in one of the most maximum
security solitude places you could be at
Pelican Bay state prison in California. My
brothers, in this state we now have the “three-
strikes™ law in effect. 1 just got word that a
brother accused of throwing a cup of water

on a pig is looking at 25 years lo life here
in this state for assault. Another
brother is looking at a

life sentence

j Just
g Jor

stealing a can of beer out the stove and he’s

looking at all day. You all better pray to

Allah or whoever you believe in that the
“three strikes” law don’t come to your stale.

Kareem X

Pelican Bay State Prison

Check, Kareen X. I hear you, bro.
All those faggot politicians screamin’
about making prisons tougher: What
do those fools know about prison?

What country clubs? You know
who goes to country club prisons—if
there are such places, I wouldn't
know. Out of the 35 years I done in
joints around this great nation, I ain’t
never seen one of those places—
fuckin’ politicians, rats and snitches,
judges, white collar crooks who steal
millions from little old ladies—you
know, the real criminals. What about
Ollie North? That lyin’ sack of shit
brought more dope into this country
than half the guys on this tier put
together. And where's he at? Never
went to jail. Got to keep all his dope
money. He almost became a Senator. I
wish he had won. He belongs down
there in D.C. with all the rest of the
gangsters and thieves.

Look, Kareem X, you and me are
comin’ from the same space—behind
bars. You know why they lock our asses
up? ‘Cause we refuse to play by their
bullshit rules. They stack the odds
against guys like us. They make up
new rules to cover their asses.

And when one of them gets
caught stealing from the suckers who
voted them into office, they usually
get off scott free. Meanwhile, niggers
like us get fucked over time and time
again. That's right, I said niggers.

One time I got thrown in the
hole for fighting. After three days,
they took all the guys in the hole out
into a cage and let us breathe some
fresh air for an hour. I was the only
white guy in a group of about 20 guys.
One of those dudes looked around,
looked at me, looked at all the other
brothers and said, “Man, they got
enough niggers in here to make a
Tarzan movie!” Now, does that make
me Tarzan? No way. I'm a nigger,
too. Love to all my brothers and sis-
ters behind bars.

Merry fuckin’ Christmas.

PL|



In-Cell Cooking

llustration by Steve Lashley

Mark’s French Onion Soup

20 oz. cold water

8 tbsps. dehydrated onions

4 beef-flavored bullion cubes

1 teaspoon ground black pepper
1/2 teaspoon salt (optional)

Boil water. Add dehydrated onions and bullion
cubes. Boil for 10 to 15 minutes or until bullion
cubes are completely dissolved. Add pepper
and salt. Goes well with a piece of bread or
toast (if available) and a slice of cheese for that
real homemade effect. Makes one healthy 16
oz. serving of soup, or two 8 oz. servings if you
want to share with your celly!
Mark Torrence
Calipatria State Prison

International Coffee

1 cup instant coffee
2 cups coffee creamer
1 tsp. cinnamon
1 cup sugar
2 cups powdered milk
Mix well. Add 2 to 3 teaspoons per cup of boil-
ing water.
Michael Lalollette

Chef’s Special of the Month:
Chili Mac Plus

1 box Macaroni & Cheese Dinner

1 thsp. mayonnaise (or butter, if available)

1 chili season packet from Top Ramen Noodles
1 can boned chicken, roast beef or 1/2 cup
diced beef sausage

Boil macaroni in pot or large bowl with stingers accord-
ing to package directions. While macaroni is boiling, add
approximately 1/2 to 3/4 cup hot water to chili season,
cheese packet, mayo and choice of meat, stirring well to
dissolve cheese powder. When macaroni is done, drain
water. Add the sauce to the macaroni and mix well.
Season to taste with salt, pepper, garlic powder, etc.
|- Stewart
Central California Women'’s Facility

For Dessert:
Ice Cream Supreme

1 pint ice cream, slightly softened and divided in half
6 Duplex cookies (or any flavor)

1 “Little Debbie” brownie

2 tbsp. peanut butter

1 banana

1 half pint milk (if you can score one)

Crumble cookies in the bottom of a good-sized bowl.
Spread one half of the ice cream over the cookie crumbs.
Divide the brownie in half, cutting it lengthwise, being
careful to leave the top half with the frosting in tact.
Place the peanut butter on the bottom half of the brown-
ie; place the top of the brownie on top of the peanut but-
ter and put the stuffed brownie on top of the ice cream
in the bowl.
Slice the banana and spread it around the brownie.
Spread the remaining ice cream over the brownie and
banana.
If you scored on the milk, pour one half of the carton on
the cookie crumbs at the beginning, and the other half
over the brownie/banana layer before putting the rest of
the ice cream over that layer.
Lock yourself in, and enjoy.
Chef Al
S.P.S.M, Jackson, MI
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African-American Perspective

photo by Patrick Finan

iscovering that your entire life

has been built upon well-con-

structed lies can be devastat-
ing. Some people discover the lies
late in life and find it difficult to turn
over a new leaf. There are those who
eventually would say, “If T could do it
all over again, I would do it so differ-
ently this time.” This is true of many
incarcerated African-Americans who
are convinced that the language of
violence and criminal activity is their
only recourse to social inequality.
Such misconceptions about life’s
options have lead untold numbers of
African-Americans into an unending
cycle of violence, death and life-long
imprisonment.

Those most prone to living out a
lie are those in pain and dismay over
the life they feel compelled to live.
For instance, the housewife with a
bunch of children who has lost sight
of her dreams may find escape
through her soap opera stars. The
disillusioned convict who hasn’t come
to terms with his failure as a career
criminal will walk the prison yards
sharing with his peers fabricated tales
of adventures and capers amassing
fortunes. The details are colored over
to avoid the moral issue and personal
justification for their choice of behav-
ior. The practice of exaggerating
becomes such a habit for many of us
that our truthful experiences can
barely be distinguished from the ones
we fabricate. Such a practice provides
an artificial and temporary sense of
control.
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The Lie We Llive

by Eric V. Reid
Attica Correctional Facility

An unwillingness to face one’s
own personal corruption and short-
comings is common among convicts.
Of their own accord they selectively
choose the path of least resistance.
They shun the task of acquiring a
decent education through commit-
ment, dedication and hard work. As a
direct consequence, they wander
through life uneducated, unskilled,
unemployed and unemployable.
Because they avoid legitimate suffer-
ing and work, they generate dishon-
esty and self-deception. Yet in some
twisted sense they see themselves as
justified for their criminal behavior,
which they frequently inflict on those
just as poverty-stricken and powerless
as themselves.

It is true that people are largely a
product of their environment, but it
is equally true that we are the product
of our individual choices. The aver-
age convict made the choice to devi-
ate from the norms of society because
he bought into fantasies, commercial-
ized delusions and culturally-transmit-
ted lies. Some are plain old thieves.

Some convicts from our economi-
cally deprived communities see them-
selves as the modern-day Robin
Hoods with the right to rob from the
rich and give to the poor. They see
themselves as victims of society, and
as survivors who must provide for a
family. But what transpires these days
has very little to do with providing for
a family or helping the poor. Several
thousand incarcerated men have
impregnated and abandoned numer-
ous women, leaving them at the
mercy of white America’s dehumaniz-
ing welfare system. The Robin Hood
philosophy is simply a smoke screen
to hide irrational and irresponsible
behavior from their conscience.
Robin Hood, they never were.
Anyone who oppresses, terrorizes,
robs and extorts the poor, or takes
the life ol others for recreational pur-
poses, cannot be classified as a Robin
Hood.

The African-American convict,
among many ethnic groups, is smoth-
ered in myths and lies he both
defends and refuses to evaluate objec-
tively. It is a lie that the white race is
the sole cause of African-Americans
every failure and the primary cause of
the destruction of his communities. It
is a lie that the white race prevents us
from getting a decent education and
developing a quality lifestyle. It is a lie
that the white race is exclusively
responsible for each African-
American incarcerated today.

In every race there are devils and
saints. Every man is responsible for
his or her own choices in life. The lie
is that someone owes the African-
American something beyond what he
is capable of acquiring himself.
Because many African-Americans still
believe that someone owes them
something, they feel justified in using
unethical and criminal means to
acquire material success. The prison
systems are filled with those who hold
dear to them this concept of life. Yet
in our prison system, where African-
Americans dominate as an ethnic
group, we violate our own established
codes, rules and standards, just as
crookedly and corruptly as whites do.
We extort other African-Americans
who are as equally oppressed and vic-
timized by society as we are. The mur-
dering of other African-Americans in
prison isn’t usually committed by
whites but by other African-
Americans. But we selectively focus
on the white man as our worst enemy,
when African-Americans are our own
worst enemy.

Living out lies has had a cancer-
ous impact on generations of African-
Americans. Children, who are most
susceptible to untruths espoused by
their caretakers, desperately try to live
up to the poisonous expectations we
cultivated in their hearts. Today in
our communities of color, we're
experiencing the backlash from our
own fabricated ideologies and coun-



terproductive culture of hatred. Our
children cater to violence as a condi-
tioned response we've taught them to
believe is necessary for survival. We
have only ourselves to blame when
children turn against us with the phi-
losophy of violence. The lies we live
have destroyed countless African-
Americans, and yet they remain a
dominating influence in our prisons
and communities of color. Our family
structures have eroded, along with
our ideals of trust, commitment, dig-
nity and compassion. Our love has
grown cold for one another due to
fear and our faithful adherence to
the lies we trust.

