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Heat
James B/au

I

t is steaming in this tiny cell. The walls drip, the floor perspires, and
another bead of sweat rolls down my tattoos. Even they itch, rebelling
against the heat and prison ink.
What to do? Go outside and hang out in the elbow-to-elbow, dust-caked,
dog-kennel of a yard, listen to another man's drab lies of thug-life grandeur?
Or drip sweat on the typewriter while tapping out my own lies. Make no
mistake, it is all a lie-the system, who we are, why we are in here.
What is not a lie, this slow burn of incarceration, eating away a man's
life an hour, a day, a year at a time? I crave intensity. Pleasure, pain, no
matter, just some spark to let me know I am alive, not hung in suspended
animation. Or maybe the craving is simply for release, by physical freedom
or a jump from this plane to the next-to be or not to be, like Hamlet. These
walls welcome his madness, and perhaps there is a measure of release in
madness. He had a noble cause to pursue, a great evil to avenge, corrupt
governors to slay. My great cause is to become a productive citizen, if I am
to believe the same people who took my life, tore me from my family.
These are the same people who have revived the dark ages' debtors'
prisons and settled them squarely in twentieth century America. The idea of
old was to jail anyone who could not afford to live, and make them languish
in dungeons until they miraculously produced the money to pay outstanding
bills and newly levied fmes. Today's judges routinely order fines as conditions
for parole, as they send non-violent men and women to iron cages for
decades. The fines might make sense, might even be tolerable, if prisoners
were allowed to work them off, but with penitentiary jobs that pay an average
of ten to twenty dollars a month, the necessities of prison life hardly get
paid, much less any outstanding debts.
Historically, Michigan prisoners worked factory jobs, earning a couple
hundred dollars a month. Now most of the factories have been shut down,
and the remaining few pay mere pennies an hour. Hobbycraft programs
offered opportunities for industrious prisoners. More than "privileges" for
idle hands, projects like ceramics and leather tooling provided a way to earn
enough money to support our wives and children, to payoff our court fees
and help with legal expenses. First, the Michigan Department of Corrections
(MDOC) closed the road stands that sold our work, and then they restricted
art programs-and our earning potential. To heap insult on the injuries of
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those with fines, the MDOC automatically confiscates half of any monies
family or friends might send to help with daily living expenses.
What to do? Hang in the burning dust of the prison yard, where now
hundreds of broke, unemployed, uneducated men fight over the scraps that
trickle to hungry hands? Even education has become an unattainable privilege.
The waiting lists for the one or two small programs offered by each prison
can stretch into a wait of years. Not that the skills taught are practical. Here,
at Saginaw Regional Facility, we have the choice between Food Technology
or Horticulture, either of which barely prepare one for a minimum wage job
any sixteen-year old can get. Even if one is fortunate enough to get into one
of these anemic programs, he can be ousted for the slightest infraction,
including misconducts that have nothing to do with the program. Catching
a substance abuse ticket in the cellblock for drinking fermented oranges
results in immediate loss of educational programming and employment,
regardless of grades or job performance. Add to that sanctions, such as the
loss of yard, recreation, telephone, and lengthy or permanent visit restrictions.
The purpose of these whipping dances? There is none. There is no point.
What can be the point of caging nonviolent men and women for years,
decades, even lifetimes? When starting with a bad promise, the story can
only deteriorate, in this case into a growing system of senseless imprisonment
and torment. Poke a caged animal for a few years, then give him to your
neighbor's family. Sound ridiculous? Torment humans with senseless
punishments and unleash them on society. How adjusted, how "rehabilitated"
will they be?
Perhaps I am an embittered convict, spouting for the sake of a rant. Or
maybe I am your brother man, trying to find reason in insanity, searching
out that greater cause to pursue. To be a productive member of the highly
technological, enlightened, civilized society that solves its problems by
banishing its brothers and sisters and sons and daughters to stone tombs,
that consoles itself with platitudes and the great lie that they have provided
the banished ones with fmely worded standards of "humane" treatment-is
that my greater cause? To hurry out to pay taxes supporting prisons for
deadbeats? Supporting the "war" on American citizens who get intoxicated
on something other than state-approved religions or alcohol? Supporting a
national prison population of over two million human beings?
Maybe it would not matter so much-the sweating walls, the deprivation,
the hypocrisy, the spirit-squelching confinement-if I thought there was a
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reason. I have met thousands of prisoners along this ten-year travail, and
the only lessons learned are disillusionment and hate. Hatred for the system.
Hatred for the people who support the system. Through clouds of
disillusionment my greater cause appears, and it becomes clearer with each
heavy year. How ironic that sometimes what we most fear we become,
what society dreads it creates.
But right now I am disillusioned with my broken fan and I hate this
humidity. "To be or not to be"-I wonder what Hamlet would do?
James Dlau (prisoner 214995) is currently incarcerated at the Saginaw
Regional Facility, 9625 Pierce Road, Freeland, Michigan 48623, U.S.A.

