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BANNED IN CALIFORNIA

y the time vou read this—if

vou get it—Prison Life will be

immersed in the fight of its
life. While at home last week working
on the March issue, I got a fax from
the office informing me that the
October Prison Life had been banned
from all California state prisons.

This is a serious body blow to a
struggling magazine. Calilfornia has
the largest and most populous prison
system in the United States—over
120,000 prisoners. We shipped out
nearly ten thousand copies of the
October issue to the members of the
California Prisoner’s Union. The ban
on Prison Life in California is equal to
barring members of the National
Rifle Association from subscribing to
Guns and Ammo. In one ominous
move, the bureaucrats wiped out a
potentially healthy percentage of our
fledgling subscriber base—and cost
us some serious bucks.

Banned in California? I've heard
of being banned in Boston, but in
California? And the whole state?
Why? The memo I got was addressed
to all wardens and signed by the
Deputy Director, Institutions Division
for the State of California,
Department of Corrections. Subject:
PUBLICATION RESTRICTION—
PRISON LIFE, OCTOBER 1994
ISSUE. Dated: December 2, 1994,
which didn’t make a lot of sense
since the October issue had been
sent out in September and we were
already getting feedback on it [rom a
number of California prisoners. The
body of the memo reads:

The above titled publication is not

to be allowed into any institution.
The October 1994 issue contains
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by Richard Stratton

an article which describes escape
/).’(ms and mw.'hmlufug\' (attached ).

Pursuant to the California Code
of Regulations, §3136(d),
inmates may nol receive correspon-
dence which concerns plans to
escape or assist in an escape from
lawful custody.

Please advise your mailroom staff
to be aware of this publication.

There was no article attached. 1
recalled the features and other
pieces we ran in October and could-
n’t figure out what article they were

talking about. We'd had a lot of

problems with the October issue
being rejected from different joints
all over the nation for a variety of
bogus reasons. The warden at the
federal prison in Otisville, New York
banned it because, “The magazine
depicts detailed organizational activi-
ties by inmates during several prison
disturbances. This information is
deemed to be detrimental to the
security of this institution and is
therefore rejected.” It was easy
enough to figure he was referring to
the piece we did on riots at Attica,
Santa Fe and Lucasville. Not so easy
was to understand how information
that has been widely disseminated in
newspapers, books and magazines, in
films and on TV news broadcasts sud-
denly becomes detrimental to the
security of any institution simply
because it appears in Prison Life. At
another federal joint in Big Spring,
Texas, the warden flat out rejected
the whole issue without identifying
specific content. Prisoners with sub-
scriptions were notified that Prison

Life would not be allowed at Big
Spring because it contained articles
that were "anti-B.O.P.” They had
their cells shaken down and back
issues of the magazine were seized as
contraband.

Prison Life has had an ongoing
struggle with censorship. The State
Correctional Institution at Dallas,
Pennsylvania has consistently rejected
every issue I edited and published.
The magazine was banned at a few
prisons because of a short story I
wrote, “The Great Escape,” published
in the June ‘94 issue, about a hapless
Indian who tries to escape by burrow-
ing in the trash compactor and ends
up getting squashed to death. Great
plan, that. We've had the magazine
thrown out on the grounds that we
print pictures of tattoos and tattooing
is illegal in prison. Yeah, right.
Another favorite is the old standby:
Prison Life publishes letters written by
prisoners, and as prisoners are forbid-
den to correspond with each other,
the magazine could serve as a means
of communication between prisoners.
Sure, like we're going to go through
the thousands of letters we receive
cach month and print love notes
between some guy in Texas and his
crime partner in New York.

Insane, yet in a way, this rationale
—Dbanning the magazine because we
print material written by prisoners—
gets closer to the truth. Some prison-
crats—those who loath prisoners and
merely want to make them suffer—
are not thrilled by the prospect of a
national magazine that bills itself as
the *Voice of the Convict.” Yet we
have never had a problem getting the
magazine into serious joints like
Lewisburg, nor even Marion, for that



matter. I get letters and calls from
guards and prison administrators who
say they subscribe to the magazine,
read it from cover to cover and
appreciate what they read. We are, in
the words of so many, “telling it like it
is” and that can only be good for

guards and those who run prisons if

they have nothing to hide because, as
we all know, they have to live in the
prisons as well.

There is a lot going on in the
prisons of this country that the free-
world has little or no understanding
of—much of it as unsettling to
guards and staff as it is to prisoners.
Just last week, Senator Paul Simon
released a national survey of prison
wardens who had strong criticism for
the politically driven crime-fighting
solutions coming out of Washington.
(Sec article in Block Beat.) To quote
Bob Gangi, executive director of the
Correctional Association of New
York, “There are few arcas where the
public is more misinformed.”

Prison Life wants to help right
that wrong. The craziest thing about
banning our magazine from prisons
is that most of what we publish is
written by prisoners. Who is being
protected from this information?
The prisoners already know what
goes on behind the walls. Tt is their
voice we want to make heard so that
the rest of America might listen up
and question the rhetoric of politi-
cians whose only interest is in perpet-
uating the fear mongering that gets
them re-elected and
keeps the tax payers
shelling out their
hard earned money
to finance the build-
ing of more prisons.

The California
ban does not bode
well. In law enforce-
ment, as i“ I]llll]_\'
other aspects of our
culture, as goes
California so goes
the rest of the
union. California is
weird. On the one
hand it is the most
progressive and
kinkiest of states.
On the other hand
it is the land of
Ronnie and Nancy
and so many of
those great moral
leaders who sav they
want to rid us of big
g()\'(:rll[]l('”l 'd[l(l -\'l‘l
want to control every

aspect of our private lives.

What to do? How to deal with
this major kick in the teeth to our
plans for growing the magazine?

I called Califoernia. “This is
Richard Stratton, editor and publish-
er of Prison Life magazine,” I said 10 a
reasonable sounding woman with the
Department of Corrections who took
my call. I had my youngest son, Dash,
on my knee and he was gurgling and
making baby noises that threatened
to drown out my words. Nothing like
the sounds of a baby to melt the
heart of even the saltiest of bureau-
crats. “Mind telling me what it is you
folks don't like about my magazine?”

To my amazement | learned that
the October issue has been banned
in California because of a piece we
printed in Block Beat reporting on
an escape from a prison in South
Charleston, Virginia by a guy who

braided dental floss into a length of

rope. We picked the story up from
the Associated Press news service.
The piece appeared in practically
every newspaper in America. But
when reprinted in Prison Life, the
same story was miraculously trans-
formed into “escape plans and
methodology.”

I asked if they couldn’t just clip

the offending page and let the rest of

the magazine through. She replied
that in the [uture they may do this,
however it was too late for the

October issue. “And January?” 1
asked. “Has that been banned as

S e .

well?” The memo I received had a
hand-written note at the bottom say-
ing the January issue was also “not
allowed.”

“Not from headquarters,” she
assured me. She also told me that
new guidelines on censorship in
California prisons were about to be
issued and implemented statewide. |
asked her to send me a copy.

Not that I intend to exercise any
sort of self-censorship. That would
defeat the whole purpose of this
magazine. But I might think twice
about including a piece that appears
on one of the newswires il I think it
could give the censors an excuse to
keep us out.

If you've subscribed to Prison Life
and been denied vour copy, we urge
you to fill out the appropriate griev-
ance forms and file them right away.
We can’t take this lying down. The
survival of Prison Life depends on
penetrating America’s many prisons
and jails, reaching the imprisoned
and giving them a forum. We'll ake
the censors to court. We'll fight the
censorship issue in the mainstream
media. We'll keep publishing the
truth about crime and punishment
in America. We'll keep sending the
magazine to prisoners. And we’ll
keep reminding the rest of the world
that what made this country a great
nation was the idea of freedom and

Jjustice for all. We want to help that

PL

idea become a reality.
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Richard Stratton (center) with prisoners’ vights attorneys
William Kunstler (left) and Ronald Kuby, (right).
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Word

lot of people ask me why the

magazine's got such an atti-

ude, especially recently, when
the subject of banning has come up.
“Tone it down,” these critics suggest,
“vou won't have any more trouble
with the D.O.C. and B.O.P. You'll cir-
culate more . . . Just think of all the
money you could make!”

Yeah, veah, yeah. And maybe
we'll start running articles like “Ten
Best Ways to Kiss the Man’s Ass,” or
“How I Stopped Being a Convict and
Learned to Love the System.” Or how
‘bout running departments like,
“Informant of the Month,” or "Best
Unicor Factory Workerz?”

Oh ves, I understand now why I'm

serving 20 years for sellin’ a couple hits of

acid al a ('.'mng,fi:! Dead concerl, or yeah,
I see now why I deserved a Conlinuing
Criminal Enterprise life bid for not tellin’
the Man what he wanted to hear or
because some rat-fink did. No thanks.

Sure, we could easily produce a
mag like that, maybe call it “Sons of
Corrections” or “Inmate Today.” We
could even include your favorite war-
dens on the editorial/censor staff.
Hell, at least we'd know it'd get into
the prisons.

But damn, our assholes would
sure hurt from all the bendin’ over.

You guys better appreciate us: We
much prefer the real deal we've con-
tinued to produce since June of last
vear—the in-yo'-face, fuck-it-if-you
can’t-deal-with-reality approach. We
prefer the resistance to the Machine
if that's the only way we're gonna
earn our props and be able
to sleep at night, even if it
means we gotta tighten our
belts and stand tall.

Hell, in more than one
prison, Prison Life magazine
is heavy contraband. 1 figure
if the mag ever goes down, |
can get employed at some
prison as a guard (if I change
my name) and make a ton of
money smuggling in back
issues of our righteous rag.
“Hey, can ya cop me a bag o’
weed?” “No man, but I gotan
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TiME To
Step Up

by
Chris Cozzone

Editorial Executioner
October issue of Prison Lifehere .. .7

The fight goes on, brothers and sis-
ters. We're steppin’ up to the Man and
we urge vou to do the same. We gotta
show the world that this mag is the very
embodiment of the First Amendment.

The issue you hold in your hand is
a living declaration of your
Constitutional rights. It's a Pandora’s
Box crammed with words, images and
ideas rarely seen outside barbed wire,

That's why we're leading off with
“Silencing the Oppressed—No
Freedom of Speech for Those Behind
the Walls,” by criminal defense attor-
neys Ronald Kuby and William
Kunstler.

We also got the winners of the Art
Behind Bars contest—submissions
fulla energy, emotion and creative,
raw talent no maximum security joint
could ever contain. It proves that they
can continue the warehousing regime,
they can lock up physical bodies, but
they can’t tame the spirit. Your minds
remain free. The men and women
who won. and the hundreds of others
who contributed, are all worthy cons,
as you'll see when you check out the
stuff they've produced.

We also got gangs in this issue.
Although Prison Life is not about pro-
moting gangs, we're certainly not
about laying down when it comes to
fighting for human rights or freedom
of speech. There are always gonna be
gangs, whether anyone likes it or not.
We see gangs as tremendous poten-
tial that could be used constructively,
but only if the G's and their leaders
can straighten out their acts.

Before anything can be worked
out with gangs, be it gang-to-gang or
cops/media/society-to-gangs, we feel
that the gangs ought to be heard
before judgment is made. So we're
publishing a two-part series on gangs
straight from the G’s themselves.
We've given ‘bangers a chance to say
wassup, without someone else’s per-
spective getting in the way.

Keep in mind, though, that this
collection (and next issue) is not
representative of all gangs. Many
leaders and G’s keep to themselves.
We respect that, but remember that if
you guys are gonna moan about
being forgotten, or even misrepre-
sented, that’'s because you were too
scared or too cautious to speak up.
It's not as if we didn’t send the word
out. (The invites are still wide open.
All you gotta do is pick up a pen or
the phone. We'll continue to publish
material from gangs, maybe even
start a column on the subject.)

The rest of the issue leans toward
the inspirational. We got kick-ass
prison art winners throughout, and
most of our usual departments:
Bubba, Iron Pile, Crime-
jacker, In-Cell, etc. There's
also an interview with Oliver
Stone, who wrote the epic
prison flick Midnight Express
and directed the controver-
sial Natural Born Killers.

So keep those pens, pen-
cils and typewriters goin’,
and we’ll do the same here in
the freeworld. Remember:
Hide those back issues—ya
never know when the goon
squad’s gonna be comin’ for
em.
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A WORD TO OUR
WOMEN READERS

by Jennifer Wynn
Managing Editor

“You're too macho.”

“Why haven’t any women been
cellmates 'o_ffh.r' month?”

“Don’t we women prisoners have
a voice in your mag?”

You sure do. And that’s why
I'm writing this. That's why I
risked bodily harm muscling my
way onto Cozzone's page . . . to
let you know you do have a voice
we want to hear, vou do have a
place in Prison Life and we do
want to publish vour stories.
Problem is, we haven't received
many.

Maybe vou're shy. Maybe
we've scared you with our hard-
core, rough-and-tumble style.
Maybe that ugly mug of Bubba’s
turned vou off for good.

More likely, it’s because vou
women account for only six per-
cent of America’s incarcerated. So
naturally, most of the material we
get is from men. I'm not saying
we've received nothing from
women. It’s just that the number
of submissions we receive from
you is miniscule compared to
those we receive from men. So the
competition is fierce. What's new?

You wanna be heard? Roar!
You wanna be published? Write
powerful stories. Send an SASE
for our guidelines so you get an
idea of the kinds of articles we're
looking for.

As for the macho tone, think
about our audience and our pool
of prisoner authors. I'm not saying
these guys aren’t civilized, I'm just
saying they were never the candy-

ass, yes-man types you'd find in,
say, corporate America. These out-
laws want true crime, gritty writing
and hardcore exposés. And we, as
the “voice of the convict,” are com-
mitted to printing their stories in
their words. We also gotta make a
buck, so we gotta produce a maga-
zine that appeals to our majority
audience.

Granted, our first two issues
were pretty macho. But when we
began getting feedback from
female prisoners, we listened to
their concerns. We published an
award-winning story by author
Susan Rosenberg and ran a call-
out in our October issue for sto-
ries from women behind bars. We
put a woman on the cover of the

January issue, and in the next

issue you'll be pleased to find our
first female Celly of the Month.

For any of you men who
think moving into
Affirmative Action territory, low-
ering our standards so to speak,
vou're dead wrong. These women
carned their way into our maga-
zine. They represent role models
to anyone behind bars—male or
female.

We feel we're making some
headway, but we know we have a
way to go. We'd like to hear more
from women, because we know
vou have important, powerful sto-
ries to tell and profound insight
to offer. Most of all, we want your
stories because this is your maga-
zine, 100.

3
we re
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ThE SELF-DEFENSE BIBLE

The most effective street - fighting techniques

revealed by a top professional bouncer .

In a violent street fight , the formal training procedures and flashy moves you practice in the dojo will be useless .
Paul Wellard knows . As a top PROFESSIONAL BOUNCER , having been attacked by fists , boots , pool cues , guns , and
knives , Wellard has learned a thing or two about what goes down in a real fight . As a MARTIAL ARTS EXPERT , he has
also learned that martial arts training is useful in a brawl , but it is no substitute for real fighting ' know how ' . An active
participant in dozens of fights where brawling is quick , dirty and very violent , Wellard has compiled a unique guide to self -
defense .

In this highly detailed training manuals , Wellard draws on his experience to reveal the psychology , strengths and
weaknesses of a street fighter , the characteristics of a real fight ( you might be surprised ) , ways of dealing with aggressive
people and lots of tips and tricks . He presents the basic defense moves that can be applied to most types of attacks , the most
effective methods he used dozens of times to defeat stronger and larger opponents . Wellard uses accounts of his own fights to
illustrate key points and offers straightforward training programs to improve individual techniques . He also takes a critical
and practical look at the effectiveness of the most popular martial arts being taught .

Do not mistake these for the usual types of self - defense books . These training manuals contain the critical
information no one else talks about - the stuff that will keep you unhurt and intact . The techniques will increase your odds
against the typical thug or troublemaker by 1000% .

2 v 2 + - + o

REVEALS * Why this book is different from any other self-defense book you have read * 18 things you should know about
street fighting * The 'rules’ for street survival * Inside the mind of a thug * The martial arts and their relevance to real life
street fighting * How and why fights occur * Awareness and avoidance * Dealing with confrontational situations * How to
psyche out an opponent * Essential principles of street fighting * Some commonly taught nonsense * Using surprise to your
advantage * Learning how to punch - real hard * The importance of correct targeting * Blocking techniques * How elbows
and knees are used in a street fight * Combination attacks * Vital tips * Street Self-Defense training program and much ,
much more *

REVEALS * Introduction to advanced Street Self-Defense * Improving your street fighting skills * The warrior mentality *
The most effective advanced street fighting techniques and how to use them * Defense against knife attacks *Defense against
bottle attacks * How to defend yourself against more than one attacker * Using your fists and legs to maximum effect * Using
your hands * Head butting * Advanced targets * Advanced level combination attacks * Sorting the men from the boys *
Physical conditioning for peak performance * Advanced level Street Self-Defense training program *

SPECIAL OFFER

Order booth fantastic manuals for only $29.92 postpaid
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

If you don't think these manuals are worth what you have paid for them , simply return
them in good condition within 30 days for full refund , no questions asked .

YES I want to leam the techniques for real self-defense . Please rush me the following publications . I understand that if I'm unhappy with them , i may return them
for full refund - NO QUESTIONS ASKED .

The Secrets of Self-Defense-Volume 1 : Price $19.45 ..........The Secrets of Self-Defense-Vol. 2 : Price $19.45 .......... Both 142 : Price $29.92...........

SWORN DECLARATION - hereby promise to use the knowledge i will gain from these books for defensive proposes only .

I enclose a Check/Mo. payable to Natural Research in the amount of §.............cccoevcee..... ( Foreign add $4.50 )

MAIL TO : ELITE SERVICES, EMPIRE STATE BUILDING, SUITE EP1825, 350 FIFTH AV, NEW YORK, NY 10118.

NAME

ADDRESS ZIP.
All orders dispatched under plain cover . Please allow 7-28 days for delivery .




“All the News
You Can't
Confine”

Block Beat

America’s National Prison Newspaper

Prison Life Canadian Mana

aging

Director Gets 18 Years

Toronto, Ontario—Robert “Rosie”
Rowbotham, Canada’s legendary
marijuana outlaw and Prison Life’s
main man north of the border, was
sentenced to 18 years in prison for
conspiracy to traffic in 400 Ibs. of pot.
The fresh 18 is to run consecutively
with a 13-year sentence Rosie was
paroled on last July. He’ll have to
serve a minimum of 17 years before
release.

The unprecedented sentence
stunned friends, family and loyal
supporters who gathered at a feder-
al courthouse in Toronto on
December 19, 1994 to hear Judge
Bruce Hawkins pronounce sentence.
Not two weeks earlier, Rosie was
convicted on a five-year-old uncon-
summated or “dry” conspiracy, the
result of an undercover sting opera-
tion code-named Project Amigo.
After the trial, Judge Hawkins
allowed Rosie to remain in a
halfway house and continue his new
job as Prison Life’s Canadian manag-
ing director. All indications were
that the judge did not intend to pun-
ish Rosie too harshly for what was
clearly old business.

Rosie is no stranger to the crimi-
nal justice system. He was once
described by Royal Canadian
Mounted Police and DEA agents as
a “hippie godfather” reputed to con-
trol an international family of freak

dope dealers. Novelist Norman
Mailer and rock star Neil Young are
among the luminaries who have tes-
tified on Rowbotham’s behalf at var-
ious trials. He holds the record for
the most amount of time given to a
pot defendant in Canada and has
already done a total 16 calendars out
of his 44 years.

At court proceedings over the past
25 years this no-bullshit marijuana
martyr has consistently admitted his
involvement in the pot trade. He
chooses to fight the government on
grounds that trafficking in a God-
given substance he and many others
believe is a sacrament and a medicine
is not criminal, the laws against it are.

Rosie’s life story is a harrowing,
absorbing saga of life in the marijuana
subculture worthy of a major motion
picture. In the seventies, he emerged
as the kingpin of the infamous
Rochdale College, a Toronto experi-
mental school that became a mecca for
pot and hash smugglers from all over
the world. Rosie was known for his
primo Lebanese hash. In 1982, he was
arrested and sentenced to 20 years
(reduced to 13 on appeal) for his role
in a massive North American marijua-
na and hashish smuggling conspiracy.
(Prison Life's editor and publisher,
Richard Stratton, received 25 years in
the US. on the same case.) Govern-

(continued on page 11)

Rosie and grandson at Collins Bay prison. Photo by Jasmine Rowbotham.

Over half of the men now
in federal prison are
incarcerated for drug
offenses. (B.0.P.)

March 1995

Wardens Criticize
Crime Blﬁ Solutions

Prison wardens uniformly reject
the popular crime-fighting solutions
coming out of Washington, accord-
ing to a national survey conducted
by Sen. Paul Simon’s (D-IL)
Subcommittee on the Constitution, a
panel of the Senate Judiciary
Committee.

Instead, wardens call for addition-
al prevention programs, smarter use
of prison resources, the repeal of
mandatory minimum sentences and
an expansion of alternatives to incar-
ceration.

Eighty-five percent of wardens
surveyed said that elected officials
are not offering effective solutions to
America’s crime problem.

Simon sponsored the survey of 157
wardens and also polled 925 prison-
ers in an effort to introduce “a reality
check” as Congress prepares to renew
its debate on crime policy. Noting
that Congress will be asked to consid-
er popular but overly simplistic reme-
dies for the nation’s epidemic of vio-
lent crime, Simon sought the input of
those on one front of the criminal jus-
tice system: wardens who oversee the
nation’s prisons. The surveys were
distributed by the Department of
Corrections in California, Delaware,
Florida, Illinois, Michigan, Ohio,
Pennsylvania and Texas. Sixty per-
cent of wardens responded.

“We've just passed the dubious
milestone of having 1 million people
in prison,” said Simon. “But for all the
new prisons we've built and filled
over the last two decades, we feel less
safe today than we did before.
Loading our prisons with nonviolent
drug criminals means that, today, we
are commiting more nonviolent
offenders to hard time than we are
violent criminals, and there’s little
room left for the violent offenders
who should be put away to make our
streets safer.

“Chase Riveland, a corrections offi-
cial in Washington State who looked
at the survey results, said that focus-
ing only on prisons and ignoring pre-
vention is ‘drive- by legislation,” at
best,” Simon continued. “He's right.”

Despite the current “tough on
crime” rhetoric favored by many
politicians, the wardens who partici-
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pated in the survey generally call for a
more balanced approach that mixes
punishment, prevention and treat-
ment. For example, when asked how
they would spend an additional $10
million in resources, wardens said
they would allocate only 43% to law
enforcement, while spending 57% on
prevention programs. That ratio con-
trasts sharply with the spending in
last year’s crime bill, which allocated
only a quarter of the $30 billion bill to
prevention programs. The survey
results also raise questions about pro-
posals in the “Contract for America,”
which call for the repeal of much of
the remaining prevention funds.
Wardens also urged a more intelli-
gent use of prison space, expressing
concerns that the nation is wasting
scare prison resources on nonviolent
offenders. Wardens noted that, on
average, half of the offenders under
their supervision could be released
without representing a danger to
society. Similarly, 65% declared that
the nation should use prison space
more efficiently by imposing shorter
sentences on nonviolent offenders
and longer sentences on violent ones.
Wardens also questioned the use of
a “one size fits all” approach to sen-
tencing: 58% rejected mandatory mini-
mum sentences for drug offenders.
And 92% said that greater use should
be made of alternatives to incarcera-
tion, such as home detention, halfway

houses and residential drug treatment
programs. These results were con-
firmed in general terms by prisoners,
who indicated that longer sentences
did not represent a particularly effec-
tive crime deterrent.

When asked to identify the most
effective way of fighting crime, war-
dens overwhelmingly chose preven-
tion programs, especially those that
address basic human development
needs. Seventy-one percent said
improving the educational quality of
public schools would make a major
difference in fighting crime; 66%
favored increasing the number of job
oppnrtunities in the community; and
62% endorsed developing programs
to help parents become better moth-
ers and fathers. In contrast, only 54%
said longer sentences for violent crim-
inals would have a major effect on
crime, and only 8% supported longer
sentences for drug users.

Similarly, wardens and prisoners
were nearly unanimous in calling for
an expansion of rehabilitative pro-
grams in prisons themselves. For
example, 93% of wardens recommend
a significant expansion of literacy and
other educational programs. Again,
the result stands in sharp contrast to
Congress’ actions during the last
year’s crime debate when Congress
eliminated all funding for Pell grants
for prisoners.

FEDS’ NEW TOY: PRISONER STUN BELT

Looks like the Federal Bureau of Prisons has approved a new vehicle of
torture: the Remote Electronically Activated Technology (R-E-A-C-T) Stun
Belt. (How long did it take them to make up that acronym?)

A Program Statement dated September 30, 1994 from the U.S. Department
of Justice outlines the various uses of the device, which is designed to pre-
vent prisoners from escaping while being escorted to court, to the hospital or
to another prison. But first—the gory details, as explained in the document:

The Custody Control Belt discharges

50,000 volts of electricity. By means

of a remote transmitter, an attending officer has the ability fo activate the
stun package attached to the belt, thereby causing the following results to

fake place:

Immobilization, causing you fo fall to the ground.

Possibility of self-defecation.

Possibility of self-urination. Only maximum custody convicts “requir-
ing greater security than can be afforded through conventional
restraints” can be forced to wear the stun belt. The document states
that the officer-in-charge of the escort detail “must exercise sound
judgment when making a decision to activate the Custody Control
Belt.” But it goes on to say that “verbal orders are not required if the
staff member reasonably believes a danger of death or grievous bod-
ily harm is imminent.” In addition, prisoners can be stunned if they
tamper with the belt, fail to comply with staff’s verbal order to halt,
or if the officer-in-charge experiences “any loss of visual contact”

with the prisoner.

Hmmm. Guess the days of handcuffs and shackles are over.
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Prison Life
Article Enrages
Congressman

U.S. Rep. Scott McInnis, R-Colo., is
fuming over an article depicting the
gory details of life behind prison
bars that appeared in the January
issue of Prison Life.

The “disgusting” article by a for-
mer prisoner at the Florence federal
prison prompted Mclnnis to ask an
advertiser to boycott the periodical.

Prison officials said although the
article was reckless, prisoners have a
right to speak their minds.

The offending article details the
horrors of living with a “twisted,
psychotic, perverted, disgusting,
smelly, farting, belching, nose-pick-
ing, abject creep.”

The author, Thomas Falater, who
served 14 months for mail fraud in
the minimum security prison, com-
plained that his “celly” used his job
in the kitchen to sully the silverware,
scratching himself with a spoon and
using a fork to pick his nose.

Mclnnis said he was “stunned” by
the article, which arrived on his desk
even though he is not a subscriber.

In addition to writing to the prison’s
warden, McInnis also wrote to the
Prison Life’s largest advertiser—
Universal Labs, a company that adver-
tises on the magazine’s back cover.

“Given the trash in this magazine
and the general public’s desire to
stop this abuse in the American
prison system, I believe that it is irre-
sponsible for a company, such as
yours, to advertise in a magazine
directed toward prison inmates,”
Mclnnis wrote.

Mclnnis said inmates shouldn’t be
allowed to write such trash.

“It's not about freedom of speech.
You give up that right when you go
to prison,” said Mclnnis, a former
police officer in Glenwood Springs.

Lee Stennett, executive director of
American Society of Newspaper
Editors, disagreed.

“That is constitutionally very
wrong. In prison, you still have free-
dom of speech. You don’t have free-
dom of movement, but the Bill of
Rights still applies.”

The magazine’s editor-in-chief,
Richard Stratton, said the Falater
article is filthy, but termed it “jail-
house humor.”

“I'd stand by it. I admit it was not
the most pleasant of reading, but it
does kind of capture an aspect of
prison life,” Stratton said.

The Denver Post



18 years
(continued from page 9)

ment agents and prosecutors from
New York, California, Texas, Maine
and Canada  charged the
Rowbotham /Stratton organization
with importing and distributing multi-
ton loads of high quality hash and
marijuana for over a decade. Some 60
people were arrested after Lebanese
heroin dealers caught red-handed
with ten kilos of junk flipped and trad-
ed evidence on the pot organization
for their freedom.

Seven years later, Rosie won an
appeal, overturning his ‘82 convic-
tion. While in a holding cell at
Toronto’s Don jail awaiting release
on bond pending a new trial, he had
the misfortune to meet a Uruguayan
coke dealer named Saul Spatzner.
Unbeknownst to Raosie, Spatzner had
been busted twice within a year on a
variety of cocaine trafficking charges
and had rolled over, agreeing to
work for the Mounties and set up
alleged members of a Colombian
cocaine cartel operating in Canada.

Once the two were both out on
bail, Spatzner lured Rosie to a couple
of meetings where the informant
taped conversations in which Rosie
agreed to hook Spatzner up with a
friend who would supply him with a

load of weed out of Austin, Texas.
The deal never happened. Spatzner’s
ratting netted 25 defendants in just
under a year. Rosie was caught in
the cocaine-laced web.

Meanwhile, retrial on the big
importing case resulted in a second
conviction and Rosie returned to
prison, this time with a 13-year bid.
He wound up serving a total of 12
years on the ‘82 beef. The new
charges were left unresolved for over
five years until after Rosie was
released on parole early last summer.

With the ‘89 case still hanging over
his head, Rosie moved into a Toronto
halfway house and immediately
went to work as Prison Life's
Canadian managing director, using
his solid credentials in the prison cul-
ture to spread the Voice of the
Convict to our brothers and sisters
up north. In the six months he was
on the streets, Rosie threw himself
into his new career with the same
brilliance and gusto he once brought
to the pot trade. Within weeks, Prison
Life had a presence in all Canada’s
penitentiaries. Rosie put Prison Life’s
editors in touch with Canadian
prison writers, editors and activists,
and he supplied us with first-hand
information to bring us up to speed
on the Canadian prison scene.

To everyone’s shock and dismay,

Prison Life, HBO plan docu series

by Rex Weiner

published for the captive audience.

ducer is Kary Antholis.

Life behind bars will be the subject of a documentary series produced
by HBO in association with Prison Life magazine, a controversial periodical

“Prison Life Presents: Prisoners of the War on Drugs”
long installment, according to publisher/editor Richard Stratton. The docu, to
be produced and directed by Marc Levin (HBO's
Bangin” in Little Rock”) starts shooting this month. Future series installments
will cover a range of issues including death row and sex in prison.

Executive producer for HBO is Sheila Nevins and the coordinating pro-

Based in Gotham, the glossy bimonthly has published three issues

is the first hour-

“Mob Stories,” “Gang War:

under Stratton, previously editor of the Fortune Society newsletter and a
former inmate of the federal prison system. Listed as editor-at-large is
Stratton’s wife, Kim Wozencraft, whose autobuwraph:ml book about life as
an undercover-cop-gone-bad was the basis of the 1991 MGM movie,
“Rush.”

Oliver Stone is the subject of a featured interview in the upcoming issue
of Prison Life. According to Stratton, the director speaks of his own jail expe-
riences resulting from a long-ago marijuana bust, and explores his fascina-
tion with prison subjects.

Mostly written and illustrated by prisoners, Prison Life was recently
banned from the California state prison system. Stratton plans a legal chal-
lenge to the ban, and told Daily Variety, “What are they going to do next—

ban HBO?”

Reprinted from Daily Variety.

Judge Hawkins ignored eloquent
appeals from Gayle Gilbert, manager
of the halfway house, as well as
pleas from Rosie’s employers to
leave him out of prison so he could
continue to pursue his first legiti-
mate career. Instead, the judge chose
to sentence Rosie to more time than
the heaviest of the coke dealers
snagged in the undercover trap.
While he said that he found Rosie an
engaging and likable enout,h charac-
ter, he felt compelled to give him 18
years based on the weird logic that
Rosie should get more time than
he'd received on the ‘82 conviction.

Prison Life will continue to work
closely with Rosie in-house. The edi-
tors plan to cover Canadian prison
life with the same frankness and
commitment we bring to exposing
the vast prison industrial complex
dominating the U.S. Still, Rosie is a
bro and will be missed sorely. Now
we'll be communicating collect via
Bell Canada. He called from the Don
jail a few days after the sentencing
and told us to send magazines.

“Send me ten, twenty, a hun-
dred,” he said, as though he were
ordering kilos of hash. “I can sell a
lot of subscriptions to guys on their
way to the different joints.”

You can lock ‘em up, but you can't
keep a good man down. PL

Stand-wp lifer Herby Sperling, featuwred
in the fune 1994 issue of Prison Life,
plays Santa Claus for kids and family
members in the visiting room at USP
Lewisburg. Herby's been down for
nearly a quarter of a century, but still
manages to keep his spirits high.
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WHAT IS THIS SHIT?

I really like your rag, especially
the stand-up, down-on-rats-and-snitch-
es attitude. If it weren't for rats and
snitches, most of us would be home
with our families.

You can imagine my surprise,
then, when I noticed in the October
issue a $200,000 reward offer to
snitch! What the hell is going on? Is
this an advertisement? Offering a
reward to snitch is completely at odds
with the mission of Prison Life.

The entire scheme that put most
of us in prison is based on paid infor-
mants, paid by either money,
reduced sentences or some other
secret consideration. Has Prison Life
joined the snitch-for-hire scheme?

Supposedly, a “prominent busi-
nessman” had two attempts made on
his life. Well, as I see it, if any self-
respecting con really wanted him
dead we wouldn’t be talking
“attempts.” Maybe this prominent
businessman ripped someone off.
Maybe that's why he’s scared. You
can bet this guy has suspects. He
knows exactly who he burned. The
reward even states that “possible” sus-
pects are already known.

If this reward article was in fact a
paid advertisement, Prison Life has
taken the man’s money and his side.
As convicts, we know the man with
the money is usually right no matter
how wrong. I don’t think taking his
side is appropriate for a magazine
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that purports to serve convicts.
Soliciting rats is best left to the gov-
ernment, the all-time greatest rat-
maker working to keep us all down.
Prison Life, as a voice from behind
bars, has the potential to bring about
positive change. Don’t allow the per-
ception that you are just one more
shark feeding off the misery of incarcer-
ation. Offering a $200,000 reward to rat
takes you too close to the other side.
Respectfully,
Milton E. Robins
Florence, CO

Okay. We admit it. We fucked up. It
won't happen again. The guy who let that
ad in is no longer with us.

The material for the ad came in at the
last minute, and no one reviewed it before
sending the film to the printers along with
the rest of the ads.

We need all the advertising and sub-
seription money we can gel to keep this mag-
azine Irr.'pﬂr'ning, bt we will never run ads
that go against the editorial mission of this
magazine. Thanks for keeping ws honest.