Though we live in a white-domi-
nated power structure that often
turns a deaf ear to the plight of
minorities, we are nonetheless oblig-
ated as African-Americans to develop
the moral fortitude to work through
our difficult circumstances. There is
no denying the corruption that exists
in white America,. It is their influence
that facilitates the drug trade. It is
their planes, trains and ships that fun-
nel tons of drugs from abroad to our
communities. It is they who facilitate
the flow of automatic weapons into
African-American communities.
Their ethical indifference and con-
spiracy against African-Americans is
no secret. Poverty, drug dependence
and the alarmingly high mortality
rate of minorities are orchestrated by
the ruling class, but African-
Americans cannot deny playing a
major role in seeing this agenda
through. African-Americans are used
as tools to enslave themselves, to crip-
ple and effectively destroy future gen-
erations of African-Americans. There
are African-Americans who act as co-
conspirators with those responsible
for our degradation. The drug dealer
is glamorized in our communities.
We drive by and shoot our children
and mothers in the back. We aban-
don our women and children to the
mercy of social services, and we
neglect to educate ourselves so we
can compete with corporate America.
America is capitalist country, and as
long as communities of color provide
markets for the circulation of genoci-
dal agents, there will always be some-
one with a vested interest to oblige
them with such products.

Many people were opposed to me
writing this article due to its raw con-
tent. As an African-American, my
contention is that we turn our heads
far too often and refuse to candidly
discuss the roots of the conditions in
our communities. My repeated incar-

ceration is a product of the half-truth
that I've been taught, that ['ve
believed in and have patterned my
life after. During my educational
process at consortium college, I
became aware of the lies that shroud
my community. Anyone with eyes to
see and a heart to understand the
plight of African-Americans and
remain a passive observer in watching
our destruction is a co-conspirator in
perpetrating the lies that destroy us.
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Are you a confined Moorish-
American and active member of
the Moorish Science Temple of
Americq, Inc.?

For information regarding a potential
class action lawsuit filed in the U.S.
District Court for the District of
Columbia, captioned Dr. Haywood
Williams-Bey, et al. v. Janet Reno, et
al., Civil Action No. 2655 (EGS), filed
on December 30, 1993, involving the
free exercise of religion as an unalien-
able right under the Religious Freedom
Restoration Act of 1993,42 U.S.C.,
Section 200bb.

Contact: Bro. Dr. Haywood-Williams-
Bey, #20232-083, P.O.Box 3000, 1-B,
White Deer, PA 17887.

Sentencing and
Post-Conviction Consultant

"It just might make the difference
between winning and losing!"

MARY ANN MARZULLI, M.S.
CRIMINAL JUSTICE CONSULTANT

2503 CONGRESSIONAL WAY
POMPANO BEACH, FL 33073
(305) 428-1117
FAX (305) 428-6222

FEDERAL AND STATE

» Defense guideline departure
strategies

e Defense sentencing
memorandum

e Parole representation

e Parole appeals

* Mitigation and alternatives
to incarceration

* Objections to the
government PSI

e Relevant conduct

¢ Additional services
to help you win!

Get a job when'

you get out.
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I did.”
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Pilson Papers

Green River Rising

by Tim Willocks

William Morrow & Co.

360 pp., $23

Review by Richard Stratton

He reached over and sliced through
the crook of DuBois’ right elbow, severing
the tendons that controlled the gun arm
and piercing the brachial artery. DuBois
bellowed and writhed, bucking his shoul-
der against the ground to free his head.
Agry piled more weight through his knee.
With a rooting, lroweling motion he
shoved the razor into the shiny jowls
under the angle of DuBois’ jaw. Blood
started to spray from DuBois’ lips and
nostrils with each shout and the bucking
of his body became more frantic. His
head started to skid on the blood. Agry
dug the razor in deeper, almost wp to the
handle, searching for the carotid buried
in that bloated neck. As DuBois’ head
slipped free and he started to roll away,
Agny's blade finally found what it was
looking for.

Agry stepped back out of the way.

Grauerholz gasped. “Awesome.”

Dude! Novelist James Elroy is
calling Green River Rising by Tim
Willocks “maybe the best prison novel
ever.” But then, what does Elroy
know? Or Willocks?
them ever been in a prison? No mat-
ter. They've seen the movies.
Willocks dedicates his novel to Joseph
Roy Willocks, “who took me to the
pictures and taught me how to show a
manly bearing”™ and if you don’t
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Have either of

Mutant Ninja Turtles Go to P

believe him, just look at the cover of
the book, which shows author
Willocks looking mighty manly with
long, flaming red hair and alabaster
skin. We are told he “looks like an
Archangel and writes like the devil.”
Joseph Willocks may have taught him
to show a manly bearing, but his pub-
licist must have thought it would sell
more books if he looked like a homo-
sexual.

Showing a manly bearing for the
characters in Willocks’ novel seems to
have a lot to do with dick size. Just
about all the characters in this book

are obsessed with the relative size of

their cocks. “He was longer than
you,” says Claudine, Agry's punk,
when Agry asks him if his [Agry’s]
dick is as big as that of the black dude
who's been buggering Claudine.
“But only an inch.” The author
intrudes, “Only an inch. Fucking
hell, man. Who wouldn't have killed
his own mother or betrayed his best
friend for an extra inch?”

Hey, ¢’'mon. Everyone knows
convicts love their mothers.

Write what you know. Willocks,
an Englishman and a doctor, knows a
lot about medicine, the medical
names of body parts, and his descrip-
tions of violence read like autopsies.
He knows nothing about prison, cer-
tainly nothing about what life is like
in an American penitentiary. This
novel is a gross caricature of prison
life. The characters are comic book
superheros and villains. It's dumb,
it's cartoonish, it's insulting to prison-
ers, and the writing is over-wrought
and riddled with clichés. A woman is
described as “looking like a million
bucks,” and, get this: “If I have to I
will kill this little fuck. And if [ have
to I will kill you too. And I will kill as
many more assholes as get themselves
in my way. Because I will tell you
something: you guys have really
rained on my parade.”

It would be laughable except that
this is meant to be a serious book
about a serious subject. I think. Or
maybe I missed the point and it really
is a comic book. I mean, manic
depression is referred to as “The
Arnold Schwarzenegger of mental
disorders.” Is that a casting hint?
Alan J. Pakula and Warner Brothers

=

have picked up the film rights. But
what do they know? When I asked
Willocks™ editor at William Morrow
how they happened to be publishing
a novel about a riot in an American
prison written by an English doctor
who had never done any time, he
compared the book to Stephen
Crane’s The Red Badge of Courage. But
Crane’s novel of a young soldier dur-
ing the Civil War has a universal psy-
chological truth to it that Willocks
never approaches. He's seen too
many movies, many bad
Hollywood movies, and his book
reads like the script for an episode of
the Mutant Ninja Turtles.

The hero, Ray Klien, is a doctor
and a karate expert doing a skid bid
on trumped-up rape charges. He and
his former old lady were into rough
sex. “If rape means using sex to
inflict pain and anger on another,
then I raped her many times,” Dr.
Ray tells his new flame, Devlin, a
beautiful lady psychologist who
answers, with penetrating psychologi-
cal insight, "Sometimes love and hate
are very close.”

Dr. Ray gets through the day by
thinking of himself as a shotokan war-
rior, whatever that is. “He took a
deep breath. He was the shotokan
warrior. He was cool. At last, he real-
ly was.” Yeah, right.

A race riot breaks out in the fic-
tional Texas penitentiary. Dr. Ray
saves the day and goes off to live hap-
pily ever after with Devlin, the piece
of ass psychologist who happens to
get trapped inside when the joint
goes off. Devlin fucks Dr. Ray and
throws a mercy fuck at Wilson, a
black former boxing champ. Of
course, when Dr. Ray finds out about
Wilson, he's not upset, though he
cannot rest until he knows: Is his dick
bigger than mine?

Actually, the riot was planned by
the warden, who's suffering from
Arnold Schwarzenegger disease.
There’s a bad guy, Nev Agry. The
warden takes Agry’s punk, Claudine,
away from Nev and sends her to live
with the Blacks. So Agry decides he’s
going to kill all the Blacks, who, as
everyone knows, have bigger dicks
than white guys.

I'm not exaggerating. The novel
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really is this puerile, this stupid. I
had a hard time getting through it. 1
spent too much time in real prisons
where dick size was not an issue,
where the conflict was not between
the races but between the keepers
and the kept, and where showing a
manly bearing meant treating one’s
fellow convicts with respect. Willocks
doesn’t get that, nor does he under-
stand the essence of prison life,
which is the loss of freedom. It's that
simple and that profound. Willocks
thinks it is about “a virulent nihilism
born of prolonged and mindless suf-
fering.” It’s not mindless at all.
Prison life is the life of the mind.
What pisses me off is that
American publishers take this crap
seriously. They pay money for it and
hype the shit out of it when there are
some really good prison novels being
written by men and women in
American prisons who know what
they are writing about. If you want to
understand American prison litera-
ture, read Bruce Franklin’s The
Criminal as Victim and Artist: Prison
Literature in America. Read Chester
Himes, read Ed Bunker. But skip
Green River Rising. Wait for the
movie. I can hear the convicts in the
TV room now. They are laughing.