A Clockwork Grey
Stephen Reid

Thirty years ago, in simpler times, I was sent to the penitentiary.
J.They gave me a haircut, stitched a number above my breast pocket, and
tossed me in a cell on the fish range. My biggest worry, besides my sentence,
was whether I would ever get the right-sized boots.
It is the year 2000, and I am back in prison. No haircut, I have to memorize
my number, and my biggest worry is whether I will get the right criminogenic
index rating.
The fish range is now called an Assessment Centre. They have painted
murals on the concrete and renamed guards correctional officers. Prisoners
have become inmates or even residents, we wear street clothes instead of
blues, and there are more behaviour modification programs in here than
bars.
The key to understanding the new paradigm in our prisons may lie in the
corporate logo: the CSC, Correctional Service of Canada-it works both
forward and backward, in both official languages. My eleven-year-old, on
her first visit, saw the word "Corrections" on the Ubiquitous signage, and
said, "I think it should be 'Mistakes,' Dad."
My Regional Reception Assessment Centre Handbook informs me I will
be here for ten to fourteen weeks, during which time I will be evaluated,
assessed, analyzed, tested, probed, and profiled. A team of IPOs, C02s,
psychologists and unit managers will collect, collate, graph, and interpret
the data. They will determine risk factors, crime cycles, pen placement,
treatment programs and how much fibre I will need in my diet. It could be
argued, and convincingly, that this is the evolution of penology.
Three decades ago this system was called the Canadian Penitentiary
Service, and it was not forward-looking, or working in anyone's language,
so a handful of determined federal bureaucrats began to study some of the
European models. They adapted them so well that Canada has become a
world leader in penology. Other countries now come here to study us, even,
belatedly, some Americans. The United States has gone through a twentyfive-year "devolution" and its prisons are experiencing an unprecedented
level of inhumanity and brutality. The Clockwork Grey of the new CSC
seems a small price to pay to preserve our country's humanity. That said,
this is an evolution with an absurd edge.
Designing programs and implementing them are the two solitudes of
CSC. To order someone into therapy is often to subvert the purpose.
12
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Willingness is the key to change-you have to want it to get it. So there
exists a jumping-through-hoops mentality by prisoners, and an air of
resignation on the part of the staff. But in fairness, the percentage of prisoners
who genuinely wish to change, and the caliber of instructors willing to help
them, is much higher than the skeptics would have us believe.
My Regional Reception Assessment Centre Handbook is a humourless
text, but as I read the earnest descriptions of available programs I cannot
help but wonder. The Violent Offender Program? Would Billy the Kid have
emerged nine months later as Billy the Inner Child? Anger management?
Could Vinnie (Mad Dog) ColI have become Vinnie (Assertive Dog) Coll?
Would Bonnie and Clyde, made to enroll in Skills for a Healthy Relationship,
have come to terms with their co-dependency and been granted a conjugal
visit? Pushed into taking Cognitive Skills, Machine-Gun Kelly would soon
identify his trigger thoughts. Ma Barker, in her seventh week of Family
Violence Circle, might have reached the stunning conclusion she had been a
life-long enabler.
I am ahead of myself. Before anyone reaches their inner child or enabling
self, they have to take tests. Lots of tests. It is tests that drive the modern
personal correctional plan.
My favourite so far has been the 560-odd questionnaire called the
Minnesota Multi-Phasic Personality Index. Never mind that it has been proved
culturally biased and hopelessly flawed, the centerfold of my "critical needs
assessment" will be determined by such questions as, "Have you ever wanted
to be a girl?" Think of the possibilities. Had the question been, "Have you
ever wanted to be a woman?" I might have answered differently. But a girl?
Did they mean a child, or a "grrrl," or is "girl" what they still call a woman
in Minnesota? Think, think. If! were a "grrrl" I could have a conjugal visit
with myself. No, better play it safe and mark False.
Next question, "Do you love your mother? Or if she's dead, did you?"