T ——

who's weak or evil a “faggot” or
“punk,” or saying a photo makes a
man “look like a homosexual,” it turns
my stomach. First of all, it’s all back-
wards: Gay prisoners aren’t usually the
cellblock bullies, and I'll bet that gay
prisoners are never the ones who rape
other prisoners. Some of the most
stand-up prisoners are gay. Look at the
people who've fought for AIDS educa-
tion, counseling, and decent treat-
ment of prisoners with AIDS. Equating
gay with “weak” promotes a distorted
and sexist view of what strength is.
Prison Life pushes the position that
prisoners need unity among ourselves
against the enemy—the prison system,
guards and prisoncrats. So how can you
then turn around and insult one sector
of prisoners solely because of our sexu-
ality? It sort of reminds me of those
who go to the chapel to talk about
“God is love,” and then turn around
and disrespect people of other races,
religions and sexual orientations.
Prisoners more than anyone
should understand first hand what it
means to be disrespected, outcast

STOP BASHING GAYS

I like your magazine a lot and
read it cover to cover. I especially like
your positions against white suprema-
cy and snitching.

There’s one thing, though, that
bothers me deeply and it runs through
the magazine: the constant attacks on
gays. Whether it’s calling someone

and stereotyped. It seems to me
that our power even inside these cages
can grow from our humanity, not
from our adopting the inhuman and
dehumanizing character of our jailers.
By the way, I'm a political prison-
er, a convict and a lesbhian.
Lawura Whitehorn
Marianna, FI.



PRAISE FOR UNICOR EXPOSE

Wow! The article in the January
issue regarding UNICOR was fantas-
tic! I have been immersed in this pro-

ject day and night since its birth: July

8, 1992. Hats off and kudos to my co-
plaintiffs, Joe Mowish and Donald
Sargeant, and big hurrahs to Chris
Cozzone and Prison Life.

As you probably know by now,
Warden Vic Loy of FCI Jesup sent me
a memo banning the January issue
from the compound. On that same
day, a copy of the article, “Busted,” all
ten pages, was placed in my hand.
Some 100 copies were run off, and in
two hours, said article was all over the
compound. Once again, the staff
failed to recognize that they're part-
timers and we live here!

With co-plaintiffs like Mowish
and Sarge, with courage to tell it like
it is and print it, i.e. Prison Life, and
with the continued assistance of other
prisoners, our goal will be achieved!
We’'re all in the same boat, and if we
row together, we'll get to where we
want to go...home!

Duane R. Olson
FCI Jesup

SUBSCRIBERS
FIGHTING BAN

As you can see from the enclosed
memo to all wardens, your magazine
seems like it's not welcome. I was told
that our captain here read an issue and
said, “Shit. I ain’t letting this mag in!”

Now, I got this from the mail
room supervisor. Anyway, do what
you feel is best. I filed on this end
with a 602 appeal. It’s a start!

Woodron Willcoxon
Vacauville, CA

I am a convict at California State
Prison and a subscriber to your maga-
zine, which I enjoy very much, when-
ever the guards don’t steal it. I'm not
happy with the Screws’ larceny. To
that end, I have filed suit in Superior
Court, Sacramento over the matter.

Please let me know how many
copies of Prison Lifeyou've sent to me.
So far I've received only one issue of
your fine magazine since I ordered
my subscription. The Screws stole the
rest. (They use “facility security” to
excuse their theft.)

Sincerely,
Jolin C. Williams
Vacaville, CA

MAG MAKES CHANGE

Thanks for running my two arti-
cles, especially the Plantation one
(“Life is Cheap on the Plantation,”
Oct. '94). I have heard that changes
have already been made at the
Florence complex as a result of the
publication.

Hopefully, Prison Life will contin-
ue to be a catalyst for change and the
only publication with the guts to print
the truth from behind the walls.

Thomas Falater
Recently released from Florence, CO

A PLEA FOR HELP FROM
THAILAND

Right now there are 31 American
women and the same number of men
incarcerated in Thailand prisons on
drug charges. Justice and impartial
legal representation are not part of the
equation here. Trials take years; guilt is
assumed upon arrest. Some Americans
here have received the death sentence.
Some people didn't even have drugs in
their possession and most of us are first
time offenders. The USA has enforced
a limitation, but it bans anyone having
more than one kilo from ever using it.
And Thailand has a mandatory mini-
mum length of stay of eight years for
those with life sentences (the majority
ol us here have received life) and four
vears for those with a number sen-
tence. Conditions are horrendous,
treatment barbaric, language barriers
almost insurmountable.

We sleep in quarters the size of cat-
tle pens. The prison has a pay-as-
vou-go policy: Nothing’s free, not
even soap or toilet paper.
Exorcism is still a valid medical
treatment in Thailand. For
example, this past week a poor,
hill-tribe woman was suffering
from hallucinations and spon-
taneously bleeding from the

eyes, nose, mouth and skin. A

monk was brought in to help
the officers exorcise the
demon from the body! Yet
when we need antibiotics
for the frequent infections
we get from our dirty
environment, it's like
pulling teeth. Which, by
the way, is what the den-
tist would rather do
than fix our teeth.
The worse thing
we suffer from is the
culture differences and isolation
from our own people and country. TV,
newspapers and radios are prohibited.
We are expected to work in the prison
sweal boxes yet have to buy everything
we need. The USA has an international
trade law banning convict-produced
goods from being imported into the
country, yet most of the things we make
are marketed in America.

Americans should be aware of
what is going on here, but most of all
we need your support, even if it’s just
a letter.

Diana Smith Nwankwo
Jackie Lynn Sample

3313 Ngamwangwan Rd.
Banghhen, Banghkok
Thailand 10900
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AMERICA'S OBSESSION WITH PUNISHMENT

By Troy Chapman, Kincheloe, MI

e are a nation that seems to

enjoy inflicting pain on

other human beings. Mostly,
we do it in the name of justice and as
a response o crime, but nonetheless
we apparently enjoy punishing peo-
ple. We are entertained by the whole
process of inflicting pain.

On TV, we see one long glorifica-
tion of the process of bringing people
to punishment. Shows like “America’s
Most Wanted,” “Crime Stoppers”™ and
“Cops” exemplify the point. We like to
tell ourselves these are honest efforts to
reduce crime, but who are we kidding?
They are entertainment. Walk through
any prison at 7:00 p.m. EST and you’ll
find 70% of the convicts watching
these shows. What do they care about
reducing crime? They don’t, and nei-
ther do most other viewers.

We watch these shows because we
like crime and violence. To this “info-

tainment” we can add a host of fic-
tional crime drama shows, which have
a long history of popularity in
America. Today, we have reached the
point where it's difficult to find any-
thing on TV that isn’t either subtly or
blatantly related to some variation on
the cops and robbers theme.

Enjoying watching others being
hurt or punished isn’t restricted to
TV. People all across America
cheered when Ted Bundy was
strapped into the electric chair and
thousands of volts of electricity were
jolted into his body. And let’s not for-
get the forward-thinking entrepre-
neur who created “Bundy Que” chick-
en, nor the good Americans who ate
it while admiring his wit.

Life in contemporary America is
full of examples of our vicarious
enjoyment of pain. How long did it
take George Bush to convince us that

Saddam was a bad man who needed
to be punished? And when we fin-
ished siccing our high-tech whipping
machines on the nasty Iraqis,
Americans in small towns and large
stood around patting themselves on
the back, rehashing the bashing,
reliving it all and wearing T-shirts that
said, “Desert Storm: These Colors
Don’t Run” and other thoughtful,
intelligent social commentaries.

What do our politicians talk
about more than anything else? Is it
our failing school systems? Is it the
poverty and Third World conditions
here in America? Is it our children
dying? Is it the hatred and racism that
poison us like a cancer? No. They talk
about two things more than anything
else, two things we love the most:
money and punishment. They do it
because we tell them that’s what we
wanlt to hear.



We don’t discuss crime at all,
except as a lead-in to talk about pun-
ishment or mc

Any citizen can see that we're
obsessed with punishment. We like it
like sex, and we will leave no stone
unturned in our search to find some-
one to punish. Why, here’s a man in
Alaska who likes to smoke a joint now
and then. He keeps a little in his house
for him and the wife. What but an
obsession bordering on addiction
would lead Americans in the form of
DEA agents to this man’s door? Yet
there we are. There we are all over the
nation with our so-called “war on
drugs,” kicking in doors, dragging peo-
ple from their homes, taking posses-
sion of their children and their proper-
ty, with a couple of claps on the back
of the head for good measure, ship-
ping them off to overflowing prisons.

The question is not whether a
nation needs to enforce its laws. The

on is: Are the laws themselves

7 And what does it mean when a
nation begins to thoroughly enjoy the
process of inflicting pain in the name
of law and order? When it begins to

be thrilled and entertained by it? The
answer is frightening,.

Freedom begins to stand as an
obstacle to punishment. And depend-
ing on which is stronger, the desire to
punish or the desire to be free, one
of them has to go. Lately, our desire
to punish has been stronger, and we
not only give up our freedom to get
it, we help the government carry this
freedom to the truck, load it, shake
the official's hands and thank them
as they drive away with it.

We're at a point where we need

to seriously examine the depths of

our de to punish and what we are
giving up in return.

On an individual level, what would
we say of parents who derive pleasu
from punishing their children? Such
people would rightfully be recognized
as sick. Such behavior would rightfully

be condemned as intolerable. Even if

the parent can point to good reasons
for the punishment, if we recognize
that the motive is self-gratification, we
would never condone it.

Why, then, do we apply a differ-
ent standard to our collective actions?

Itis simply a matter of denial.

This denial is so deep and colossal
it resembles the smog over L.A. Until
one leaves the city, there is no way of
knowing how polluted the air is. No
reference point exists, so people have
grown accustomed to it. But there is
such a thing as clean air, and there is
such a thing as a clear motive.

No intelligent citizen would make
an attempt to defend or exonerate
Ted Bundy, but in celebrating his
killing by our hand, we become one
with him in spirit. At that point, no
intelligent citizen would attempt to
defend us.

Wanting to hurt people, actually
looking forward to it, ritualizing it
and taking pleasure in it, for any rea-
son whatsoever, is wrong. It is a si
ness that arises from spiritual poverty,
from serious disconnectedness.

If we must punish, let it be attend-
ed solemnly, with a sense of sadness
that it is necessary at all. Whether it
be the taking of a life or the imprison-
ment of a human being—both are
designed to inflict punishment and
pain—there is no humane way to hurt
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people. The idea is perverse.

Punishing people is out of hand
in America. It is out of hand aise
we like it too much, because we are
zealous about it. It is no longer about
reducing crime, or even about justice.
It is simply about getting our kicks.
When we begin to see that and reduce
our hunger for hurting, we will have
entered the first stage of healing.

Meanwhile, our sickness contin-
ues. And if crime says something
about the moral character of crimi-
nals, our response to crime, equally,
says volumes about our moral charac-
ter as a nation,

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.

Listing of thousands of
Cassettes's as low as $1.99
C.D.'s as low as $7.99
Popular titles and groups as well as hard to find
and out of print titles. Here's just a sampling.
Rock - Beatles, Van Halen, Acrosmith, Black
M ﬁ;&f‘wﬂ e Bl

, M. " Jennin more. Bi
Band/Easy Listening - Nac K?ng Cole, Millcf,
Goodman and more. Gospel - Rev. J.
Cleveland, Mahalia Jackson, and more. Jazz -
Benson, C. Parker, D. Wash and more.
Comedy - Redd Foxx, Moms Mabley, Pigmeat
Markham, Cosby and more. Blues - B.B.
Bland, B.B. King, L. Hopkins, M. Waters and
more. Glassleal - Becthoven, Ravel, Chopin,
and more. Sot - S. Wonder, J. Brown, Jackson,

and more.
FREE

Shipping on your 1st order and valuable
coupons to be used on future orders.

FREE MUSIC
‘We allow you to choose 1 FREE Recording of
your choice absolutely FREE for every 7
recordings you buy.

FREE MOMEY
Send is a list of people you know that would
like to receive our FREE -NO OBLIGATION
listing and we'll send you a coupon worth
$2.00 OFF your next order for gvery single
person who places any size order with us.

OUR HOUSE

22 Huron Street, Dept. -2 Terryville, NY 11776
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Callouts

INCARCERATED HEARTS
SUPPORT GROUP

Incarcerated Hearts, a Corpus Christi, Texas-based organization,
sends letters of encouragement and holiday cards to prisoners
throughout the country and holds weekly support groups for Texans
with loved ones behind bars. Founder Fttn Silvas started the group
in May 1994 after her daughter and son-in-law were sent 1o prison
for bank robbery, and she became desperate for support herself. “In
a way, family members are incarcerated, too,” she says. “We walk
around with feelings of helplessness, shame and guilt.”

During meetings, members display pictures of their captive rela-
tives and friends and share coping strategies. They also write letters,
birthday and holiday cards to a growing number of prisoners. The
group already has 200 members, mainly in Texas, and is aiming to
expand nationally during 1995. To join, write to: Terry A. Silvas,
Incarcerated Hearts Support Group, P.O. Box 7086, Corpus Christi,
TX 78467-7086. (512) 855-3792. Membership is free.

Envelope Art Wanted

The Idaho State Historical Society
announces a u)mpvliliun for decorat-
ed envelopes and paper. Winning
designs will be featured on stationery
sets sold in the Old Pen Gift Store.
Proceeds from the sales will go toward
preserving the Old Pen historic site.

Submit your entry on a white, let-
ter-sized (#10) (:n\'clt)pv. The design
must be conlined to the left half of
the envelope. A related design must
be submitted on white, unlined stan-
dard-sized paper (8 1/2 x 11). Do
not fold. Black or blue ink only. No
pencil. Include your name, inmate
number (must be incarcerated at
time of submission), and address.

Winning entries will receive $50
or the equivalent in Old Pen Gift
Store merchandise (as per the
requirements of your institution) and
one stationery set. Winning designs

job! We're back on the case. It's

FOR BIKER CONS

Road Mangler Deluxe chronicles the life and times of one wack dude:
biker Phil Kaufman. The guy's been a jailer, a stunt man, an international
drug smuggler and—get “this—Charles Manson’s record producer. His
autobiography will take you on a wild ride. Order from White Boucke
Publishing, P.O. Box 551, Montrose,

“8- O’Clock Local Time”
Pray-Ers

From the point of Light within the Mind of God

Let light stream forth into the minds of men.

Let Light descend on Earth.

From the point of Love within the Heart of God

Let love stream forth into the hearts of men.

May Christ return to Earth.

From the center where the Will of God is known

Let purpose guide the little wills of men—

The purpose which the Masters know and serve.

From the center which we call the vace of men

Let the Plan of Love and Light work out

And may it seal the door wheye evil dwells.

Let Light and Love and Power restore the Plan on Earth.
Convicts in max joints who

shared in establishing the "8 o'clock,

local time” praver network: Good

your turn to write. Linda et al, P.O.

Box 1517, Redondo Beach, CA
90278.

TWO BOOKS

JA 91021-0551. $9.95.

become the property of the ISHS,
which retains the copyright. All other
submissions will be returned.

Contact: Old Idaho Penitentiary,
Contest, 2445 Old Penitentiary Road,
Boise, Idaho, 83712 (208) 334-2844.
Deadline: April 28, 1995.

l)l(dll] of buying a gorgeous Harley when you get out? Hoping your
old lady will buy you one as a welcome home "’ll[' \( il Felding’s Guide to
America’s Bike lists over 2,000 inde pendent .m(l franchised (lmlu.s, repair
'shnp-i. magazines, clubs, organizations and other businesses that specialize
in American motorcycles. The step-by-step guide will help you find, evalu-
ate and buy American bikes. It includes an nullmc of the methods used by
successful motorcycle buyers. $24.95. Published by: Vehicles-In- Motion,
1425 Dunn Drive, Carrollton, TX 75006. 1-800-292-7376.
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SILENCING THE OPPRESSED

No Freedom of Speech for Those Behind the Walls

by Ronald L. Kuby and William Kunstler

n any given day in America,

more than a million and a

half people! in prisons and
jails? spend their days subjected to the
most rigorous censorship, denied the
fundamental rights protected every-
where else by the freedom of speech
guarantees of the First Amendment.?
They are denied reading material
deemed objectionable by their cap-
tors, exposed to retaliation for express-
ing opinions at odds with those of
their jailers, refused access to the news
media, punished for possessing “radi-
cal” views, and rewarded for renounc-
ing them. The prison authorities,
more often than not, are persons of
limited intellectual capacity and of
authoritarian attitudes whose primary
penological goal is to maintain order.

As this country abandons whatever

liberal pretensions it once had about
achieving an equal society, the popula-
tion of prisons and jails has grown
apace with the poor and the dispos-
sessed. The United States now leads the
world in per capita incarceration, hav-
ing finally overtaken the Soviet Union.*
Approximately 615,000 persons are
confined to state and federal correc-
tional institutions on any given day.
More than one million are confined to
county or municipal jails, either await-
ing arraignment or trial or serving
short sentences for petty offenses.
Opposite Page: Art Behind Bars’ Honorable
Mention: “Censorship,” by Sergiio Voii,
Shawangunk Correctional Facility.
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Only in the area of imprisonment
does a person with black skin or
Latino heritage have a better chance
than does a white person. More than
63% of the nation’s prison popula-
tion is black and Latino.® Nationally,
a black youth between the ages of 18
and 22 has a better chance of going
to jail than going to college. In
Washington, D.C., on any given day
in 1991, 42% of the city’s African-
American men between the ages of
18 and 35 were in jail or prison, on
probation or parole, awaiting trial or
sentence, or sought on warrants.” In
Baltimore, 56% of the city’s young
black males were under some form
sanction by the criminal justice sys-
tem.8

The nation’s penal system has
become the primary means for social-
izing an entire generation of minority
vouth. It is to the jailer that we have
entrusted the task of inculcating in
these youth the cherished notions of
democracy and the values of a free
society, the foremost of these being
freedom of speech. The nation’s war-
dens have shown the solicitude for
free expression and the marketplace
of ideas that one might expect from
those whose life’s work is caging their
fellows. And prisoners have been
utterly abandoned by the federal
courts, whether the winds of the
United States Supreme Court blow
left or right.

THE SUPREME COURT’S APPROACH
TO THE FREE SPEECH RIGHTS
OF PRISONERS

The doctrinal infrastructure that has
permitted prison officials around the
country to crush free expression is not
a product of the “gang of five"—the
Reagan-Bush appointees to the
Supreme Court. Indeed, the founda-
tions were laid in the early 1970s by a
Court that was still one of the most “lib-
eral,” in terms of civil rights, of any in
the history of American jurisprudence.

In Procunier v. Martinez,° the Court
faced a variety of content-based restric-
tions on outgoing prisoner mail.
Beginning its analysis with what was to
become a familiar pacan to the tasks
and toils of prison administrators, the
Court noted those who run prisons
faced “herculean obstacles™ that were
“too apparent to warrant explication.”0
Courts are “ill equipped” to deal with
these problems, which require expertise
“peculiarly within the province of the
legislative and executive” officials.! 1

With virtually no discussion of the
over-arching value of free speech guar-
antees in American history, the Court
in Meartinez stated that a regulation lim-
iting free expression would be upheld
il it was directed to one or more “sub-
stantial” governmental interests and
was “no greater than is necessary or
essential to the protection of the partic-
ular governmental interest involved,”12

The idea that this created a “least



restrictive means test” of the type
that would apply to anyone else’s
rights was scotched a few paragraphs
later, when, in an often-quoted pas-
sage, the Court noted:
This does not mean, of cowrse, thal frison
administyators may be vequired lo show
with certainty that adverse consequences
would flow from the failure o censor a par-
tieular letter. Some latitude in anticipating
the probable consequences of allowing cer-
tain speech in a prison envivonment is
essential lo the /n'u’p?r discharge of an
administrator’s duty. 3

Nowhere did the Court in Martinez
explain why the standard set forth in
Tinker v. Des Moines Independent
Community School District, 14 requiring
proof of some actual harm flowing
from the exercise of free speech,
should notapply in prisons.

The Court in Martinez cited order
and discipline, maintenance of securi-
ty against escape and unauthorized
entry, and rehabilitation as interests
that would justify limitations on a pris-
oner’s freedom of spcech.” The
Court did strike down the regulation
at issue, largely because of the difficul-
ty it had understanding how outgoing
prisoner mail could lead to problems
inside the prisnn.lf’ Other courts
were (o be more imaginative,17

Less than two months later, in Pell
v. Procunier,1$ the Court upheld a
blanket ban by the State of California
on face-to-face interviews with prison-
ers.1? The Court in Pell held that
‘lawful incarceration brings about the
necessary withdrawal or limitation of
many privileges and rights, a retrac-
tion justified by the considerations
underlying our penal system.’"20

However, a “prison inmate retains
those First Amendment rights that are
not inconsistent with his status as a
prisoner or with the legitimate penal
objectives of the correctional sys-
tem.”2l Restrictions on prisoners
would be judged “in light of legiti-
mate penal objectives.”22 In two
months, “substantial” and “important”
interests had fallen to mere “legiti-
mate” ones. And one of those legiti-
mate goals was security and “related
administrative pmh’lems."z-g

Retreating still further from the sug-
gestion that its decision in Martinez
required elevated scrutiny whenever
the First Amendment is implicated, the
Court in Pell held that deference
would be the touchstone, as security
problems in prisons were peculiarly
within the province and professional
expertise of corrections officials, and,
in the absence of substantial evidence
in the record to indicate that the offi-
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cials have exaggerated their response
to these considerations, courts should
ordinarily defer to their expert judge-
ment in such matters.24

Thus, the Court decreed that mere
administrative problems related to
security could be the basis to deny
free speech, and that such denials
required the deference of the courts.

The decision in Pell was widely
regarded as establishing a “reasonable
relationship” test,25 both by its terms
and its result. According to the Court,
all reporters may be barred from face-
to-face meetings with prisoners by the
warden’s assertion of security concerns
that were so “obvious” that they did not
even require explication. But attorneys
and clergy, as well as friends and fami-
lies of the prisoners, entered the pris-

ons for face-to-face meetings on a regu-

lar basis. The Courtin Pell did not even
question why the same security precau-
tions used for those visits could not be
used for the press. Nor did the Court
consider the fact that excluding the
news media, while permitting othervis-
itors, suggested that prison officials
had an agenda more directed to the
\ll])plLSHi(’)l‘l of e\plessinn than the
suppression of disorder.2

After Pell, the Court had no: dlﬂlculty
upholding regulations that prohibited

meetings of a prisoners’ union, solicita-

tion of other prisoners;to join the
union, and the distribution of union lit-
crature by prisoners. In_fones v Novth

Carolina Prisoners’ Labor Union, Ine.. 2%

the Court deferred to the determina-
tion of prison officials that a gathering
of prisoners for a union meeting creat-
ed hosts of fearsome security threats.
That those same threats mysteriously
evaporated when those same prisoners
when to meetings of the JayCees, Boy
Scouts and Alcoholics Anonymous did
not trouble the Court.28 Unlike a
union, those organizations fulfill a
“rehabilitative” function, according to
the prison administrators. That North
Carolina officials might invoke “rehabil-
itative” or “security” as a sul)tufugc to
prevent the expression of views differ-
ent from theirs dpgaunll} never
occurred to the Court.2?

Finally, in Bell v. Wolfish,30 the Court
held that pre-trial detainees were enti-
tled to no better treatment than convict-
ed mass murderers, and “deference”
was enshrined as a value of almost reli-
gious maqnilmlc In the process, the
Court in Wolfish upheld a rule prohibit-
ing hardback books from entering the
institution unless they were mailed by a
publisher, book c]ul). or book store.
The prison argued that contraband
could be secreted within the hard cov-
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ers, and screening the books fluoro-
scopically, although not impossible,
would consume “substantial and inordi-
nate amount of available staff time."31
Because the rule was a “rational”

response to a security issue, it was
upheld.32
THE GRIM APPLICATION BY

THE FEDERAL COURTS

These cases established the frame-
work for the free speech rights of the
millions of Americans to pass through
the American penal system in the 1980s
and early 1990s—the decade that
would see the greatest growth in prison
population in history.33 The lower fed-
eral courts, packed with Reagan-Bush
clones and aided by a Justice Depart-
ment eager to have as many people
enjoy as few civil liberties as possible,

were free to savage the free speech.

right of prisoness. Indeed, entrusting
trained chimps to paste up cliches from
Pell, Martinez, jmm and Wolfish able.the
word “denied” would achieve rotighly

the same result as seeking redress from

the federal judiciary.

CONTENT-BASED RESmcnoNs
PRIOR RESTRAINTS ON
INCOMING MATERIALS.

As the Supr( me Court has noted,

“Prior restraints on. hpt:t:ch and |)ul)llca- ;

tion are the most serious and the least
tolerable infringement on First
Amendment rights.”34 Justifying a prior

“restraint requires “proof that publica-
tion must inevitably, directly and imme-

diately cause the occurrence of an event
kindred to imperiling the safety of a
transport already at sea.”35 However, if
you are serving a two-month sentence
for marijuana possession or are in jail
awaiting trial, too poor to make bail,
then a determination by a prison war-
den, no matter how ignorant, that
receipt of a particular book will affect
the security of the institution is suffi-
cient for the publication to be banned.

In Espinoza v. Wilson,36 officials at a
Kentucky state prison prohibited per-
sons from receiving gay rights publica-
tions, even an issuc-oriented, national
publication like the Adwvocate. The
prison “officials” determined that if a
specific publication advocated or legit-
imized a homosexual lifestyle in totality,
then it would be withheld.”37 The war-
den put it even more bluntly—any-
thing that could be construed as “con-
dunin% homosexuality” would be
barred.38

The warden asserted that such
materials were a threat to the security
of the institution, claiming that prison-
ers might be physically assaulted for

possessing such materials.
Furthermore, he contended that toler-
ating the expression of opinion toler-
ant of a homosexual lifestyle could
lead to more homosexuality, which he
perceived to be a danger in prison.
The United States Court of Appeals
for the Sixth Circuit found the first
contention wholly unsupported by the
record, but agreed that the second jus-
tification fell well “within the wide dis-
cretion” accorded the warden.39
Similarly, in Warden v. Thomas,*0
the United States District Court for
the District of Texas upheld a regula-
tion promulgated by the Dallas county
jail prohibiting publications that
depict “nudity, pander to sexual inter-
est, advocate racial prejudice or pre-
sent a security threat to the jail."#!
Individualsisecking to obtain reading

smidterials were required to consult the

“jail commander” before subscribing.
There is no indication that the jail

«commander had any particular exper-

tise in the areas of comparative or
modern literature, Ind ?_.} the oppo-
site was the case. He testified that the

- commergially available magazines such

as Playboy and Pea, sel would be
banned, but he was not sure-about the
National Ifmfunm or Rolling Stone,
because he was “not familiar with
[them].™¥2 He claimed that the rule
was justified because materials that
depu:t nudes might ¢ause prisoners o
8, although
there was no indication that this had
happened.in, that jail. 43 Nonetheless,
the D.llhs_]dﬂ commanqtm was entitled
to great deference. There is, apparent-
ly, no “ignorant peckerwood” excep-
tion to the rule of deference.

Nor are publi(‘atiom expressing
polmc.tl speech given any greater pro-
tection. In Vodicka v. Phelps,** a pn\on
reform organization published a
newsletter called Inside, and regularly
mailed it to prisoners at a Mississippi
state prison. One edition reported that
a prisoner work-stoppage had taken
place five weeks earlier. The warden
refused 1o allow the publication into
the prison, based both on the content
of the article and the philosophy of the
group that published it. Although the
article neither advocated future work-
stoppages nor claimed that the past
one had been justified, the warden stat-
ed that the “tone of the article” sound-
ed as il the group had approved of the
stoppage. 5 He was not more specific.

As to the nature of the group, the
warden stated that the article was cen-
sored because the group existed to:
Encourage convicts, ex-offenders and

[riends and families of prisoners to come



together to make themselves heard and to
demand that changes be made by our elect-
ed officials and prison administrators. Il
seeks to empower those who have never had
a voice in the system.+6

The warden determined that the
group focused on “redress and/or
change of the entire dilemma of
incarceration.”7 This created
“potential for trouble. That potential
must be avoided.”#8

Incredibly, the Sixth Circuit agreed,
finding that under Pell and Martinez,
the prison’s determination of likely
adverse consequences was enough to
justify the exclusion of the .ntl(l(- 49
And the court in Vodicka deferred to
the prison authorities even though
news stories substantially similar to the
one in [Inside had
already entered the
institution from main-
stream newspapers
which covered the
\mrk-smp]mgc.5“

In the same vein, the
United States Court of
Appeals for the Fourth
Circuit, in Pittman v.
Hutto,51 upheld the
prison administration’s
suppression of one issue
of an award-winning
prison newspaper.
Assistant Superintend-
ent Sue Kennedy deter-
mined that some of the
articles were not “factu-
ally correct,” “out of line
with good taste,” and not
“fair to the administration.”>2 Kennedy
was particularly concerned with the
truth of the articles. Relying on Jones,
the Fourth Circuit tossed away two hun-
dred years of First Amendment doc-
trine regarding the scarch for truth in a
democracy, and upheld the ban.53
PUNISHMENT FOR THE EXPRESSION

OF UNPOPULAR VIEWS

In the demonology of the free
speech violations, retaliation for the
expression of unpopular views ranks
second only to prior restraints. But
prison officials have not hesitated to
use their position of total control over
every aspect of a prisoner’s life to
punish5% an inmate for expressing
unpopular views. And the federal
courts, usually on guard against the
natural tendency of the powerful to
lash out against the voices of the pow-
erless, show unbecoming credulity
when administrators dutifully insist
that their goals were proper.

In Caruth v. Pinkney,”> Alsansa
Caruth, a black prisoner, working as a

law clerk at an Ilinois state facility, was
told that some guards and white
inmates were soliciting membership in
the Ku Klux Klan. Caruth obtained a
copy of a KKK application as proof.
He surreptitiously photocopied it and
sent it to corrections officials and to
the news media. Prison officials, after
an investigation, charged Caruth with
improper use ol the prison copier,
placed him in solitary confinement for
30 days, and dismissed him from the
position of law clerk. The United
States Courts of Appeals for the
Seventh Circuit upheld the punish-
ment, holding that the regulation was
a reasonable time, place and manner
restriction, and that the punishment
was not a pretext for letting the public

photo by Chris Cozzone

Ronald Kuby and William Kunstler

know about KKK activity. Sure.

But the prize goes to the United
States District Court for the Northern
District of California in Martin v.
Rison.5© Dannie Martin, a federal pris-
oner, wrote a feature for the San
Francisco Chronicle entitled “The Gulag
Mentality,” sharply criticizing prison
officials. Immediately after the publica-
tion of the piece, he was placed in soli-
tary confinement, and then transferred
to another institution. Prison officials
alleged that Martin had violated rules
that prohibited conducting a business
while confined, and acting as a reporter
or publishing under a byline. 57

The district court held that “e ngaging
in writing activities is not a constitution-
ally protected right...Such activities are
delegated by Congress to the discretion
of the Bureau of Prisons.>8 As long as
the restrictions are rationally related to
promoting prison security, they will be
u])h(-l(l.-:‘“ The district court had no dif-
ficulty coming up with fistfuls of possible
harms that the regulation was geared to
prevent, all of them speculative and

unsupported by any evidence.69

Prison officials received some
threats after the article was published,
observed an increase in tensions, and
noticed an unusually l.ugrv number of
prisoners in clusters.®l The distriet
court somewhat sheepishly noted that
these manifestations may well have
I)('('Il [’L’S]](H'IS('S. not to [hC ill'li(‘](f. l)ll[
to the action of pris‘un authorities in
placing Martin in solitary umim(-
ment. Whether or not the prison’s
censorship created the very security
threat that was being used to justify
the censorship in the first place was
irrelevant to the district court.62

Prison officials also are free to pun-
ish prisoners for showing “disrespect.”
In Scarpa v. Ponte,®3 the
prisoner wrote a letter to

a guard which was
“arguably mocking,

taunting and disrespect-
ful."64 That provided a
suitable basis for impos-
ing discipline, as long as
the officials themselves
were acting with a good
faith belief that the pun-
ishment was necessary to

maintain order.
Similarly, in Gibbs v.
King,55 the United

States Court of Appeals

for the Fifth Circuit

upheld a prison regula-

tion prohibiting a pris-

oner from making or
writing “derogatory or
degrading remarks about an employ-
ee,” finding that the “clear purposes”
of the rule were to “prevent the escala-
tion of tension” and to allow guards to
work without “verbal challenges to
their authority,”66 The United States
Court of Appeals for the Third Circuit
went one step further in Hadden v.
Howard,67 permitting internal prison
discipline for “insolence,” “disrespect,”
and “lying to an employee,” even when
such conduct took place in the form of
an official grievance filed by a
prisoner.68

VIOLATION OF FREEDOM
OF CONSCIENCE

If punishing someone for express
ing certain views is odious to a free
society, inflicting torture until one
renounces his or her views is medieval,
vet permitted by the federal judiciary.
In Baraldini v. Meese69 prisoners chal-
lenged the conditions at the federal
High Security Unit (“HSU") for
Women, at Lexington, Kentucky, as
well as the criteria by which they were
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placed there. The HSU was a prison
within a prison, located in a specially
modified basement. Little, if any, nat-
ural light entered the institution. The
prisoners had no personal contact
with each other and virtually no visi-
tors. They were monitored by cameras
24 hours per day, even when they
showered. Every time they left their
cells, even for medical care or for a
shower, they were handcuffed and
shackled. After a year in the HSU, the
women experienced mental deteriora-
tion, sensory disturbances, perceptual
distortions, and concentration difficul-
ties. 70 Experts, including the former
Secretary of Maryland’s Public Safety
and Correctional Services, testified
that such canditions were improper
for anyone.? 1

How were prisoners selected for
this treatment? Bureau of Prisons
Director Michael Quinlan acknowl-
edged that “a prisoner’s past or present
affiliation, association or membership in
an organization which. . .attempts to
disrupt or overthrow the government
of the United States. . .is a factor consid-
ered” regarding placement.”2 Another
BOP official was more blunt, noting
that placement was based on “commil-
ted alliance to terrovist-oviented i i
politically-revolutionary organi

The women were

spy

ffﬁmlh-

informed by prison staff that the 01u &

way they w could be able.t
wransfer was if they w nuld_‘fﬂlsavnwan\

association with leftist politic: l]_.A

gl oups.”* BOP officials admitt
“if they received reliable outside infor-
mation that plaintiffs were no longer
affiliated with such organizations, they
would consider relocating them."75
In finding both the conditions of
the prison as well as the criteria used
for placement unconstitutional, the
United States District Court for the
District of Columbia held: “Consigning
anyone to a high security unit for past
political associations they will never
shed unless forced to renounce them
is a dangerous mission for this coun-
try’s prison system to continue.”76 The
United States Court of Appeals for the
District of Columbia Circuit reversed,
finding that the right of the prisoners
to “continue to hold violent, revolu-
tionary views...do[es] not require
prison administrators to ignore those
views...in assessing the dangers of their
escape from custody with outside
help.”77 Renunciation of those views
simply meant that the security threat
had diminished. The fact that two of
the plaintiffs had no prior escape his-
tory, while many other prisoners with
prior escape history remained in gen-
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eral population, did not affect the
analysis.