Busted by the Feds

by Larry Fassler
Southwest Legal Services
$29.95

Review by Michael Hogan

For someone charged with a seri-
ous drug offense, federal law and pro-

cedure can seem, in the words of

Robert Frost, “too much like a path-
less wood.” Even if one has access to
a law library, it is no casy task to
determine exactly how much time
one is facing or what one’s defense
strategy should be. Law books are
written for prosecutors and defense
attorneys, not for defendants.

Larry Fassler’s Busted is a refresh-
ing exception. Written in clear, con-
cise language, it carefully outlines the
options available for someone
charged with a federal drug offense.
Fassler, a gifted jailhouse lawyer, has
clearly done his homework and his
detailed knowledge of the in’s and
out’s of the federal system reflects
years of experience with the federal
courts. He offers precise information
regarding possible sentencing ranges
for various amounts of drugs, shows
how to use the federal sentencing

guidelines to determine the amount
of time one is facing; and then gives
practical advice on how to hire an
attorney or plan a defense with an
appointed attorney.

The pressure on public defend-
ers and appointed counsel to plead
their clients guilty is great. Excessive
case loads inhibit the efforts of the
former, and low appointment fees
limit the latter. Often, they exagger-
ate the number of years a client is fac-
ing in order to convince him to plead
guilty. Given this situation, the best
way for such a defendant to protect
himself is to study the sentencing
guidelines and know precisely what
he’s up against. Then, even if he does
decide to plead guilty, he will be able
to make an intelligent plea bargain—
not be pressured into a poor one
because of ignorance or fear.

For those defendants who have
the funds to hire their own attorneys,
Fassler gives specific criteria for hir-

ing them, and the average costs of
superior counsel to the merely com-
petent. He explains in simple lan-
guage what you are likely to get in
terms of actual services for the money
you pay.

Fassler has strong language for
those attorneys in the business who
are merely interested in collecting
their fees and “shoveling” you into
prison. These “dump truck” attor-
neys, as he colorfully calls them, can
be spotted and weeded out with the
practical tips in this manual.

Other issues such as bail pending
trial, deportation, conditional pleas,
treatment of women at sentencing,
the probation report, and recovery of
personal property after arrest, are dis-
cussed with specific examples and
step-by-step instruction. The book,
which is also available in Spanish,
Coma Defender Sos Cargos Federales, is a
survival text for any defendant facing
federal charges.

Most defense attorneys concur. In
a recent review in the Champion, the
publication of the National
Association of Criminal Lawyers,
attorney Alan Elfish wrote of Fassler’s

book that “criminal defense lawyers
will also benefit by reading it.” He
calls the version in Spanish a “god-
send” for attorneys representing
Hispanic defendants. I agree. As a
teacher in Mexico for the past six
years, I found the Spanish translation
to be clear, precise and accessible to
average reader.

Mr. Fassler never bogs the reader
down in tedious circumlocutions, a
fault of many law books. He presents
questions commonly asked by a
defendant facing federal charges
(and many more one would not think
to ask), then provides answers as well
as down-to-earth examples. For
instance, at every sentencing the
judge asks the defendant if he has
had a chance to read the probation
report. Most lawyers simply answer
“yes” on their client’s behalf, even if
that is not the case. Fassler advises the
defendant to speak up and say no.
“Don’t be intimidated,” he cautions.
The law says one has a right to sce
this report ten days prior to sentenc-
ing or to object to incorrect state-
ments. Failure to do so could result in
an enhancement of sentence—extra
years that the defendant will have to
spend in a federal cell because he
had neither the knowledge nor the
gumption to speak up at the time.

Federal courts are intimidating.
The case loads are so heavy that there
is a tendency to move quickly over
matters vital to the defendant.
Fassler’s suggestions about what is
important, what one’s rights are,
when to speak out (as well as when to
be silent), how to avoid rushing into
decisions, or being intimated to act
against one’s self-interest, are crucial
ones.

Finally, this book provides practi-
cal tips on how to create a record and
preserve matters for appeal, even if
one pleads guilty, and how to get a
good probation report while not
admitting culpability, which would be
damaging on a re-trial in the event of
a successful appeal.

The greatest dangers facing a
defendant charged with a federal
drug offense are ignorance and fear.
Both prosecutors and “dump truck”
attorneys use these to make their own
jobs easier. Busted by the Feds goes a
long way in eliminating these dangers
so that the defendant is able to con-
front the charges against him with
assurance and full awareness. It is a
clear path through what previously
appeared to be a “pathless wood.”
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Pen Pals

NOTE: ADS IN PEN PALS ARE $10/ISSUE. SUB-
SCRIBERS GET ONE AD FREE WITH SUBSCRIP-
TION. ALSO: ALL FEDERAL AND MANY STATE PRIS-
ONS PROHIBIT CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN
INMATES. ALL SUCH MAIL WILL NOT GO
THROUGH. s
SBM, God-fearing, cultural, 37, 5'10%, br hair, 182%, br
eyes, It br complexion, college ed. Drug-free, non-drinker,
non-smoker. Enjoys boxing, martial arts, weightlifting, art,
poetry, jazz. Secks friend from amongst the God-fearing.
Steven Leonard Theus, #17970, Ely State Prison, POB
1989, Ely NV 89301-1989.

Oct 1994 Prison Life Cellmate of the Month. SW bro, 67,
185# bodybuilder, 44. Just one of the fellows looking for
one of the gals. All leuers & photos receive same. Kerry
Lee, #27486, POB 639, Las Cruces, NM 88004-0639.
Bubba-type: 38, 647, 250#, bl eyes, br hair, tattoos, scars.
Have been down for a while but will be out pre-2000.
Hobbies: Karate, exercise, reading, & Indian culture.
Female ex-cons welcome. Roy "Mountain™ Whitehead,
#944333 (B-208), O.C.1., 3189 Little Silver Road,

. 25-40, to share |)!mlus_-’fu||.
Eric .\mrtin, P.O. Box 7500, B60373. AG-
A 95581,

POB 9000, "H..\b_u\llll. T‘(f 59, |
A lonely man behind the bars of Angola would appreciate
someone to correspond with. John GiGirolamo, DOC,
#89764, Camp C Bear3, LA State Penitentiary, Angola, LA
70712
Likes to read, write Teuters, listen o music, & study differ-
ent religions. All replies answered, Robert Lewis 92B2916,
Attica, NY 14011. 3 r
SMM, Latino Bro, 56, 140, br eves, black hair: looking lor
a good [riendship. Inner beauty a must. Any race, age.
Armando Rodriguez, #224201, Box 38, East Lake, MI
49626,
BM, 23, 5'107,
she wants in a man! Kekeletso Dobosu,
45699, Lucasville, OH 45699-0001.
Looking for a Iung term friendship to ease the loneliness,
I'm 37, Afro-American who likes 1o read, write, & most of
all, listen. Henry Fields, 92-A-5969, Box 480, Scotch
Seutlement Road, Gouverneur, NY 13642,
Hisp: , secks female o help write script for movies.
\hrmrlup(,utm B61713, 4B 2R 36, Box 3481, Corcoran
CA 93212
BM, 63, 2554, very sincere & open minded. Looking for
woman who same, physical beauty doesn’t matter,
Preston Jones, 92A7421, 0-6G-26, GMCF, Box 51,
Comstock, NY 12821,
“BBF, 34, 1558, 5'7", br eves, paper sack complexion.
Interests: cooking, cleaning, jazz, & staving in shape.
Knows how 10 \p(nl man. ]mu‘ Jon 366003, Re 4,
Box RHU { lmm / B
SBM, !
wm]:‘mum ate, See ing mature SWF for lasting rda[mn-
\lup Age doesn’t matter, David W #1(!.)""{3 Hughes
Unit, Rt 2, box 4400, Gatesville, TX 76 ‘h.
26 yr-old secking es for possible riage-no dis-
criminations. Hobbies: poeury, studying in college, exer-
cising, & traveling. Released in 2/21/95! Shamell A
Avatollah, #91A3196, Box 501, Wyoming CF, (SHU-AR),
Attica, NY 1401 1-0501.
BM, 59", 46, 190%, Lt complex. Hobbies: weightlifting,
writing, & reading. Prefer same n.mnn.nlm 3856, with a
sense of humor & intelligence. Willie E. Moore, #43¢
Ellis One Unit, Huntsville, TX 77343,
SWM., 61, 1758, easygoing, educated, & welktraveled. Can
receive mail from other prisoners. David Upchurch, MSP
1#32/B-Bldg, Parchman, MS 38738.
, qu pu(l:n r'lp lll.l: 1o ll

175#. Secks older woman who knows what
#219-715, POB

r Imm

Hn\ é’!!ﬂl San Luis ()hnpn (Al I(El §

. 175#, with br hair & eyes, w/ mustache.
Looking for a black, Latin, or oriental female to start a
lasting relationship with, Out in mid-1995. Anthony
DaMarta, #87A5775, FCF, Box 1245, Beacon, NY 12508,
On Death Row w/o family secks caring pu\um Mother
died '93 w/ cancer. Enjoy reading, writing letters, poems,
music. All letters answered. James E. Bighy, #997, Ellis
One Unit, Huntsville, TX 77343,

WM, 33, b" #, bl eves & red hair. Looking to meet
caring woman any age or race, would like to build mean-
in;,lul & everlasting relationship. Mike Catlow, #93A1999,
GHCF, Drawer B, Stormyille, NY 12582-0010.