You do not stop loving someone just because they are dead, but my mother
is alive and I love her very much so I mark True.
"Do you believe you are being controlled by an unseen force?" Does this
mean subliminal advertising and the all-pervasive consumer culture? I glance
at the woman administering the test-she is staring back with the look of
someone who thinks more along the lines of "Did Satan order you to rob
that bank?" I circle False.
I am most intrigued with, "If you were a reporter, would you like to
report on the theatre?" At first, this seems McCarthyesque, as in, "Would
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you like to keep an eye on those socialist homosexual so-called actors?" Of
course it could also mean if you were a reporter would you not prefer to
report on child poverty or political corruption? In other words, something
substantial. But, I like the theatre! Besides, if it is good theatre it deals with
child poverty and political corruption. Stop thinking, just answer the question.
Okay, True. I will be a pansy art critic. At least I did not say I wanted to be
a girl, even if! did.
"Would you like to be a florist?" No, no, no. Read my lips. Give me some
questions on hockey here, or how about them Blue Jays, eh? I handed in my
test, unfinished. I figured if I did not have a personality they would assign
me one.
Next came the real pick of the litter, the Psychopathy Checklist Revised.
It determines, unequivocally, whether you are a psychopath or not. I
remember John Gray, our John Gray, the playwright, not the Venus and
Mars guy, interviewing the author of this test. John used the doctor's own
statistics to extrapolate the fact that there had to be, at minimum, 40,000
psychopaths living in British Columbia. With a couple of hundred locked
away in prisons, that still left 39,800-odd psychos at large. The good doctor
reassured John these were people who put their psychopathy to good use.
They lived productive, well-adjusted lives as surgeons, CEOs and ambulance
drivers.
The light bulb went on. The CSC does not have to go through all these
gyrations to reprogram anyone, they just have to find every prisoner the
right job!
Psychos become CEOs. Bookmakers could work for the 6/49 Lotto
Corp. The government weenies currently running SportsAction are rank
amateurs compared with real bookmakers. The action would double in three
months.
Small-time drug dealers could be issued white smocks and put behind
the pharmacy counter. Dispensing fees are ten times the mark-up on an
eightball of cocaine. A B&E artist would slip like a crowbar into the home
security business. In custom-protecting your home he could charge you
more for alarm systems than what he could steal from your house, anyway.
The weight pit crews, all pumped up and tattooed down, could be recruited
for World Wrestling Federation Raw. They would take wrestling to new
levels, and earn as much as $10,000 a night, just for being themselves. Even
those criminals too corrupt or too incorrigible to be anything else could
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hang out a shingle and practice law. The worst that could happen is nobody
would notice.
But the CSC is not an employment agency. Its self-determined mandate
is to reconcile the twin pillars of punishment and rehabilitation, a difficult
enough task without the public, political, and media scorn. It takes a certain
brand of courage-some would call foolhardy, some would call moral-to
continue to pursue a humanitarian vision of corrections, but to abandon
course now would surely be a "Mistakes."
In simpler times, on that fish range thirty years ago, I was celled with a
young man, one of the last to get the paddle. One of his memories, besides
the scars on his skin, was of being bound at the ankles and wrists and
having a hood pulled over his head. He was the last of a dozen men that day,
and he remembers the hood, the inside, being slick with the mucous and
spittle and blood from the broken lips of those who went before him.
I have spent years in U.S. prisons, and more years here inside. I have
observed the public mood in this country. I know the CSC vision is all that
stands between me and a black hood filled with the blood and the fear of my
fellow prisoners.
Stephen Reid is a member of the editorial board of the JPP and a contributor.
He is currently incarcerated at the Regional Health Centre, Matsqui Complex,
P.O. Box 3000, 33344 King Road, Abbotsford, British Columbia V2S 4P4,
Canada.