In Nickens v. White,78 prison officials
at a medium security institution
placed an inmate in solitary confine-
ment and then transferred him to a
maximum facility when he refused to
take his name off a petition. The pet-
tion, signed by about two hundred
prisoners, was directed to a state offi-
cial and protested prison conditions.
The United States Court of Appeals
for the Eighth Circuit upheld both the
policy against petitions as well as its
peculiar enforcement. The court
found no First Amendment problem
in punishing a prisoner for refusing to
renounce his prior spcc(‘h.m

RESTRICTIONS ON PRISONER-TO-
PRISONER CONTACT

A judiciary that permits the punish-

mentof a prisoner for writing an_

unflattering” news story for.a national
publication on t ounl of “institu-
tional security” has had 11011'0111)16
permitting prison officials to-den:

sons within the pns'on community the

right to communicate with each olhel ;
In ]am-v the ‘%uprcme" Jt

ude that;ﬁg associations.. pos-
sess the likelihood of isruption to
rison order or stability, or otherwise
‘interfere with legitimate penological
objectives."80
Prison officials are free to deny pris-
oners any right of association with
each other by confining them in soli-
tary confinement.3! But as a practical
matter, few prisons are run under such
conditions; it is inevitable that prison-
ers will come into physical proximity,
or at least sight, of each other. Prison
officials are still given vast authority to
regulate the communication among
them. In Dooley v. Qrt::ir.3~ two prison-
ers were plac ed in different modules
within the prison, following unproven
allegations of homosexual contact
between them. This placement ended
their physical contact, although they
still tried to communicate. They were
then punished for attempting to pass a
letter and for twice “wig-wagging hand
signals...through a glass window.”83
The United States District Court for
the District of Rhode Island upheld
the punishment, ruling that “this is at
bottom, precisely the sort of adminis-
trative decision which is best lelt 1o the

trained custodial professionalism of

correctional managers, rather than to

the courts,”84

The decision in Dooley presaged
lht: Supreme Court’s ruling in Turner

. Safley, 85 which upheld a general
Inn of letters between prisoners in dif-
ferent institutions. Overturning the
lower court’s strict scrutiny analysis,
the Court in Tuwrner placed its impri-
matur on the reasonable relationship
test already in general use.83¢ The
Court then found that the security jus-
tification—preventing transmission of
escape plans and planning of
assaults—warranted the ban.

‘ven when prisoners are allowed to
communicate with each other, prison
officials are entitled to censor the con-
tent of their communications and
punish critical speech. In Adams v.
Gunnell 87 three prisoners were placed
in solitary confinement, and then
given an_institutional “trial” where
_theyWere convicted and sentenced to

all “good time™88 because they

loss of
had sl;,ncd “and supported an ‘illeg 1_,.11
petition.”8? The petition, g‘cmlc in
tone, 90 alleged that black plmmc rs
were, deniedssom pportunities
g ‘;1111(.(1_!_;9 whites, and requested that
“avenucs and strategies” be developed
to address this plublem.‘% The peti-
tion was sent to the warden, a local
paper a dnd the ACLU.9Z2 The Fifth
pothat the warden had
ons| ,t].mond]l\’ imper-
missible reasons for the rule, nonethe-
less found one of theaeasons accept-
able—the fear that some inmates
might coerce others into signing the
pctlnull.93 Faced with this invocation
of prison security muonal_e the Court
upheld the restriction, finding that
First Amendment rights wee
“touched, but not seriously
infringed."94

NO RIGHT OF ACCESS TO THE PRESS

It should come as no surprise that
whenever there is a prison rebellion,
one of the key demands is direct
access to the news media. Prisoners
and prison officials alike know the
importance of a free, investigative
press in exposing wrongdoing and
arousing the public conscience. They
seek it and shun it, respectively, for
this same reason. In both Pell and
Saxbe, total bans by the prison of face-
to-face interviews were upheld by the
Supreme Court. When prison officials
do permit some reporters access Lo
prisoners, they are [ree to deny access
to others. In ]ﬂwwrh u. H(mbm’v 95 a
Jjournalist who had produced a public
access cable television show wished to
interview Father Raymond Bourgeois,
an outspoken critic of the United




States foreign policy imprisoned for
civil disobedience. Prison regulations
permitted the entry of only those
reporters who worked for media hold-
ing an FCC license. The United States
Court of Appeals for the Eleventh
Circuit upheld the ban, finding that
the prison’s desire to ensure that the
reporters who entered the prison
were “responsible persons” who were
accountable “to recognized media
organizations” was legitimate.96

OTHER RESTRICTIONS

Even a prisoner who has no desire
to obtain, distribute or even discuss
anything objectionable faces grave
impediments in pursuing his or her
own intellectual star, however innocu-
ous. A plethora of prison regulations,
designed to facilitate prison adminis-
tration, impose formidable restric-
tions of a prisoner’s access to ideas
and information.

In Wolifish, the Court upheld a rule
permitting entry of hardback books
only if sent from a publisher, book
store, or book club.97 In Wagner, the
district court approved a similar rule
for all books and magazines, citing
the same justification—administrative
time and effort to leaf through every
single page.?8 Going even further,
the Third Circuit, in Hurd v.
Williams,?9 allowed to stand a rule
that required all publications to come
only from the publisher.100

Neither can prisoners expect any
privacy in their incoming or outgoin
correspondence. In Jackson v. Norris,
incoming mail that was not privileged
was read by the jail staff. In upholding
this practice, the United States District
Court for the Middle District of
Tennessee refused to require the
prison to make any particularized
showing that the correspondent or the
recipient posed a danger. In Norris,
the writer was presidential candidate
Reverend Jesse Jackson whose letter
were read (for escape plans?) by the
staff.102 And in Gaines v. Lane, 103 the
Seventh Circuit allowed prison offi-
cials to read all outgoing correspon-
dence, noting that the regulation was
designed to foil the transmission of
escape plans or other, unspecified
security threats. The certainty of harm
did not have to be shown.104

There is also no general constitu-
tional right of access to the tele-
phone, at least for calls to person
other than lawyers. In Benzel v.
Grammar,105 the Eighth Circuit
upheld a Nebraska regulation that
permitted prisoners in the punish-
ment unit to call only three people,

two of whom had to be family mem-
bers, and the third, if not a relative,
had to be a female. No male nonfami-
ly members could be called. The
Eighth Circuit upheld the determina-
tion of the prison officials that “male
to male” telephone contact served no
important rehabilitative value, and
posed potential security problems.106

TWO DECADES OF
SUPREME DISHONESTY

For almost two decades, the
Supreme Court and the lower federal
courts have created an apartheid appli-
cation of the First Amendment.
Perhaps the most striking aspect of the
history of prison free speech litigation
is the general absence of any genuine
First Amendment analysis. There was
no acknowledgement in Martinez, Pell,
Jones or Wolfish that free speech rights
hold some special place in American
society or that they fulfill some unique
role in the democratic process. To the
contrary, the courts have treated such
claims, both analytically and rhetorical-
ly, in the same way they treated claims
that prisoners are entitled to single
cells or to conjugal visits. Two cen-
turies of high-minded judicial lan-
guage about the primacy of the First
Amendment is conspicuous for its
absence in prison opinions.

It is a truism that the freedom of
speech values of the First Amendment
have endured and flourished because
of their value to all individuals and, by
extension, to society as a whole. But all
of the justifications that have been
advanced for free speech guarantees
over the ages of American law should
apply with equal, if not greater force,
to persons in prisons. Prisoners do not
value freedom of speech any less than
free citizens, nor is the right of any
less use to them than to nonincarcer-
ated people.

The quest for self-fulfillment, rec-
ognized as a central value protected
by the freedom of speech guarantees
of the First Amendment,107 does not
end when sentence is pronounced.
Given the limitations upon a prison-
er’s other means of personal advance-
ment, reading, speaking, writing and
painting often become the central
focus of daily life. Malcolm X noted: /
have often reflected upon the new vistas
that reading opened to me. I knew right
there in prison that reading had changed
Jorever the course of my life. As I see it
today, the ability to read awoke inside me
some long dormant craving to be mentally
alive...My homemade education gave me,
with every additional book that I read, a
little bit more sensitivity to the deafness,

dumbness and blindness that was afflict-
ing the black race in America. 108

Among others, John Bunyan wrote
Pilgrim’s Progress, Oscar Wilde wrote
the Ballad of Reading Gaol and Dr.
Martin Luther King, Jr., wrote his
Letters From A Birmingham Jail while
behind bars. Alexander Berkman
wrote a political manifesto;109 Caryl
Chessman exposed the tyranny of the
criminal justice system;110 and Bobby
Sands wrote poetry and songs while
incarcerated.111

Closely related to personal fulfill-
ment is the First Amendment’s protec-
tion of the quest for political and social
truth, and the concomitant idea that
such truth is only discoverable when
people are free “to think as they please
and...speak what they think.”112
Prisoners have no lesser need for truth
than free citizens, nor is truth ascer-
tained differently behind prison walls
than across the street from them. The
prisoners in Pittman no doubt believed
the truth of their criticism of penal
authorities, as did the plaintiffs in
Vodicka. Indeed, if one proceeds from
the assumption that persons are in
prison because they have erred in
some way, then granting them the
same tools possessed by the rest of us
to search for truth is an unquestion-
able penological good.

Free speech rights are also cher-
ished as a vaccination against tyrann
and abuse of governmental power.11
Underlying this “checking value” is the
well-founded suspicion that every gov-
ernment has a natural tendency to
suppress the unpopular and maintain
the status quo. Within a prison, the
hand of government is far heavier and
more frequently involved in one’s daily
affairs than outside the walls. Prisons,
after all, are total institutions with
every aspect of life regulated by the
state. In Manrtin, the prisoner wanted to
alert the public about prison condi-
tions; in Caruth, the prisoner wanted to
alert the public that the KKK was
recruiting. The potential for abuse
when one has complete control over
other people needs little explanation.

Effective participation in the politi-
cal process is also dependent upon
freedom of speech. While prisoners,
by virtue of their own incarceration,
sometimes have no access to the bal-
lot box, voting is but one means of
participation. Writing, speaking and
seeking to influence public sentiment
are activities of equal use to prisoner
and free person alike. The prisoners
in Nickens and Gunnell attempted to
petition corrections officials, while
the plaintiffs in Baraldini maintained
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their belief in communism and
refused to denounce their comrades.

Lastly, freedom of speech has been
conceived of as a “safety valve.”
“Punishing people for speech does
not discourage the speech; it only dri-
ves it underground, and encourages
conspiracy. In the battle for public
order, free speech is the ally, not the
encm,\-'."l 14 1f this is true outside the
walls, there is no reason to think that
the opposite rule applies once sen-
tence is pronounced. Unfortunately,
prison wardens have been permiued
to proceed from the opposite
assumption—that punishing speech
will prevent that speech and, accord-
ingly, prevent the realization of the
ideas advocated by the speakers.

The coufts have never evaluated
the importance of free speech rights
in light of the values protected by the
First Amendment, preferring instead
to address the ather side of the equa-
tion, invoking the familiar shibbo-
leths that prisons are difficult places
to run, that running them requires
the exercise of judgments uniquely
suited 1o corrections officials, and
that courts are unsuited to make
these determinations. But these ar
ments cannot withstand a

Running a prison cert
cult and dangerous. Butthis
supports the conclusion for whi
invoked. The difficulty ofat
ment’s task has never provi
for suppressing the free spe
of the citizenry. Courts,
decades of blather about difficult
tasks, have yet to articulate the reason
why administering three cells in a

county jail, for example, is so much
more difficult than, say, running the

City of New York that the m;lnagérs of

the former should be given vast pow-
ers that are denied to the latter. Nor
has any evidence appeared in the
record of any prison case that proves
running a prison is so much more dif-
ficult than running a nuclear power
plant, the Center for Disease Control,
a satellite research facility, or some
other enterprise which leaves the free
speech rights of its members more or
less intact. Of course, when speech
raises some grave risk of imminent
danger, then and only then is the gov-
ernment free to act, in the narrowest
of fashions, to avert that danger. The
courts have never explained why a
“least restrictive means” test, striking
the proper balance between order and

rights in the outside world, is unsuited

for prison-ree speech.

Nor have
the Managers
arc given the s
press free speech

llsin a

p('t‘sons h.wv not I)u-n convicted c)[
anything. Yet the Supreme Court
accords exactly the same authority and

lesbian “demestic partners”
—*ﬂrmates the same visitation rights as

requires precisely the same deference
to the Podunk County Sherifl as it
does to the head of the Federal
Burcau of Prisons. A prisoner with a
perfect record, serving the last weeks
of a short sentence in an honor camp
can be treated, for First Amendment
purposes, the same as a death-row pris-
oner on the eve of execution.

It also is simply untrue that prison
administrators, as such, possess some
mysterious expertise that requires def-
erence from the federal courts. Prison
administrators differ widely in back-
ground, education, skills and social atti-
tudes. There is no penological consen-
sus that literature “condoning™ homo-
sexuality, for example is dangerous to
institutional security. The Kentucky
warden in Lspinoza was more likely
motivated by his own prejudices than
shared expertise. Indeed,
ew York City recently
anec ]Lg]‘.ldllOl] permitting gay and
of jail

hole do possess
education different from

cmlll hds ever sugge at such
SO far be)ond the kcn 0!

nderstood b\'
‘ederal cour ts

that requir ed
in prison management
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The argument that federal courts are
unsuited to running prisons also unrav-
els when pulled a bit. In the first
instance, protecting the free speech
rights of prisoners should not require
the federal court to “run” the prison. It
simply requires in this country, some-
thing the federal courts presumably are
suited to do, even in this benighted era.

Of course, sometimes the intransi-
gence or incapacity of the prison
administration requires courts to
assume responsibility for day-to-day
functioning. Federal courts are as
unsuited to run prisons as they are to
operate public schools, large financial
institutions, airlines, newspapers, gro-
cery stores, or bus companies.
However, they do end up running
such institutions, usually quite capa-
bly, when the original managers are
unwilling or unable to meet their
obligations.116

The notion that the judgments of
prison administrators are entitled to
wide-ranging deference is a concept
utterly alien and antithetical to the
rest of First Amendment jurispru-
dence. Prison administrators are the
persons who are least likely to be
trusted with the power to censor
inmates. It is they who feel the lash of
prisoners’ freedom of speech most
keenly; it is they who are called to task
when corruption and brutality are
exposed. The idea that governors, by
virtue of their roles as governors,
should have the power to silence the
governed is absurd in any other con-
text but penal institutions.

Lastly, if the suspension of First

Amendment rights was somehow justi-
fiable because prisons are so unique
and so dangerous that some special
rule should apply, the free speech
rights of all members of the institu-
tion, including prison guards, adminis-
trators, as well as prisoners, could be
suspended or adjudicated under a sep-
arate constitutional standard. Not sur-
prisingly, this has not been the case.

In Curle v. Ward,117New York’s
Third Appellate Division applied a
“strict scrutiny” standard to a prison
regulation prohibiting staff members
from belonging to the Ku Klux Klan.
The Commissioner of the Department
of Correctional Services determined
that such membership was a threat to
the administration, programming and
security of the institution. In Curle,
there was no talk of the difficulty of
running prisons or of “deference” to a
method that “treads too broadly on
constitutional” choices.118 There was
no Baraldini-type analysis, permitting
prison authorities to take preemptive
action based upon organizational affil-
iations. The difficulty of running the
prison could not permit the abridge-
ment of fundamental rights of guards.

Similarly, in Babcock v. Michigan
Department of Corrections,119 the
United States District Court for the
Western District of Michigan held that
prison administrators could not pun-
ish a guard who spoke to the press
regarding prison conditions, notwith-
standing the contention by the war-
den that the statements were false,
reflected poorly on the department,
and caused a security threat. The

court held that the guard’s “state-
ments concerned potentially illegal
drug activity occurring in a publicly
funded institution, and the treatment
of persons who disclose such activity.
These are, by any standard, matters of
public concern.”120 In Harris v.
Evans,121 the Eleventh Circuit struck
down a prison policy prohibiting staff
members from communicating direct-
ly with the parole board regarding the
merits of any particular case. The
prison authorities’ invocation of the
talismanic phrase “security” left the
court in Evans unmoved as it held that
“citizens who comment on individual
parole decisions are offering input on
the working of the state’s criminal jus-
tice system,”122

CONCLUSION

Prison free speech cases demon-
strate, in the starkest possible terms,
the hypocrisy of the federal judiciary
and its high-minded pronouncements
when the liberty of the poor and
oppressed is at issue. Our prisons are
vast warehouses for entire generations
of black and Latino youths who are
being taught the meaning of power
and authority, but most certainly not
the meaning of democracy, or the
importance of free expression. There
is every reason to believe that these
youths emerge from prison imbued
with the same tolerance for ideas and
discourse as their wardens. A frighten-
ing thought.
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TEXAS SUCKS, T00

I'm a three-time loser doing
25 on a Bitch (25-99). From
everything I saw in Prison Life, 1
was very surprised there were no
letters from Texas. You have all
these supposedly stiff convicts
who bitch every day but have no
nuts to be heard.

Not me: I want all my fellow
convicts out there to know that
their ratholes ain’t the only piece-
o-shit prisons around. Texas brags
about being the largest prison sys-
tem but can they run it? Hell no.
We're treated like cattle here,
only they care less about us. It's all
about money, not rehab.

We got big pmhlvm% with our sys-
tem. Crooks are running it. In our
state, we have law enforcement offi-
cers getting busted for stealing
cocaine, sheriffs getting nabbed,
too—all kinds of shit. Our governor is
an old drunk.

In Texas, law officers credit them-
selves with good work. But they don’t
do shit. The law here can't bust no
one without stool pigeons. Ha! I can
go on and on. Our country is hurting
with homeless and hunger and these
punks are over there plucking Cubans
outta the water. Know what they see?
Dollar signs. Those fucks will be in
prison in no time.

Texas has a system no better than
the other states. Soon, our mayors
will all be wardens and all Texans will
have a pre-# for the Texas
Department of Corrections. They'll
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need to put a fence around Texas.

I know what I'm speaking about.
I was arrested with a judge in ‘89 in
south Texas. We were importing
2,000 pounds of dope from South
America.

You have nothing but rednecks as
guards in Texas prisons. The few
Spanish guards have all turned cowboy
and the black guards are Uncle Toms.

The circus goes on.

Alfredo Gonzales
Alfred Hughes Unit, Texas

WHAT LITTLE WE HAVE

People who don’t have much get
ugly and mean when they have 1o give
up what little they have.

Back in 1970, when I started
doing time, the prison yvard was divid-
ed into little courts. Every clique had
one—the Italians, whites, Latins and
Blacks. It didn’t break down just to
race. Bank robbers hung out togeth-
er, con men had their own spot, the
iron freaks didn't mix with the bas-
ketball junkies. If you stepped into
another’s court, you did it the same
way you'd come into another’s cell
without an invite—with a shank in
hand.

Survival means thinking about and

eeing those around you. And that
includes knowing each prison “shift.”

On the first shift, cons are on
their best behavior because that’s
when the visitors are allowed in and
freeworld people come around: the

jerkoff therapists, counselors and reli-

gious nuts.

The second shift is when you
settle all your disputes—if you're
serious about them. Prison fights
usually last only a few seconds,
someone dies and someone walks
away. If the guy you stab lives, he’s
entitled to a rematch.

The third shift is when you
check out of the hotel if you
can’t stand the room. It's when
the weak ones hang it up in their
cells. Prison, just like the free-
world, is bullshit, violence and
death. Only here it’s on a tighter
schedule.

Inside the walls they don't
leave you with much. That's why
the bodybuilders treasure their
measurements more than any
fashion model. You can die for step-
ping on another man’s little piece of
space, or his name. You either stand
up to what they throw at you or you
go down. It’s that slmplc. And in
prison, if you go down, you stay down.

Clayton Phillips
Colorado State Prison

STOP BASHING
PECKERWOODS

I'm writing this from Pecker-
wood's Hell. My name’s Wess, and I'm
doing a "/-\'cal bid for robbery and
assault here at the Mississippi D.O.C.
I've been down for seven and have
another seven to go.

I noticed in the October issue's
article on Attica, it said “a white man
has little chance of making it . . .”
Damn straight!

I'm sick and tired of everyone
bashing the Peckerwoods and Feather-
woods with cheap shots every chance
they get.

You want to know what rough is,
asshole? Try doing a bid here where
94% of the population is Black—the
police as well as the prisoners. Try
being thrown in an open dorm with 75
and only two are white and 50 are gang
members.

Let me tell you something: The
Peckerwoods 1 hu\'c done time with
here know what it's like to have their
backs to the wall. We know what trust,
honor and survival are all about. Men
like Psycho, Maniac, Hobo,
Hollywood, Cat Daddy, Hoss, Oz,
Snake, C. Pope, Roy H., Danny W.,



Billy J., Larry O. and myself have
earned every ounce of respect and
honor our names carry.

It’s not about your time, place or
race. It’s about your heart. Without
heart, you don’t have honor, and
without honor, you ain’t got jack in
this Hellhole.

So stop bashing us and our
women. Stop telling us where we can
and can’t make it. Speak for yourself,
not us! Us Peckerwoods are here for
the duration and we ain’t running.

So put that in your pipe and
smoke it! Tell ‘em Wess said that, too!

Kenneth Bowers
Unit 32/C, Parchman MS

MADE IN PRISON

I'm a 50-year-old doing two life
sentences in Arizona: one for murder,
one for assault by a prisoner (a “stick-
ing”). I've got about 17 flat in now
and 19 more to go on these cases.

['m a product of the California
system. I started soldiering in the CA
Youth Authority at 15 and made my
bones 30 years ago. When I was
branded you had to take a life to wear
the brand and it was a thing of respect
in the joint and on the streets.

Let me give you a slant about
prison creating criminals. I did my
time in serious prisons when I was
young: San Quentin, Folsom, Tracy
and others. I also did time in Raiford,
Florida. My time was for real. When I
was paroled from San Quentin I came
to Arizona where I wound up killing a
guy because he snitched on me.

Anyhow, what happens when we
do a lot of time is we get programmed
with a set of rules and reactions that
are not only correct but often are the
only reactions that will allow us to sur-
vive in these places. They become nor-
mal and set in our minds and then we
are released and something happens.
And we react. Of course, to a normal
freeworld person, we will seem savage
and brutal, even though all we did was
what kept us alive the week before we
were released,

As I look back I can see my reac-
tions to the situation which cost both
the man I killed his life and me,
mine. I can also see how I was pro-
grammed in these places. No excuses,
only an observation.

Lee McVay
Arizona State Prison

Insider Outlook art: “Texas,” by Dan Locke,
TDCJ; “Hand,” by Daniel Nicklaus,
Stateville, IL; “Death,” by Michael Dauis,
Corcoran State Prison, CA.

“WHAT MORE CAN
A FAG ASK FOR?”

In your October issue you ask:
Are you man or woman enough to
tell us about sex behind bars? Haven't
you listened to the prison administra-
tors? Sex in prison only happens on
TV and in the movies!

Yeah, right.

Let me tell you, sex goes on here
every day. It goes on in the cells, the
stairwells, the showers, a corner in the
yard—everywhere. The administra-
tors of these places remain silent or
deny it happens.

Believe me, honey, it's going on.
I’ve slept with more men than are
named and numbered in the Bible
Old and New Testament combined.
And most of ‘em while locked up.
Not just inmates, either!

I think it's important to realize
that we are, by definition, animals. As
such, we have basic appetites: food,
water, shelter—and sex. We are driven
to satisfy these hungers at all costs.

Being openly gay,
I'm frequently hit
on. Imagine
that! I gotta tell
ya', some of
these boys are
the men some of
us used to dream
about: big, thick, cut
bodies, and too stupid to
carry on a real conversa-
tion. What more can a fag
ask for? I get what I want,
he gets what he wants, and [
don’t have to talk to him or
cook breakfast in the morn-
ing! Gotta like that!

Let me stop babbling
here and get serious. All of
us, including the adminis-
trators, know what’s up.
We can ignore it, but it's
not going to change. Sex
will not go away. Due to
this fact, there are some
important decisions to be
made here.

Fourteen years ago,
sex was sex; nothing much
to worry about unless your
herpes flared up. Sex can
now mean death. Blow the
wrong dude and end up
dead or with hepatitis.
Quite frankly, neither
appeals to me. But the
administrators’ denial is cost-
ing prisoners their lives.

With that in mind, how
do any of us know who's safe
and who's not? We don’t have

a clue! On the street, at least two can
grab a rubber, but not in prison. Hey
now, there’s a thought: Sell condoms
at the commissary. Silly me, that
would mean the staff would have to
acknowledge what’s going on.

Fucking and sucking will go on
behind the walls and fences of every
prison in this nation for as long as they
exist. Isn’t it time the State acknowl-
edges it and does something to protect
those adults who are engaging in con-
sensual sex while locked up?

Let me wrap this up with a warn-
ing to my queer brothers and sisters
out there: Please be careful who
you're doing.

Jay Twidmer-Baum
Towa City, IA




by Richard Stratton

INT. PRISON CELL — DAY

MOVE IN ON: Billy and Eric do yoga
exercises. As they stretch in ritual
movement, bodies glistening with
sweat, they repeat a mantra-like
phrase.

BILLY/ERIC
Prison-monastery. Cloister-cave.

he scene is from Midnight

Express, the classic dope smug-

gler’s prison horror movie
written by Oliver Stone and directed
by Alan Parker. The words, prison-
monastery, cloister-cave, the concept
conveyed by juxtaposing those words,
and the mantra-like repetition, sus-
tained me through more than one
long lonely day in a prison cell. A
prison is a monastery, a cell a clois-
ter—a cave at the center of the uni-
verse. It is all in the mind, all in how
you look at it: your vision.

I went to see Midnight Express
when it first came out in 1978. At the
time, that was what I did: I smuggled
hash out of countries like Lebanon
and Turkey., Watching the film, I felt
my guts tighten with fear: the same
fear I felt every time I was approached
by a cop or a customs officer, the fear
I was addicted to. I thought, This is too
real. Get me out of here.

Oliver Stone's films do that to
me. They make me feel as though I
should get up and run before I get
caught in the obsession he's trying to
exorcise. But it is too late, I am rivet-
ed to the seat, glued to the screen,
already held in thrall by the same
obsessions.

During the ‘80s, when movies writ-
ten and directed by Stone started com-
ing out, I was in custody, held in maxi-
mum security federal pens. Late at
night, in a smoky, crowded cellblock
TV room, I watched Scarface (1983,
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written by Stone and directed by Brian
De Palima) with a tough audience, men
who knew bullshit when they saw it,
men who lived the coke-and-power-
crazed criminal life depicted by Stone’s
main character, Tony Montana. The
convicts were mesmerized; there was
none of the usual jeering and hooting
provoked by most Hollywood rendi-
tions of their experience.

But it was Salvador (1986), then
Platoon (1986), that really got to me.
After watching both films, I went
back to my cell and hit the bunk
nearly wrung out from the emotions
I'd felt. 1 was enraged, confused,
inspired. Most of all, I wanted out—
out of fucking prison so I could join
the fight. I saw mysell as a prisoner of
war, a dedicated writer searching for
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truth, a revolutionary burning with
hatred for the sanctimonious arro-
gance and hypocrisy of a government
that could wage war in Vietnam to
defend freedom and lock me up for
25 years for smuggling pot. It was all
related: pot, Vietnam, freedom, our
lying government. And Oliver Stone
was on to it. I went to sleep wonder-
ing, Who is this guy? How does he know
aboul this shit?

One of the first things I did after
I got out was to rent Born On the
Fourth of July (1989). A week later,
Wall Street (1987). Same thing. I was
blown away. Watching Tom Cruise as
paraplegic Ron Kovic, I barely
moved. It is the incredible intensity
Stone manages to get actors to bring
to the tormented, compelling charac-



ters he creates that make his films so
enthralling. Tom Cruise has never
been as tightly wound since, Michael
Douglas never so despicable. In Talk
Radio (1989), which I also saw on
video, Stone began to reveal his hand
as a cinematic virtuoso. Even as [
watched the movie on a TV screen, |
had a disorienting sense of having
been granted omniscient point of
view, as though I were seeing each
frame from somewhere in the middle
of the action.

The Doors, released in 1991, was
the first Stone-auteured film I saw on
the big screen. It is the only way to
experience that movie. Big. Loud.
Overpowering. Relentless and dan-
gerous. Excessive. Like a rock con-
cert, like a Doors concert, like a
Doors concert on acid, and like the
times: the sixties. That's what 1 like
about Stone’s films—the danger. He
has a dangerous vision, a vision of
character forged through life-and-
death risk-taking, excess, despair and
courage.

Stone has such courage, as an
artist and as a man. An only child,
son of a well-off Jewish businessman
and a loving, Roman Catholic,
French mother, Stone was a Park
Avenue kid and a Yalie. At twenty-
one, he quit it all and went off to war.
After a bitter fight with his parents,
he dropped out of college, joined the
army and shipped out to Vietnam as
an infantryman.

[ understand the impulse. I'm
sure it came more from needing to dis-
cover himself than from wanting to kill
communists. I've often wondered
how I would have handled com- ||
bat. I would have gone to
Vietnam had I not been turned
on to pot and radicalized at early
age. Yet the question remains:
Would I have had the courage to
fight and kill? Stone volunteered
for combat, he was wounded
twice and awarded the Bronze
Star for bravery. He smoked
Vietnamese pot every day for
months, ate acid, listened to the
Doors and went out hunting
Vietcong. How’s that for pushing
the surreal envelope? No wonder
the man is so far out there—far
enough, indeed, to discover it was
all a horrible mistake. As a film-
maker, Stone has been creating
powerful testaments to an apoca-
lyptic vision of America that was
galvanized fighting guerrilla war
high on psychedelics in the jun-
gles of Vietnam.

And then came [FK (1991).

Never has a film excited such
inflamed, polar controversy. Never
has a big budget Hollywood movie
had such an impact on our national
psyche. Only Oliver Stone has the
guts to make such a movie. Only
Oliver Stone has the power and
integrity as an artist to get such a film
made. At a time when most of our
esteemed artists have chosen the casy
way out, cowering before the keepers
of the bottom line, Stone remains
true to his heart, true to his instincts,
true to his creative vision.

Well before the movie was shot,
a pirated version of the script was
making the rounds and the vicious
guard dogs of our national mendaci-
ty were excoriating Stone for suppos-
edly taking liberties with historical
fact. So what? 1 thought. Every great
artist interprets so-called reality.
What matters is the truth of the
artist’s vision.

JIK, all three-plus hours, passed
quickly before my eyes and resonated
in my mind and solar plexus like a
pot-induced paranoid fantasy. So
many of us who grew up during the
sixties are victims of the same obses-
sions. It's all a fucking conspiracy!
Hadn’t I always known that? True,
the cocksuckers who are conspiring
to manipulate history don’t know
what the fuck they are doing. But
that only makes it worse.

From the time 30-odd years ago
(30 very odd years ago) when I took
that first hit and journeyed forever
one toke over the line, I knew why
the stuff was illegal. You get high and

you begin to question reality. That is
what happened to Oliver Stone. He
got stoned and he’s never been the
same since. None of us will ever be
the same. Not Newt Gingrich, nor
Hunter Thompson. Not John
Lennon, God rest his soul. Not Ken
Kesey, nor Robert Stone. (Another
stoned Stone.) Not Bob Dylan.
Everybody must get stoned. Only Bill
Clinton is exempt, still steeped in
bullshit because he didn’t have the
guts to inhale. Sure, Bill.

The afternoon I went to see
Natural Born Killers, 1 thought it might
be interesting to smoke a little Ulster
County weed to get in the proper
frame of mind. It should come as no
surprise that some of the best pot in
the world comes from the hills
around Woodstock, New York. I got
out of the cab, lit up a joint, took a
couple of hits, then strolled around
the corner and into the movie theater.

Moments into the opening
sequence | was gripping both arm-
rests and holding on for dear sanity.
Holy shit, 1 thought, this is madness. I'm
losing it. I'm loo high. The vertiginous
cinematography, the balletic vio-
lence, the hallucinatory colors and
images dazzled me, scared me. Again
I thought I should flee the theater
before I saw what Stone wanted to
show me about violence in America.

I met Oliver Stone a couple of
weeks later in a large, plush TV stu-
dio conference room on W. 57th
street in Manhattan. We were both
there as guests on different segments
of Politically Incorrect, a cable TV show
on Comedy Central. Stone
had agreed to meet after I
sent him a few copies of
Prison Life with a note saying |
wanted to talk with him
about his prison experiences.

I had been warned that
Stone liked to insult people
when he first met them as a
way of throwing them off
guard. I wasn’t worried about
that. One thing nearly a
decade of prison will do for
you is teach you how to han-
dle charged meetings with
men who like to come on as
heavies. Stone wasn’t at all
pompous or insulting. He
was intense, dressed in black,
wired, lean and restless as an
outlaw in a holding cell. But
he was essentially cool, sin-
cere, it seemed to me. I had
the feeling that he is still out
Yoga in prison from Midnight
Express.
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there roaming around in some hairy
state of consciousness seeking self-
discovery at all costs.

We began by talking about
Midnight Express. The script won
Stone an Oscar and jump-started his
career.

“Midnight xpress was a hell of a
story. The movie was done on a very
low budget. Not much was expected
from it at that time. It was a big sur-
prise, you know, a sleeper hit. It cost
about three or four million dollars to
make and must have grossed one
hundred million dollars internation-
ally. It put me on the board, as well
as Alan Parker.

“I wish they had shot the ending
that was scripted, the original ending
which was his escape through Greece.
Billy actually got out without killing
anybody. There was a change, dra-
matic license, because they didn’t
have the money to shoot the overland
escape through Turkey to Greece,
which has a Great Escape kind of feel-
ing, so they ended it with Billy walk-
ing out of the prison after he commit-
ted a murder in order to give it some
dramatic excitement. We felt he had
to kill the fat guy, the commandant
who ran the prison, to get out.
Actually, the fat guy was a lot funnier
than how he’s pictured in the movie.