SWA, 28, blond hair. blgray eyes, in permanent lock-
down, In dire need of correspondence, will answer all.
Photos get phulom Johnny €, Smith, #645042, Wynne
Unit, Rt 1, Box 1, Huntsville, TX 77349,
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SWM, 25, college graduate. Seeks mawre female for cor-

respondence, friendship, Harry Horak, #525866, Wynne

Unit, Huntsyille, TN 77349, }

SBM, 5'11%, 180#%, understanding, lmmg & mrmb

Looking im same in female. Race, looks, size, unimpor-

tant. limothy James, H-HH 5, GCI, 500 Orange Avenue
WL

. black hair, med-brn com-
plexion. Seeks female correspondents, 25-35, ethnicity
not a factor. Not looking for money or packages.
Cultivation is the key. Ahmed Pinksion, D-61708, Pelican
SHL, Box 7500 (F[)-l'l‘l-l"lj;’( rescent City, CA
Atica prisoner, 36, w/ nothing to hide. “Not a child nmlcs—
ter or con-man, Charged with self-defense murder 1 didn’t
commit, From Jamaica W.IL
l""h"h lor sweet, u:ldu\i.tmlm!.,. fun-loving l\(il. .15,{
250#, D-Jahrubba Daley, #85-A-3422, Box 149,
;\mm, .\'\'l 1011, A PyAR AN
SWM, 42, 5'87, 165#, brown hair and eyes, searching for
a special someone to share my thoughts and feelings
with. Are you that someone? Race & looks are unimpor-
like Remington, #33384, M.C.C., Box 7, Mobely,
{

627, 108#, w/ various interests, Will answer all mail.
Preston George Demouchette, #90331, Camp C: Jaguar-4-
Re-Cell 9, LA State Pen. _{'\_n;,(_ll.l LA J(Ji!"

#Can a woman of my uil‘tlph Xion move in your direction?
Looking for a i’ affec tion, so let's make a connection.
Later we'll worry about protection! 5'2", petite, 120#, will
write all! Limnnuy Nazareth, Box 6098, Virginia Beach,
VA 23456.

*SBF, carly 20s, 56"

phatto death, Tike you would Tove it
Lt skin, br , & as far as my character stands, witty w/
intellect. S mhimq for charming & respectable older
man who doesn’t play ;.,.uur_s Kiki Swinson, Box 6098,
Virginia Beach, VA 2!
*Have you been nl».uu, it all in stride? Then it's tme o
take a walk on the wild side. Don’t be shy-come on & let it
glide! Age & race unimportant. Dorian L. Smith, Box
G09S, Virginia Beach, VA 23456,
#Roses are red, Violets are blue, I'm Innkmg forward 1o
hearing from you, W/F 5°4%, 152#, with exotic looks. [ am
a college graduate, Cilr'bli;m. who-enjoys sports, Seeking
male companionship. Write Ramanee-Michele Miller,
#213992, Box 6098, Virginia Beach, VA 23456,
BM, 107, 179%. 8 mo. left in prison. Seeking female
of any nationality who wants to get into in-depth corre-
\])umh nce. R.l\ Slaughter, 603419, Rt 2, Box 4400,
Gatesville, TX 76597, . . ==
White boy in distress. 597, 32, 170#, black hair & br eyes.
In need of a tender touch. Blind, crippled, & ' is OK.
Will answer all. Charlie Hurt, #41069, JCC Box 900,
Jefterson City, MO 65102.
SWM, 35, 5117, 200#, br hair, Secking SF, 25-35, for
frie mlwlnp or more. Interests: sports, animals, reading,
music, & quict times, ]‘\l‘.‘\lll ]'hl“lp“ #101455, Oakhill
C.L., Box 238, Oregon, W
Arab, 22, looking for nice female. Age doesn't mater!
Usama Farha, H61778, FI-2-1326, 480 Alta Rd, San Diego,
CA 92179, L 1M
The Prince of Darkness, 30, 5°77, 180#, soon 1o be
released, seeks Platonic friendship &/or relationship that
will possibly blossom into something beautiful. Could it
be you? Age, race, looks unimportant. Robert Doyle,
#87T1137, Marcy CF, Box 3600, Marcy NY 134033600,
SWM, 89, proud Irish/Cherokee heritage. Sceks sincere
lady for friul(hhip &/or relationship. Parole carly *96.
Rick Elson, 238-721/5B149T, Hux‘hm Lima, OH 45802.
WM, 41, 5'117, 1804, br hair 7 -cking another
secker to fill those spaces to g:w,"ruu\: love & friend-
ship. Been through hell to find you, Orrin Carr, B-70020,
Box 705, LB 131, Soledad, CA 93960,
*WE widow, 40, dum;g_ 100 many vrs. Jesus is the Lord of
c. Will write all who write me. Sara Ourusina,
47500 Five Mile Road, Plymouth, MI 48170.

00, w/ T afro, 1 box like a champ! Looking
ious, God-fearing female. Jerome Williams,
lu.lulh]_mll(‘F B(l\ 2000, Pine City, NY 14871.

for ¢ ul-.'
#01-B-01
Puerto R
ated, Luis Crespo, #92A0738, Oneida CF, hlﬂ(} School
Road, Box 4580, Rome, NY 13440,

WM, 26, 617, 220#, on FL death row. Secking open
minded individuals. Age, race, & sex don't martter.
Ronald W. Clark, #812974, U.C.1., A1-41-2055, Box 221,
Raiford, FL 32083.
Br skin bro, 20, 6°,

hz !I'If[\‘)l'lll muscula ar, hllll'lblall'i_
smart. Play all sports, mainly boxing. No kids, never mar-
ried. Secking female, Anthony Jones, #87A8647,
GM.CF, Box 51, Comstock, NY 12821,

BM, 50, secks life mate, Race & religion unlm]mrtdm
Phillip T, Taylor, #81A5708, Box 1187, Alden, NY 14004,
BM. 24, 6, 2004, great body & personality. Looking for
honest, caring female. Out in ‘96! Eldel ridge Il.udlq
#826426, Shawnee DOC, Box 300, Vianna, 11, 62995,

WM, 28, artist, writer, stamp & cover collector. Secks
other stamp collectors & artists. David D. Smith, #108969,
SFRC, Box 02:8338, Miami, FL 33102,

SWA, 29, intelligent, friendly but serious, open-minded
but reserved, considerate & loyal. Want lady friend who
might understand, wants to hear more and be heard her-
sell. Darryl Messer, #179200, Box 45699, Lucasville, OH
45699-00 SRS =)
Ttalian, 2 )", 168#, Needs friendship from mature
Ium‘lc, any .lgc Photo available to all who write! Chris
Troisi, Box 45699-256179 Lucasville, OH 45699,
M's, s, he-she's or its, locked down or free, write me. I'm
doin® hard time. Transsexuals, hermorphrodites, big,
strong, handsome men or litle, lonesome  ladies, anyone
anytime, All T ask is no religious nuts, please! Lew
Abbenhaus, Box 5911-A. Sioux Falls, SD 57117-5911.
BM, 21, 5'8%, 1504, blk br eyes, Cancer, slim & hand-
some. Seeking attractive, fun-loving, humorous female full
of fantasies 1o interact in relationship. Keith L. Adams,
#181958, JCCC, Box 900, Jefferson City, MO 65102,

Would like to write anyone as a friend & build from there.
Must be open, honest & understanding. I'm into music,
sports, outdoors, reading, movies, working out. I'm mixed
blood, so race, looks, size & age don’t matter to me! Dion
I_lgptl}_):U!ﬁ‘!l_l 5, Box 7500-C11, Crescent City, CA 95532,
58", br hair, br eyes, 145#, Pre-op transsexual. Sceks
nl!lu transsexual females & interested others. D. Dalton,
CCF,RR1,C Inrlr;_alon ME 04422,

Active, SBM, 39, 5'TT", sensitive, alfectionate, caring &
honest. .Smn:hms_ for iun loving, intelligent, charming &
honest lady who enjoys quiet evenings. Age & race unim-
portant. James Mcgee, H70608, 2-10-114U, Alta Road, San
Diego, CA 92179,

SBM, 30, secking marriage-minded female who wants to
settle down to share an honest life with like-minded male.
Race, no factor. Michael Mordallo, 321805, Box 4400,
Gatesville, TX 76597,

WM, 35, 6, 185#, Interests: boats, motorcycles, outdoors
& rock music. Looking for serious relationship. Eric
Johson, #197086, 1807 Roxbury Road, Hagerstown, MD
21746,

WM, 30, gr eyes, br hair, 160#. Secks lady friends, age
unimportant. Tony Hall, #860779, Box 41, Michigan City,
IN 46360,

lfﬂl?l\“.'\”ﬁ ‘?!""':'_IT‘W br hair, br ey c*‘f Fullu-prouf

"‘I :._Bux-hﬁg‘i l,unsnlh.' OH 4’1b‘)‘HlOOl

-L'S 170#. Secks lady friend, age unimpor-

WM, .i9, bre
tant. Will answer all, Joe Roell, #6317, Box 41, Michigan
City, IN 46360,

SWM, 6'3%, 240#, br hair, lake bl C}'(S, Lx{ulkgc football
player & auto mechanic who's getting out soon. Looking
for female friend, age unimportant. John Bennette,

#40843, Box 1989, Ely NV 89301 it
Ex-bank robber, SWM, 47, 5'8" , br hair & eyes, 1804,
Females only-wri l!l. & more! Ray Minnick, #05221-067,
USP, Box 1000, l.:_.swnuorlh KSG("»(ME

SWA, 50, 59", |
Seeking to share wi armth with someone. ch upl.n-ll‘lmd-
ed but don’t drink or smoke. Religious woman desired.
TIlan Hobkins, #030677, ZCI, Mail #456, 2739 Gall
Bly phyrhills, FL 33541.