Capital Punishment of Minors
John MacKenzie

I

was watching "Politically Incorrect" the other day and while I usually
enjoy the show for the diversity of opinions it offers, I cannot help but be
angered and often grimly amused at some of them. This time the discussion
focused around the question of capital punishment of minors. Personally 1
feel that any form of capital punishment is a disgrace to the society that
practices it, but capital punishment of minors is especially abhorrent. Bill
Maher made what must be the most shocking statement 1 have heard in a
long time when he quipped, "We have to get over our squeamishness about
killing minors!"
Squeamishness? Not exactly the adjective 1 choose to describe our
aversion to killing children. One of his guests, a woman simply named
"Kennedy" and billed as a "cultural icon/activist," commented that "we"
(meaning Americans) should ''just fry the little bastards." She applied the
reasoning that if kids are killing at nine or ten, then what would they be
doing when they are twenty? By that well-reasoned line of thinking we
should just enact the death penalty for, say, stealing candy or jaywalking (I
think Texas is already working on this).
It is interesting to note that the catalyst of this conversation was the
arrest and arraignment of a seven-year-old and a nine-year-old in Chicago
last year for rape and murder. Less than two weeks after their arrest, they
were released because exculpatory evidence had cleared them, including
what was described as "inappropriate coercion" by the investigating officers
during interrogation. From the moment the case hit the press my keen insight
and sharp intellect posed the question: "How the hell does a kid who has yet
to reach puberty commit rape?" I guess that rather obscure point escaped
the seasoned and skilled investigators of the Chicago Police Department.
More disturbing than the fact that more people seem concerned with
fixing blame than fixing the problem is the logic of proposed remedies.
Blame-masters point their bony fingers at video games, the media, parents,
the internet and just about everything and anyone who seems convenient.
They see the violence in our society and by some bizarre logic think that
more violence is the solution. I see a society that appears to have lost
compassion. Sure, we have compassion for the underprivileged, for the
handicapped, for the helpless-it is easy and natural to feel compassion for
the helpless and the cute. This is not the compassion we need to cultivate.
16
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As a society, compassion is not a convenience; it is a necessity. Real
compassion costs. We need a society that extends compassion when it is
difficult to do so. That is civilization.
When I caught the media blitz surrounding the Columbine shootings, I I
was almost numbed by the tragedy of it. So many lives lost for no apparent
reason, including those of the two shooters Klebold and Harris. Other than
the odd exception, few people seem able to grasp the idea that feeling
compassion for victims and perpetrators is not an exclusive choice. They
were all children and while we can all feel compassion for the victims, that
compassion costs nothing and requires little effort. It is certainly not a sign
that we have advanced as a civilization in the last few thousand years, and
compared to other societies we seem to have fallen far behind.
How about some compassion that costs, a compassion that forces us to
recognize that when a society starts to experience widespread and severe
problems we all have a share ofthe blame for those problems. As a society
we must assume some measure of responsibility and acknowledge that we
have a long way to go before we can begin pointing our collective fingers at
individuals.
We force feed our children a diet of mindless videocy 2 and iflittle Billy is
not watching wrestling then he is catching the latest thermal bombsight
image delivered in real time as the JDAM GBU 3 gently glides its high explosive
warhead into the latest enemy (or oops, the Chinese Embassy). Hey, let us
watch a first class demonstration of all those thinking errors they teach us
at RHC (the Regional Health Centre). Blaming others: "if the DMN had
maps up to date;" minimization: "civilian casualties were minimal;"
rationalization: "in war nothing is perfect;" andjustification: "if they [place
Rogue Nation of your choice here] had done as we told them we would not
be dropping bombs on them." The pros on CNN who earn six figures per
year can justify anything. Let us see if Billy understands what "collateral
damage" means.
Perhaps our kids are starting to understand that if a cluster bomb is good
enough for the government to cure its indignation with enemies, then perhaps
On April 26, 1999, two students (Dylan Kebold and Eric Harris) at Columbine High
School in Colorado opened fire in the school killing twelve students and one teacher,
before killing themselves.
The numbing of consciousness by addiction to television.
Joint Direct Attack Munition Guided Bomb Unit, United States Military Weapons.
Defense Mapping Agency, United States Military.
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a Glock 26 is good enough for them. Golly-gee, I wonder where in the
world our kids are getting the idea that violence is an acceptable method of
resolving disputes? Violence has no place in either foreign or domestic policy
and certainly no place in our homes, schools, or streets. Even our pop
culture has taken on violent tones: the war on drugs (certain drugs that is),
the war on hunger, the war on poverty. Perhaps we should declare a war on
war. War is violence-violence in its purest and most horrific form. We turn
it into an advertising slogan and then stumble around half dazed wondering
where in the world Little Billy is picking up his nasty habits.
It is time to take off the blinders and have a long hard look at the world
we are creating, if not by active design then certainly by apathetic indifference.
We need to figure out a way to mold a society that prizes compassion above
all else while at the same time receiving real-time twenty-four-bit colour
images of every cruelty and disaster on the planet. The one thing we defiantly
and definitively do not need to do is "get over our squeamishness about
killing children," or anyone else for that matter. Personally, I think we would
be better off with a heaping plate of squeamishness over the concept of
killing anyone.
Perhaps if we stop admiring, condoning, rationalizing, and excusing
violence then our kids might start to understand that violence is not acceptable.
This is a very difficult message to get across when we are saturated
by images of the Rodney King beating, the standoffs at Waco and Ruby
Ridge, the World Wrestling Federation, and that ubiquitous vulture of "LIVE
ACTION NEWS." We send a half-hearted message that violence is wrong:
"Damn, Martha! Did you see the way his head turned into a pink mist when
the sniper got him Sheeeeit!" Then when Little Billy goes postal we blame
the damn video games. Really? Keep telling yourself all that crap and perhaps
you won't have to look at yourself too long or too hard.
John MacKenzie is serving a life sentence, and is currently incarcerated at
Mission Institution. He can be contacted at Box 60, Mission, British Columbia
V2V 4L8, Canada.