He’s very solemn and serious in the
movie. The Turks are very funny to
me because their prison system is so
screwed up. When we were shooting
in the prison, we would pan down
one cell, see some poor guy whao's
really sulfering—skinny and gaunt. In
the next cell and you'd see another
Turk having hookers and business
cronies in and making deals and run-
ning contracts from jail. Some of
them lived in suites, had all the good
food. You could buy anything in a
Turkish prison. The whole point
about the relativity of the system was a
little bit lost in the movie. Everything
was for sale—sex. You could have
concubines in. We were accused of
sensationalism and racism. Amnesty
International has always regarded
Turkey as one of the great abusers of
human rights in this regard. Their
prison system is notoriously bad.
Years later, when the Turkish prison-
er made that extraordinary film Yol,
about his life in a Turkish prison, he
actually shot it in a prison.

“The homosexuality, I dropped.
It wasn’t even in the book, but I sort
of sensed that was going on.
Columbia in 1978 was in no position
to do a mainstream film with a guy
buttfucking or being buttfucked. It
wouldn’t have gone down.”

I asked Stone what it was that drew
him to the subject matter of prison.

“I had written Platoon a year
before Midnight Express as an original
screenplay. Everyone had read that
screenplay, and they were impressed
with the writing but they didn’t want
to make that movie. So they,
Columbia, hired me to give it a shot
on this film. I was drawn to the mate-
rial innately because I think it’s a
great story about justice and injus-
tice, the prison system. And I was
drawn to the story because of my own
experience in prison, which I used to
give it the sense of visceral protest.
That all comes from the sense of
shock and outrage I had when I came
back from Vietnam. Late in
November of ‘68 I was busted. 1 had
Vietnamese grass on me. Couple of
ounces. You know, it was great grass,
why not bring some home? I was
doing it on a steady basis. I got
hooked over there. In a nice way, not
in a destructive way.

“I ended up freaking out in
America, taking acid on the West
Coast. I just had to get out of this
country. I wasn’t prepared to come
home yet—I had to detox. I was not
decompressed from the war yet. So I
crossed over into Mexico and partied
down there because they were a litde

Below: Tommy Lee Jones as a deranged warden. Opposite: Woody Harelson busts oul of Stateville. From Natural Born Killers.
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different from me. I felt more at home
in Mexico. On the way back, I was bust-
ed at the border with part of those two

ounces of Vietnamese grass. Kind of

stupid on my part. So the FBI came
and got me—handcuffs and all that. I
was charged with federal smuggling.
Nixon had just declared a drug war on
the border. It was the first drug war,
which became the precursor to every-
thing that's happened since then. The
FBI came and got me and booked me
under federal smuggling charges,
which was serious. The guys in jail told
me that if I got one judge, I'd see three
years’ probation and probably get it
suspended. They said the other guy’ll
give you twenty years and you’ll have to
do at least five. It was like a five-to-twen-
ty-year sentence. That was the law, five
to twenty years for drug smuggling. So
that’s what they booked me on.
Mugged me and everything. They
paraded me through downtown San
Diego in the daylight into the court-
room for the indictment, chained to

the bars. This was ten days out of

Vietnam. I never got to make my
phone call. It was a mess. The prison
was a fucking mess. It was overpacked,
people were sleeping on the floor. It
was San Diego County Jail, a big inner-
city prison and it was jammed with peo-
ple, mostly Blacks and Hispanics, all up
on drug charges. Everyone was young,
my age or a little bit older. They all
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hung in gangs. I talked to a lot of these
guys and I was just amazed. It opened
my eyes. Kids had been in there for six
months and they hadn’t even gotten a
lawyer to come and see them. It was
like hard time, but it was preliminary
to the trial.

“I think I had spent about two
weeks in there and still couldn’t get
my call in. You're supposed to be
allowed a phone call, right? I kept
writing notes. At first I didn’t want to
call my father, I just wanted to deal
with it myself. I thought maybe the
public defender would come and I
could work something out with him
myself. But he wouldn’t show up.
That’s the scene from Midnight
Express. Waiting for some lawyer to
get you out,

“Eventually, because of the notes,
the guards started to pay a little more
attention to me. I got a note out,
“Please, I'm a Vietnam veteran, I
haven’t had my phone call.” Finally,
one day they let me make my phone
call and I called my father in New
York and said I was back from
Vietam. I hadn’t even told him I was
back from Vietnam and here I was in

jail on drug smuggling charges.

Within a few hours, the lawyer showed
up because my father had called and
the lawyer knew there was going to be
a payment in this matter. He showed
up and he was very cheery, like the fel-

low in the movie. Then he started to
work on the process of getting me
bailed out.

“Ultimately, to make a long story
short, I got out and the charges were
dismissed in the interest of justice. |
had to stick around San Diego for a
week on a probation kind of thing.
The lawyer implied that somebody in
the D.A.’s office pulled the file. 1
sensed that money was changing
hands. There was something going
on. I was sort of detoxed and cleaned
out, whatever the word is, and I made
it back to New York. Welcome back to
New York. It was a weird return. I was
twenty-two years old.”

“There was that great prison
scene in JFK" 1 said, “when Garrison
goes to Angola to talk to the Kevin
Bacon character. And now, with the
horrendous riot sequence at the end
of Natural Born Killers, you've gone
back into prison. Tell us what it was
like shooting that riot scene.”

“We shot Natural Born Killers at
Stateville in Illinois, which is a rough
prison. It's tough. Stateville was, I
think, 70% or 80% violent criminals.
IU’s the heaviest state prison in
Ilinois. And I think 80% or 90%
Black. So, it was a very interesting
view of Chicago. I know it’s a violent
prison, but I loved the way the war-
den handled it. He was so cool, just
kind of saying, ‘They've got it,” mean-
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ing the prisoners. ‘It’s their thing.’
He did the minimum, he seemed to
give enough leeway to play around
and fuck up. I didn’t notice a heavy
degree of repression, which I saw cer-
tainly in Arkansas and in some of the
Texas prisons I have visited.”

“The Tommy Lee Jones charac-
ter in Natural Born Killers was wild,” 1
said. “Amazing. Tommy was great.
Sort of every con’s worst nightmare
version of some insane geek warden
you just know is in there because he
really enjoys inflicting pain.”

“Yeah? You liked him?” Stone
asked with a grin. “In Stateville they
had three major gangs, I believe. We
shot in several wings of the prison. We
had good cooperation. The warden
was great, actually. He was the oppo-
site of the Tommy Lee Jones charac-
ter. He was a very strong guy, he wasn’t
all that popular, but he knew the
right way. He let the prisoners
go. He let them have that
cdge. A lot of the prisoners
made cracks about the joint.
I'm not going to say it was a
perfect prison, but I think that
that prison was well run.
Imagine allowing us to shoot a
riot in there, with real prison-
ers. IU's pretty nutty. Most pris-
ons would never allow that.
But Stateville did and I think
that ultimately it was a good
thing because the prisoners
got paid. We also put in a new
cable TV system. We hired
prisoners to work on the film.
They offered us, I think, about
1,000 prisoners and we used
most of them. In the first part
of the film, we let them use
prop guns and beat up our
stunt men. They loved it, they
were having a ball. Then the
press got involved, they heard
about it, and they of course
went nuts. It hit the papers.
Then they closed us down. The
governor’s office said, *“What is
this? Prisoners are walking
around making a movie? What
if they escape?’ The usual. So they
closed us down, stopped us from
shooting. It was pretty hairy because
we were facing a big financial deficit
here. We shot some other stuff in
Chicago. Meanwhile, we kept negotiat-
ing with the prison board to get back
in Stateville. Finally, they made a new
deal with us. We could use the prison-
ers, but we had to segregate them
from the weapons, rubber weapons. It
made it a little more complicated
because we needed to use more stunt
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men which cost us more. But still it
worked out. The real sense of violence
that you have is those guys going nuts
on our stuntmen—nbeating the shit out
of them and enjoying it, climbing the
walls, yelling, screaming. Throughout
the film, you'll see real prisoners.
Sometimes we went to the round-
house, the real roundhouse, that's a
hell of a scene. When you see the
uncut version on laser disk, that ver-
sion will have the uncut riot, which is
an amazing scene. People get thrown
in ovens. It’s all over the top, it’s nuts.
It’s like the music sets in and the riot
goes on for about fifteen minutes. The
censors went crazy when they saw that.

“A few times during shooting the
lights went out. There were
a lot of storms and
the elec-

“We hired about a thousand prison-
ers to work on Natural Born Killers.

We let them use prop guns and beat
up our stunt men. They loved it.”

tricity went out. Our crew got
spooked because in the dark, a cou-
ple of them got groped. So they saw
the real thing, y’know. When the
lights go out, things get weird. 1 like
Stateville because you have no securi-
ty. I mean, once you're in, you're in.
They can take you out whenever they
want. They could have taken the
whole movie crew, if they had wanted
to. They knew that we were ran-
somable, but they were cool. The
gangs—one Spanish, one Black —

were fighting amongst one another
and there was a killing while we were
there. And then there were the
Aryans too, fucking crazies. So there
was this whole crazy mix. We had fair-
ly good relations. It's a beautiful old
prison, visually exciting. The round-
house is incredible. Here we were
running rampant in it. Claudia
Schiffer came to the set one day to do
a documentary on us. Schiffer, this
gorgeous German model, is walking
down the tier and all these black guys
are like, “What the fuck’. The guy
who runs the prison system in Illinois
was really cool, liked to see these guys
have fun. They seemed to be
pleased that there wasn’t any
damage. We were in a long
time, shooting riots y’know,
and it was tough. I've been to
a lot of prisons because I've
researched other films about
prisons.

“In 1980, I researched
Baby Boy, which is a beautiful
prison novel. And I went to all
the prisons in the South. I went
to Parchman, and I went to
Arkansas and Alabama and
Mississippi—that’s Parchman. I
went to Angola at that point
too. It’s a good prison, if there
is such a thing, it's a much bet-
ter prison than some of the
others I've seen. For example, |
remember Arkansas was horri-
ble because the prison was
totally regimented, run military
style where you walk along the
edge of a wall. You're not
allowed to even walk in the
middle. You shut up and you
keep quiet. There were all these
rules. I feel like that's the kind of
prison that’s going to blow.”

It was nearly time for us to
go to the green room to pre-
pare for the taping. The seg-
ment I was to do was about
making prisons tougher. I
asked Stone what he thought
about this whole prison build-
up, the creation of an
American gulag, a massive prison-
industrial complex.

“It’s absolute bullshit. It's
absolutely the wrong way to go about
it. I think it’s fascism. The whole con-
cept of fearing crime and creating a
monster out of crime is part of the
madness of the media. The media has
created the fear of crime. Crime
itself, violent crime, has remained the
same, according to Bureau of Justice
statistics, or is actually declining.”

“But is it the media creating the



fear of crime, or is it the media cover-
ing what the politicians in
Washington are pushing—their agen-
da?” I said. “Once we lost the Evil
Empire as an enemy, they needed a
replacement, some bogeyman to
keep the public in fear and get out
the vote. Crime, prisoners, prisons—
it’s a natural. ‘Let’s pick on them.
They can’t vote. Nobody gives a shit
about them.” To get elected, to get re-
elected, they were in a frenzy to see
who could pass the toughest laws.
‘Three strikes, you're out,” and all
that crap. The media picks up on this.
The media covers it.”

“No, I think the media created
this monster because they made a lot
of money selling crime shows during
the *70s and “80s. It's about money.
They created the concept of the bad
guy and they terrorized the public
with it. The local news is now taking
over. Everywhere I go, the local news
is tracking a crime around the clock.
The average guy stays at home, the
passive consumer watches TV and he
doesn’t want to go out to the super-
market, he wants to stay home and
watch the bad guys on TV, which is
terrifying. He likes it, he wants to see
the violence. But he doesn’t want it
done to him. Therefore, you have a
more passive and consumerist society.
Ultimately, they don’t want you to
leave your house. You can slmp on
Barry Diller's Home Slmppmtr Net-
work. You can call everything in. You
can give them your L]L‘(lll (.uci num-
ber for the undertaker. You ke ep soci-
ety at bay—it’s a repressed society
and it’s a fearridden society. No one
thinks for themselves, they can’t
think through the miasma of images
of crime and fear and danger.”

“Certainly Natural Born Killers has

been criticized for its attack upon the
media,” I said. “But I have to tell you, I
didn’t see it that way. To me, the movie
was really about the culture of violence,
the idea that violence begets violence.
Ours has always been a violent society.
We're a nation founded upon violence.
The murder of the Indian in the movie
was for me a metaphor of America
destroying its heritage by annihilating
our mchqcnuus pe()plu You have
Mickey coming in and dropping forty
pounds of red meat in the middle of
the floor, Rodney Dangerfield groping
his daughter. By the way, that
sequence in the film, the bizarre, over-
the-top, sit-com parody with Rodney as
the lecherous old man was absolutely
amazing. But what I think the movie's
sa\'ing is: Violence begets violence. This
is my whole spiel. You want to create a
class of super-criminals, people who
have no feelings? Treat them like ani-
mals, and that’s how they will behave. I
didn’t see your movie as an indictment
of the media so much as an indictment
of the culture of violence.”

Stone flashed me his engaging
gap-toothed grin. He took out a pen
and began scribl)linq notes. “Where
the hcll were you when I needed
you?” he asked and laughed. “I think
you've said it better than I have in all
my interviews. I wish I'd talked to you
before the movie came out. I think
vou've summed it up in a way that
I've been struggling to say. The film
works on a level which is so hard for
people to get. It's a harsh film. It’s a
savage film. People say they like it or
they don’t like it. I say that it’s irrele-
vant if you like it or don’t like it—it’s:
Did you get it or didn’t you? It’s
])6\()[1(1 whether you liked it. Who
likes this? You can’t say you like this
kind of culture. It’s a crazy culture.
It's a culture gone to hell.”

A few weeks after the interview, I
rented Heaven and Earth (1993), the
third—with Platoon and Born on the
Fourth of July—in Stone’s Vietnam tril-
ogy. I wanted to round out his oeuvre,
get the full sense of where he's been
and ponder where he might be going.
I watched the film alone late at night,
then went to bed to dream on it.

Stone contrasts the beauty of pas-
toral Vietnam, the wisdom of its sim-
ple, indomitable people, with subur-
ban America, sweet land of TV and
obesity. The film is about karma, soul
debt, as Buddhists call it. Ultimate
justice. The pain and horror you
inflict upon others will come back to
you. His films are seditious. I wonder
if they will allow Natural Born Killers to
be shown in prison. It should be
required viewing in Washington. The
riot sequence is your wake-up call. In
the nation’s prisons, Stone’s night-
marish, paranoid vision of America
has become reality.

Left and Above: Two stills from the riot
scene in Natural Born Killers.
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by Karen Cantrell

hen Prison Life announced
its first annual Art Behind
Bars Contest last June, we
had no idea what to expect. We knew
there was a lot of talent behind bars,
but the response we got was mind
blowing. .

By the December 15 deadline, we
had accumulated over 1,000 poems,
200 essays, 200 short stories, 125
works of visual art, and 25 drama
entries. Enough work to fill an office.
Poetry alone grew into four stacks
each the size of a small child.

To celebrate the great response,
we decided to throw a party at Art In
General, a not-for-profit New York
gallery, on December 19. Ex-cons
from Catering With Conviction—part
of Fresh Start, an organization dedi-
cated to helping ex-offenders find
work on the outside—provided the
food and drink.

After the mail arrived on
December 15, the editorial staff
pulled out the visual entries and start-
ed judging. We discussed and consid-
ered, argued and lobbied for the win-
ners. A range of themes and forms
emerged: imprisonment, censorship,
naked women, wild animals, tattoos,
graffiti, and make-do art.

On the day of the party, Steve
Lashley, our assistant art director,
and I spent three hours hanging the
artwork amid more arguing and lob-
bying. I argued for hanging the show
thematically. Steve lobbied for visual
strength, something about the room’s
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axis and hanging the larger, darker
works so that they would attract peo-
ple toward the smaller, lighter draw-
ings. We climbed ladders, measured
the walls, the works and each other
until we could agree on how the show
should look.

Over one hundred people attend-
ed the show. We passed out ballots to
everyone as they stepped off the ele-
ator and asked them to choose their
top three favorites. I feel safe in say-
ing that the best artists won and the
honorable mentions will not be left
behind. We plan to use many of the
entries in upcoming issues,

For weeks before the party, we
evaluated the writing submissions.
The writing was sorted into“good,”
“pretty good” and “reject” piles.

Authors of the rejected pieces
had their work returned (if they
included a SASE.)Authors ol the
“pretty good” received a letter of
encouragement from the editors.

We then scaled the “good” down
to our first, second and third place
winners with several honorable men-
tions. Like the visual entries, we plan
to spread out the good works through
several issues.

If you already have ideas for next
year’s contest, a word to the wise for
visual entries: Don’t worry about
whether or not your materials are top
grade. Lunch sack art, envelope art,
handkerchief art, recycling whatever
you can get your hands on is a time-
honored prison tradition. One of our
surprises was the dearth of three

dimensional works. Except for a pair
of illustrated Ray Bans, there were no
carved bars of soap, box collections,
popsickle stick sculptures, or tapestries
woven from unraveled socks. Did you
keep these things for yourselves?

For the poets, we understand
where you're coming from. Love,
mothers, lovers, time, prison, dreams
and prayers were the most common
themes. Dozens of poems had “love”
in the title: “Loving A Convict,”
“Unseen Love,” “Love Is,” “Love Is
Like,” “Recipe for Love,” “Song of
Love,” even “Tasty Love.” “Time” was
the second favorite title, alone or
“Locked in Time,” “Prison of Time,”
and others. Titles like with “Prison”
and “Prisoner” competed with "My
Small Dark Cell,” “White Walls,”
“Prison Walls.” “Locked In A Box,” etc.

Fiction entries were pretty
diverse, although we had to draw the
line at the racist, paranoid and other-
wise unbelievable entries. But don’t
think we're pansies. We like a little
drugs and sex and rock'n’roll to spice
up the stories as necessary and we
appreciate upbeat, coping slices of
prison life.

Nonfiction writers naturally
focused on problems with the system
and rehabilitation.

A big thanks to all of you for mak-
ing Prison Life’s irst Art Behind Bars
Contest such a great success!
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First Place
Aldo Saul Garrido
CA State Prison, Norco
“Untitled”*

Second Place
Enrique Ortiz
Algoa Correctional, MO
“Facets”™

Third Place
Paul Mulryan

Lucasville
“Untitled”*

HONORABLE
MENTIONS

Douglas Berg
Eastern Correctional, MD
“Free at Last”*

Janet Dolber
Alderson Correctional, WV
“Halls of Justice”*

Janet Galloway
FPC Carswell, TX
“Tiger”

James Goodall
Allen Correctional, OH
“John Henry”

Joseph Hernandez
Green Haven, NY
“Youthicide”

Kenneth Huskey

CA State Prison, San Obisco

“First Storm”

H. Loible
Pelican Bay, CA
“Lunch Sack Art”

Thomas Lujan
AZ State Prison
“Face in Cage”*

Robert Madaus
Ozark Correctional, MO
“Sunglasses”

Joaquin Maus
Limon Correctional, CO
JINudefl*

John Nilsen
Pelican Bay, CA
“Mama Tried”*

*running in this issue.

Scott Prado
NHSP, NH
“Untitled”*

Ty Rekshynski
Iowa State Prison
“Untitled”

Mark Smith
LA State Prison
“Beyond Reach”*

C. Thompson
USP Terre Haute, IN
“Untitled”*
Sergiio Voii
Shawangunk Correctional, NY
“Censored”*

(Belaw) Arf s 2nd Placp winner Ennque Ortiz: “Facets” (] op vight) Ist Place Art winner.
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“Untitled” by Paul Mulryan, Art Behind Bars 3rd Place Winner

First Place
Chester Cornman

Missouri East Correctional
"The Shot"*

Second Place
Benton Murray
E.S. Correctional, GA
"Lenny's Catch"*

Third Place (tie)
David-Michael Harding,
Clinton Correctional, NY

"The Cats of Savone"

C.W. Pyle
CA State Prison, Represa
“Surrendering of Spirits”

HONORABLE MENTIONS
J.C. Amberchele
Canon City, CO

"Bedbugger"

Randall Cole
Tiptonville, TN
"A Learning Experience”

Alex Friedman
CCA /SCCC, Clifton, TN
"The Information Man"

Sam McBride
CMEF, Vacaville, CA
"Frog's Song"

Joseph Raymond Pulliam
CA State Prison, Represa, CA
"Weekend 'Jass' Ensemble"

Jackson Stahlkuppe
Dooly Correctional, GA
"Please Don't Squeeze the
Trigger, Charmaine”

First Place
Precious Bedell
Bedford Hills Correctional, NY
"Pieces"

Second Place
Patrick Nolan
CA State Prison, Represa
"Inside Reasoning"

Third Place
Derrick Corley
Shawangunk Correctional, NY
"Disciplinary Hearing"

HONORABLE MENTIONS

Jesse Campos
CA State Prison, Crescent City,
"And Justice For All"
Lance E. Fleming
New Folsom Prison, CA
“The Tao of Darkness”
David Wood

Baker Correctional, FL
"Chowhall Blues"

FIHERT

First Place
Ismael G. Santillanes
Northern NV Correctional
"The Visit"*

Second Place
Pam Golinveaux
ICIW, IN
"Underground Clouds"

Third Place
Jorge Antonio Renaud
Robertson Unit, TX
"This Time, This Time"

HONORABLE MENTIONS

James Griffin
Atascadero State Prison, CA
"Scream”

Jackson Stahlkuppe
Dooly Correctional, GA
"Dear Eve"

First Place
Gregory J. McMaster
MCE, Stillwater, MN
"The Prison Toilet"*

Second Place (tie)
Nathaniel Hardy
Orient Correctional, OH
"The Making of a Criminal”

Jorge Antonio Renaud,
Robertson, TX
"Poets in Prison"

Third Place
Greg Waleski
Arizona State Prison
"Honor is Everything"

HONORABLE MENTIONS

Marc "Baruti" Bell
Dixon Prison, 1L
"Cold, but True"

E. Todd Evanoff
Central Utah Correctional
“Down But Not Out!"

Lance E. Fleming
New Folsom Prison, CA
"Yoga and Me"

Daniel L. Gorton
New Hampshire State Prison
"A New Hysteria?"

Patrick Middleton, Ph.D.
State Correctional, PA
"The Autobiography of an
American Criminal"

Shep
WA State Pen, Walla Walla
"A Pretense of Poverty's
Defense"
John Kline Towner, II1
Huntsville, TX
"Not Less than Life"
Charles Young
USP Terre Haute, IN
"Is the Crime Worth the Time?"
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ost people don’t give a sec-
ond thought to prisons
unless, of course, they are in
one, have a [riend or family member
serving time, or work in the growth
business known as the incarceration
of America. Even those of us who
break our daily bread and wrestle our
sleepless nights away within these
cages give little thought to the subject
of this story: the prison toilet.
Depending on how many differ-
ent prisons and jails a man has seen,
he may have come across a wide vari-
ety of toilets. There are the standard
porcelain toilets, but these are often
round instead of oval and are built
far sturdier than the average house-
hold model. Stainless steel toilets are
the most common because, unlike
the porcelain models, they cannot be
broken into pieces and can be bolted
and fastened down more securely.
Stainless steel models include the
toilet-sink combination unit similar to
that which is commonly found in the
washroom of a chartered bus. In
some cases a porcelain or stainless
steel toilet is blocked in by cement. A
form is made around the toilet and
the cement is poured, leaving noth-

ing visible other than the very top of

the toilet and the actual toilet bowl.

If 2 man is unfortunate enough to
have been in a padded cell, strip cell
or some other variation of an isolation
cell, he may have come across the ever
popular pipe, which is nothing more
than a hole in the floor about four to
six inches in diameter. Good luck
using that. For those men who have
been in a riot or lived in a facility dur-
ing the aftermath of a riot, they have
probably used the plastic three-gallon
potty bucket, which is similar to what
families take on camping trips except
there’s no place to dump it.

Typically, water reservoir tanks
are not built on the back of the toi-
lets, and other than the temporary
potty bucket, none of them will have
toilet seat lids or covers. At least pris-
oners can’t be accused of not lifting
up or putting down the seat.
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The prison toilet serves a wide
variety of uses other than for the obvi-
ous bodily functions. Some uses will
shock the public’s senses; others will
catch even the most hardened con-
victs by surprise.

Although it’s an enormous waste
of water, most prisoners use their toi-
lets as a trash can for unwanted food,
torn-up letters, candy wrappers, tissue
paper, cigarette butts, etc. If some-
thing fits or can be made to fit, it usu-
ally ends up getting flushed.

The prison toilet is almost always
the only chair in a man’s cell (other
than his bed) and is often used as

The
Prison
Toilet

by Gregory J. McMaster
MCIF, Stillwater, MN

such by him or a visiting guest. Many
prisoners prefer sitting on their toi-
lets while handling contraband in
case there's a surprise visit from a
guard. If need be, they can instantly
flush the items in question. In most
cases, the guard is going to look the
other way simply because you are on
the toilet. The visual effect of having
your pants down around your ankles
always helps.

Many men feel the toilet is the
most comfortable reading spot in
their cell, and more than a few have
used it as a masturbation seat while
looking at some girlie magazine. A

“Untitled,” by C. Thompson from U.S.P. Terve Haute, IN.




game board, such as for chess, or any
suitable flat surface can turn a toilet
into an all-around work bench. It's a
stepping stool to the higher recesses
of a cell and a workout device for
those who are athletically inclined.

Many prison cells have no mirrors
or reflective surfaces in them.
Intentional or not, and depending on
how many hours a day are spent con-
fined to the cell, a man could begin
to experience sensory deprivation.
Not seeing trees, animals or automo-
biles is one thing, but never seeing
yourself is another. The man in soli-
tary confinement quickly discovers
that he can see himself reflected in
his toilet water. Just as a child peers
into a still pond, a desolate prisoner
can look into the toilet bowl and
identify with himself again.

For reasons unknown to me, pris-
oners spit with an abnormal frequen-
cy. While pacing back and forth in a
small cage, the toilet makes a perfect
spittoon.

Since our ancestors lived in caves,
man has always found creative uses
for fire. Prisoners are no different.
The rim of the stainless steel bowl
makes an excellent fireplace with all
of the remnants being flushed at the
end. Assisting in the fireplace con-
cept is the fact that most cells come
equipped with a built-in air vent on
the wall behind the toilet or in the
ceiling above it.

The toilet can also be used as a
refrigerator or ice chest. On a hot,
sweltering day, fresh toilet water can
be quite a bit cooler than the outside
air. A carton of milk or a bottle of
soda can be easily chilled. Some pris-
ons have ice machines in the cell
blocks, usually paid for by the prison-
ers themselves. A homemade lid of
almost any kind turns a toilet into a
perfect ice chest.

Whether it’s long-term segrega-
tion, isolation or a general prison
lock-down, there comes the time
when most prisoners find themselves
confined to their cells for days and
even weeks at a time. These in-cell
confinement periods are usually
accompanied by a lack of clothing
exchanges or laundry service. Yes, sir,
ladies and guulcmcn this is where
the toilet bowl becomes a washing
machine. Use a little shampoo for
soap, and socks and underwear can
be scrubbed up real nice.

[f a man can get hold of some inks
or dyes, he can use the toilet bowl as a
soaking tub to change the color of his
clothes. The same principle also applies
for bleaching clothes and pre-soaking.

Sitting back on the bed with some
crumpled up balls of paper, the toilet
suddenly becomes a basketball hoop.
“He shoots and he scores!” At times
the prison toilet becomes the all-pur-
pose recreation center.

So far, the lighter side of the prison
toilet and its multiple uses has been dis-
cussed. Now it's time to discuss the
darker side. Prisons always have a dark-
er side, and so do their toilets.

During a prison riot, a toilet can
literally save a man’s life. Riots mean
fire and prison fires mean toxic
smoke, There are also the multitude
of gasses that are used to quell the
riot. By itself, either the smoke or the
gas can make breathing difficult.
Together, the two can form a deadly
combination. Little known to most
prisoners is the fact that every time a
toilet is flushed, fresh air comes into
the bowl. By covering your head with
a blanket or towel and placing your

“The man

in solitary

conhfinement
quickly discovers
that he can see
himself reflected

In his toilet

water."

head in the toilet bowl, you can
receive a blast of fresh air every time
you flush.

Most people wouldn’t consider a
toilet to be a telephone, but that’s
exactly what prisoners use them for in
cases of emergency or when other
forms of communication are thwart-
ed. Plumbing pipes are basically
empty except for when a toilet has
been flushed. The only standing
water in the system is in the toilet
bowl. Most of this water can be
scooped out with a bowl or cup.
Naturally, both parties who wish to
communicate must remove the water
from their bowls. Once this has been
accomplished, a direct line exists
through the pipes and voices come
through with amazing clarity.

If using the toilet as a telephone
is a bit strange, then “going fishing” is
totally bizarre. Depending on how

isolated a man is and what his needs
are, his toilet bowl and the connect-
ing plumbing can be his lifeline.
Whatever can fit through the pipes
can be passed through the pipes with
surprising ease.

As commonly portrayed in prison
movies, the curve in the pipe of the
toilet bowl is frequently used as a hid-
ing spot for contraband.

If a man uses his toilet as a com-
munication and transportation high-
way, you can bet that he keeps it not
only clean, but in most cases immacu-
late. The rest of his cell might be a
shambles, but a man’s toilet can liter-
ally shine. Upon moving into a new
cell, he will thoroughly scrub it
before using it for even basic bodily
functions. Depending on the prison-
er, his toilet may be cleaner than
those found in the finest hotels or in
the homes of the most fastidious
housewives.

A man can be very protective and
possessive of his toilet. He may be
entertaining a visitor from the other
end of the cellblock who needs to uri-
nate. “Well, that’s just too damn bad,
and you had better start walking now
because you're not using mine,” he'll
probably say. Some prisoners will
actually kill and die for each other,
but never once share their toilets.

While visiting another prisoner’s
cell, a man will give the toilet a visual
once-over before using it as a chair.
The occupant of the cell may even
offer the visitor his bed as a seat while
he sits on the toilet. Or, the visitor
might just be told to stand. If out visit-
ing and an individual is grossed-out
by a dirty toilet, he will suggest that it
be cleaned. He may even volunteer to
do it himself. Many prisoners discour-
age visitors in what they consider to
be their private domain, thus avoid-
ing confrontations of this nature.

Living in a small cage is one thing,
Living in a small cage with a toilet as a
constant companion is another. For
those prisoners who spend most, if not
all, of their days confined to their cells,
having a toilet for a roommate creates
certain difficulties.

The average prison cell is set up
with open faced bars on the front, the
bed lunmng down the length of a
side wall, with the toilet on the back
wall. Due to the narrowness of the cell
and the extremely limited floor space,
the toilet is usually within twelve inch-
es of the bed, which is about three
inches higher than the toilet. Many
men choose to sleep with their heads
towards the back of the cell. This is
done for reasons of privacy, the
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reduced noise at the rear of a cell,
and feelings of safety. Unfortunately,
sleeping in this position results in
sleeping right next to the toilet. It’s a
man’s last vision at night before
falling off to sleep and the first thing
he sees in the morning. It’s as if every
single morning he is waking up from
the worst drunk of his life with his
head next to the toilet bowl.

When eating in his cell, a prisoner
is forced to either use the toilet as his
seat while he eats, or he can sit on his
bed with the toilet in plain view as he
enjoys his cuisine. There's no way

around it. With every single meal, the
toilet reminds him that he is in prison.

Prison toilets offer no privacy
whatsoever. While sitting on the toilet,
a man is in clear view of anyone walk-
ing by his cell. This most impersonal
intrusion takes some getting used to,
especially when female guards work in
the area. It is amazing how a basic
bodily function and the use of a toilet
can promote intense feelings of rage,
humiliation and indignation. The
prison toilet becomes an unexpected
challenge to a man's character and
sense of decency.
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Even if no one sees, more than a
few people know when a man is using
his toilet. No sound goes unheard.
The small cells serve as echo cham-
bers and carry the noises of urination
and defecation to all. When the toilet
is flushed, damn near half the cell
block will hear it. Due to the high
water pressure and subsequent level
of noise, there is an unwritten rule
among inmates in many prisons: no
flushing after midnight. A bizarre
sense of common courtesy that only
prison could foster.

Honorable Mention: “Mama Tried, " by fohn Nilsen, Pelican Bay, CA.
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The Visit

by Ismael G. Santillanes

For six hours

we played cards and made
small talk about

the way things

used to be

how Lttle Emma
has found a man
she thinks will care
how papa

with his heavy arm

wrapped around Henry’s neck
had to hold him

while mom called the cops
Henry lost his mind

again in a cloud

sin-semilla and PCP
and even though we
tried to focus

on the cards we held
we'd calch a glimpse

of

each other’s eyes

(ried to smile

like strangers

so our good-byes
wouldn’t hurt too much

then some blur

with green pants and a badge

yelled—Tlike slow motion hate
Time’s up!

and we forgol what

we were saying
zombied our way

to the red line ~
where her world starts
and mine ends

and I realized 1

was once umbilicalled
to her

my mother

my life blood
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hen 1 was comin’ up in
Chicago, gangbanging meant
hanging out with the home-

oys, spraypainting your set here and

there, maybe sellin” weed to make a lit-
tle money. Yeah, gang violence hap-
pened, but most of it was done with
fists or bats. Drive-by’s, Uzis and
9mm’s were unheard of. Even com-
mon handguns were rare.

Then crack entered the picture.
Within rs, local turf and
prison gangs had organized into
national syndicates. In the early *80s,
who had ever heard of Crips and
Bloods? Most people thought the

ten

44 PRISON LIFE

Latin Kings were a mariachi band,
and the Disciples, a religious sect.

Nowadays, you can’t turn on the
tube or read the paper without hear-

something about gangs.
wverything seems to be gang-related:
prison riots, rap music, carjackings,
drive-bys, graffiti, Sox and Raiders
Sports gear.

With the war on drugs and the
disintegration of urban conditions,
we have seen America’s gang popula-
tion explode. With the crackdown on
crime, hundreds of street have
had their power b
prisons, Other gangs, started behind

ses relocated Lo

bars, have spilled over to the streets.

Where the recruiting takes place
is inconsequential. The fact of the
matter is too many Kids are joining
gangs, only to get busted and go to
prison. And prisons are proving to be
nothing but training grounds—grad-
uate schools for gangbangers.

Behind bars, ‘bangers from the
streets simply carry on their fight.
Those who wouldn’t otherwise join a
gang are forced to do so in order to
survive the harsh world of prison.
The violence continues.