BM, 32, 6'37, 2104. Sccks mature, caring, understanding
& compassionate SWF. 1 want to have a meaningful
friendship, Will answer all! K. Tyrone Spraggins, #426750,
Box 4500, Tenn. Colony, TX 75886,

WDM looking for lady, 3550, I'm 46, 59", 215#, br hair
with some gray, beard & hazel eyes. Gary A Langley,
#9007951CP-1, Weswville Corr. Cir., Box 478, Westville, IN
463910473,

w/ beautiful, lmdlq,enl Afrm\mcnmn queens una.fmld o
take rightful place in world. James Paradise Cox, 597492,
Micheal Unit, Box 4500, Tenn. Colony, TX 75886.

F ) . 1704, fun | lo\mg & caring. Would
like to sh.m. :.pu.ial & delightful correspondence with
lady. Age & race unimportant. Norman Goodloe, 22410,
W esmlh. Corr. Ctr,, Box 473 Weswville, IN 46391,

*. Looking to write female out
there. Will answer all Itmm Can’t write other prisoners,
Prefer picture, but not necessary. James McCallen, AP
9678, Box 245 Graterford, PA 19496

Chicano male artist, 31, 5°97, 209%. Secks single, high-spir-
ited, intelligent woman w/ interest in cultural Iusmr} &
art. William Garcia, C22697, Box 7500, Crescent City, CA
95532,

SWM looking for friends to write & exchange thoughts
w/. Inte : outdoors, motorcycles, & music. I am 35
doing a 25 year sentence. Robert Marshall, 1229462, 703
N. Main .Slnu Conilla, TX 78014.

SWM, 27, 67, 190#, intelligent, witty, & soon 1o be
released. l.m)kmg for special lady to start life over with,
Photos get photo. David John Silverman, MCTC-215529,
18800 Roxbury Rd, Hagerstown, MD 21746,




SWM, handsome, 43, 6 2004, br hair, hazel eyes
Consultant, fundraiser, college grad Christian seeks sin-
cere female, 20-30. 1 like travel, art, calligraphy, long
walks, sharing talks. Less that a year to do. John German,
CF, Box 2002, Dannemora, NY 12929-2002,
SWM, needs letters from ladies in the free world. I'm 6,
200#, long, curly, blond hair, bl eyes, & fun. Jerry Spink,
2, Box 30, Pendleton, IN 460064
2 days lelt. WM, 37, held pris inst my own will
h\ feds. Reaching out for lady w/ patience. Age, looks, &
religion unimportant. Personality a must. John Branham,
211360 01 Klien Blvd, Lompoc, CA 93436,

wants lovely female, 20-50, race unimportant.
Only humorous, positive, alfec ate respond. James
Hill, 164548, JCCC, Box 900, Je Ihl City, MO 65102
SWM, 33, blond hair, hazel eyes, 5’97, 145#. Seeks sincere
women. Mike Brlow, 173314, Hu:\ ‘,H)ll, Jefferson City, MO
65102,

Please pep my spiritI'm lonely! BM, 6%, 31, 215#, Secks
sincere people, secure & loving. Any race, age, etc. Photo
would be nice. Dwayne Williams, 089862 (A-114), GCI,
500 Orange Avenuc Circle, Belle Glade, F1, 33430,

*WF, I'm being l‘vlv.i:»{-rl & would like 10 correspond with
inmates, I'm 27, 5°4", 1104, Jackie Bayona, SW 18
Terrace, Miami, FL : '“\

SBM seeking chi alh nging women no matter what flavor
of race. [ love them all but need only one. Write to me &
let's kick it. John E. Ferguson, 015110, 43-21-21, Union
C.1., Box 221, Raiford, F '(I?«S

\\\\l bodybuilder, 30, 190#, blond hr, bl eyes.
Looking for petite fem: lll 10 \h are my love for the Lord
with, Pic for pic. 2 years ‘il parole! John Spark Mueller,
D-44602, 1-1-217L, RJD, 480 Alta Rd, San Diego, CA
692179,

Secking Targe Tady. T'm a SM, 40, 6'3", 225#, Toving &
compassionate, Honesty is what counts. Rayford Martin,
944190, Clallam By Corr, Ctr,, 1830 Eagle Crest Way,
Clallam Bay, WA 98326-972: i

Liberal, “hm -Indian male, 5'7%, 1655, Need a good
woman to hang with me & In rcome active in the struggle.
D Johnson, B95524, Box 7500, D/10-105, Pelican Bay,
Crescent City, CA 95531-7500.

Neatly trimmed beard, several tat’s, SWM, 6'3", 185#, dk
br hr, bl eyes, 38, Libra. Ex-biker looking for SWF or
DWF for relationship. I love to party, dance, swim, camp

out, travel, & ride Harleys. Mark Keith Sullivan, 58058,
SMCI, U/10-A, Box 1419, Leaksville, MS 39451.
SWM, 36, 597, 150#, blond hair, Seecking like

minded persons with simular interests: movies, boating,
sporting, & reading. Age, race, & age unimportant. Will
answer all, inside & out. Greg Tittle, 186-928, Box 56,
Lebanon, OH 45036.

SWM, 33, br hair, hzl eyes, &', 190#. Looking for
Christian woman who'd like to grow in the ministry &
exalt Jesus. Rev, Troy E. Holt, 625235, Box 9000,
Woodville, TX 75990.

Viking behind bars soon released. Seeks open minded
female warrior interested in pistols, motorcycles and
especially sex, ‘cause I've been here a long time. Good
George Toth, 215978, State Farm,

girls need not write,
V. \"thl

English SM, 24, 6", 190#. Seeks open-minded
». Michael B. Day, 39382, Box 2500, Lincoln, NE

Imm st, sincere fe |||‘|| I <1u|n unimportant,
456343, Ellis 11, Huntsville,

lnll1|\
(.l;,‘ul or not, Larry Martin,

WM. 41, 597, 190#, dark br eyes & black hair. no head
rood friends are hard to I||u| Paul Delmont Br,

lady. Possible marr ; race mnmpmuun
Herbert Diaz, G-86543, Box 4000, Solano 11, gym #106,
Vacaville, CA 95696-4000.
Arab male, l,u(;king for female.
matter. Usama Farha, H61778, F1-2-
San Die, 7!
Any pen pal o wri
Bradley LaForce,
Mountain, VA 24624,
Any pen pal to write, I'm 41, 5'8, 170#. Will Andersoon,
180672, C1-114, Box 710, Keen Mountain, VA 24624,
Likes outdoors, hunting, fishing, bikes, boats, and quiet
r\.‘('l]i:lgw, 43 h
LaForce, 09735

v age & race no
5, 480 Alta Rd,

& 1604,
Keen

i, br hair, bl eyes, 6,
3, C1-115, Box 710,

, Al-106, Box 710, Keen Mountain, VA

H\\ \1 good-looking. Sceks caring person who doesn't
mind writing to a convict wih a good sense of humor.
Donald H‘Brit-n, DI15828, C1-2231, Box 921, Imperial,
CA 92251-0921.
WM, 617, 1 , br hair, green eyes. Secks lady friend 40
or older. Will answer all letters. Mark Stubblefield, 261885,
Box 100, Jean, NV 89026,

DWM, 33, serving life w/o parole, secks female Christian,
Open, honest-secking same. No prisoners. Paul Folsom,
129002, H-37, 100 Warrior Lane, Bessemer, AL 35025,
Locked down biker looking for righteous lady for honest,
stimulating correspondence. Bl eyes, br hair,
6’27, No bullshit tole
Elmira C.F., Box 500, Elmira, NY 14902-0500,

, 185#, blond hair, bl eyes. Johnny

tattooed,
+l. Cory Wood, 94B566,

SWM, 35, 5'87, 165#. Any corr espondence answered.
David Vincent, 081907, Cross City Corr. Inst., Box 1500,
MB 488, Cross City, FL 32628,

Hopelessly romantic Italian male, carly 30°s, on death
row, but still very much alive. Secking someone who will
take the time 1o get to know me as a person. Carl Puiauti,
716927, UCI, Box 221(A-1), Raiford, F )83,

Young, Irish man looking for special lady. Phillip
Wascom, 114975, J-Gaor Unit, LA State Prison, Angola,
LA 70712.

MD behind bars seeks a good woman of any age or race
for friendship, love, & possible marriage. All leters
answered. Ellis Chen, D95889, H-206, Box 2000,

Vacaville, €

Huggable lulll\ lh ar. SBM, 28, 6', 200#, nice/clean.
I“l““ long walks in park. Anthony Edwards, B 20595,
26000 N. Binton Ave., Dixon, 11. 61021,

SBM, 28, 1t br eyes, I7 . Released 4/95. Seeking intelli-
gent, honest, oulgoing, & understanding female. Age,
race, & location unimportant. Joseph L. Walker,
00181267, Box 500, Smyrna, DE{ 19977.

WM, 43, educated & aflectionate, Wishes 1o correspond
[ -45. David McCoy, 164239, ARF Corr. Fac.,

POW-Victim of the system! WM, blond hair & bl eyes,
Male/Female pen p: als wanted. No bag please. Randolph
Bagge u 09 i 340, , Box 221, Rz ulnnl F | U‘-\J,
‘sl;\l 1 b: eyes, blac

10, sincere, Imlng, caring. No Cons! James Earl Williams,
A-08018, Stateville Corr. Cir., Box 112, Joliet, 1L 60434-
0112,

BM, 43, 57107, 180#, Prof. long distance runner looking
1o open up communication with people on the outside.
Like talking about social problems. Charles Jones,
83A5095, Mid-Orange, 900 Kings Highway, Warwick, NY
10990.

Searching for females. 1'm 20, br hair, bl eyes, 5117, &
I mﬂ I)mm, I 3 ye; ars. Jason Handley, 223990, DeBerry
i 7575 cockrill Bldg, Ind. Rd.,

SBM, ', 170%. Searching for honest, sincere female
10 become best friends w/. Race unimportant, age 25-50,
Soon to be released. No games-tricks are for kids.
Renauldo Shaw, 144125, 4713 West M-61, Standish, Ml
45658,
SHM, 28, br hair/ecycs, seeks compassionate, intelligent,
& emotionally mature F's, any age, who like dancing,
C&W music, trucks, & sharing innermost thoughts, David
Medina, 446943, 3001 South Emily Road, Beeville, TX

1 be loved, like Tome Cruise look alike searching
ah, plain & wll, Not afraid to take a chance for
ture love. 31, 6'37, 210#, non-smoker/drinker, simple
man. Samuel Golden, 093265, Box 221, 1-2, Raiford, FL
32083-0221.

Death Row inmate, SBM, 24, 6°27, 2054, E njoys reading,
writing, & working out. Age, sex, or sexual orientation
unimportant. Will ansy . Tony L. Haye 233, Box
221-A1, Raiford, FL 3208
Looking for something ne

& exciting in a relationship.
Do you want 1o experic mn entirely different treat-
ment of love, communication, & intimacy? Soon 1o be
released & on a quest for a woman. I'm 29, strong, bold,
welleducated, understanding, caring, & [aithful. Marvin
\\'m:(l-. 100737, L||inn( A Bu\ ‘_".!1 R iford, F I".!I)HIL
0", secks warm & sincere woman, age & looks
unimportant. Be adventurous, write Michael Lafollette,
19069, Box A, Thomaston, ME 04¢
Lonely, incarcerated SWM/Poet, seeks lonely pen
pals. Joseph B. Socha, H03026, C-6281-X, CA Men's
( ‘olony, Box 8101, San Luis Obispo, 93409,

Aspinng freclance writer working on ‘novel set in Boston.
Would like someone who knows something about the
1. Writing other inmates not |:|u!||ln|ui |u: my Gore,
550942, Rt 2, Box 4400, Gatesville,

SWM, brn I: air, grn eyes, ¢ nllt ;,L g1 .ul secks W,
age/looks unimportant. Sincerity a must. Non-Polaroid
photos OK. Paul Veasey, 166397, FCC, 1012 W.
Columbiz gton, MO 63640.

WOGM, 145#, br hair, bl eyes. Looking for a
friend/ ptmll;h relationship with n;.,ht person. I'm edu-
cated, businessminded and love sports, music, chess, &

ar

romance, Will answer all. Dan Kramer, MCF-SCL., Box B,
158 5t Cloud, MN 56302-1000. .
Afro-American Adonis, 25, 57117, 170%#. br cyes,

mahogany complexion, smooth & relatively cool, Loves
forcigners & would like to correspond with Vietnamese,
japanese, Chinese, Bombay Indian, Korean, Palestinian,
& Hispanic. Write in your language to Claude Jones,
116289, Camp ] Shark, 3-R-5, LA State Penn, Angola, LA
70712,

Federal

Appellate and

Post-Conviction

Law

"Muaking .\ Difference Is
Our Business'

¢ Direct Appeal from Trial

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

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

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

® Motion for New Trial-Rule 33

e Motion for Reduction of
Sentence - Rule 35

Law Offices of
Miller & Shein

710 Lake View Avenue. NI
Atlanta. Georgia 30308

(40-4) 874295060

780 N I 09th Street. Suite 501
Miami, Florida 33138
(305) 756-0403
Habla Espanol
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Classifieds

LEGAL

POST CONVICTION ATTORNEY.
Direct appeal, habeas, PCR, CPL 440
& sentencing representation on fed-
eral and state levels. SALVATORE C.
ADAMO, ESQ., 299 Broadway, Suite
1308, NY, NY 10007. 212-964-7983 or
908-859-2252. Member NY, NJ & PA
bars.

IN CUSTODY PRISONER DEATHS,
California Jails and California State
Prisons, Dick Herman, Attorney, 301
Forest Avenue, Laguna Beach, CA
92651, FAX 714-494-1460.

FEDERAL CRIMINAL APPEALS

DEDICATED, EXPERIENCED
ATTORNEY WITH PRIMARY
PRACTICE IN DIRECT CRIMINAL
APPEALS AVAILABLE FOR
APPELLATE REPRESENTATION IN:

ALL FEDERAL CIRCUIT
COURTS OF APPEAL

JEFF P. MANCIAGLI
FORMER STAFF ATTORNEY
11TH CIRCUIT COURT OF APPEALS

(404) 688-7603

POST CONVICTION

ADVOCATES

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

Forfeitures.

Dedicated, competent,
experienced staff.
Flectronic Research.

Connie Bentley McGhee, Esq.
Svite 1526

24 Commerce Street
Newark, New Jersey 07102
(201) 622-2LAW (529)
{207) 623-0329 FAX

Cassandra Savoy, Esq.

1471 South Harrison Street

East Orange, New Jersey 07018
{201) 678-1515
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POST-CONVICTION ADVOCATES,
INC. Top notch appeal, habeas, sen-
tencing representation by creative,
dedicated professional staff.
Fourteen-year member of the bar
with multi-faceted post-conviction
experience. Electronic research,
competitive rates. 3061 Terrace Ave,
Naples, FL 33942. Phone 813-793-
6511 FAX 813-793-2584

PARALEGAL GRADED CURRICU-
LUM BY BLACKSTONE SCHOOL
OF LAW. Approved home studies
legal training since 1890. Affordable
and comprehensive. Free catalog: 1-
800-826-9228 or write Blackstone
School of Law, P.O. Box 871449 Dept.
PL, Dallas, TX 75287.

PARALEGAL SUPPORT FOR YOUR
*Post-Conviction Remedies
*Constitutional Rights Violations
*Direct Appeals *Sentencing Issues
*Ineffective Assistance of Counsel for
Collateral Attack *Foreign Prisoner
Transfer Assistance Specialist.
RACHEL SMITH PARALEGAL SER-
VICES, 16885 Pacific Coast Highway,
Box 1717, Sunset Beach, CA 90742,
Call 714/840-9714.

INMATES: PARALEGAL ASSIS-
TANCE FOR PRO SE LITIGANTS
*Post-Conviction & Administrative
Remedies *Sentencing Guideline
Issues *Modification of Pre-sentence
Investigation Report *Civil Rights.
Write to PARALEGAL RESOURCES,
L.L.C. 3550 N. Central Ave, Suite
1404, Phoenix, AZ 85012 Call 1-602-
266-2992.

NATIONAL CERTIFYING ORGANI-
ZATION FOR PARALEGALS—A high-
ly skilled network of jailhouse lawyers
dedicated to raising the standards of
practice. For information: Rev. Jerry D.
Kallmyer, NCOP Academy for
Paralegals, 2721 Merrick Way,
Abingdon, MD 21009-1162.

BOOKS & MAGS

Joe Bob Briggs Drive-In Review, Zippy,
Quigmans, Bizarro, Mother Goose
and Grimm, Mark Russell, and more!
Bi-weekly humor mag. $15/Year,
$2/Sample (deductible). Hoot, PO
Box 02184, Columbus, OH 43202.