The media and public have
picked up on the violent gang scene.




The cops, now seeing everything as
“gang-related,” have waged war on
gangs. The result is more barriers
between cops and G's, and more
‘bangers behind bars.

It is critical that society has a bet-
ter understanding of gangs.

The purpose of this article is not
to analyze gangbangers. We're not
going 1o bore you with meaningless
or hyped-up statistics. You will, howev-
er, hear from gangbangers them-
selves why they join gangs and what
they are about.

Prison Life invited gang members

to speak to us about what was on their

minds. How do they want to be
known? What are they fighting for, or
against? Our end of the deal was to
publish their stories—uncensored,
uncut, unbiased.

The voices in this issue and the
next do not necessarily reflect the
creeds of their respective gangs. They
are more a ¢ ion of individual
voices expressing their conc

‘riences and observations without
the fear of how the public will react.

In this issue, we feature gangs
from the Midwest (those originating
in Chicago) and gangs from the East
Coast. In the next issue, we'll highlight

rns,

Texas and Cali-based organizations.

Forget what the media has already
said. Forget what the cops and correc-
tions people say. Sit back and listen to
the real deal, straight from those who
know from experience.

Top lefi: Vice Lords hanging out in
Humboldt Park, Chicago.

Top right: A prisoner at Rahway signs
his set.

Photos by Chris Cozzone
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Brotha, I struggle . . .

t's been four years since I was last

on the streets in my everyday uni-

form: a black sweatshirt with a
long blue T-shirt up under it, a black
leather tweed belt turned to the right
wuh my all-black, hard leg Levis sag-
gin’ to perfection, a black Pro-Model
cap, also turned deep to the right, a
turkish gold rope and a beautiful six-
pointed star on my right index fin-
ger. This is what it was to be a mem-
ber of the glorious Gangster Disciple
Nation on the streets.

Organizations in the streets are
worse than in the joint. There is casy
access to artillery and explosives, but
being in a nation doesn’t make one a
criminal. It just shows one how to be
more productive. If a brother is not
willing to die for any particular cause,
then that brother is lost.

I was brought up in this glorious
nation to help all my brothers grow
and reach their fullest potential.
Kickin it on one of our strips called
the Graveyard, this trip is a multi-mil-
lion dollar industry—nuthin’ but
drug sales, 24 hours a day. We make
all thc money we can to uplift our
glorious nation, and a lot of mem-
bers are meeting their quotas.

But don’t get me wrong. There
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are many incidents in which
the opposition tries to infil-
trate our business. Even
though we ain’t practicing
that gangbangin’ trip no
more, we haven't forgotten
how to war.

Now we're teaching
knowledge and money as the
keys to success. I see brothaz
all the time comin’ to the
joint with that ‘bangin’ men-
tality. I try to teach them to
get wise. Money is what's
trmng on. Being in the joint
ain't cool for a real gangsta,
a real gangsta is out on the streets
making millions, buying up business-
es in the community to help uplift
our nation. I try to show these guys
reality and make them more aware so
that in the future, they won’t make
the same mistake.

We are also trying to help edu-
cate others on all the negativity
against gangs—and I speak only
about the Gangsta Disciples, ‘cause
that's what I am and will always be.

The Gangsta l)mupiv Nation is
not a gang but an organization. I've
been part of this glorious nation since
‘84, I'm from Cleveland, Ohio, but in
Cleveland, Disciples are the majority.
I've lost a lot of brothaz in this nation
due to gangbanging. 1 don’t associate
with nobody outside of my nation.

Being in this glorious organiza-
tion has taught me a lot. I grew up
without a father and I turned to my
Disciple brothaz for love. They knew
exactly how to treat a brotha and
were always there for me, through
thick and thin.

I came to the joint for a gang-
related murder I did not do. The
police said I was shootin’ at a rival
gang member (Vice Lords), that I
missed him and killed someone else.
The police stuck that bullshit on me,
but my Disciple brothaz have hired

IN THE MIND OF A
TRUE DISCIPLE

by Laron Douglas, a.k.a. Scoobie G,
Gangster Disciples,
Ohio Correctional Facility

me a good lawyer and investigator.
Things are looking good so hopefully
I'll be up and out of prison before
vou know it.

When [ was young, it was cool to
‘bang. But it got our nation nowhere.
Now I'm older and smarter and more
aware, The dope game is a way to get
quick money, and the br othaz see
this, you know, living in the ghetto.
They don’t have too much, and sell-
ing dope gives them the chance to
have the finer things in life. See,
some brothaz only know how to hus-
tle, which is good, but the brothaz
with the great minds, we need them
in school and college so we can own
more businesses and become more
productive in society. We do appreci-
ate legit professions, but living in the
ghetto is hard so we got to start some-
where and move up.

I know that here the love is thick
and strong, and all my brothaz is
going to keep it real with me no mat-
ter what. I got a lot of animosity
toward the opposition ‘cause they
took plenty of my brothaz away. I've
took some, too, but the ‘bangin’ shit
got old and I got tired of visiting my
I)lothaz in coffins, throwing a six-
point star over the dead I)(J(]y, shed-
din’ tears, then going back to the
Graveyard (our strip) and getting
drunk, reminiscing about the brotha.
Then a cold rage would come over
me, and ['d throw my body up for
revenge. We'd all strap up and go
into enemy territory and take care of
some of them. But now I'm tired of
that. Shit, that’s why I feel that the
preservation of my nation depends
on true brothaz who want a change.

Top Left: “I was born a Gangster Disciple,”
says_Jo-Jo of the G/D Nation in Chicago.
Other Page: Gang graffiti in _Jo-Jo’s “hood.



G’s GIRL: GET A GRIP
by Michele Flanagan

My fiancé is currently serving a
ten- and a six-year sentence at a
prison in Illinois. He is heavily
involved in a white gang organization
and his rank is extremely high. From
visiting him and other friends
throughout the Illinois prison system,
this is what I've noticed.

With all these individuals being
Caucasian, it has been necessary for
some of these men to do what lhc:\' call
“hook up” with various white organiza-
tions. This is because the ratio of black
inmates to white is about 50 to 1.

I am not a racist, but I can under-
stand the need and desire for these
individuals to become involved for
reasons of protection and safety in
numbers. I also see they have a strong
need for brotherhood and ['ricn(lship;

My point, however, is this: In the
[llinois penal system, most prison offi-
cials and guards are not accustomed
to dealing with racial tension. The
result is chaos.

I am fully aware that gang activity
is frowned upon by the administra-
tion, but many people do not realize
the amount of reverse discrimination
occurring within these prisons.

Officers allow the black organiza-
tions to run amuck and break many
stringent prison rules because they're
so fearful of what might happen to
them if they don’t look the other way.
Meanwhile, they harass and wy to dis-
band the white organizations, punish-
ing them for any slight infraction.
This, to me, is a blatant example of
reverse discrimination.

Too many people are unaware of
this, and the ones who are don’t seem
to care, or they're simply too afraid to
speak up.

I understand that some people
have the attitude that organizations
such as these should not exist, but is
it fair to ry to ban one race’s activi-
ties and not another’s, especially in
Sll('ll a (lllllg(‘l'()ll.‘i ('ll\'il'(ll]ln(‘”l?

Don’t these officers and guards
realize that they're not only hurting
themselves but all of us in the long run?
Maybe it's time they started thinking.

Let’s just be thankful that the
individuals within these organizations
are intelligent, strong, and industri-
ous enough to work their away
around these pansy-operated adminis-
trations.

ednesday night, 8:30 p.m. Many of us soldiers were out that night—

drinking, selling dope, shooting dice on the strip we call the

Graveyard, acting as if nobody would dare step to the strongest
Disciple Nation in the city.

My brotha Snake pulls up in his triple-green ‘86 Blazer with deep dish
Daytons, pumpin’ to the sounds of “6 Feet Deep.” He gets out, chirps his
alarm and comes walking across the street wearin® his black sweatshirt, white
long T-shirt up under it, black jeans saggin’. When I see my little dude, a
smile comes to my face. Many of these nights he’s dodged death by the skin
of his teeth. I see my little shorty and clinch with him, showing him all the
love in the world.

I notice Snake’s pockets is kinda big. “G, what up with ya?” I ask him.
Snake tells me he's just jacked some fools for ten grand. Says he just got fin-
ished hitting the lick. “In yo' truck?” I ask.

“Yeah, fool. I ain’t hidin’ from nobody. My name is Snake.”

I say, “Yeah, cool.”

We go in the back where the rest of my brothaz are and we start drink-
ing some more. Then a friend comes up and asks me to sell him a 50. I say,
“Cool—three for $50," so the lame gives me $40 and tries walking off real
fast. I'm already tipsy from drinking Eight-Ball so I run and catch up with
this fool. No questions asked, I punch him in his jaw and cold-knock him
out, take my dope out his hand and go back to where my brothaz are.

We're all standing around chillin” when all of a sudden, a red Ford sta-
tion wagon pulls up with the lights off. Automatic gunfire breaks loose. Our
strip is a one-way street, and on this particular night a couple of my brothaz,
all drunk, had come up the wrong side of the street, so the wagon is now
blocked. So me and my dudes run to the bushes, get our gats, and run down
the street to where the wagon is trapped.

We light that wagon up! It pulls up on the sidewalk. BAM! It hits a fire
hydrant and the fools get out running. We're still firing missiles at they ass
when I see flashes: 5-O. We all retreat and hide ‘til the police leave. When
everything is finished, the police tow the wagon away.

But my brothaz who came up the wrong side of the street have been
pulled over by the cops. Too drunk to run, they get caught with beer, some
dope, pages, a .357 Magnum and a .38 Snug. They're 16 so their parents
have to come and get them.

So Snake comes over to me and says, “Scoobie G, them was the fools I
Jjacked for the $10,000.” I tell him it's all cool. Then one of my shorties
comes up and says a G got shot. 1 say, “Stop lying, fool,” but he shows me a
hole in his leg and one in his arm. “Damn!” I say.

Now I got to take my shorty to the hospital so I get on Snake’s car
phone and call some more brothaz ‘cause taking my shorty to Mt. Sinai hos-
pital is moving into the heart of the enemy’s territory, which they call “The
Promised Land.”

A half-hour later, Jeeps, Blazers and wagons pull up. I get all my brothaz
together and explain to them what’s about to go down. I ask if everybody’s
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Then I yell a num-
ber and hit the dude in
front of me with a nice
three piece on the but-
ton, knockin' him out.
The reception lady
starts screaming. Here
we are in the middle of
the hospital emergency
room, rumblin’! Me
and Snake are
whoopin’ this one
dude real bad. I pick
up a chair and slam it
on on his head. I look
and see my otha broth-
azioan iny cItiston)
now!” I say.

I hear a “Watch
out!” then see a chair
flying through the air. I
try to move out the way

CLAIMIN’ YOUR SET

Spanish Cobras, a gang allied with the
Folks from Humboldt Park, Chicago,
sign their affiliation and stand by their
markings. Top: Princess Die.

Below: Shorty signs her set. The “West
Side” on her T=shirt vefers to the divi-
sion of Humboldt Park—roughly the
People Alliance on the East Side, the
Folk Nation on the West Side. Opposite
page: Little, Li'l Beans and [.B. stand
by their corner. “We're allied with the
Gangster Disciples, ” says |.B. “But that
don 't mean we don’t shoot at ‘em if
theve'’s a personal beef. The Kings
(Latin Kings—People Nation| are a
different story. We're King Killers.”
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strapped and see plenty of
weaponry. I tell them, “Folks,
Shorty got popped so we need to
rush him to the hospital. Me and
seven brothaz will take him, and [
want a car parked outside the
door. In case word gets to them
fools, I want a car circling the
hospital ready to cut ‘em down
before they reach us.” Every body
Jjumps in they rides and pulls out.

Our car pulls up in front of
the emergency door at the hospi-
tal and eight brothaz get out and
take Shorty in. We walk up to the
lady at the desk and I tell her,
“My dude got shot. He needs to
see a doctor.” While the lady is
fumbling with some papers, I
look behind me in the waiting
area and see six members of our
enemy. All my brothaz look
around and stare so the fools
stand up, they hats all to the left
and shit. I tell Shorty to go to the
car and tell the rest of the broth-
az to come in.

So we all walk up to these
fools. 1 say, “What it be about?”

One fool says, “That’s the
lame that robbed us!” pointing at
Snake. I say, “Hold on, G." One
of the fools say, “Don’t call me
G.” Then I see one of them run
out the hospital door. My mind
thinks fast: We're in the middle
of their little territory and he’s
running to get more muthafuck-
az. I tell my brotha Slo-Pace, “Go
get that fool. Run after him!”

but it strikes me in the
forehead. One of my folks picks
up one of them fools and slams
him into the candy machine. I
see my G, Polo, getting his head
beat into the ground so I run
over and kick the foe in the back,
knockin' him over, then I kick
him some more. Polo gets up,
takes out a little Boy Scout knife
and starts sticking the enemy.
The dude is screaming now, “Oh,
stop, no!”

Then I glance up and see
security coming. I hear boom
boom boom boom, so I hit the
floor. I look up and my brotha
Slowpace got his .44 Auto out
and he’s yellin’, “Gittout! Them
fools is on they way and it’s an
army of ‘em!” So I yell, “Let’s
pull folks!™ and we all run out
the hospital, jump into the cars
and race back to the Graveyard.

When we get back to our
strip, we're all laughing, talking
about all the fun we had. We
drop Shorty off at his mom’s
house. Everybody talks for a
minute, then pulls out after
showing some love. Me and
Snake go up to my house and lie
on the couches.

I say, “Bro, what made you
go into the heart of those fools
territory and rob ‘em?”

Snake tells me, “A real
Disciple don’t bar none. I don’t
give a fuck. I'm from the
Graveyard.”

And I say, “You're right, little
bro.” We fall asleep.



My Family
by Lamont Brown,
a.k.a. L-Dogg, Gangster

Disciples, Green Bay C.F.,

Wisconsin

(=~
'{ Gangster Disciple because I

was born one, and I'll always

be one. Most brothers get in an orga-
nization for protection, money or just
because they want to be down, but 1
was born one and they are my family.
Being in an organization doesn’t
make you a bad person. It's not like
they make you do things you don’t
want to do. You have freedom of
choice, you just have to make sure

can’t say when I became a

you choose right.

Growing up in the ghetto was all
about money and survival. Everyone
has guns now, from grandmothers to
eight-year-olds. I wasn’t a bad kid, but
I had to make money and carry a gun
for protection. I never started trouble
with anyone.

It hurts to see all my brothers
locked up. I wouldn’t wish this on my
worst enemy. It’s no joke being away
from your family and friends. I know
the Lord is punishing me for not lis-
tening to my mother and grandpa. I
didn’t mean to kill, but teenagers are
going to be teenagers; they're gonna
do some stupid stuff. In my case, it
was playing with a gun.

I was busted at the age of 16 for a
187. I took someone’s life, true
enough, but I'm not a cold-blooded
killer because I truly regret what I
did. It could’ve been handled in a dif-
ferent way. I got sentenced to life. At
first I blamed myself hard. I'd think,
“What a friend you are to kill a
friend.” Then my family made me
realize that it was an accident. Now |
can go on with my life, never mind
what the system says or thinks.

The brother crossed me. I didn’t
want to do him, but if someone cross-
es you once, he’ll do it again. At the

time, I was going to let him slide, but
he tried to hurt me and I took care of
my business. Although I've shot a lot
of people over gang-related things,
this wasn’t one of them.

Being a Disciple has helped me
learn to accept responsibility for my
actions. I feel that I can live with my
past because I wasn't that bad. I did-
n’t bang too tough because I was too
young. But I did take care of business
when it needed taking care of. No
one in this organization ever told me
to take someone’s life, and I don’t
feel they will.

I have a good family, so that was-
n't the problem. But now I have a
better family, one I'll do anything for,
as if they were my blood. Although I
still respect my family to the fullest
because they took care of me and
brought me up right, my heart was
seeking something else. I'm sure you
fell in love with a woman before.
There’s a love in this organization
that can’t be explained. Like most
people can’t explain how they fall in
love and why, 1 love this organization
and would die for it and kill for it.

I joined the Gangster Disciple
nation when I was 13, in Milwaukee,
WI. The Disciples are big in

(continued on page 51)
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by Albert McGee, Vice
Lords, Mississippi State
Pen, Parchman, MS

We get all the bullshit just
because we’re in a gang. It doesn’t
matter what you're in for or how you
handle your time behind bars.

Just about everybody in the sys-
tem knows that the only thing you
have to do is tell the police that a
gang member has threatened your
life and they’ll go for it—because of
all the bad press gang members get.
Here in the MS Department of
Corrections, they don’t give gang
members a chance. If your name is
brought up, you're assumed guilty
until found otherwise.

It doesn’t matter how much good
I do. The fact that I'm a known gang
member is enough. Forget that I'm
going to college here. Forget that I've
not had a rules violation report since
I came here in *90. They look for the
wrong in me, just because I'm a
known gang member.

The media doesn’t help; every
time you turn around, you see some-
thing on the set about gang-related
this or that. The media plays a big part
in what the public thinks about gang
members without even giving a person
a chance for being human. The media
is ignorant and the system is afraid.

If the DOC would let us talk to
and handle our own, it would be bet-
ter in here for the average guy. See, a
lot of problems with gang members
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RIDIN UNDER THE 5-POINTED STAR

in prison is that older guys don’t get a
chance to talk to the young guys
comin’ in who are causing the most
trouble. But the staff is afraid because
they know we just might be able to do
what they can’t do.

J once shot a
viftal’s mother in
both knees just to
see hofo [oud she

could screant.

I'm 33 years old and I've been an
Insane Vice Lord for about 18 years.
Like so many, I joined a gang at an
early age. Contrary to popular belief,
I didn’t join because I lacked a fami-

ly. For me, it was simply a matter of

my surroundings. Had I lived about
four blocks over, I would’'ve been a
Black Gangster Disciple instead of an
Insane Vice Lord—which I'm’ very
proud of being. I shall die a Vice
Lord, loyal and true.

I've done some rather wild things,
some of which I was never arrested for
so I won’t get too deep there. But I
will try to let you see inside my mind.

There are some things, though,
that can’t be explained, like why I
would want to take another’s life for
something as simple as a color. I
remember the first time I killed a

rival gang member. I was 15 or 16
at the time; it was more of an act to
prove myself than anything he did
to me or any of my brothers. I stole
a car and told myself that the first
person I saw who’s convenient I was
gonna kill. After driving around
some, there was this guy I saw going
to his car. I just pulled up beside
him and asked the time.

Then 1 shot him in the face with
a .357 five times—being a Vice Lord
I ride under the five-pointed star.
After I shot him, I got out of my car
and kicked him to make sure he was
dead, which he was. Then I started
dancing around and laughing, hav-
ing a good ol’ time. That was my
first time, but not my last.

Had the guy been with his
brothers, 1 would have killed more
of them ‘cause killing a rival gang
member was on my mind. When I
saw him walking with the “flag”
sticking out of his back pocket, I

figured he may as well be a Gangster
Disciple ‘cause I shot him down like
he was one. After that, I felt as
though I could take on all them suck-
ers. I even made a pact to try and kill,
or at least just shoot a gangster every
few months or sooner if one of them
did something, or if we just caught
one or two of them off by themselves.

I once shot a rival’s mother in
both knees just to see how loud she
could scream, especially since she
thought I was going to kill her for sure.

Guess what I've always wanted to
be? A serial killer, so they can make a
movie or something about me. I know
you're thinking I have no regard for
others or myself, that I'm sick, or that
I need help. Yes, maybe I do, but
sometimes I just want someone to talk
to, and someone to listen. Outside,
I'm normal; but inside, only a select
few really know who I am. I'm sick if
you judge me by society’s standards,
but on the streets I'm just another
gangbanger trying to survive the war.

Being in a gang is truly a positive
thing, if you look at the loyalty, love
and discipline that we have toward
each other. The respect I have for
other gang members is also deep, but
hopefully we can all get together and
stop some of the killing.

Top Left: “Murder Touwn "—another name
Jor this ‘hood in Humboldt Park, Chicago
where the Gangster Disciples claim rule.
Other page: Stateville Correctional Facility
in Hlinois, which houses the state’s most
dangerous G’s.



My Family
(continued from page 49)

Wisconsin because they've come
down from Chicago. When 1 was
growing up, everyone around me
was Disciple, including a lot of my
uncles and cousins on both of my
parents’ side. They used to tell their
Disciple brothers that I was going to
be a true Disciple, and here I am
today.

When I said my heart was seek-
ing something, let me clarify that.

There is no regret, only dedica-
tion. I'm a real young brother who's
down and willing to die for this orga-
nization. When your heart is dedicat-
ed to something, it’s there for life, at
least it is for me. I love this nation
like I love my mother.

What people and the media fail
to realize is that we are not gang-
bangers anymore. We are an organi-
zation trying to better ourselves
through laws and policies set forth
by our chairman, Larry Hoover. And
those laws and policies are about
growth and development. We're
about getting an education so we
can move on to bigger and better
things, like college and getting our
own businesses. Then we'll be able
to look out for our brothers who are
locked up, and our families.

Whenever anything happens
with a gun, the media says it’s gang-
related. But most of the incidents
aren’t. The white man has organiza-
tions and nobody gets sweated. So
why do we?

d lofie this
organtzation
and foomud
oie and kill

for it.

When I got locked up, I truly
thought our organization would be
strong up here in Green Bay, but it’s
not. That's because there are so
many fake-ass brothers saying they're
a part of this nation when they're
not. Many brothers get locked up
and ride with organizations for pro-
tection. These brothers ain't shit.
This organization is nothing to play

with and these brothers will learn,
sooner or later.

So many brothers are about hate
because of the wars on the street.
When they get locked up, the hate is
still there, so we can’t get any struc-
ture going because we're too busy
fighting each other. Up here, we try
not to have any wars, but if we did, it
would be against the Vice Lords,
Latin Kings and the 2-4’s from
Milwaukee—or basically, anyone
who’s not Folks, or who disrespects
our organization.

But il we can get all this hate
out, we can move on to bettering
ourselves, so that when we can get
out of prison, we can build a founda-
tion we can all live on without doing
187’s on each other.

It’s always said that the real rec-
ognize the fake. That's true because
if you're a Disciple, your G is going
to shine! The fake-ass brothers will
be dealt with when the time comes.
These guys are the ones who make
this organization look bad in other
people’s eyes, and also in the eyes of
the Disciples, who are struggling to
make this organization abide by the
laws and policies given by our hon-
orable chairman.

me how to live at 357

NATIVE AMERICAN SPEAKS OUT AGAINST GANGS

by Larry Harris, Stateville Correctional, Illinois

I got a 65-year sentence for armed robbery at Stateville Max in Joliet, Illinois. I don't
understand the cons in Illinois at all. This joint is all gangs. When I first got here, I went out
into population only to learn that you have to ride with one of the organizations to stay alive.
The different gangs here have rules to tell a man how he has to conduct his life. They have
chiefs to tell a man what to do.

I stopped listening to my folks at 15-years-old so how am I going to let another man tell

If the men here would stop stabbing and fighting each other, and stand together as one
reasoning force, think of the changes we could make here for the treatment and way of life.

I am an Indian—Cherokee tribe—and I think all the chiefs here need to school the young
and work together to improve things for themselves and stop giving the Department of
Corrections reasons and leverage to lock us down and treat us like animals . . . Last week
three blacks got stabbed by whites in a fight that got everybody locked down. Now when we
come up out of lock-up men will have to fight just because now it’ll be a racial thing.

These gang chiefs need to sit down to council and smoke a peace pipe.
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nyone who takes a hard
look at some of our most
celebrated heroes can see
what some of them really were:
glorified gangsters. Gangsters in
American culture have glamor-
ized a social condition as old as
humankind itself and made
crime into a night passage for
urban youth urying to cope in a
concrete and glass jungle.
There was a time when
gangs were regarded as a ratio-
nal response to society’s “inade-
quate opportunity structure.”
That social theory goes down
the tubes as the realities of gang
violence and economic survival
come under public scrutiny.
What went wrong? What
mutated the otherwise rational
and orderly groups and turned
them into unreformable recidi-
vists and sociopaths unfit for
anything except the jungle? Was
it turf or, as sociologists like to
call it, “territorial imperative?”
The transformation of this
country from agrarian to urban
life accelerated the rise of
gangs. City streets became the
battleground for the young and
the disenfranchised. Lacking
skills and education, the only
way out of poverty was the mer-
chandising of vice. Passing laws
that outlawed gambling, prosti-
tution, drinking, drug traffick-
ing and loan sharking didn’t
reduce the public’s appetite for
them, and their survival drew
bands of aggressive youths into
the market. The examples of
this ugly transformation are legion.
The worst change in gangs has
become the total disregard for human
life. The difference today is that
instead of brass knuckles and zip
guns, street gangs are armed with
automatic weapons. Bloody noses
have given way to gunshot wounds.
Too many innocent victims have been
caught in the crossfire—that’s some-
thing that didn’t happen “back in the
days.” If it did, those responsible
would be held accountable by their
own. What happened to the morals,
principles and codes once enforced
by gangs in cities and prisons back
then? Why are these basic human
qualities totally disregarded today?
No gangbanger in the ‘60s could
have predicted today’s state of affairs.
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Dream” of material success.
Stories of 15-year-olds driving
BMW’s, Cadillacs and Benzes
with trunks full of weapons
and pockets stuffed with
thousands of dollars are as
common as they are true.
Teachers are afraid to bar
beeper-toting teenagers from
classes for fear of reprisals.

The problem with gangs
will not go away overnight, if
ever. The solution probably
won’t be realized by disarm-
ing gangs, as if that were pos-
sible anyway. Parents have to
start educating their kids as
soon as they are able to
understand what all this real-
ly means, and kids have to
start seeing that there are
too many dead kids now and
another needless score who
will be spending a major part
of their lives in prisnn.

Many of these gang
members don’t understand
the seriousness of their
actions until they are caught
and sent to prison. By then,

r4

SHoOuT-0OuT
To GANGS

by Figalo, ex-Latin King,
Stateville Correctional, Illinois

It probably would’ve made all the dif-
ference had they known. Fewer peo-
ple would be lying in coffins today.
Big cities and prisons are not the only
places with gang problems. Federal
researchers have discovered that two-
thirds of the cities reporting gang vio-
lence have populations below
500,000. Most experts say the reason
gangs are spreading to the suburbs
and small towns is because the condi-
tions that spawn them have crept into
these once safe havens: racial and
ethnic separation, poverty, family
break-ups, high youth unemployment
and lack of recreational activities.
Today’s gangbangers find them-
selves divided into warring factions to
wrest control of what many see as the
only way to attain the “"American

it’s too late. A lot of these
young brothers and sisters
are ending up in the adult
divisions. In Illinois, that
means Stateville, Pontiac
and Menard (the most dan-
gerous max systems), as well
as the state’s numerous
medium security prisons.
Now these facilities are
experiencing gang problems
like never before, and the
administrators can’t seem to
get a grip on it.

A lot of crazy things
jump off here at the *Ville
(Stateville). There were four
murders in just 18 months: two prison-
ers, both of them Latin Kings, and two
employees: one a commissary supervi-
sor, killed by the Vice Lords; another,
an officer, killed by three Latin Kings.

None of the things I witness on
an almost daily basis at the ‘Ville faze
me because they're minor compared
to the things I saw when I was part of
the crazy life, high up in the Latin
King Organization.

I am living proof that gangbang-
ing is a dead end. I got mixed up with
gangs and drugs at a very early age in
Chitown—the result was a long
prison term. I was blinded by power
and selling drugs, and having money,
more money than I ever would've
made flipping burgers at McDonalds.
But neither the power nor the money



was worth my losing half my life
inside the joint. Not only am I losing
a good part of my life here, I also lost
a good woman and have to endure
the agony of watching my son grow
up without me.

While I was behind the wall, 1
decided it was time for me to retire
and leave all the bullshit behind. So I
dropped my flag and left my gang sta-
tus for good.

The first and foremost law of the
Almighty Latin King Organization
Nation (ALKON) is “once a King,
always a King; you come in alive and
the only way vou leave is dead.”
However, that law doesn’t apply to
me because I never left. I simply
resigned and retired. I also stopped
crews from being able to continue
slanging narcotics in my *hood as well
as in the other five cities me and my
crew helped the organization set up
shop: Milwaukee, Spanish Harlem,
New  York, Miami, Houston,
Minneapolis.

Believe it, because there are Latin
Kings everywhere. There are even

(Chitotun

There are more than 40 major
street gangs active in Chicago—
and most of them have power bases
inside Illinois prisons. The
strongest of these are the Latin
Kings, Black Gangster Disciples,
Latin Disciples and Vice Lords.

In the mid-'80s, the Black
Gangster Disciple Nation and the
Latin Disciples formed the Folk
alliance. Soon after, the Latin
Kings and Vice Lords started their
own alliance—People.

Nowadays, most gangs in
Chicago are either People or Folks.
This super alliance has allowed the
stronger factions to branch out
into other states. Thus, we have
Disciples, Kings and Vice Lords
throughout the entire Midwest,
stretching coast-to-coast. The Latin
Kings are known throughout the
New York area, too.

Latin Kings in Connecticut. The two
brothers who call it out that way are
Nelson Millet and Pedro Milan. These
guys are renegades and considered
outcasts by the ALKON because they
started that chapter out there without
proper blessing (a big no-no). There
has been a nationwide hit out on
them ever since. Lord Gino sent a
crew of gunners at their region-
crowns or chapter jefes as we call
them and they shot up the place, but
were caught by the 5-0 and are now
doing time in their system. Man I'd
hate to be in those brothers’ shoes!
The reason I resigned from the
Latin Kings is because Lord Gino, who
wasn’t doing anything but sitting on
his throne getting fat off me and the
rest of the organization, made some
very bogus moves that made me real-
ize our “cause,” no longer had a cause,
Lord Gino got upset when I
walked away from the Kings and
decided to put a half-million dollar
price tag on my head. And while I
know that half a mil is ass-
wipe money to Lord Gino,
(I know because we used
to generate that kind of
money on an almost week-
ly basis slanging nar-
cotics), I'm not in the
least concerned about
him because he knows
that on the bricks, it's a
much different ball game.
And whoever he sends,
he’ll have to send them
right or he’ll be reading
about them in the obits
and sending their families
flowers, forever! Word!
For now, I ain’t gonna
lose sleep over it because |
have much more impor-
tant things to do with my
life and one of them isn’t
spending the rest of it
inside prison, or dead.
When I hung up my
colors and decided it was
time to move on in a
much different direction,
I took a totally different
outlook on life because I
finally realized there was

so much more to-loving than being a
shot- caller and a drug trafficker.

I will always carry the love I once
had for the organization in my heart,
an organization that I devoted almost
20 years of my life to, but I will never
return to it. There is no turning back,
not now or ever. I am 31 years old, I
have a beautiful wife and a wonderful,
gifted and talented son who is now 12.

What do I want to do with my life?
What is my purpose? We all have a
reason and direction for living. That I
am headed toward something makes
me want to plan for the future. This is
what today’s gang members lack.

I'm no longer involved with
gangs because I know I have a
stronger destiny. Gangbanging does-
n’t contribute to the important and
more worthwhile things I want to
accomplish before 1 grow old.

Page 52: Young recruits signing their set.
Top: Turf markings in Humboldt Park,
Chicago. Below: King Pit, a Latin King in
New York, recruited at Rikers Island.
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by José Colon,
Neta Association, New
York City

have been a Neta for 14 years.

joined when I was 16, in Puerto

Rico, where I was sent to prison
for murder. It was there that I
became a Neta. This was during the
war against the Insectos. I ended up
killing five more people in prison
during that war. At one point, I was
facing 103 years in prison. I ended up
with a pardon from the government
despite my crimes.

Now the fight in Puerto Rican
prisons is against the system. For the
first four years we waged war against
the Insectos—the weak, the treacher-
ous, the snitches who ruled all Puerto
Rican prisons. During the war, the
system had stayed out of it only
because inmates were killing each
other. But once the war was over, and
after the Netas started targeting the
administration, it was a different
story. By then, our organization had
grown too strong to fight and the sys-
tem had to comply with our
demands. Since 1981, the conditions
of prisons in Puerto Rico have been
much better.

The fight has moved here to New
York because so many Puerto Ricans
have come here and because the
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José Colon of the Neta Association.

need is great to fight for our rights
against the system.

There is a terrible corruption in
the corrections system, especially in
the areas of food, health and educa-
tion. This corruption is throughout
all New York, especially Rikers Island,
where I have just left.

This corruption has gotten so
bad that in December, together with
the Latin Kings, Five-Percenters and
other organizations, we organized a
hunger and work strike.

We were not trying to riot. We
were trying to send a message to the
system that time is short and we're
not standing for their corruption.
Now they know we're serious. If any-
thing, the strike at Rikers Island gave
out some credit.

The strike was a protest to the $23

million the city of New York cut from
programs and drug rehabilitation in
city jails. Since 90% of our people
going into prison are doing so for
drug-related offenses, we felt that cut-
ting out drug rehabilitation programs
was wrong. It called for action.

One of the purposes of our orga-
nization is that when a member
leaves prison, he should never come
back. By cutting training and rehab
programs, they make the return to
prison inevitable. An offender needs
some way to contribute to society.
That’s why we need training and edu-
cation in our prisons. Who's gonna
hire ex-cons?

Taxpayers should demand the
correction system be stronger in the
areas of education and training. As
Netas, our mission is to demand
change in the current oppressive
regime.

That’s why 24 hours before the
strike, the commissioner, Anthony
Schembri, sent a message to me that I
was going to be transferred—me and
all the Neta leaders from the other
houses. A meeting was arranged with
the director of Internal Affairs.

They knew what was happening.
We had sent them letters as a warn-
ing. They knew what houses the let-
ters were coming from (6 Building)
but we didn’t let them know exactly
who sent them. Not knowing I was
the president of Netas at Rikers, and
figuring me for a go-between, they
sent word to me that they wanted to
talk to the leaders.

I said no, until they gave me the
guarantee that the leaders wouldn't be



moved, brought up on bogus

charges or become victims of

abuse. Then I told them 1 was the
President and a meeting was set up.

The commissioner talked to
me, and told me he knew there
were problems with the correc-
tions system. He said he knew
there was corruption, misuse of
funds and misdealings with disci-
pline, but the problems were two
different ones—state and local—
and there was very little he could
do about it.

So we went ahead with the
strike, and it lasted seven days.

They didn’t move me because
they saw what was going on. The
corrections people tried to, but
the commissioner had given me
his word that I wouldn’t be a vic-
tim of persecution or physical vio-
lence or abuse by the system. I
had told them that violence would
occur only if they didn’t keep
their word.

Even though most of the drug
programs have been cut, the food
at Rikers is better now, marginally
anyway. And the C.0O.’s have cut
down on the physical abuse.

Although I am out now, I have
no problems going back in if my
brothers need me there. I'll just
hop a turnstile and I'll be back in
Rikers before you know it. In fact,
before the hunger strike, I was
supposed to be released, but |
committed violations in order to
stay through the strike.

To me, what's worth all the
pain of being a leader is very often
just a “thank you.” I'll do whatever
it takes for my brothers, for my

people, even though the sys-
tem wants to pack
me up, move
me around.
They consider
me a dangerous
person, but that
is just part of
being a leader,
putting up with the
treatment.

That strike was
not the first and it
will not be the last.
There will be another
one soon, this time
including all New York
state prisons.

Everybody thinks
we're a gang, but we're not. They
think we’re criminals, that we kill,
do drive-bys, sell drugs—we do
not. »

The Netas do not want power,
we just want to be recognized and
respected. You have to respect my
food, my health, my family.

We do not recruit. People
come to us. We're not a territory-
based organization. What we fight
for are human rights, not turf. We
fight for respect and better treat-
ment, not for power. We have a
mission and we follow it.

There are Netas in the streets,
though, who are corrupt and go
against our creeds. Since | left
Rikers, my duty is now to deal
with these few Netas who corrupt
our whole association. These peo-
ple have no business calling them-
selves Netas. They will be dealt
with.

The current wend in Gangland is to call your gang an organiza-
tion. “We’re not about gangbanging,” you'll hear from more than
one member, “we're about progress, about brotherhood . . . *

Yet the violence continues.

A lot of “shot callers” might be pissed with some of the negativ-
ity expressed in more than one of these articles, especially if it
involves their nation. Sorry bros, but it’s time to do a reality check.
You can push your organizational procedures and teach your
brotherhood creed but locs are gonna be locs.

Maybe these articles will open some eyes and push gang leaders
and organization presidents to get a handle on their own. It's time
for the brothers with the juice to realize that unless the violence is
curbed, you're never going to get the respect you're demanding.

Unless you get it together—deliver and enforce the message that
the way of the 187 only lends juice to the 5-0—you’re never going to
amount to anything but fodder for the nation’s big prison business.

Peace.

Prison Life

FROM THE
“ASSOCIATION
NETA”
HANDBOOK:

We are determined to
progress, advance and
spread. We have no time
fighting for unworthy
reasons or committing
crimes of any sort.
Association Neta has a
desire to live better in
society. Too much
crime takes over the minds
of our children. Our most wanted
wish is to feel safe in our neighborhoods
during the day and be able to walk our
sidewalks at night. We don’t have the
power yet to put a stop to this problem,
but with help, we can and will put a stop
to it.

We are a group of Hispanic adults
and young adults getting organized to
help others help themselves. We are not
a gang or a crew. We are not crimeseek-
ers. We are an association trying to get
somewhere in life by influencing each
other to get an education that will even-
tually turn us into assets for our associa-
tion.

We are very peaceful—but don’t
underestimate us. We will solve any
problems that others may have with us
at all costs. We will help and look after
our family in time of need. At first we
will try to talk our differences out, but if
that doesn’t work, we will use all force
necessary to solve our problems, without
pity or regret.

History:

Around 1979, in a prison called

Presidio in Rio Piedras, Puerto Rico, a
man by the name of Carlos Torrez
Irriate, a.k.a. La Sombra (the Shadow),
got tired of the abuse that occurred in
the prison system—which was inmate to
mmmate and administration to inmate.
He decided it was time for a change and
did something about it.
_Step by step, prison to prison, the
Neta Association was formed. An all-out
war against the Insectos (inmate oppres-
sors) was formed. Carlos and his Neta
warriors spilled their own blood, fight-
ing for the peace, harmony and respect
that we have in our Puerto Rican jails
today.

In 1981, Carlos was killed by a shot
in the head, but his Neta warriors con-
tinued fighting. Now, that fight has car-
ried over into the prisons of the United
States because there are a lot of inmate’s
rights violations going on there, too . ..
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“Attention on the yard. Inmate
Cornman, number 44526, report to
Control Center.”

Damn! I thought, Why can’t they
just leave me alone? I've done a few
months on a forty-year sentence, and
these assholes want to call me to the
Control Center. No doubt for some
stupid reason like to see my casework-
er for a job assignment, a cell move,
or some totally bizarre reason I could-
n't even think of. Damn! I have years
to do, and they want me right now.

Obviously, they had no idea that
my hustling partner, Charlie, and I
had hustled all morning to get the
dollars for a shot of dope. Then it
had taken another two hours of wait-
ing and hunting for the dope-man
before we realized he was on a visit.
After all that, there we stood, waiting
for him to come back with our

The Shot

by Chester Cornman,
Missouri Bastern Correctional

already paid for shot, and these
buttheads want me at the Control
Center. Yeah, right.

The silly grin on Charlie’s face
was all 1 needed to tell me thatif I
left, I'd lose out. Charlie and dope
would be gone before I even got 1o
the Control Center—much less there
and back.

“Go on, Dog, it might be impor-
tant,” he said with that sideways grin
of his. “I'll cop and meet ya back in
A-Hall.”

Yeah, sure. When pigs fly! I
thought. I'd been down that road
before. I could hear the story already.
“Damn, Dog, the cops rushed me just
when I was getting everything ready. I
had to flush it all.”

“Nah,” I said, “I'll just hang
around. They can wait on me for a
change.”

Thirty minutes later, still waiting,
no dope-man, and again the loud
speaker called. “Cornman, Chester,
number 44526, report to Control
Center. IMMEDIATELY.”

“Wow! Dog,” said Charlie. “They
sounded pretty serious that time. Ya
better go man. They'll write you up.”

“Screw you,” 1 said. “I'll wait.”

“0.K., Dog, it’s on you,” he said
with a little giggle.

“Hey, Cornman,” 1 heard from
behind me. As I turned around, I
realized it was Shift Captain Bogart.
Asshole of assholes. “Didn’t you hear
them call you over the intercom?”

“No sir, boss, | sure didn’t,” 1
replied.

“Well, they did. They want you at
the Control Center. Get your ass on
up there now.”

“O.K., boss, no problem,” I said as
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I looked over my shoulder just in
time to see Charlie bite his hand to
keep from laughing out loud.

Charlie’s scum! I kept repeating
to myself all the way to the Control
Center. I'll kill him! If that worm
beats me, I'll break his jaw. Shit, not if
he does, but when he does. I should
just go back there and pummel him
to the ground right now.

“Yeah, I'm Chester Cornman, can
you tell me who wants me?” I asked
the Control Center guard.

“We've been calling you for an
hour and a half. The caseworker
needs to see you,” he responded.

I knew it. A job change, a survey,
something stupid. Bet on it.

“Just have a seat on the bench.
He’ll be with you in a minute,” the
guard continued.

Yeah, right. After twenty minutes
of waiting, I began to nod off.

“Mr. Cornman, Mr. Chester
Cornman,” I heard a male voice say.

“Yeah, that's me.”

“Mr. Cornman, do you have a
brother named Johnny?” he asked.

“Yes sir, | sure do.”

“Well, Mr. Cornman, you need to
call home. There has been an acci-
dent or something, and my informa-
tion is he’s dead,” he said, and kept
looking at his watch.

Wow! What a bedside manner, I

thought, which was a strange thought
for me to have at the time, I know,
but for some reason I just couldn’t
get it out of my mind. Here’s a man
supposed to be a professional and he
can’t think of a better way to say my
brother is dead than just “He’s dead.”

“Come on in here. I'll give you a
phone call,” I heard him say through
the fog that seemed to somehow take
over my brain.

His bedside manner continued as
he handed me the phone. “You have
five minutes.”

“Hello. Mom? What's happening?
This caseworker just said Johnny was
killed. What's the deal? Don’t cry
Mom, just calm down and tell me
what’s going on,” I said.

“What did you call for?” I heard
her say from the other end. “Yeah,
he’s dead, and it’s all your fault. He
got shot in a robbery.” I could hear
her sobbing on the other end.

“Damn, Mom,” | said, as I felt the
tears well up in my eyes. “I didn’t do
nothing. Why is it my faultz”

“You are his older brother. He
wanted to be just like you. And what
did you teach him? I'll tell you what,
you taught him how to rob and steal.
Well, he’s dead now. I hope you're
happy.”

“Your time is up,” I heard coming
from the receiver. “Please hang up

the phone.”

“What’s happening here? Mom?
Mom!”

“I just got cut off!” I said to the
caseworker. “No warning, nothing! I

just got cut off!”

“Your time was up. [ told you you
had five minutes when I gave you the
phone."

Wow! The brain fog was really
taking over now. I could hear just
fine, I could see everything, but it was
as il nothing was quite getting
through the fog to the brain.

“Well, redial the number. I need
another five minutes,” I pleaded.
“Please, my mother will think I've just
hung up on her.”

“There’s been
an accident
or something.
My information
is he’s dead.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Cornman,” he
said. “I don’t have the authority to
give you another call. You will have to
make a formal request through your
regular caseworker.” Again he looked
at his watch.

It's Friday, I thought. I won’t be
able to get in touch with a caseworker
until Monday morning. My mom
hates me, my brother’s dead, is it my
fault? A thousand thoughts kept reel-
ing through my mind, and then there
was that damn brain fog. I just wished
things would slow down. I couldn’t
grasp all this at once. “Just give me a
minute to get myself together,” I said.

“All inmates report to their
Housing Units. Clear the yard for
Count,” said a voice over the loud-
speaker as I left Control Center.

“Damn, Dog, what took ya so
long? I didn’t think you were ever
gonna get done. Now we're gonna
have to wait until after count to fix,
man,” I heard Charlie say through
the fog. “Damn, Dog, what’s the mat-
ter?” he said, as he got closer and
realized I was crying. “Are you all
right, man?”

I ran down the whole story as best I
could in such a short time, and through
that damn brain fog. When 1 had fin-
ished, a small crowd had gathered.

“Let me get this straight,” Charlie
said. “Five minutes and then they just
cut you off2?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Hey, can’t you assholes hear? It’s
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count time. Get to your cells right
now,” Captain Bogart was hollering.

Oh no, I thought. Here we go.
Now I've gotten everyone in a wreck,
and I know for a fact Charlie’s dirty
and can’t stand a shake down.

“Let’s get going guys. We don’t
need any problems with this creep,” I
said.

“Hey, Bogart,” Charlie yelled.
“We've got a problem over here.”

“Ya damn right ya do,” he
responded. “You're all late for count,
and out of bounds in the process.”
He was coming in our direction.

“We ain’t going to our cells until
Chester here gets a phone call.” I
don’t know who said it first, but every-
one chimed in.

Captain Bogart listened calmly to
our story. When we finished, he said,
“Chester, you come with me. You'll
get your phone call. The rest of you
go back to your cells. It’ll be all right.”

True to his word, the captain got
me a phone call. He sat there with me
for a full forty-five minutes and even
handed me a tissue or two to wipe
away the tears. My mother and I got
everything together.

Before we hung up, I told her
how much I loved her. She said she
was sorry for what she had said. She
needed someone to blame, and I was
the most available person. Anyway,
she loved me too.

When the call was over, Captain
Bogart said, “Well, Chess, 1 guess ya
know I'm gonna have to put ya in the
Hole for that little incident out front.”

I didn’t argue. What the hell? 1
thought. I didn’t feel like being
around people anyway.

The Hole guard seemed sur-
prised to see us. “Damn, Captain,
weren’t you supposed to get off at
four o’clock? It's nearly six-thirty.”

A thought struck me: Bogart had-
n’t looked at his watch once during
the whole affair,

Monday morning came. Right
after breakfast, there was Captain
Bogart in front of my cell in Ad Seg.
“Well, Chester, it looks like you're
gonna skate on this one. It says here
in the rule book that you must be
interviewed on a violation within 24
hours of its occurrence. Damn techni-
calities got me this time,” he said with
a smile.

As I stepped out of the Ad Seg unit
and let my eyes adjust to the sunlight, I
heard, “Damn, Dog, you’ll never
believe what happened to your shot.”
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Lennie’s Catch

by Benton Murray,
Frank Scott Jr. Correctional, GA

he tunnel boat skimmed the waves at full throttle.

Carefully stacked layers of monofilament gill-netting

flew from the deck and left a bobber-strewn trail in the
wake. The razor-tipped oyster bar dead ahead seemed
unavoidable, and Wanda’s knees were braced for the crash
when Lennie suddenly kicked the steering rod hard left and,
almost shaving the paint from the boat’s side, gunned it
between the school of mullet and the treacherous reef.

When the boat reached the outer edge of the school,
Lennie looped around and drove back toward the beginning
of the bobber line, hurriedly closing the webbed death trap
around the shoal of frenzied fish. As he approached the front
end of the net, he raced back and pulled the prop out of the
water. The momentum swept the boat over the cork line and
inside the circle. Wanda tossed the remaining 20 yards of the
300-yard net overboard, tying the two net ends together.
Lennie then did a few figure-eights inside the mesh walls, ter-
rifying and scattering the mullet into the nooses.

“Look at ‘em jump, Wanda. What a strike!” Lennie said
as he surveyed the scene. Silver flashes gleamed along the
entire length of the net as thrashing fish fought helplessly in
the mesh. In a few spots the bobbers had been drawn under-
water from the weight of the catch.

“Must have been over a hundred,” Wanda agreed.
“Another couple of strikes like this and we’ll make some real
money today.”

It was the third strike of the morning. Lennie rubbed his
back, anticipating the work of unloading and restacking the
net facing the two of them. “This is gonna have to be the last
strike today, Wanda. My back’s killing me. I don’t remember
fishing being so rough back when I used to do it,” he grum-
bled.

Wanda shot him a worried glance as she snagged the tail
end of the net, straightened it, then began the job of neatly
restacking the net onto the deck. This was a job that had to
be done painstakingly, for any sloppiness could result in the
net knotting up on the next strike. She worked for a full fif-
teen minutes, pulling mullet and stacking net before Lennie
came back to help her.

Wanda noted that he took the cork side, leaving her the
much more difficult and strenuous lead line to work. The



old Lennie would never have done
that, she caught herself thinking, and
was instantly ashamed of herself.
Lennie had been in prison for five
years on drug charges and had been
out for only a week now. The two had
enjoyed a great marriage before his
arrest, and they had a boy named
Lenny Jr. who was six and a daughter,
Sara, a year younger. Those long five
years had seemed like an eternity, but
Wanda’s memories of Lennie’s kind-
ness and thoughtfulness had helped
her wait.

The Lennie who came back to
her one week ago was a changed
character. The fun-loving and care-
free Lennie of old was gone. In his
place was a quiet, almost solemn
man. They'd once talked constantly
about everything. Now he never initi-
ated conversations and expressed lit-
tle interest in anything but the kids.
Most painful and hard to understand
was the fact that he hadn’t slept with
her yet. He'd not been able to get it
up when Wanda had lured him into
bed soon after he got home, and
since then he just said he wanted to
wait a week or two and “get his head
straight.” She didn’t know what that
meant and had decided she didn’t
care to know. She wanted her hus-
band back.

Throwing a mullet hard at the
icebox, she exploded. “Lennie, we've
got to talk! T don’t know what's going
on, or just what the problem is, but
this isn’t working. You know I love
you; I just can’t figure what's wrong.
Is it me? I know I put on a little
weight after I had Sara and haven’t
gotten it off yet. Is that the problem?”

“No, God, no, Wanda. It’s me,
honey. My head’s all messed up, and I
just don’t know how to act or what to
do. I asked you for two weeks. You
waited five years for me. Can you just
give me another week. I'm sure I'l]
have things worked out by then.”

The two finished clearing and
restacking the net in gloomy silence,
Wanda near tears and Lennie keep-
ing his head down and his thoughts
to himself. Wanda, not at all happy
with his answer, struggled with her
feelings. She was sure of one thing,
though. She'd waited five years for
Lennie; whatever the problem was,
she could wait another week.

“I'll wait,” she said. “I don’t know
why you can’t tell me now, but I'll
wait even longer if I have to. I'll wait
as long as it takes ‘cause I love you,
Lennie, and me and the kids need
you.” He hugged her silently, face
impassive. As he started forward to

Art Behind Bars’ Honorable Mention: “Beyond Reach” by Mark D. Smith, Angola State, 1A

“The white
powder
gleamed

through the

rent in the
lastic: about

S5 pounds of
cocaine.”

crank the motor, she decided to
change the subject. “Can we stop and
catch a few sheephead or a redfish
for dinner on the way home since
we're going in early? Junior sure loves
baked redfish.”

“Of course,” Lennie replied. “I
know a spot that always used to hold
sheephead, and I could usually find a
redfish there, too. It's on Seashore
Reef right off Cedar Key only a few

miles out of the way. I used to find a lot
of good driftwood there that I could
sell, and I've been wanting to swing by
and take a look for the last few days.”
Lennie cranked up the Mercury,
aimed the boat north toward home
but a little westward and offshore. His
fishing luck was holding, it seemed,
for as he approached the rocky out-
cropping some minutes later, he
spied the striped forms of at least a
dozen sheephead and the long, dark
shapes of several redfish feeding in
the shallow water. “Let go!”, he
hollered. signaling Wanda to throw
out the weight attached to the net.
Then he raced up to the rocks and
skirted the edge for about 20 yards
before turning away sharply to begin
encircling the doomed fish.

Just as he began the turn, a
shine from the edge of the rocks
caught his eye, and he shut down the
throttle so fast Wanda fell to her
knees and cried out. Lennie didn’t;
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he ran by her and shoved the two
hundred remaining yards of net into
the water. He then returned to the
front and idled the board to the reef,
shut down the motor and got out.

He'd known what it was the sec-
ond his eyes had caught the glint
from the two-foot square package
wrapped in plastic and wedged
among the rocks. With trembling
hands he scooped it up and stepped
back into the boat, avoiding Wanda’s
eyes. Lennie was an experienced drug
mover, he knew full well that bales of
marijuana were always much bigger
than this. Pulling out his pocketknife,
Lennie cut a deep gash in the triple-
wrapped plastic. After feasting his
eyes for a second, he looked up at
Wanda. The white powder gleamed
between them through the rent in
the plastic: about 25 pounds of
cocaine.

Even at the rock bottom price of
$8,000 a pound, which Lennie knew
he could easily get for the whole bale,
there was at least $200,000, far more
than a man could make
commercial fishing. It was
enough to take care of his
kids and send them to a
good school so they would-
n't have to go through the
hardships he'd faced.

Wanda thought of these
things, too, but uppermost
in her mind was fear: fear of
the police and fear of losing
Lennie again after all these
years. “Throw it back” she
hissed. “If you want me and the kids,
throw it in the Gulf. I don’t want to
be rich, I just want you.” She reached
for the bale, but Lennie grabbed her
WTisL.

“Just you wait a minute, Wanda.
There's no rush. Let’s think this
through,” he said heatedly. Their
glances locked for a moment until
Lennie looked away. “Okay,” he said,
“maybe you're right. We can’t risk
coming in with it. But maybe I can tell
one of the old gang where it is and get
some money out of it anyway.” Lennie
picked the bale up, stepped back on
the reef and carried it up higher
beyond the tide mark. He then cov-
cred the bale with several pieces of
driftwood and returned to the boat.

The two began the tedious task of
restocking the net while the nearby
cocaine weighed heavily on their
thoughts. Lennie again took the bob-
ber side of the net and stopped to
rest twice before the netting was
again neatly stacked on deck. In her
perturbation, Wanda scarcely noted
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that she was doing most of the work.
Damn my bad timing in wanting a
sheephead, she thought. She was so
furious that if either of the species
had been in the net, she’d have
thrown it back. She was startled when
Lennie suddenly broke the silence.

“I think you're right, Wanda. I
don’t know what I was thinking.
Especially with you in the boat, too.
We've got to think of the kids. We just
can’t risk it.”

“Oh honey,” she gushed. “I knew
you'd see it was wrong. Let’s throw it
away and get out of here. I don’t even
feel safe this close to it.”

“We'll just leave it where it is,” he
answered. “I’m not going near it
again. It'll rot or a storm will wash it
away soon. Maybe somebody else will
find it. Who cares? Let’s you and I get
out of here.”

As the reef receded in the wake
behind them, Wanda felt as though
the bulk of her worries was being left
behind, too. If Lennie could turn

down this temptation for the sake of

“Lennie came home
about 6:15 p.m.
Surprisingly, he

was sober.”

the family, then her worries were
groundless. She’d just have to be
patient.

An hour’s cruise brought them to
the fish house where they found that
mullet prices had dropped two cents
a pound. Their catch still brought
them nearly seventy dollars, minus
gas money, for a morning’s work, so
Wanda suggested steak for dinner.

“Sounds good,” said Lennie. “You
take the truck and go on shopping.
I'm gonna change the plug in the
Mercury and replace the fuel line. It’s
getting pretty rotten. I might just stop
at the bar on the way home, too. Ain’t
every day I throw away a fortune and I
think I'll have a few beers.”

“You deserve ‘em, honey.” Wanda
smiled. “I'll get you a six-pack from
the store and have it waiting on you.
Dinner’s served around six so don’t
be late.” She handed him $20,
hopped in the truck and took off.
Lennie headed back toward the boat.

Wanda went to the grocery store,
stopped at her mother’s and picked

up the kids, then swung back by the
fish house around three o’clock, at
Junior’s insistence, to see if Lennie
would take the young'uns for a short
boat ride. Lennie was gone with the
boat, testing it, she thought, or, even
more likely, tied up to one of the
many waterfront bars nearby.

Lennie came home about 6:15;
surprisingly, he was sober. “I ran into
Darryl at the bar,” he said as soon as
he came in the door. “He wants me to
deck hand on his shrimp boat for
him the next three days or so. We'll
be heading out in an hour and a half,
so I've got to eat quick.”

“But Lennie,” said Wanda. “You
won’t make but thirty dollars a night
on the shrimpboat. You're supposed
to stay away from convicted felons as
part of your parole. Darryl’s been
busted several times. Isn’t he still on
bond? Tell him no, and let’s catch
mullet while they’re running thick.”

“I don’t really care about the
money that much. You know I need to
get my head straight on a few things.
These three days will be
perfect. I'll talk with you
and let you know every-
thing that’s been bothering
me. I'll have everything
under control by then, I
promise.” He grabbed up
up Junior, swung him up in
the air and hugged him
tight. “What do you want to
be when you grow up,
Junior?” he asked the boy.

“I want to be a space-
man, Daddy,” Junior piped up. “And
Sara’s gonna be my nurse for when I
come back to earth and need a
checkup.”

“Is that so, Sara?” asked Lennie.
She didn’t answer, just nodded shyly.

“Well, we'll have to see about this,”
Lennie laughed. “Don’t neither of you
two want to be a fisherman like your
daddy? My daddy was a fisherman and
so was his daddy.” Sitting on the floor,
with an arm around each child,
Lennie told Junior and Sara about
how, because of not going to school
and studying hard, he, his father and
his grandfather had all lived most of
their lives in Yankeetown, fishing for a
living. But if they studied real hard
they could be spacemen, nurses or
whatever they wanted when they grew
up. Wanda, reheating dinner, looked
in and smiled at the rapt, wide-eyed
and attentive expressions on Junior
and Sara’s faces. He always could tell a
good tale, she thought.

Lennie ate and then helped
Wanda wash the dishes, much to her



Art Behind Bars’ Honorable Mention: “Untitled” by 1

amazed but secret delight. When the
horn honked outside summoning
him, Lennie gave all three great big
hugs, kissed them all, and headed out
the door. Wanda stood at the door a
long time after the truck drove off,
pondering, and when Darryl’s boat
came in three days later and Darryl
himself told her that Lennie certainly
hadn’t gone out with him, he'd only
talked to him a few minutes the after-
noon before he went out, Wanda was
more numb than surprised. Returning
home, she unlocked the door, helped
the kids in, then noticed the suitcase
and letter sitting on the dinner table.
She opened the envelope and took
out the short note. Tears had already
started at the corners of her eyes when

she began reading.

Dear Wanda, it began.

I guess you probably think this is the
cowardly way for me to tell you, but I
couldn’t face you with the truth any other
way. Five years in a cage can do a lot to a
man’s mind. It can make him think
thoughts and do things he'd never do any
other place. What I'm trying to say, [
guess, is that I fell weak a little over two
j'rz(u-s ago. I had sex with a queer in
prison. Just once, I swear, but once was
enough. He had AIDS, honey, and [
caught it. Just before I got out [ tested posi-
tive. I love you and the kids too much to
stay. You know us anyway—uwe never
could resist sex, and I won’t chance il.
God knows I want you and love you. I
went back to the reef, Wanda, and in the

homas Lujan, Arizona State Prison

suitcase is $180,000. T want you to put it
away and spend it wisely on the kids. It's
all I can give them now, and it’s the only
thing I can leave you. I'm taking enough
money lo gel myself far away and outside
the U.S.A. I'll be all right, honey. Don'l
wait for me this time ‘cause I can’t come
back. I love you, baby. Be strong.
Love Lennie.

Junior suddenly tugged on her
hand and said, “What’s wrong,
Mommy? You're crying. Where’s
Daddy?”

“Hush, little spaceman,” she said.
“Everything’s  okay, darling.
Everything’s gonna be all right.”
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by Ghns Cozzone, Fitness Editor

BIG ED'S
DREADED QUADS

Iron Pile: I'm trying to build legs
bigger than Godzilla. So I squat and |
squat and I squat . . . but, stll, my
thighs don’t seem to be popping out of
my pants. All I got to show for my
efforts is a sore lower back. What's up
with this squal action? There’s no rea-
son why I shouldn’t have huge legs—
I'm 6 and big-framed.

Big Ed
USSP

Your sore lower back says it all,
Big Ed. If you're squatting your ass
off and the only thing hm[mtr is
vour lawer bac k. I'd say it's time to
find something else for your
quacriceps.

Not everyone is meant to
squat, For most people, the squat
1s a very ineffective exercise when
it comes to blasting quads. If
vou're not able to keep vour back
straight as your legs form a 90
degree angle (the point at which
you should end a squat), then you
are not mechanically inclined to
perform a perfect squat. Let me
explain,

The basic function of your
quadriceps muscles (Rectus
femoris, Vastus intermedius,
Vastus lateralis, Vastus medialis) is
a knee extension—basically,
straightening your leg from a bent
position. The most direct way of
hitting vour quads. then. would be
an exercise which most closely
resembles this primary movement.
You got it—Leg Extensions.

Leg Extensions are a onejoint
movement, meaning all vou're
working on are vour qu.uinu Ps.
Squats, Leg Presses, Hack
Squats—they're all u)m])mm(‘l. or
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mui[i -joint movements. When
vou're blasting away on them,
you're also htmng other bady-
parts. For ex cample, on squats, you
won 't be able to help but involve
vour lower back in assisting the
lift.

So if vou're «ump] lining
about lower back pain, it's only
because that drea is getting
fatigued belore your quads ever
gel a chance. And since you're
squatting so damn much, you're
probably injuring vour lower
spinal muscles.

What you're striving for is that
bone-deep burn in your quads,
and that's something that most
people don’t often feel on squats
(unless they're mechanically gift-
ed and able to perform that per-
fect squat).

Take a break from squats, you
don’t need ‘em anyway. Instead,
do Leg Extensions. Blast the hell
outta your quads in the most
direct way pnwhle Learn to love
that burn, ‘cause that's what's
gonna get them quads to pop out.
If vou're still up to it, after
Extensions. throw in a few sets of
squats or Leg Presses while you're
pre-exhausted. If that don’t get
‘em, nuthin’ will.

LOSIN' STRENGTH—
OT

fron Pile: It's good to hear s pris-
oners have smmeone to wrile about owr
problems with weightlifting, 1 am a big
guy, 235 pounds, 627, I've been try-
ing lo lose weight and get a well-
(Ia,fum{ body before my velease in one
year. As I lose body weight—about
three pounds a month—my overafl
benech press seems lo decline. 'm taking

vitamins, ealing [ruils, polatoes, rice,
beans and [oods Rigl i proteins and
complex carbohydrates. Is there any-
thing I can do to Teep my bencl press
up as I start to lose body weight Your
ideas would be of great el to me.

Stephen John Kontoes

U.S.P. Atlanta, GA

Stephen, until you stabilize at
a given body \\(l“]li the best you
can do is keep pushing that weight
as best vou can. Bear in mind that
losing pounds on a bench press
doesn’t necessarily mean that
you're getting weaker. In fact, you
f”'.i} even I)C p“CL[illg ‘ill'(JIIIL:(‘]'A

Remember that strength is
determined by how miuch you can
lift at a given weight. So, if vou
were benching 800 at 235 pounds
(1.276 times your body weight),
and now vou're benching 265 at
200 (1.325 your body weight). you
would've actually increased your
strength.

All that extra fat will enable
you to heave more weight, but
remember that the extra pounds
are mere leverage. Fat cells are
not able to contract and pull joints
(i.e. lift weights) so don’t worry
about a few pounds on your be nch
press.

Once you've stabilized at your
targeted body weight, your body
will be ready to L'\pl()(ic with new-
found str cnglh. Just keep doing
what vou're doing, and eating
what vou're eating,

Send your Q’s and problems
to Iron Pile, ¢/0 Prison Life
Magazine, 505 8th Avenue, 14th
Floor. New York. NY 10018.

Background photo by Sarah Willkie



48 HR. SHIPPING
LOWEST PRICES
FACTORY WARRANTIES

NEVER A RESTOCKING FEE

REEBOK LTS 50—LOW—BLACK—MEN ......... 37.85
REEBOK LTS 55—MID—BLK OR WHT—MEN 39.85
REEBOK BREAKAWAY—LOW—MEN .............44.95
REEBOK BREAKAWAY—MID—BLACK—MEN 48.95
REEBOK BB 4600 ULTRA—MID-BLK/WHT-M . 38,95
REEBOK BB 4600 ULTRA—HIGH—MEN .........30.95
REEBOK SHAQ ATTAQ INSTAPUMP-MID-M ., 79.95
REEBOK BALLGAME—MID—BLACK—MEN ...59.85
REEBOK SPECTOR—MID—BLK OR WHT—M 49.55
REEBOK ISOLATOR—MID—BLK OR WHT-M . 47.85
REEBOK KAMIKAZE—MID—MEN .. .58
REEBOK ALTIMETER—MID—MEN ...
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL—LOW—B| .5
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL-MID-BLK/WHT-M .. 55.85
REEBOK TEAM VERTICAL-HIGH-BLACK-M ...59.95
ADIDAS INVADER—MID—BLACK—MEN ........44.85
ADIDAS SUPERSTAR-LOW-BLK/WHT-MEN ...39.85
ADIDAS PRO MODEL—MID-BLK OR WHT-M .44.95
ADIDAS CENTURY |l—MID—BLKMWHT—MEN 41.95
.38,

ADIDAS MUTOMBO—MID—MEN ....... .95
ADIDAS WINTERBALL—LOW—MEN .. .56.95
ADIDAS FULL COURT—MID—BLACK—MEN .51.95
ADIDAS INTRUDER—MID—BLACK—MEN .....69.85
ADIDAS AGRESSOR '95—MID—MEN ............. 59.85
ADIDAS STREETBALL lIl—LOW-BLK/WHT-M . 54.95
ADIDAS STREETBALL ll—MID—MEN ............598.95
ADIDAS TORSION RESPONSE—MID-BLK-M . 46.55

ADIDAS TORSION ATTITUDE-LOW-BLK-MEN 49.95
ADIDAS TORSION ATTITUDE-MID-BLK-MEN .49.95
ADIDAS EQUIPMENT BOOT 'e5—MID-BLK-M 64,95
ADIDAS EQUIPMENT BOOT '¢5—HIGH—MEN 68.95

ONE LOW $3.65 SHIPPING
CHARGE - ANY QUANTITY

UPS 2nd DAY AIR AVAILABLE

BASKETBALL SHOES

HOLABIRD
SPORTS

NEW LOCATION—9220 PULASKI HWY. « BALTIMORE, MD 21220 » 410-687-6400
RUGGED SHOES & HIKING/WORK BOOTS

CONVERSE CHUCK TAYLOR—
ALL STAR OX—LOW—BLK OR WHT—M ...21.95
ALL STAR—HIGH—BLX OR WHT—MEN ...22.95

CONVERSE CONS 500—LOW—MEN .. 33.95
CONVERSE CONS 500-HIGH-BLK OR WHT-M 37.95
CONVERSE TAR MAX—MID—MEN .. ... 39.95

CONVERSE NBA THREAT-MID-BLKAWHT-M .. 44.95
CONVERSE RUN ‘N SLAM '95—LOW-BLK-M .. 54.95
CONVERSE RUN ‘N SLAM '95-MID-BLKWHT-M 59.95
CONVERSE SPEEDPULL—MID-BLKWHT-M , 44.95
CONVERSE DESTROYER—MID—MEN
ELLESSE N—QQQ—LOW—BLA_CENMEN “

NIKE AIR JORDAN 10—HIGH—MEN ..............
NIKE AIR FORCE 1—LOW-BLK OR WHT-M ....57.95
NIKE AIR FORCE 1—MID-BLK OR WHT-MEN . 50.95
NIKE AIR FORCE MAX CB—MID—MEN &
NIKE AIR UNLIMITED—HIGH—MEN ... .. 79.65
NIKE AIR SWIFT—MID—BLK OR WHT-MEN 65.95
NIKE AIR DARWIN—LOW—MEN 56.85
NIKE AIR DARWIN—MID—MEN ..
NIKE AIR POUND—MID—BLACK~—MEN .........538.95
NIKE AIR AUTHORITY-MID-BLK OR WHT-MEN49.95
NIKE AIR STRONG—MID—BLACK—MEN ...... 82.95
NIKE AIR UP—MID—MEN .. ..71.85
PUMA SUEDE—LOW—BLACK OR BLUE—M .39.95
PUMA BASKET—LOW—

WHT W/ NATURAL OR BLK SWOOSH-MEN 35.85

CROSS TRAINING SHOES
ADIDAS TORSION HURRICANE LITE-M........... 49.95
NEW BALANCE CXT 775-B, D, EE & 4E-MEN .50.95
NIKE AIR TRAINER VENGEANCE-LO-BLK/WHT-M ... 48.95
REEBOK SATELLITE-LOW-BLACK/WHITE-M ,47.95
REEBOK SATELLITE—MID—MEN ...... .52.95
REEBOK EXOFIT LEATHER-LO-BLK/WHT-M ., 43.95
REEBOK EXOFIT LEATHER-MID-BLK/WHT-M 44.95
REEBOK EXOFIT LEATHER-HI-BLK/WHT-M ...46.95

PUMA SKY JAM—MID—BLACK—MEN .......... 38.95
RUNNING SHOES

REEBOK CLASSIC LEATHER-BLK/ WHT-ML . 44.95

REEBOK PYRO—MEN & LADIES 39.95

ADIDAS TORSION RESPONSE-MENLADIES . 39.95
BROOKS HYDROFLOW CHARIOT HFX—M/L , 49.95
NEW BALANCE M 678—8, D, EE & 4E—MEN.52.85

NIKE AIR PEGASUS '95—MEN & LADIES ....... 5295
SAUCONY JAZZ 4000—MEN & LADIES .. 44.95
SAUCONY BANGOR—MEN & LADIES .. ~36.95

THBERLAND:

95054—EURO HIKER—MID—MEN ... .58.95
65100—EURO HIKER—LEATHER—MEN ...65.95
95310—EURO HIKER—LEATHER-LADIES 69.95
95392—EURO HIKER—LADIES .. e 51,95

ROCKPORT:
3051—CHOCOLATE NUBUCK-MID-MEN ...
DISCOVERY 5519—BROWN—MID-MEN ...
DISCOVERY 5529—BROWN—LOW-MEN .,
K-SWISS TALARA—HIGH—LADIES
K-SWISS MURALTO—HIGH—MEN
K-SWISS PONTANO—HIGH—MEN

.74.95
.B6.95
54.95
59,

MON.- FRI. 9-5+SATURDAY 9-3

FREE CATALOG AVAILABLE

FULL LINE TENNIS, RACQUETBALL & SQUASH
RACQUETS, SHOES, BAGS & ACCESSORIES

AT LOWEST DISCOUNT PRICES EVER!