FREE CATALOG. Absolute lowest
prices over 850 popular magazines:
Motor Trend 1 yr. $23.95; GQ 1 yr. $7.95;
Rolling Stone 1 yr. $15.95; Penthouse 1 yr.
$19.95; Penthouse Letters $17.95; FREE
LIST - Magazine Warehouse, 1243-48th
St. Brooklyn, NY 11219 or call 1-800-
SAVE-SAVe.

BOOKS inside!!! Direct to you. Make
the best use of your time! Lowest
prices, and never any shipping or
postage charges. Send for our FREE
brochure! BBR2, P.O. Box 4134,
Hampton, VA 23664.

Women in Prison.

Sing Soft, Sing Loud, by Patricia
McConnel, celebrates the indestruc-
tibility of the human spirit: how
women survive the street and prison,
written with gut-wrenching realism by
a woman who has been there.
Excerpts from reviews: “Extra-
ordinary, heartbreaking . . . the tales
here range from grizzly to harrowing
and back again. But there is some
good news. You can write your way
through bars, through space,
through time. .” “None of
McConnel’s prisoners are stereo-
types. They are women with an awe-
some determination not to be
destroyed . . . They are real people,
and they will change the way you
think about felons.” “This book is
destined to become a classic.” Send
$12 plus $2 shipping to: Logoria,
P.O. Box 309, Blanding, UT 84511.

PRISON 101

THE STRAIGHT UP,
INSIDE TRUTH
ABOUT PRISON!

Written by a
seasoned insider.
Special chapters:

About Making Parole,
About Prison Officials,
Dealing With Inmates,
Special Advice for the
Families, and more!!

A MUST READ!!

Learn how C.O.’s think,
What Parole Officials want
to hear. Priced as low as
possible for inmates. Send
$8.00 postpaid to B.A.
Publications, P.O.Box 724,
Newport, NC 28570.




MAGAZINES * BOOKS
SPECIAL REQUEST

Send stamped, addressed envelope
for complete offerings to:
Paper-Wings
P.0.B. 4855
Baltimore, MD 21211.
3 Sample Offerings
6 diff. iss. Gent $12, 6 diff. iss. Playgirl
510, 6 diff. iss. Gallery $12, 6 diff. iss.
Wrestling $6, 6 diff.. Hollywood
Nostalgia $6, 6 diff. Espionage
Magazine §6, 6 diff. X-Words/Word
Find $6, 12 Super Hero Comic Books
$6 Include $2 per each sclection
towards UPS + handling.

®

SELF-HELP BOOKS FOR MEN &
WOMEN. Learning to Live Without
Violence: A Handbook for Men, also
available on audio cassette, Every
Eighteen Seconds: A Journey
through Domestic Violence, plus oth-
ers. For FREE Catalog, write Volcano
Press, P.O. Box 270-PL, Volcano, CA
95689-0270.

MUusIC

MUSIC EXPRESS CO. Cassettes and
CD’s! Lowest Prices! Fastest Service!
15,000 Titles. Send $2.50 for Catalog,
refundable on first order. MUSIC
EXPRESS, P.O. Box 3666, Dept. P,
Villa Park Station, Trenton, NJ 08629.
Call 609-393-3360.

THE ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN
RUMBELLY & THE PANHEAD
PIRATES. The ultimate biker tape!
XXX! “Ribbed and lubricated for
vour listening pleasure!” Rumbelly
gets out of Huntsville and raises hell.
Send $12.00 to: BROWN WARRIOR,
P.O. BOX 2950, DEPT. C, PAGOSA
SPRINGS, CO 81147.
BUSINESS/CAREER

MONEY: EASY MONEY for your
group, organization or whomever.
Delta Publishing Group/Magazine
Warehouse will show you how! No sell-
ing required! For free information call
1-800-SAVE-SAVe or write to us at
Fund Raising, Delta Publishing Group,
1243-48 St. Brooklyn, NY 11219, and
let us know who you need funds for!
FREE KIT: “CAREER CONTINUA-
TION™ A future awaits you, whether
you have 6 months or 60 years. We
assist you and your family in Job
Search, Starting Your Own Business,
Entrepreneurship, Resume Writing,
Assessment, Grant Applications,
Retirement, Research and complete
training for you to get into what you've
always wanted to, and stay there. Send
today for your free kit: Prism
Enterprises, Inc., The Biltmore Station,
P.O. Box 25083, Asheville, NC 28813,

START YOUR OWN BUSINESS
Many different ways to go. We guide
you every step. For details write:
GJIC, P.O. Box 75 Dept PL, Dayton,
OH 45402.

HEALTH/FITNESS

WEIGHTLIFTING. Find your “zone.”
Free subliminal motivation tape ($10
value) with purchase of “Weight
Training Thru Hypnosis.” $9.95 plus
$2 S&H to: Quantum Regeneration,
3817 Lemay Ferry Rd, Ste 201, St.
Louis, MO 63129,

HEALTH AND FITNESS BUFFS
WANTED: Health and Fitness Buffs
to become suppliers of highest quali-
ty line of body-building nutritional
supplements. Guaranteed wholesale
savings for your needs and an excit-
ing income opportunity! Free
Catalog of 300 products and
Distributor’s price list. Write: VPI,
Box 0818PL, Freeport, NY 11520.
AMAZING SUPER FOOD! Super
Blue-Green Algae, most nutrient-
dense whole food available. May help
boost immunity, vitality, mental clari-
ty. Send M.O.: $40 for l-month sup-
ply; $70 for 2-month supply to:
S.B.G.A.,, P.O. Box 3403, Livermore,
CA 94551.

CLOTHING

NBA, NFL, MLB, NHL. Official major
league merchandise. Hats, t-shirts,
jackets and more. All teams. Superior
quality. Fast delivery. No one beats
our prices. Guaranteed! Send for free
flyer to: Westmark, Box 231475,
Encinitas, CA 92024-1475.

WE'RE IN ATTICA. Approved Home
Packages, Inc. has been serving the
clothing needs of inmates at Attica and
many other New York State Facilities.
A.H.P. has the sweats, Tees, baseball
hats, Jam length shorts and much
more in the colors you want at the
prices you need. Why Pay More! For a
free brochure write to: Approved
Home Packages, Inc., P.O. Box 371,
Dept. P, Buffalo, NY 14207-0371.

MISC.

WHOLESALE GREETING CARDS.
Fine selection of over 300 Ethnic and
Non-Ethnic designs for all occasions.
The most unique designs for the
unordinary situations. We deal only
with the incarcerated. For FREE cata-
log, write L.D. Distributors, 1248 Ruie
Rd., N. Tonawanda, NY 14120.

CALL HOME AND SAVE MONEY
Eliminate expensive collect-calls call-
ing anywhere in the world. (Within the
U.S., 20 minutes for only $10!) Send
$10, $20 or $50 check to U.S.S.T., P.O.
Box 1177, Palm Beach, FL 33480.

SPEAK OUT! Convicted felons are the
last unrepresented minority. Only
organization and unity effects real
change. Nationwide group. All felons,
insider or out, friends and family, join
us today. Stop the cancerous prison
system and mentality in America.
Newsletter and membership twenty
dollars. Write to Pro/Se, 11672
Melbourne St., Brooksville, FL. 34609,
Prisoners or staff members involved
with, or knowledgeable about, experi-
ments at CMF/Vacaville between 1962
and 1966, please call collect John
Kelly at (202) 328-0178. Total confi-
dentiality; you don’t have to give your
name until after I explain my project.
IMPROVE YOUR TALENTS.
Mastering the Problems of
Procrastination and Writer's Block.
Audio cassette tape. Send #11.50 to:
Dr. L. Birner, Box 2A, 823 Park Ave,
New York, NY 10021.

Jacqueline’s Garden. Catalog and
institutional sales. Sale prices. Be
remembered with thoughtful flowers
or gifts while you’re away. Send for
catalog: Jacqueline's Garden, P.O.
Box 9112, Michigan City, IN 46361.
BECOME A RAP/ROCK STAR!
And Don’t Get Ripped Off In the
Music Business! Easily understand
business facts that will help you keep
your income. Send $7.95 to RS
Enterprises, P.O. Box 56125,
Riverside, CA 92517,

“Close your eyes and escape with these
soothing sounds of nature on cassette:
crashing waves, rolling river, pond
sounds, rainforest. Send $10 ppd. for
one, $17 for two, $22 for three, or $25
for all four different sounds to PHL,
P.O.B. 430412, Miami, FL. 33243,
Photographs. Girl next door type.
Please state vour institution’s limits. 2
samples for $1.00 or 4 stamps and
S.A.S.E. Soloman, 6619 South Dixie
Hwy, Apt. 175, Miami, FL 33143,

GLASSIFIED RATES
Straight classified ads go for $75 for
35 words. Additional words are $1

each. Prepayment required.

Send to: PRISON LIFE Classified Ads,

505 8th Avenue, 14th Fl., New York,

NY 10018. Tel: 212-967-9760 Fax:
212-967-7101
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FOOD WON’'T!
Thank your loved ones with a
BASKET of Gourmet treats.

Each basket includes a selection
of fine foods including . . .