MAIL OR PHONE—WE SHIP ANYWHERE

SEND MONEY ORDER OR CHECK.
MARYLAND RESIDENTS ADD 5%.

ADIDAS EQUIPMENT ADVENTURE-HIGH-M .. 74.95
ADIDAS CRATOR—MID—MEN .. orvrerenn §4.95
DEXTER BLAZER-MID-BLK/BROWN/TAN-M .. 69.95
DEXTER KLONDIKE—MID—MEN & LADIES ...59.95
DEXTER CARIBOU—MID—MEN ...

..64.95
95 DEXTER ROXIE—MID-BROWNTAN-LADIES 53 95

HI-TEC ALPINE—MID—MEN & LADIES .
HI-TEC VISTA—MID—MEN ..
HI-TEG MIDNITE BLACK—MID

.50
HI-TEC SIERRA LITE {|-MID-BROWN/BLK-M ... 39.95
HI-TEC LADY LITE lI=MID ... ..39.95
HI-TEC NAVAJO—MID—MEN ..69.95
HI-TEC SHASTA lI—MEN . 29,

HI-TEC HURON—MID—WATER

EN...
REEBOK TELOS ULTRA—HIGH—MEN ..
REEBOK CLIFFHANGER—MID—MEN
REEBOK VIRAZON li—MID—LADIES .
SKECHERS:
GIRDER W/ STEEL TOE-LOW-BLACK-M ....42.95
I-BEAM W/ STEEL TOE—MID-BROWN-M .. 49.95
TRESTLE mmcaoomm-rm'amww 4595
REBAR—LOW—TAN—M 43.95
RIPCUT-LOW- anowrmsn {EVEN| smzquoes
RIPSAW—MID—BLK OR BROWN—MEN .., 35.95
OILSTONE-MID-TAWBROWN-L (EVEN SIZES) 49.95
BAFFIN DUCK MID HAWK-M (EVEN SIZES)49.95
BAFFIN DUCK MID EAGLE-M (EVEN SIZES) 49.95
BAFFIN DUCK 8" TAMARAK-M {EVEN SIZES) .54.95
UABAN RANGER HIGH SNEAKER-UNISEX .. 35.95

TENN'IS SHOES

ADIDAS TORSION RESPONSE—LOW—MEN 55.95
AVIA 742 LEATHER—MEN & LADIES .29.95
FILA CLASSIC TENNIS—MEN .. .48.95
HEAD RADIAL 500—LOW LEATHER—M/L ... 45.95

NEW BALANCE CT 680—B, D, EE & 4E-MEN . 43.95
REEBOK CENTRE COURT—MEN .. ... 54.85
REEBOK QUALIFIER—MID-BLKWHT-MEN
WILSON PRO STAFF—MEN & LADIES
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Ask Bubba

Hi Baby!

I think you 're so cute. I'd love to have
a man like you. The only problem is, 1
think you like dick as much as I do. “Ask
Bubba”? I think it should be “Askh
Bubbetta.” Why don’t you stopr acting so
tough and get yourself right? Shave youwr
legs, arch your eyebrows and get some pret-
ty panties to wear. And girl, while I'm
writing you, I'll ask you to send your sis-
ler a subscription. If you don’t, I'll kick
your ass!

Love,

Steve a.h.a. Stephani

U.C.L, Florida

Dear Stephani,

Biaaaaaatch! You mangy,
sniveling ho. Don’t be dragging that
sloppy pussy of vours around here
tryin’ to sell it to me for no subscrip-
tion to my magazine. You want to
read this, honey, go out and sell that
ass. Then save your quarters till you
have twenty bucks and send me a
money order. I just know you're so
ugly nobody will have you, but give it
a try anyway. Even a blind, one-legged
chipmunk sometimes finds an acorn.

Love and kisses, Bubba
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Greetings, Bubba!

I read Prison Life for the first time a
couple weeks ago. The vag is prelly fuckin’
good, jack! I mean, Bubba. So I'm askin’;
Can I get a free script? I can’t afford
crackers for my pet mouse o a rubber for
his head “case it rains.

Ya help a lot of people and ya might
be able to help me with this problem(vio-
lins please):

I'm doin’ double life plus 35 years
with no possibility of parole ever, for bank
robbery. I never hurt anyone, or kid-
napped anyone. I just took the money and
ran. (So I used a gun.) That sure does
piss ‘em off in Virginia. The Virginia
prison system considers a life sentence 600
years. So in realily I have twelve hundred
and 35 years withoul parole ‘cause that’s
what my time sheet says. I even have 10
years back-up time for the Feds. They want
me when the State is done with me, and
y'know the Feds like to ecollect their time, so
! figure when I die the state will send my
body to the Feds and they will stand my
coffin wp in the corner and of a cell until
my Fed time is up. Then they’ll bury me.

Bubba, my problem is, what color cof-
[fin should I get?

Luchy,

A Happy Convict

P.S. Keep givin’ thase wimpy,
whinin’ short timers the blues. They don’t

know how lucky they are. It gets me off

when you vide their backs.

Lucky, you ain’t, pal,

First of all, let me tell you what I
think about the time they gave you.
A man robs a bank with a gun, he
gets 1,200 vears. A man robs a bank
with a fountain pen, he don’t get
shit. And I bet you probably stole
chump change. You know what the
worst crime of the decade was? In
terms of how much money they took
and how many people they hurt, the
biggest bank robbers of ‘em all are
the politicians and their cronies who
ran the S&L scam on a bunch of mid-
dle class folk who sure as hell could-
n't afford to have their savings
ripped off.

How much time did those guys
get? How much time did George
Bush’s kid get for his involvement in
the Silverado bank scam? What really
pisses me off about the people in this
country is how fucking stupid they
are. When are Americans going to
smarten up? The real criminals don’t
break the laws, they make the laws.

And if you think those fat cats
who just took over down there in
Washington, these so-called Repub-
licans, are any better, forget about it.
Bubba knows what they're up to.
People think I'm some lily-livered lib-
eral, but that’s all wrong. I'm a radi-
cal fucking right wing nut! (There,
at last I've said it. 1 feel better
already.) I could tell old Newt a
thing or two about what it means to
be conservative. What the
Republicans want to do is to replace
the welfare state with the imprison-
ment state. They say do away with
big government, yet they want more
cops, more prisons, more laws — and
less freedom for everyone.

Lucky old pal, you slap happy,
stir crazy fucker you, to hell with the
colffin, Tell ‘em to burn your ass in
one of them ovens. there is no such
thing as death. Let your spirit run
free. And then come back to haunt
them.
Bubba for President

Bubba wants your questions!
Send your kites to_Bubba, ¢/o0
Prison Life mag, 505 8th Ave,
NY, NY 10018.
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Family Matters

REUNITED

ion by Rob Sula

In the January ‘95 “Family Matters.”
we printed a letter by Reginald “CASH”
Alexander beseeching women with children
by a man behind bars to let the fathers see
their children. While CASHs letter was
written to all women, it was based on his

relationship with Trinetta, the mother of

his son, Le Cashius. CASH hadn’t spoken
to his son for several years, and for this he
held Trinetta largely responsible. Trinelta
read CASH's letter in the January issue
and sent her response,

Dear Cash,

As I write this letter, your son and
I are doing fine. In fact, he's sitting
here next to me looking more and
more like you every minute.

We're happy to hear you're stay-
ing strong and, like you, we are trying
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desperately to weather the storm. I'm
sorry I haven't been more of a friend
to you, and especially regretful that I
haven't done everything possible to
allow you to remain a part of your
son's life. The reasons are complex
and many, and you may not under-
stand or forgive me for them, but in
light of your letter I will explain.
Cash, when they sent you to
prison it was as if I had been impris-
oned, too. They took away your free-
dom—they snatched away my hope.
Everything I had envisioned and
planned for the future was suddenly
yanked away. For the first few vears of
your incarceration 1 was lost, my
mind was doing tailspins. Every
dream I had was destroyed. Then one
day I suddenly stopped spinning and

opened my eyes and saw the scary
truth. You were gone!

I was all alone, with a small child
and facing a world that I was not pre-
pared to face without you. I never
wanted a child until I met you. And I
told you when we first met that I was
determined not to end up a single,
strugeling mother like many of my
friends.

I conceived and gave birth to Le
Cashius because I loved you and that
was what you wanted. You promised
me a million times that we would
always remain a family. And although
I knew you didn't willfully leave us, I
still found myself blaming you for our
struggles.

I tried my best to wait for you,
remain faithful and by your side. But



as the years dragged along I became
lonely and unhappy. I won't try to
deny that I have found someone to
fill those voids, I'll simply ask, "If the
tables were turned, would you have
waited for me?"

Anyway, once I became deeply
involved with that someone, it
became emotionally impossible for
me to remain a part of your life. How
could I write you love letters, visit you
(smiling in your face and kissing you)
for several hours, knowing that as
soon as our visit ended my affection
would be for another man?

You may not respect the way I've
chosen to handle things, but I'm sure
you wouldn’t have respected me if I
had done the above, would you?

Still, I tell your son about you all
the time, and contrary to what you
may believe no man will ever take
your place in his life. I've wanted to
bring him to visit you and at times
I've started to write you, but deep
down inside I've felt guilty, like I've

let you down, and I know that you
don't forgive easily. Therefore, I was
afraid to face you or to contact you. I
believed that you hated me and that
rumors had turned you completely
against me.

I was also going through many
changes, trying to find myself, and
hopelessly depressed over your situa-
tion. But don't ever think that you
were forgotten. It's impossible to
look at Le Cashius and not see you. It
really hurts my heart for him to grow
up without having his daddy around.
I do my best with him but he still
needs you. I was so depressed that
somehow it just seemed much easier
to stay away and not communicate
with you at all.

You aren't very understanding,
and looking back on it now I must tell
vou that when you first went to prison
vou had some very unrealistic expec-
tations of me. Then when I couldn't
live up to all of them, you made me
feel like a tramp. I avoided contact

with you because I didn't like being
made to feel that way. Life wasn't easy
for me either during that time, but
your understanding of my predica-
ment was zero! Gash, you expected
more than I was capable of giving.

I know I've been wrong to deny
you your son, and I apologize. But |
have always told him about you and I
promise you that he will be taught to
love you. I, myself, think about you
often and I miss you a lot. I hate that
things have gone this way, but I hope
that one day we can become friends.

So much has happened since
you've been away, so much to make
me cry. I just wish you could come
home. We may have been out of your
life for the past three years, but we
have always loved and needed you.
And we always will.

Love,

Trinetta and 'Lil Cash
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Prison Papers

HON HOUSE

STORIES FROM TH

YRAD

Iron House: Stories from the Yard
Jerome Washington
QED Press, $18.95, 164 pgs.

Review by Jennifer Wynn

'So what if the food is unfit for
canine {'mmunpﬁnn?" the Mess sergeant
said. "We ain't feeding dogs, we is feeding
you." He gloated, then rrr."n’r’r." "The SPCA
can't squawk about that."

The last time we tried a hunger strike
the warden stormed into the mess hall and
ordered us to eal. When no one made a
move lo break our solidarity by eating, the
warden dragged a large chalkboard into
the middle of the messhall.

"T'his is your last chance," the war-
den shouted as he held wp a piece of chalk

Jor all to see, then prepared to write. "If

you men don't start eating right now," the
warden screamed, "I'm gm'ng_ to wrile the
names of every informer, snitch and rat in
the prison.”

Befove the chalk touched the board
nearly every plate was clean.

Ring a bell? So should most of
the accounts in fron House: Stories from
the Yard. Jerome Washington's book,
winner of the 1994 Western States
Arts Federation Book Award for
Creative Nonfiction, is exactly what its
title proclaims it to be—a compendi-
um of vignettes and impressions cov-
ering the author’s time in the joint.
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Yippie leader.

STORIES FROM THE YARD

Some are as short as a sentence or
two, others are several pages long. Yet
nothing I have read by a prisoner or
ex-con captures with such depth and
poignancy the emotional undercur-
rents of life in hell.

Every portrait is sharply written—
unadorned yet graceful. The author's
lyrical storytelling stands in direct,
and sometimes disconcerting, con-
trast to the horrors he writes about.
In just a few paragraphs, Washington
manages to make the main character
of each sketch come to life, and he
succeeds in leaving the reader with a
sense of motive, whether cruel, crazy
or heroic.

We understand, for example, why
Lizard Macdonald only laughs when
he is clowning with the guards with
his "Right on!" Uncle Tom routine;
how Willie, after ten years of mastur-
bation, could only see "his wife as a
substitute for his fist,” and why it is
that the author, who admits he's been
"jive, insensitive and fast talking..."
now watches as his "'help-me letters
come back like stray homing pigeons,
stamped 'Return to Sender."

The author's clear writing and
sharp observations are more than
odes to clear thinking. They show he
has taken pains to understand the sys-
tem and the players within it.
Washington respects his fellow prison-
ers and secks to tell their stories truth-
fully. He points out in the introduc-
tion that prison writing involves risk:
"If the writing is not representative
and doesn't ring true to the prisoners,
criticism can come from the blade of
a knife or a punch in the face."

When Jerome Washington went
to prison, he was already an accom-
plished writer, teacher and political
activist. In fact, he was the first black
According to the '60s
activist Paul Krassner's autobiography,
the two met while pissing side by side
on the walls of the Pentagon during a
demonstration. Later, h]m(lLd by tear
gas, they helped each other up a hill.

In 1968, Washington helped his
fellow Yippies Abbie Hoffman and
Krassner disrupt the Democratic
National Convention in Chicago. His
FBI records falsely classified him as

the liaison between the Yippies and
the Black Panthers. By 1972 he was in
jail for charges of murder and
attempted murder, which were ulti-
mately dropped upon his release 16
years later.

"I never gave in to being a prison-
er," says Washington, now living in
Fort Bragg, California. "I always saw
myself as a survivor." Judging from his
prison record, it seems that
Washington did more than "survive"
life in the New York State prison sys-
tem. He literally transformed it. "I
became successful in an unsuccessful
system," he says with characteristic
modesty.

While at Auburn Correctional,
Washington started the Auburn
Collective, which won awards from the
American Penal Press for its responsi-
ble and powerful journalism. Drawing
from his experiences as a literacy
teacher in the deep South to help
Blacks exercise their power to vote,
Washington started the first literacy
program at Auburn. He also taught
journalism in prison and gained the
support of local, freeworld journalists.

Not surprisingly, the warden
became threatened by Washington,
whom he felt was becoming too pow-
erful. Officials confiscated his type-
writer, manuscripts and two years of
research. He was sent to Attica in
handcuffs and shackles. "They trans-
ferred me to Attica to silence my
voice as a writer."

But Washington fought back-and
won. He enlisted pro bono assistance
from a leading New York City law
firm and filed a First Amendment
lawsuit in Federal District Court
against the warden who had him
transferred to Attica. Despite the war-
den's attempt to portray Washington
as a security risk and a "card-carrying
member of the Black Panthers,"
Washington won the suit for the
"right to write," as well as $5,000 in
damages. "This was the first time a
prisoner ever brought such a case
against an institution," Washington
says. "It was a major victory not only
for me but for all prisoners."
Reflecting on the warden's desperate
last ditch efforts to defame him, the



author observes: "In prison,
paranoia works both ways, It
affects the watcher as much as it
does the watched."

While most people might
rest on their laurels, Wash-
ington went on to publish
another small magazine, and to
write and publish several plays,
including The Boys in Cellblock €
for which he won a fellowship
from The New York Foundation
for the Arts.

same look of desperation on the
face of a man rummaging
through a garbage can as the
man riding in a limousine."
While Washington's primary
goal in writing fron House was to
tell with honesty and sensitivity
the stories of America's impris-
oned, an equally important
intention was to give freeworld
citizens "a glimpse of prison ]ii'(.
in a way that they can grasp it
With billions of dollars commit-

“Those of us who
are in prison have
been convicted.

_Ever
Is sti

The final pages of Iron
House are devoted to the
author's return to the freeworld,
which was not at all how he
anticipated it. Paranoia, despair
and cynicism prevailed. The
political activism and collective
rallying cry of the '60s had been
replaced by isolated subgroups

one else
on trial.”

ted to building more prisons
every year, this isn't a bad idea.
For people who have never
experienced incarceration first
hand, /ron House should be
required reading. As Wash-
ington notes on the first page:
"Those of us who are in prison
have been convicted. Everyone

™
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direct line to every win-
ning case in the Federal
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In-I-Iou§_e Counsel

his is the first in a multi-part

series on how to create and

write a new appeal of your con-
viction or sentence. Most likely, you
will have already appealed your case,
and the “writ of habeas corpus” will
be your last shot at freedom. It may
go by another name in your jurisdic-
tion, such as a “2255” motion if you
are fighting a federal conviction, or a
“22547 if you're appealing a state con-
viction to federal court. (I'll use the
generic term “habeas corpus.”)
Regardless of the name, every state
and federal court has a procedure
available.

IDENTIFYING YOUR ISSUES

The first requirement for any writ
is to identify the issues. Good issues
can win; poorly chosen issues will lose.
Most prisoners who want to file a writ
simply find a jailhouse lawyer and ask
him to look at their case and find the
issues to raise. A good jailhouse lawyer
can do that. Unfortunately, not all jail-
house lawyers are that good, and even
those who are competent usually
know little more than the particular
issues they raised in their own appeals
or in other writs they helped write. So,
while a jailhouse lawyer can often
help, T suggest you start by trying to
help yourself.

The person who knows your case
best is you. You know how your
defense failed you. If your lawyer
wouldn’t investigate or prepare for
trial, you are the one who knows that.
If the cops violated proper police
conduct in investigating your case,
you are the person who knows about
it. So the first step in any writ is to
identify the things you believe were
wrong about your case.
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Writ Writing:
Getting Started

By Larry Fassler, Jailhouse Lawyer

MAKE A LisT

Write down each of the things
about your case that doesn’t sit right
with you. Don’t worry about the law
or whether they are legal issues, like
the Miranda warnings. If you feel you
were wronged by a particular action
or decision, add it to your list. Use
common sense. Much of the law is
based on common sense.

You have probably already
appealed your case. Were you satis-
fied with the outcome, or do you feel
strongly that there was an issue raised
on your appeal that the court
ignored? Do you feel your lawyer
failed to present your issues ade-
quately? If so, add this to your list.

Have other people raised issues
that sounded good and might apply
to your case? Add them to your list.
Have you read anything in a book,
magazine or newsletter that sounded
like it might help your Write it down.
Don’t scrimp on your list. Put down
every possible issue you can think of.
Brainstorm.

Take your time putting the list
together. There is no hurry. You may
be very anxious to go to court and try
to get a reversal, but remember—you
will probably only have one chance,
and if you don’t file the best writ you
possibly can, you are jeopardizing
your future possibilities for appeal. It
is better to take six months doing
things correctly than it is to do an
extra six years because you were in a
hurry and filed a losing writ. The key
here is effectiveness before efficiency.

After you have compiled the list,
sleep on it for a few weeks. During that
time, you may think of additional
issues, and when you look at the list
again, you will probably think of more.
This is not a project you should expect

to do in a day. It takes thought and
recollection, both of which take time.

Hit THE STACKS

[ strongly recommend that you
read a good basic text on criminal
law at the early stage of the writwrit-
ing process. The best book I know of
is Modern Criminal Procedure, by Hall
and Kamisar (West Publishing Co.,
St. Paul, Minnesota). Don’t be daunt-
ed by its size. It’s easy to read and will
give you a good understanding of the
basic issues for appeal. You can read
it in sections—taking a month or two
to finish the book may do more for
your chances of success than any-
thing else. Most prison law libraries
have the book, but if yours doesn’t,
it’s well worth the money to buy your
own copy.

By this time, you should be look-
ing around the law library and get-
ting to know the people who hang
out there. You will find books and
other publications that catch your eye
and give you additional ideas. At this
stage, however, it is best to concen-
trate on identifying issues that might
be worth raising in your case, not in
doing legal research on them.
(Researching your issues will be the
subject of a future column.)

After you have developed your
list, start discussing your case with jail-
house lawyers. Undoubtedly, they will
have ideas of their own, and you
should add them to your list if you
think they apply. If you're consider-
ing using a jailhouse lawyer to help
write your writ, this is a good oppor-
tunity to begin to evaluate those indi-
viduals who are offering to assist you.
Pay careful attention to what they say.
If someone insists on a particular
issue that you feel is not relevant to



your case, take it as a warning about
that individual. Many ];\illmum
lawyers know only one or two issues,
and they build their entire careers on
them,
their clients.

For example, 25 years ago, when
I first started doing legal work, I
became deeply involved in illegal
search and seizure law, which played
an important role in my own appeal.
When I began helping others, 1 natu-
rally star ted by looking for search and
seizure issues because I knew the law
on this subject. Some jailhouse
lawyers never get beyond that stage,
and if you fall into their hands, you

often to the disadv: antage of

may find that your excellent Miranda
issue, or your ineffective assistance of
counsel claim, is overlooked simply
because you are using a jailhouse
lawyer who is familiar only with one
or [\\‘() areas of the law.

By the same token, if you are
lucky enough to find a ](1111101“(
]A\\}(l who is very familiar with an
area of law that seems particularly
suited to your case, you may want to
use this person’s help even though he
or she has limited knowledge in other
areas. So keep an open mind at this
stage, and listen carefully to anybody
who offers you advice or suggestions.

In conclusion, I reiterate my ear-
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lier advice: Take your time. Develop
your list of issues sluwl\ and compre-
hensively and don’t worry about
when you are going to file. If you
blow this chance because of impa-
tience, it’s you who will have to do
the time.

In my next column, I will discuss
how to go about narrowing your list
of issues, deciding which ones to use
and which to discard. PL

Send your legal questions to In-House
Counsel, ¢/o Prison Life, 505 Sth A
14th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Lvenaue,

FCI TERMINAL ISLAND
4. 12258-CAL

ROAD MANGLER

DELUXE

The outrageous and true story of
Phil Kaufman, a.k.a. “Mangler”, who did
time in Stockholm, Leavenworth,
Springfield and Terminal Island —
Manson “family” chum, Harley freak,
body burner and Executive Nanny to
rock and country music stars.

325 pages, illustrated.

Send $12.25 to:
WHITE - BOUCKE
P.O. Box 400-P
Lafayette, CO 80026

DO YOUR VISITORS
NEED A RIDE TO
PRISON?
MOST MAJOR CITIES

| 1-800-318-0500
FAMILY TRANSPORT
co.
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TATTOOROESHENMON TR

“If I don’t take anything to my
grave, I'll take my tattoos.”

Fred D. Van Dyken, a member of the Oglala Sioux tribe and a native
of Montana, has a total of six tattoos, all depicting Native American cul-
ture (he says “Indian.”) The skull in the warbonnet design tat on his
chest stands for fallen warriors and the inner strength you can get from
your ancestors. He designed it and had it applied five years ago while
incarcerated in the Montana State Prison. Fred is currently locked up in
Washington State. Photo by Pat Hansen.
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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 . . .

' Chocolates Cookies
' Chips Salsa
' Cheese Crackers

' and much, much more . ..

A GIFT FOR ALL OCCASIONS |

ORDER TODAY!
' $29.95 each

| ORDER A SPECIAL

| VALENTINE BASKET

| To order: Send check or money

 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.

$6.00 shipping |
(anywhere in U.S.) |

ISEX

PRISON

FOR AN UPCOMING ISSUE ON SEX BEHIND BARS, PRISON
LIFE WANTS TO KNOW IT ALL . . .

| DO YOU MISS IT2 DO YOU GET T2 HOW DOES IT HAPPEN?
WHERE DOES IT HAPPEN2 WHY DOES IT HAPPENE WHO
' DOES IT HAPPEN WITH2 HOW DOES IT FEEL2

MASTURBATION . HOMOSEXUALITY ..
CONJUGAL VISITS . . . IN-CELL VISITS ..
FEAR OF AIDS . . . RAPE . . . PREGNANCY, ETC.

DID SEX GET YOU INTO PRISONzg
DOES SEX GET YOU INTO TROUBLE IN PRISON?

INFORM US.
. SEND US YOUR STORIES, YOUR OPINIONS.

' WE ARE NOT LOOKING FOR PORNOGRAPHY. WE ARE
' LOOKING FOR THE TRUTH. '

Send to: Prison Life Magozine, 505 8th Ave.,
14th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

\ # The illustration above was an Honorable Mention in the Art Belvind
Bars Contest: “Untitled Nude,” by foaquin Mas, Limon Correctional,
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Born Dead
Body Count
(Virgin Records)

Review by Jimmy “Snake” Tyler,
Rikers Island, New York

I have such killer memories of
Body Count. My crew and I were
blasting BC’s first album, Cop Killer,
the night we all got busted for beat-
ing up mall security cops. Now I'm
here doin’ a short stretch. No biggie.

Then the other day, my road dog
came to me. “Hey dude, Body
Count’s got a new one out!” he said.
Since I'm due for a parole hearing, I
figured it was like some sign from the
gods or something.

Fuckin® A! T was right, too! Body
Count’s Born Dead kicks some serious
ass! Killer shit here, Born Dead. 1t’s
like an album full of all kinds of
social-meaning stuff. It’s changed my
life around. Again. :

It all started with this dream.
There was this black guy who looked
like that Jesus dude. He looked like
Elvis, too; maybe a combo of the two.
Anyway, he says (in my dream) to me,
“White boy.” Jus’ like that: “White
boy.” Then I went on to dream of
Godzilla, only he was all white and
had a black button nose just like a
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polar bear. But maybe that has noth-
ing to do with Body Count or Elvis-
Christ, [ don’t know.

I do know I wouldn’t have had
that dream had I not been listening
to Born Dead over and over again, all
goddamn day. Now all I wanna do is
hang out with the “brothers.” I want
to share with them my Metallica, my
feelings. I want to smoke a bowl with
them, hang out and talk shit about
the government and cops and about
how racist everything is. I want them
to see me not as a punk-ass white boy
metalhead but as just another “broth-
er.” Fuck, man, for the first time I
finally understand the One-World-
One-Love bullshit.

Fuckin' A, my life has taken a 180.
And Ice T hath showeth me the way.

At first, though, I have to admit |
was sorta pissed off. Body Count talks
about taking out the white folks
throughout the whole album (Cop
Killer, too). 1 thought, Hey dude, I'm
white, too. But then I figured it out:
Ice T just means all the old dudes
who run this fucked-up country.
Yeah, let’s take ‘em out, Ice! I'm with-
ya! Nuthin’ personal here!

Shit, Ice even dedicates the
album to “the white youth of the
world who have the courage to go
against their racist parents and
friends.” Yeah, way cool. Now when I

¢

go to the brothers down the block
and tell ’em I'm gonna hang with
them, after they stop laughing, they
see 1 ain’t talking shit.

“Yo,” I say to the bro’s (and I
don’t usually use the word “yo”), “it’s,
like, a necessary evil and shit.”

Just like “Necessary Evil,” the
song. Check it out:

Little white kid with a kool-aid smile,
Training wheels on his bike thought he
called me a nigga

Pushed that little bastard in traffic so
graphic

He was holdin’ his bike tight.

He was a victim of fucked up explaining
An American example of fucked wp
training.

When the fuckin’ bus connected,

he flew like Knievel,

Twas just necessary evil

But I figure Ice isn’t really saying
to do this for real ‘cause then all the
Blacks would go around killing white
kids with kool-aid smiles (a lot of
them in the ‘burbs, ‘case you really
want to find them) and they'd end up
in prison and then more and more
Blacks would be behind bars and Ice
T would have to do another album
about how fucked up the prison sys-
tem is and how racist the motherfuck-
ers are who run the D.O.C.’s and
B.O.P.’s and that they should be
pushed into traffic, too.

The tunes are about uniting and
killing the “Monster” (the gov't), and
how we're all pawns in their game:
Uncle Sam is his name, you're his slave,
shallow graves, and Muthafuck your red,
white and blue. In fact, Born Dead really
refers to how the white supremacists
would want to see all the “people of
color” born. (Yknow: dead.)

Here’s what 1 say, and maybe the
Black Elvis/Jesus combo in my dream
has inspired me: O Boy/Man of Pale
Color, Offspring of all That Mayeth
be Racist, Even Slightly So—Buy this
Album and Drink of its Wisdom . . .
And then after, relax, light up and

jam down to some kick ass metal.

This rudes.



by Hadji Hamilton

Slick Rick’s “Behind Bars” (Def
Jam Recordings) is a must buy. The
title song, “Behind Bars,” is recorded
with special guest rapper Warren G.,
and it's as real as jail rap can get. It’s
no surprise that Slick Rick wrote most
of these songs while locked up for
attempted murder. Hype lyrics
describe the horror of life in prison:
“I should be out mingling with the
stars, but instead I'm accumulating
scars behind bars.” With songs like
“Sitting in My Car,” you'll be bounc-
ing no matter where you are— home,
car or jail cell because this album
contains some hardcore beats. Slick
Rick continues to be the master of
story telling, and he earns his props
on this one. He's out on work release
now, and word has it he may be
deported back to England. No matter
where he’s at, I'm sure this Hip Hop
legend is still keepin’ it real and
makin’ the shit we wanna hear.

Move over Snoop Doggy Dog.
Biggy Smalls is movin’ up in the Hip
Hop Nation. Smalls' debut CD, “The
Notorious B.I.G" (Bad Boy
Entertainment), is nothing but flava.
His first single, “Juicy,” will inspire
anyone who's going through hard
times. He tells of growing up poor
but always knowing he was gonna be
somebody. From drug dealer to
mega-entertainer, he talks about it in
“Big Poppa™ “Living a little better
now, Gucci sweater now, dropped top
BM’s, I'm the man, girlfriend.” Every
song has hard-core, from-the-gut
lyrics—the kind that make you wanna
get your shit together NOW. Biggy
Smalls got it goin’ on.

2 Pac is back with a new crew.
The name of his group is “Thug
Life™; they're representin’ Out Da

Fat Tracks—the
shit you should be
listening to—by
Hadji Hamilton.
Right outta Rikers,
hittin’ the bricks
of New York, he’s
here to tell you
wassup with the
latest hip hop
tracks.

Gutta/Interscope Records. Consisting
of brother Mopreme, Syke,
Macadoshis and The Rated R, Thug
Life has a great future ahead of them.
The first single, “Pour out a Little
Liquor,” appeared on the “Above The
Rim” sound track, which has already
gone platinum. With strong shit like,
“And if I die, it don’t worry me,
Mama don’t cry, bury me a G,” it’s
easy to see why they call themselves
“Thug Life.” As 2 Pac explains: “A
thug is an underdog, 1000 against 1,
and still fighting. If we're not thugs,
we don’t survive.” Although Volume I
focuses on death, it's death that has
become part of a Thug's Life. Biggy
Smalls and Nate Dog also put in guest
work on this CD.

Straight from Snoop’s Dog
Pound comes Li'l 1/2 Dead with the
same type of funk that has made
Snoop a household name. Li’l 1/2
Dead’s debut album, “The Dead Has
Arisen,” (Priority Records) is as fat as
Dr. Dre’s “Chronic.” But what do you
expect? He's also from Long Beach,
CA. Seems like all’s in the family over
here: with cousin Nate Dog and guest
artist AMG & Chill, Li'l 1/2 Dead
can’t kelp but earn props.

Don Jagwarr was discovered by Ice
Cube. His debut album, “Faded,” has
that raggamuffin flavor that’ll have
dance halls packed wall-to-wall.

Jagwarr’s style evolved from living all

over: He was born in Trinidad, lived in
Brooklyn for many years, then moved
to Los Angeles. If you like that Hip
Hop/Reggae combination, you'll like

Jagwarr. Otherwise, I guess it’s just O.K.
I'll be back in the next issue of

Prison Life with some more good shit.
For now, check out these flava’s and
be cool. I'm ghost. Peace.

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

(104 874-95060)

780 N 1=, 69th Street. Suite 501
Miami. Florida 33138 H
(305) 756-0403
Habla Espanol
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THE HALLS OF JUSTICE ARE FALLINGE APART

Art Behind Bars® Honorable Mention: “Halls of Justice are Falling Apart,” by Janet Dolber, Alderson C.F., West Virginia.
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In Cell Cooking

Chef’s Special of the Month:

Hearty Beans and Noodles

1 package Top Ramen Noodles
(beef or chili Iﬁzvor)
1 handful Instant Dehydrated pinto
or red beans
1 gsp. mayonnaise
Jalapeno peppers
Minci:)ed dtgecﬁ)%nions
Pinch of garlic powder
Pinch of crushed red pepper
Pinch of salt

Crunch noodles and put in
bowl. Add season packet and hand-
ful of beans. Add enough boiling
water to fully cover noodles and
beans. Add onions if using them.
Cover bowl and let stand until noo-
dles are cooked. Add mayonnaise
and jalapenos. Stir well. Extra water
can be added to achieve desired
(soupy) consistency. Season to taste
with garlic powder and crushed red
pepper. Careful with the salt!