I
|
i
|
i
Cookies ‘
\
\

| Chocolates
| Chips Salsa
l Cheese Crackers

| and much, much more . . . |

A GIFT FOR ALL OCCASIONS
ORDER TODAY! '

|

| |
\

| $29.95 each $6.00 shipping

\

\

|

\

|

|

(anywhere in U.S.)

| ORDER BY DECEMBER 8TH FOR
CHRISTMAS DELIVERY

FEBRUARY 1ST FOR A SPECIAL
VALENTINE BASKET

|

|

| |

: To order: Send check or money |

i order made payable to: }
\
\
\
\

Dawsa Enterprises
496 Chenango Street
Binghamton, NY 13901

| Along with: Name, address and
phone # of the person to whom

the basket is to be sent.

[

|

|

|

|

Please allow 2-3 weeks
for delivery.

470; 488 US 33.

firm is rated a-v by Martindale-Hubbell.

LAW OFFICES OF
JOHN WESLEY HALL, JR.
A Professional Corporation
523 West Third Street
Little Rock, Arkansas 72201-2228
Telephone (501) 371-9131

JOHN WESLEY HALL, JR. Facsimile (501) 378-0888 Office Manager/Paralegal
CRAIG LAMBERT Toll Free 1-800-454-9500 DAUID[ ,% ‘;:ﬁ F:al;'lNG R
MARK ALAN JESSE BOB COMPTON, JR.

If you or someone you know is presently incarcerated and feeling abandoned by your trial
lawyer, let one of America’s foremost post-conviction law firms represent you in your appeal,
post-conviction, or habeas proceeding. We have been handling these matters since 1979. Our
I am: a Life Member of the National Association of
Criminal Defense Lawyers; author and editor of seven books on criminal law and procedure, con-
stitutional law, and trial evidence; Certified as Criminal Trial Advocate by National Board of Trial
Advocacy (1981). We have argued in the United States Supreme Court, the 5th, 6th, and 8th
Circuits, as well as various state courts throughout the country. We currently represent several
death row clients. Our success record is among the best in the country.

Our best references are our clients and their cases. We are counsel in nearly 180 reported
cases. Among them are: 811 FSupp 1363; 765 FSupp 513; 713 FSupp 299; 710 FSupp
1270; 675 FSupp 469; 588 FSupp 825; 948 F2d 470, 892 F2d 1348; 885 F2d 419; 778 F2d

Call, write, or fax for an estimate and fee quote. If your institution permits calls out, call us
toll free. If you can only call collect, you may do so. Please tell the operator your name and loca-
tion. We wvisit our clients in custody nationwide.

We understand your feelings and predicament. Our paralegal is a former lawyer who served
time in Leavenworth before joining our firm.

Sincerely yours,

John Wesley Hall, JR.

You've got to hear these
ertainment

tapes to believe them, This is all new in odults-only
hot scenarios don't waste fime! There are eight

| different tapes to dhoose from or go for it all and go Deluxe!
| Listen in on SASSY SORORITY GIRLS — See how bad two sorority sisters
| can be when they answer your phone call and decide fo tease you.
CHEERLEADER CONFESSIONS — Listen in on this very private phone line as

three wild cheerleaders
tell you what turns - ORDER BY MAIL!

78

Free Sampld-n. them on the most.
e S BACHELORETTE PARTY | NAHE oy o 81l
Find out what it’slike §
to he the only male ADDRESS
#* stripper of an all-girls’
; bachelorette party. ary
STATE 1IP
8 Differewt Tupes o Choose From! | o . ..,
Rich Girls Screamers 2 ) B
1 Sassy Sorority Girls 5 South of the Border Action e e e
Private Yacht Party Rub-o-Dub in the Tub S# b R B
Horny Hitchhikers A Tale of Two Titties __ —Deluxe Set(s)
Motorcyde Mama Female Bonding (o8 on? seles)
Eager Beavers Pear] Necklace __@57.98en.
Alobama Alice Bachelorette Par S ? S;szﬁl/g TR,
3 Drugstore Cowgirl 7 Secretarial Inferview {Bury 2 et o)
Jenny & Suzi Tammy & Tina _ Deluxe set(s) @529.95
4 Too Big dlor Brenda gheﬁriende{’ Confessions AddS3.50PRH 350
Kneepad Nanc ackstage Visitors :
KnohpGobb!ersy Stewardess on Flight 69 (sl 5 e 2001

Casssttes are professionally sealed in plastic ond contain no explicit grahics or nudity on covers. All
product s shipped in ploin pockaging vith “Western Audio” mailing lobels and no indicotion of contents.

i Send check or money order fo: Western Audio, 940
i W. Florence Blvd., Suite #79, Inglewood, CA 90301
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e
INEFFECTIVE ASSISTANCE OF COUNSEL

Winning cases in the federal courts. Virtually all the reported winning cases in the federal courts since
Strickland vs. Washington are gathered together and summarized in this comprehensive text. A 70-page
index leads you to exactly the right case with almost 800 separate examples of ineffective assistance of
counsel, with every reference to winning case.

Over 300 cases decided since Strickland, and 200 before are gathered together and indexed according to
the precise issue considered in the decision. Over a thousand defense attorneys across the country are
using this book to save untold hours, even days of research on their ineffective assistance briefs.

If you have ever tried to find good case law to back up your 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 the specific facts which led to the finding of ineffective assistance of counsel.

Speaking an evidentiary hearing? You’ll find the case law you need to support your arguments in
Ineffective Assistance of Counsel.

In a large, loose-leaf binder, this book is supplemented at least twice annually. The $120 purchase price
includes all supplements issued during the following six months. Thereafter, supplement service is avail-
able at $42 per year.

To order, send your payment of $120 plus $8 P&H to:
Southwest Legal Services
P.O. Box 57091
Tucson, AZ 85732

“Standing outside we saw sinister clouds glowing in the 3
alive with clouds of ever-changing shapes and color “Q@
. » » Then, after minutes of moving silence, on N
beautiful the world could be.” "
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PUMP P

JOE WEIDER'S ULTIMATE STRENGTH TRAINING SYSTEM

Jos WellSe

LU
[ Please indicate choice of videos and -
send wilh your name and complete
A = ;S address to A=Vision Entertainment,
Joe Weider's Ultimate y- a2 = & (@S 75 Rocketeller Plaza, NY, NY 1001,
Strength Training System | > : i attn: Weider. Add $3.95 per lape
Volume 1: Inteaduction to the Welder System e\ € 2 . - Toe shippng i hantiing. Y. PA
Volume 2: Basic Bodybuilding Technigues Y L & W and CA add sales lax. Please llow
Volume 3: Back & Biceps Training \ A ‘SR 7w 5 4-8 weeks for delivery.
Volume 4: Chest & Triceps Training e B : :

Volume 5: Legs & Shoulders Training \% o) ’
Volume 8: Calves, Abs, Forearms § . A Special Boxed Set

Volume 7: Mass & Strenglh Training 0 W sigrpg of Volumes 1-10
Volume 8: Nutrition & Diet W Available for $189.50 plus
Valume 9: Advanced Training $10.00 shipping and handiing

Volume 10: Teaining Safe & Smart Nt by e Erna 75 Rkl Pz, Aew Yo, Y 1010 (plus applicable sales tax)
The Atlantie Group, A Warner Mosic Group Company, :
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GomiNG IN PRISON LIFE

Banghangers

Speak Gut

You’ve heard what the cops
and media have said about
‘em. Now hear the per-
spective of G’s across the
nation.

Photo by Chris Cozzone

PABLO ESCOBAR
The world’s most powerful criminal built
his own private prison. A Prison Life
exclusive by Columbian journalist Juana
Ponce de Leon.

1sT AMENDMENT RIGHTS
Have you been denied your copy of
Penthouse or Prison Life? Learn about your
rights and how to protect them.

lustration by Marty Voelker

PLUS:

WINNERS OF OUR ART
BEHIND BARS CONTEST!
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hey say your body is a temple.
We say your body is a fortress.

And to build it big and to build it
strong, we're telling you that Natural
Sterol Complex is the best body
building supplement you can use
with your training. Just ask the
biggest guys in your gym about
Natural Sterol Complex. They’ll tell
you nothing works like it.

With its new ultra-concentrated
formula, Natural Sterol Complex
delivers more power than ever
before. Each time-released tablet is
loaded with pure anabolic sterols,
anti-catabolic substrates and all of

i ) iy Enflemedt|

ety Bdanced To Supplement Extreme Gains T Size, Strengh § Pt

the essential amino acids. Plus you
get high potency thermogenics,

BCAA’s, GH agents and more. All
engineered to help fuel maximum
gains from pumping iron.

What are you waiting for? Hit the
weights, use Natural Sterol Complex,
and start building serious mass.

Natural Sterol Complex. Get it at
serious gyms, health food stores,
Vitamin World and GNC.

- INVERSAL

The Hard Line In Sports Nutrition.

For more information and a free catalog, write or call Universal 3 Terminal Road, New Brunswick, NJ 08901. 1e8008720101 (908°545¢3130)

©1994 Universal Labs, Inc. Read And Follow Label Directions.



SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight.

© Loriliard 1935
Kings: 17 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method.