J. Stewart
Central California Women's Facility

Nutty Jims
1 bag Corn Nuts (barbecued or
plain)
1 or 2 Slim Jims
1 or 2 packets hot sauce (smuggled
from chow)

Soak corn nuts in water ‘til al
dente. Break up Slim Jims and add
to corn nut mixture. Add hot sauce
and cook over bomb or in hot pot.
Eat & enjoy.

Bobby Lee
Florence, AZ

Stuffed Jalepenos

1 jar whole jalepenos
2 cans chicken
3 thsp. mayonnaise (10 packets)
Slice peppers lengthwise,
remove seeds and rinse. Place on a
paper towel to drain. Mix mayo
and chicken. Fill each pepper with
chicken mixture and chill well
before eating.
G.G. Galloway
Carswell FMC, Texas

Cone-Cox-Shun
2 bags Top Ramen Noodles (beef
flavor)
1 cup peanuts
2 bags pretzels
2 small boxes cereal
Find a large, empty coffee con-
tainer. Pour all ingredients into
container and sprinkle to flavor
with beef packet from Top Ramen.
Shake to mix ingredients. Other
items can be added as container
goes empty from eating all the
cone-cox-shun.
Cynthia Houston Winters
Chowchilla, CA

The Bowel Reliever—
A Convict's True Relief!

1 box bran flakes or All-Bran cereal
1 fresh orange
1 tsp. coffee
Sugar or sugar substitute fo taste
1 cup hot water

Combine all ingredients, add
sweetener to taste. Eat at individual
pace and head for the toilet!

Lance Ellis, Greensville
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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.

SBM, God-fearing, cultural, 37, 510", br hair, 182#, br
eyes, It br complexion, college ed. Drug-free, non-drinker,
non-smoker. Enjoys boxing, martial arts, weightlifting, art,
poetry, jazz. Seeks friend from amongst the God-fearing.
Steven Leonard Theus, #17970, Ely State Prison, POB
1989, Ely NV 89301-1989.

SWM, been down for 10 yrs, will be out in 2. Seeks
female for friendship, maybe love. David Armstrong,
#185607, P.O.B. 97, McAlestor, OK 74502-0097.
Odinist-oriented Aryan secks female, 1666, for las-
civious letter lust, maybe phone, too. Also interested
w/ swaps by sailed scrolls of naturally realistic wis-
dom/philosophy. Mule is 99.9% Nietzschean, 100%
Darwin. Cum to me and you shall receive. Blue-eyed
bearded, heavily-tattooed Dennis Lee “Mule” Marsh,
P.O.B. 851, Wapunk, WI 53863.

SBM, 34, 5'8,” 182# Christian. Never married, never
had kids, college-educated, musically and artistically
inclined seeking brunette, mulatto & black women
for corr. & phone. Must be goal-oriented and a
believer in good. Been in system since 19. Gettin’ out
in a few years. Need help, friendship, acceptance.
Mike Brighton, 40 Delaware Ave, Buffalo, NY 14202.
Creole/Blk guy, college ed., attractive, poetic &
respectful. Secking female friend, 25-40, to share
photos/fun. Happy letters. Eric Martin, P.O. Box

White boy in Distress. 5’9", 170#, BIk hair, Brn eyes,
32 yrs young. Needs a tender touch with a warm
heart. Blind, crippled, & crazy OK. Will answer all.
Charlie Hurt 41069, JCCC Box 900, Jefferson City,
MO 65102.

Black, Row prisoner, 40, wants to exchange letters
with folks of all persuasions, perhaps visit. Amos
King #036275, Union Corr. Inst., A-1/43-2139,
Raiford, FL 32083.

WM, 37, 5°10", real life Drugstore Cowboy, seeks mail
from adventurous females, age & race open. No
gameplayers please. Will answer all letters. Thomas
Reimann #79759, PO Box 19033, Green Bay, WI
54307.

SWM into lifting weights & staying in shape would
like to hear from anyone who will write me. I'll
answer any & all letters. Roger M. Chambers, #42-
444, Ely State Prison, PO Box 1989, Ely, NV 89301.
SWM, 32, discharging on 20 year sentence in 2 more
years. Seeking caring female who appreciates the
simple things in life. Age & looks unimportant. It’s
what's inside that counts. Timothy Crawford, D-
30901 B4, HCO1, Reidsville, GA 30499-0001.

DWM, 36, Father of 3, ages 19, 11, 9. Recovering
alcoholic living the program. Been down 9.5 yrs;
parole possible soon. Slim build, common sense,
intelligent. Believes in God, love, honesty, family, &
altruism. Enjoys reading, writing, & pleasant, interest-
ing conversation. We're all in this together & living
one day at a time. Harvey F. Garlotte, X60710, U-14,
PO Box 1419, Leakesville, MS 39451.

7500, B60373, A6-122, Crescent City, CA 95531,
SWM, 5'11", 26, brn hair, bl eyes, 172#. Loves to
write to anyone who likes music and poetry. Looking
for a good lady friend to share stories. Plus, I'm pret-
ty good looking. William J. Blanchard, #21975, Box
14, NHSP, Concord, NH 03301.

SWM Lifer. Goin’ to Board soon. Handsome, hon-
est, educated, seeker, published. Excellent letter
writer. Have R'n'R heart and live life w/ passion.
Much to offer the right woman. Looks important.
No smut. No games. Jeff Walker, C49778, CA State
Prison-Solano, POB 4000 (9-144U), Vacaville, CA
95696.

SWM, 33, 6’1", 250#, hazel eyes, bind hair, good
physical condition—got some yrs to go yet. Looking
for SWF or Latina who's got heart & soul. Will
answer all. Photo for photo. Curtis R. Nolen,
#474467, Robertson Unit, 12071 FM 3522, Abilene,
TX 79601.

Out in ‘95. No games or drugs. Enjoys country music
and sharing love & life w/ each other. Honest &
straight. Want a loving & lasting woman to grow old
with, enjoy laughter, nature, animals—a woman 40-
60 who knows how to stand by her man. Write Buck
Gorby, #286-008, UCI A-P 44-1222, POB 221,
Raiford, FL 32083.

SWM, 35, 5’117, 190#. Secks all and any ladies wish-
ing to correspond w/ very down-to-earth, serious
person. Will respond to all. Been down 10 yrs so no
head games, please. Steven E. Huston, #179652,
POB 5000, Carson City, NV 48811-5000.

Ladies: Tired of cheating, lics, head games & imma-
turity? How ‘bout tryin’ this romantic Italian on for
size? Early ‘30s, educated, honest, handsome, affec-
tionate, faithful. Seeking serious relationship-mind-
ed woman who's independent, appealing, mature,
open and not shy of commitment. Carl Puiatti,
#716927, UCI, Box 221 (A-1), Raiford, FL 32083.
SWM, 33, been down 10, out in ‘96. Seeks female for
friendship, maybe more in time. David Armstrong,
#185607, POB 87, McAlestor, OK 74502-0097.

Writer down again! Would appreciate correspondence
from anyone interested, especially females. I'm 45,
6’1", 195#, long-haired. Interests: weighdlifting, read-
ing (political, historical, adventure, comedy). Aspiring
writer-poet. John R. Sanchez, #08347-051, FCI La
Tuna Cp. 1, POB 8000, Anthony, TX NM 88021.
Down Wood, Irish Blood, Looking for down
Featherwood. Will answer all responses. David Aguilar,
#H-24170, B7-2360, POB 409000, lone, CA 95640.
SWM, 24, trim, athletic, would like to correspond with
attractive, trim, SWF, 20-30 yrs. Tim Caisse E48167,
CSP-LAC, 44750 60th ST West, Lancaster, CA 93536.
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BM, 23, aspiring rapper with talent, 5’107, 140#, with
5.5" braids. H.S. grad, some college. Parole in '97.
Seeks corr. from females who enjoy writing & receiv-
ing letters. Age, race, height, weight, location, unim-
portant. Friendship satisfies the human need for
affection, affirmation, sharing, & companionship.
Will answer all. James Jenkins #78817, Unit 29-A,
Parchman, MS 38738.

Knight in Tarnished Armor, SWM, 6°, 2004, 30,
strong, intelligent, handsome, mature. Presently
death row - proving innocence!! Future secure, pre-
sent difficult, Very Lonely!! Answer all. Stamp appre-
ciated. No games Please. Jeffry A. Muehleman,
094506, Box 221-A1, Raiford, FL 32083.

Author of 4 published non-fiction books, now writ-
ing novels, plays, & movie scripts. Seeks free world
collaborator & rep. Whores especially welcomed!
Dennis Sobin, 266816, C-4, Hamilton CI, PO Box
1360, Jasper, FL 32052.

Good-looking, Italian looking to meet women who are
serious about a relationship. I'm 29 & looking to settle
down with the Right Woman. Prefer black, Spanish, or
Italian. We can do it. Tommy Rosati 93A6915, Box
2000, Pine City, NY 14871, South Port Corr. Fac.

SBM, 29, 6'2", 190#. Seeks that someone special
who's compassionate, open-minded. Will answer all.
Eric Turner #873681, Union Corr Inst 43-2144 A-1,
PO Box 221, Raiford, FL 32083.

WM, 34 enjoys the short stories of F. Scott Fitzgerald
& studied Solzhenitsyn. Please write to this honey
member. Michael Heston 06525-067, FMC PO Box
4600, 2110 E Center St, Rochester, MN 55903-4600.
Ex-con Stephen Donaldson (“Donny the Punk”) wel-
comes letters from all survivors of rape behind bars,
jail/prison punks who were “hooked up” for protec-
tion, jockers who have or had their own punks, and
booty bandits willing to write about it. Be patient on
replies. PO Box 2713, Manhattanville Sta, NY, NY
10027-8817.

BLACK-ON-BLACK-GAY, beautiful, fem male, 5'9”,
32, 184#, light skinned, oriental looks, arched eye-
brows, pretty lips, HIV negative, seeks bisexual &
straight men in the free world. Can't receive letters
from other prisoners! Lawrence “LaValerie” Raibon
#33325-004, FCI, PO Box 1500, El Reno, OK 73036.
Does anybody really care? Cherokee male, 37, 6’,
155", Brn hair & eyes. Don’t lie or play headgames.
Secking sincere, caring lady for friendship & possi-
ble long term relationship. If you're the type who
belicves in fresh starts & 2nd chances, write to Brent
A. Ellis #47436 Moberly Corr Cur 2-B-462, PO Box 7,
Maoaberly, MO 65270.

SWM, 50, semi-retired professional, likes reading,
TV, weightlifting, 6°, 180#. Wants special friend &
correspondent in prison. Dennis Tihansky, 206
Kings Court, Washington, PA 15301.

SWM, 36, 6’1", 180#. Seeking ladies 21-45 for pen
pals & serious relationship. Am kind, caring, roman-
tic. Will respond to all. David Buckland #934897, PO
Box 30 21-5A, Pendleton, IN 46064.

Laurinda Hammock, Ellen Embry Fr Mo, 1973-74, old
friend—write me. To that lil Irish lass (L.E.) what |
said about you & your lil boy I meant, put your heart
into a real thing and leave the punks alone. Anyone
else, if you want some decent conversation, I'll
respond. I'm real. You be real too. WM, 38, 59", Lng
Hair, 170#, no fat. Dakota Chad Dekoven 145274,
1576 Bluewater Hwy, lonia, MI 48846.

SWM, 25, seeking any female 18-50 for
friendship/relationship. Interests include weight lift-
ing, traveling, nature, & music. Will answer all
responses. Phillip Kimble #230-864, MA-188, PO Box
740, London, OH 43140.

Male, artistic & entertainment field genius seeks soon
to be released, young, female prisoner to act as Chief
Exec. Assistant in artistic business endeavors. Win
Peters #86028, PO Box 97, McAlester, OK 74502.
White Lifer, 46, goatee, tattoos, muscles, head
shaved, bald & beautiful! Seeks hispanic or white
lady to write/visit. Guy williams C35148, Box 1902-
4A, Tehachapi, CA 93581.

SWM, 49, seeking females of any age to correspond
with. Doing life without parole and have no one who
cares. Able to write to other prisons. Promise to answer
all. ] Doc, 113665, Box 10, Stillwater, MN 55082,

SBM, Soul Seeker, 43, 6’3", 260 robust lbs. Enjoys
sharing & caring. Seeks correspondence, compan-
ionship, & love with female of the same interests.
Robert N. Olds, #036638, Moberly Corr Ctr, PO Box
7, Moberly, MO 65270-0007.

SWM, 35, Federal prisoner, writer. Seeks correspon-
dence with sincere, honest lady. Age & race unim-
portant. No games-no lies. Charles Young #13104-
075, PO Box 33, Unit 5-C, Terre Haute, IN 47808.
SWM, 48, been down a long time - still has a ways to
go. Would enjoy some sharing of words & honest
friendship. Robert J. Ferrell #A917016, 1150 SW
Allapattah Rd, Indiantown, FL 34956.

Please write to a just-been-moved con. Embery
McBride EF-207197, GSP G-1-#1, Reidsville, GA 30499.
Tall, black, handsome, 35, male. Been down 15 yrs,
Out in a couple more. In search of a beautiful, sexy,
intelligent, sophisticated lady (20-50) willing to take a
chance with a loving, faithful, educated man. I'll do
anything to please my lady in or out of bed. Wanting
a long term relationship. Race not important.
Serious replies only. Julius Evans #453368, Coffield
Unit, Rt 1 Box 150, Tennessee Colony, TX 75884.
SWM, 30, Long blond hair, Blue eyed devil seeking
that heaven sent angel, SWF. I'm wild & if you think
you can tame me, [ dare you! John Briggs C-94051,
Cal State Prison - Sacramento, FC-2-B-115, PO Box
29, Represa, CA 95671.

Lonely, athletic, black male, 39, 5°6", 1504, seeking
anyone who is searching for a sincere friend. Any
reply welcome. Will send photo. Larry E. Miles #200-
178, 5900 Bid Rd, Lancaster, OH 43130

30 yrs old, 5'9", 152#, brn hair & eyes, very outgoing,
& love people in life. Interested in meeting an hon-
est, sincere, loyal lady who deserves to be with one
man. I'm single, never been married, no children. If
you're that special lady, I'll be waiting to hear from
you. If you’re ONE OF A KIND I may even marry
you. Gary Cooksey #860825, Branchville Training
Ctr, PO Box 500, Tell City IN 47586.

Age 34, Mexican/Navajo, caged over 17 yrs, could
use some female company. Race, age, come what
may. Would appreciate whatever you wish to say.
Cornelio J. Tristan B-92248, PO Box 7500 SHU C-7-
E#117, Crescent City, CA 95532.

If you're looking for a man that’s down but not out,
TOTALLY in love with life, has learned his lesson,
but is unafraid to move forward, has a plan and a
great future, write to Pearson, Russell H-96499, PO
Box 3366 (3B04-129), Corcoran, CA 93212-8310.




Inmate awaiting new trial seeking true, lasting
friendship that may someday lead to something
more intimate & rewarding. Very open & straight
forward about myself. Humorous, care-free, edu-
cated in the captains field for 12 yrs. Wishing to
share some quality time so let’s do lunch. Roderick
Michael Orme #726848, A-1 45-1280, Union Corr
Inst, PO Box 221, Raiford, FL 32083-0221.
STRANGERS ARE FRIENDS—SBM from DC, 35,
6", 190#. Confined for the past 11 yrs & secking
correspondence. Will answer all who write. Bruce
Gaynor, 186312, 901 Corrections Way A2-322,
Jarratt, VA 23870-9614. -

WM, 5°7%, 170#, 25, enjoys reading, physical fit-
ness, self-improvement. Looking for correspon-
dence with women of mutual interests. Jack Fuson
#223194, PO Box 480999, New Haven, MI 48048
SWM, 41 yrs. I'm a very lonely prisoner who needs
a friend. Please write to Clay M Curtis, #03871-084,
PO Box 1000, Lewisburg, PA17837.
Convict: 6'4", 265#, Blue-gray, 39, interests include
exercising, karate, Indian culture, reading, bikes, out-
doors. Owns a business, In system 10 yrs & getting
short. Roy "Mountain™ Whitehead #944333, OCI (B-
233-L) 3189 Little Silver Rd, Crestview, FL 32539-0578.

Art Behind
Bars’
Honorable
Mention:
“Free at
Last,” by
Douglas
Berg,
Fastern
Correctional,
Manryland.

LONELY! 42 yr old WM, 5'9", 150#, Bl eyes, enjoys
C&W music, trucks, outdoor life, travel, historic lit-
erature, seeks friendship with like-minded female,
but will answer all. Paul Hale #862345, Indiana State
Prison - A450, POB 41, Michigan City, IN 46360.

32 yr old, very good looking Italian, 59", 175#, in
good shape, brn eyes, long light blk hair, looking
to find that special lady for long lasting relation-
ship. Will trade flicks. James Ferrari #209153, 4008
Cooper St, Jackson, MI 49201-7518. e
BM, 31, 5'9", 1754, bowlegged-loving, intelligent,
open, & honest. Seeks correspondence with open-
minded woman for friendship - age, race, looks
unimportant, Christopher Trotter #862556, PO
Box 41, Michigan City, IN 46360. o
Pre-op transsexual seeking real man, honest, open-
minded, straight forward. Other transsexuals most
welcome. Richard Hamm #133886, DCI Box 661,
Waupun, WI53963. = i
WM, 40 yrs old with 22 yrs down & fighting to
come up. Seeks female to challenge the present
horizons & broaden those yet to be found. No
games. Open minded. No promises but one - T do
not turn my back on my friends. Wayne Knutson,
#402218, PO Box 316, Ft Madison, 1A 52637,

African-American man, 40, 5107, 175#, BS in Bus.
Mgt., currently working toward BS in Computer
Sci. Studies Biblical Hebrew & Spanish. Religion is
Nature, Science, & Art. Desires to correspond with
all beautiful-hearted women/men who can see
what is good & dimly understand the music which
the earth produces. George E. Vaugh #140-337,
PO Box 56, Lebanon, OH 45036.
33 yr old WM, 5°8”, brn hair, grn eyes, seeks female
age 24-44, for secure, loving, committed mate. Sexy
photos welcomed. Sincere women interested in
compassion, exercising, & honesty only apply to
this sincere body builder. Gregory Lee Mecker
#268-469 2C237, PO Box 120, Lebanon, OH 45036.
SWM Convict, 36, doing 10 to life, in Spud
Country of all places, brn eves & hair, 165#, forced
back. Looking for a compassionate SWF compan-
ion. Steve G. Brown #35353, IMSI B-Block PO Box
51, Boise, ID 83707-0051,
SWIM, 44, 6°27, 2404, grn eves. Capricorn into
New Age lifestyle. Tarot, crystals, health, no smok-
ing, no drugs. May be going home in next 12
months. Ron Wegner, #94A0949-4A-36, Box F,
Fishkill, New York, 12524,
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Send me these books:

U Soledad Brother by George Jackson $14.95 U Prison Literature by Bruce Franklin $12.95

d Smack Goddess by Richard Stratton ~ $18.95 - The Bad Guys’ Quote Book by Bob Singer $2.50
i Send check or money order

NAME plus $2.50 P&H to:

Joint Venture Publishers
— 505 8th Avenue
ADDRESS New York, NY 10018
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Mind

Meditating Together

rison is a place of dualities.

Conflicts abound between

guards and prisoners, and
between racial groups. Outside the
walls too, conflict is a worldwide,
ongoing situation. We all experience
conflict within ourselves, as well.
Sometimes it seems that for the sake
of survival, we have to throw up barri-
ers around ourselves. Spiritual explo-

ration can help us resolve much of

the conflict we feel within.
My brothers and 1 have been get-
ting m;cthc for a couplc of years

now and experiencing the gllts of

meditation. We practice every week
— sometimes as a group, sometimes
in pairs, sometimes individually in
our own space. When you are with a
friend, meditating, sitting with eyes
closed, at the threshold of the divine,
even the guards may hesitate o inter-
rupt. They perceive that you are in a
sacred space, that you are doing
something worthy of reverence. And
you are. You are opening your heart
to the presence of the Supreme
Being, and you are inviting that
Higher Power to enter, to cle\um. and
c:\pand your undcrsmnding, to trans-
form your vision.

Meditation is like a prayer.
Anyone can do it. It is one of the tools
of transformation that anyone can use
to enhance whichever religious prac-
tice he or she might alre: wdy embrace.
In other words, meditation is not just
the property of Eastern mystics.
Whether you are Christian, Moslem,
Jewish or Native American — or even
if, like me, you don’t put your spiritu-
ality into one of those categories —
you can use meditation to deepen
your experience. For me, that's what
meditation is about.

Relax.

To begin, find a place where you
can sit undisturbed (as far as is possi-
ble) for an hour or more. If you have
earplugs, you might want to use
them. Some of the brothers use head-
phones and play soft music. Do what-
ever you can to create an environ-
ment of comfort around yourself.
Some of the prisoners I know have
transformed their cells into beautiful

By Brother Rasa

temples, spiritual oases within the
prison. I surround myself with things
that radiate a peaceful and nurturing
energy. I have photos of people I care
about, pictures of Christ, Krishna,
Buddha. I have scriptures and books

that are sacred to me, and a display of

cards that prisoners whom I care
deeply about have sent to me. I wrap
myself in my favorite security blanket
(winter mornings are a bit chilly here
in West Virginia), and I sit comfort-
ably. T prefer to sit in a ‘half-lotus”
posture — legs crossed with one foot
resting upon the other thigh. This
helps me to keep my back straight
without straining and lets me breathe
more deeply and easily and concen-
trate better. The important thing is
not which posture you choose, but
that you sit comfortably, with your
back straight, in a way that will enable
you to best relax.

Ilustration by Steve Lashley

Close your eyes and begin by
focusing on breathing. Take a long
deep breath and exhale. Allow your
breathing to slow down. Meditation
means awareness. As I breathe
deeply, slowly, I allow myself to relax
with each breath. I am aware of my
breathing and aware of the gift of the
breath of life. [ accept each breath as a

gift from the Creator, and I return each

breath with gratitude back to the universe.
Think about it. Each breath is some-
thing so precious, yet you cannot pos-
sess it for long. You have to let go of
it, release it, return it to the source.

Give your mind a rest.

Allow your thoughts to calm.
Although you may have many power-
ful thoughts racing around in your
mind, try to give your mind a rest.
Time spent mcdlm[mtr is your own
time for personal spir mmhl\ for heal-

(continued on page 85)
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Classifieds

LEGAL

FREEDOM, FREEDOM, FREEDOM.
#l Self Help Legal Book. Instructions
on rights, appeals & other categories.
The Citebook by Tony Darwin. Send
$27.95 to: Starlite Inc., P.O.Box
20002, St. Petersburg, FL 33742,

POST-CONVICTION ADVOCATES,
INC. Top notch appeal, habeas, sen-
tencing representation by creative,
dedicated professional staff. Four-
teen-year member of the bar with
multi-faceted post-conviction experi-
ence. Electronic research, competi-
tive rates. 3061 Terrace Ave, Naples,
FL 33942. Phone 813-793-6511. Fax
813-793-2584.

MAIL ORDER

Say Happy Mother’s Day, Happy
Birthday, I'm Sorry, I Love You, with
perfume, candy or flowers. Serving pris-
oners exclusively. Free brochure. MAIL
ORDER BLUES, 2767 So. Parker Road,
Suite 188, Aurora, Colorado 80014.
Telephone: 303/914-3955.

Leather jeans, jackets, shirts and vests!!
Hot dresses, Doc Marten’s and Dingo
boots!! Black, blue and red stretch
denim jeans!! Stage Clothes, U.SA., 13
South 7th Street, Minneapolis, MN
55402, Dept 1. Send for great new cata-
log!! $2.00 refundable.

BOOKS & MAGS

Sing Soft, Sing Loud, by ex-prisoner
Patricia McConnel, celebrates the

courage, spirit, and will to survive of

women in prison. A classic of prison
literature, Send $12 plus $2.50 ship-
ping to Logoria, Box 309, Blanding
UT 84511.

PEN PALS

Inmate “pen-pals”™ wanted by out-
siders. Lonely hearts, students, curios-
ity-seekers, researchers, etc. desire
correspondence with all levels of pris-
oners. Send brief history & desired
pen-pal type to: DEN-KAY, P.O. Box
35815, Las Vegas, NV 89133.

ASSISTANCE

If you are an incarcerated victim of
involuntary sex behind bars, you can
get a free practical information/
advice audio tape, "Becoming a
Survivor.” Unsealed but transparent,
tapes can be sent care of a shrink or
chaplain if not allowed directly.
Request from: P.O. Box 2713, New
York, NY 10027-8817.

CLASSIFIED
RATES

Strai tclassdued 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

Send stamped, addressed envelope

MAGAZINES * BOOKS
SPECIAL REQUEST

for complete offerings to:
Paper-Wings
P.0.B. 4855
Baltimore, MD 21211.

# Sample Offerings *
6 diff. iss. Gcntiil 6 diff. iss. Ph)gill
$10, 6 difT. iss. (:dllerv $12, 6 diff. iss.
chs[hng $6, 6 diff.. Hollywood

Nostalgia $6, 6 diff. Espionage
Magazinc $6, 6 diff. X-Words/Word
Find $6, 12 Super Hero Comic Books
$6 Include $2 per each selection
towards UPS + handling,.

[SportsiNutrition

SUPER SAVINGS!
+ ANABOL NATURALS

* BIO-ENERGY RESEARCH
+ CHAMPION NUTRITION
« DASH

+ EXCEL

+ FERGILS GLOVES

* HITECH

+ ICOPRO

Save up to

50%

Off Retail!

FREE CATALOG

S&S Enterprises Inc.

+ L&S RESEARCH

* MLO

* NATIONAL HEALTH

« NATURE'S WAY

» NEXT NUTRITION

« POWER 1OODS

« SOURCE NATURALS

« STRENGTH SYSTEMS

Yeah . . . my folks is from
big iron and steel industry.

PO Box 2131 S TUONLAG
My Momma irons and my Pop steals! Aberdeen SD 57402:2131 e
1-800-456-3955  : Voutus

Hlustration by Andrew Kish, Weswville Correctional Center, Indi




Name
Number
Institution
Address

| city

State

Zip Code

Hlustration by D. DiDominicus, Iowa State Pen

__| For 1 year—
6 big issues
Mail $19.95 to:
Prison Life
4200 Westheimer, Suite 160
Houston, TX 77027-4426

For Subscription Info,
call 1-800-207-2659




[ustration by Muth

AN U TR

GED/H.S. Degree [

Liberal Arts B.A.
Science B.S.
Business
Vocational
Other (Specify)
Name

Address

O

Please tell us your educational interests.

History ] Art [J English

[ Biology [1 Computer Sciences [ Chemistry

O
a

Accounting [ Pre-Law [J Marketing

[J Philosophy
[ Engineering

[JM.B.A.
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Don’t
serve the
time,
let the
lime serve
you

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., sponsor fully-accredited GED,
college and vocational courses
through correspondence learning.
If you are interested in learning
more about educational opportuni-
ties offered by the Prison Life
Foundation, please fill out and
return the attached questionnaire to
The Prison Life Foundation, 350
Fifth Avenue, Suite 1905, New
York, NY 10118.



Meditation
(continued from page 81)
ing, growth, for resting in the Spirit.
You can resume your pressing busi-
ness later. Right now, give it a rest.

There is a place within yourself
where your Higher Power dwells.
This power may be present to you as
Krishna or Christ, Allah or Buddah
or The Holy Spirit or any of myriad
other forms. Whichever it is for you,
reach out to the source, the life
force, breathe deeply with awareness.
Reach out to that Higher Being. We
use the strength of our souls to break
through the barriers of cares and
concerns, move beyond the limited
mind to our Higher Power. This
process of reaching out through the
boundaries of the mind to the Divine
is the essence of meditation. It is the
opening into a vast universe of spiri-
tual experience. As our meditation
deepens, the barrier of the mind
that separates us from our spirit dis-
solves and we pass beyond the
mind’s anxious ramblings into the
peaceful realm of spiritual under-
standing,.

The Language of the Soul

In a meditative state, I repeat a
silent prayer, or mantra. I speak to

God, invoke God’s presence,
approach the presence of the Divine.
Speak as you are moved to speak. Let
your heart sing! It's your path, your
experience, your own spiritual voice.
Listen to the song of your soul. Allow
yourself to feel the power of God sur-
rounding you. This is prayer.

Enter the realm of grace, the
spiritual realm within ourselves
where our hearts find healing. As we
explore the inner reaches of the soul
we discover that we all share a single
spiritual nature — we are all connect-
ed in the Spirit.

Brother Rasa (a/k/a the Swami) con-
ducts a meditation ministry in West
Virginia prisons. Prisoners of the West
Virginia Penitentiary are pulting together
a collection of convicts’ spiritual experi-
ences, realizations, visions, poetry, eic.
and invite you to share your experiences
on the spivitual path. Mail submissions
to: Brother Rasa, P.O. Box 1153,
Moundsville, WV 26401.

LIBERTAD TEMPRANA
PARA

PRESOS MEXICANOS

Los prisioneros Mexicanos, especialmente
en el sistema federal, pueden ser transferidos
hacia Mexico para recibir libertad temprana,
y vivir cerca de sus seres queridos atraves de
los servicios del Bufete de Benninghoff &
Ramirez. Atraves de oficinas en los Estados
Unidos y Mexico, Benninghoff & Ramirez
provee a sus clientes un servicio sin igual.

Los prisioneros transferidos podran recibir
libertad inmediata bajo fianza, libertad
temprana para trabajar, y tiempo libre por
buena conducta. Tambien, hemos tenido
mucho exito con prisioneros a los cuales se
les ha negado la transferencia anteriormente.

Favor de escribir a la siguiente direccion
para que reciba un folleto descriptivo pre-
parado especialmente para prisioneros Mexi-
canos. Escriba a:

Charles F. Benninghoff III
Benninghoff & Ramirez
Post Office Box 1355
San Juan Capistrano, Calif. 92675

“Justicia por los Mexicanos”

“Standing outside we saw sinister clouds glowing in the west and t
alive with clouds of ever-changing shapes and colors, from steel blue
. . . Then, after minutes of moving silence, one prisoner said to «

beautiful the world could be.”
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Broifheihood
Prisonexs

of

In the last three years, America’s prison
population has grown threefold. There are
now 1.5 million prisoners in the federal, state
and local prisons.

This hasn’t happened by accident—and
the odds are that the

Even prisoners agree that those who com-
mit murder, armed robbery, rape, child
molestation and the like are a menace to soci-
ety. There will always be the need to isolate,
not only to punish but perhaps to rehabili-
tate, these people in order to protect society.
But most other non-violent offend-

rates will continue to
sky-rocket.

State and federal
legislators continue
to ignore the statis-
tics and think noth-
ing of America as

Us.
South Africa

268

Russia

Hungary 196

THE UNITED STATES:
#1in PRISON POPULATION

333

ers can be penalized without incar-
ceration and its costs. If the right
26 resources were to

be made available,

the taxpayer would

benefit.

being the country
with the largest pris-

RATES oF INcARcERATION PER 100,000 PoputaTioN

on population in the
world. What they need to do is take immedi-
ate steps to address this growth problem.

Instead of focusing on violent crime, those
in power need to adopt a more realistic
approach. Legislators, hell-bent on doing
everything they can to curb crime through
“hard-core” legislation, need to undo the cri-
sis in the prison population they created.

BROTHERHOOD OF PRISONERS OF AMERICA:

Our network—affiliated with other similarly
concerned organizations and agencies—advocates
reform in prosecution, adjudication, correction and

probation procedures.

Why in the world would the Brotherhood spend
so much money, time and effort to reach out to the
thousands of prisoners, former prisoners and fami-
lies who populate most states and bring them togeth-

e

various prison advocacy groups abounding?
There is only one answer: We need it. We need-
ed it before, we need it now and we'll need it forev-
er in the future.

Who would dare file lawsuits on behalf of pris-
oners, past and present, against the governmental
injustices? Who would have the wherewithal to
directly contact legislatures on each and every
issue involving the prison system, judiciary, sen-
tencing guideline commissions and other regulato-
ry bodies? Who is prepared to put its resources
where its mouth is on behalf of every con and ex-
con in America?

Only the Brotherhood of Prisoners of America,
with a potential membership stretching across the
country, has the ability to bring together those with
common problems to focus on common solutions.

er in a national association when there is a host of

GHATNGSY!




BROTHERHOOD OF PRISONERS OF AMERICA:

More than a union. More than a club. More than a
giveaway package. More than you've ever imagined.

= ~ Where once you couldn’t get credit, it's now yours
for the asking. Where once you were denied health, life,
term, auto and home insurance because of your prison
record, it's now yours by applying. Where once you
~were being discriminated against when applying for
educational enrollments and grants, now there can be
an end to it.

When you thought the orange, khaki or green state-
and fed-issued clothing had you dyed forever, you can
relish knowing these same uniforms are getting you
‘many perks and privileges you might not have been
able to get.

The Brotherhood of Prisons of America is making
this possible.

Credit . . . insurance . . . education . . . perks such as
family discounts, wholesale market club member-
ships, travel . . . these are just
some of the extras you get when
you're a member.

Consider the
Brotherhood YOUR
resource.

(ONE MEMBER
QUALIFIES THE
ENTIRE FAMILY
FOR BENEFITS.

THERHOOD BY
\*N(I(}'RK“\?(‘El (%OGETHER HELPS SOCIETY.

HOOD PROTECTS AND

+ THE BROTHERHO

Mms COMF

THERHOOD HELPS OFFENDERS

AN.l‘;HTEH%%%AM\UES HELP THEMSELVES.

ORTABLE THE ENTIRE FAMILY.

IMMEDIATE BENEFITS

Vo Schotastlc Loan Assistance, Grant
Program Advice
® Drug and Alcohol Education & Referral
" Child Care Agencies
' Insurance Services: Health (group),
Life (whole or term), Automobile,
Disability, Dental, Business & Home
Liability
¥ Financial Services Consulting:
Bonding, Credit Union, Credit Card,
Debit Cards, Mortgages, Brokerages,
Portfolio Management, Pension and
Estate Planning
Job Placement, Executive Search,

Union Placement & Resume Writing
Accounting & Bookkeeping Firms
Personal and Business Tax Companies
Immigration and Passport Businesses
Real Estate Service Brokerages
Commercial Property Analysis
Residential and Vacation Home

ERERERE

Charter Membership Request
1995 Initial Fee: $95.00 Renewal fee: $35

Member ID#

Name & Relationship of Family Member
Address Contact tel. #
City State '/.lp
Credit Card # L] L N
Exp. L1 AmX [ Visa \ | M sterc: ud [] Discover
Signature
L Check [J Money Order
For information, write to: Brotherhood of Prisoners of
America, Inc., Empire State Building, 350 5th Avenue,

Suite 3304, New York, NY 10118-0069



SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight.