Where Have All the Superpredators Gone?
Jon Marc Taylor

For every complex problem, there is a solution which is short, simple,
and wrong.
(H.L. Mencken)

N

early two years ago, in a St. Louis Post-Dispatch featured editorial,
Ph.D. candidate T. Markus Funk joined the litany of foreboding
prognosticators giving admonition of the states' failures in addressing the
growing wave of juvenile delinquency.' He was echoing what professors
James Alan Fox of Northeastem University, James Q. Wilson of UCLA, and
John J. Dilulio of Princeton-a prolifically vocal triumvirate of the "lock
'em up and throwaway the key" school of criminology-had been advocating
since 1994. 2
This trio considered the rising teenage crime rates beginning in 1985along with the maturing of the baby boomlet into their most crime-prone
teenage years, which in 20 16 will crest at four million more than the postWWII baby boomers did in the mid-1970s 3-as cause for concern of an
impending tidal wave of dangerous, violent "superpredators" terrorizing an
unprepared nation. Professor Fox went so far as to coin the soap-operatic
sound bite, labelling this predicted scourge as the ''young and the ruthless."4
Politicians who never miss an opportunity to "fight crime" jumped on
the bandwagon passing laws to quash the rampaging youth. "When it comes
to crime," Fox cogently quips, ''politicians believe in the three Rs: Retribution,
Revenge, and Retaliation, which they think takes them to the fourth-Reelection."5
In a flurry of bills, all the state legislatures passed laws allowing for kids
from sixteen to ten-with twenty states setting no minimum ages-to be
prosecuted as adults. 6 Amnesty International recently estimated that 200,000
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Funk, T. M. (6-10-97) "Forgive-and-ForgetApproach Won't Halt Juvenile Crime,"
St. Louis Post-Dispatch.
Steinberg, J. (1-3-99) "Teenage crime rate down despite prediction," New York Times.
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children are prosecuted in adult courts every year, while 7,000 are held in
adult jails and 11,000 are serving time in adult and other correctional centres. 7
Thirty-eight states already house adult-adjudicatedjuveniles in adult prisons
with no special or separate programs. 8 Currently there are seventy men on
death rows for crimes committed as juveniles, with a dozen more since
1976 already having been put to death. 9
In Washington, as well, Congress tried to hitch their own buggy to the
national caravan of childhood punishments. The recently failed Juvenile
Crime Control Act would have: economically blackmailed states with federal
grant money, requiring them to open juvenile records to the public; permitted
prosecutors (not judges, as current practice) to determine whether to
prosecute thirteen-year-olds accused of serious drug or violent crimes as
adults; and allowed states taking federal funds to imprison juveniles with
adults-an action that, ironically, the federal largesse presently prohibits. 10
Even more revealing than its particular elements, the bill's sponsor Rep. Bill
McCollum referred to violent juvenile offenders as "the most vile human
beings on the face of the continent." His prescription is that they "should be
thrown injail, the key should be thrown away and there should be very little
or no effort to rehabilitate them."!!
All in all, it would be difficult to argue that we are not tough on crime,
juvenile or adult. The only problem with the Four Horsemen of the Delinquent
Apocalypse's remonstrations is that the teenage assault against the ramparts
of our civilization never materialized. Looking back on his dire finger-waving,
T. Markus should be in a funk. As the ''ticking demographic time bomb"
was being pontificated upon,!2 stirring a plethora of punitive penal
amendments, a funny thing happened on the way to the hoosegow. The
felonious flare-up never erupted. In fact, the opposite occurred.
From 1993 to 1997, juvenile arrest rates for murder dropped by nearly
half,13 and in just the two years between 1994 and 1996, juvenile arrests for
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(11-18-98) "Amnesty rips juvenile justice system," L.A. Times.
(11-18-98) "Report: More incarcerated teens abused," Associated Press.
Jones, C. (4-13-98) "Old enough to pay the ultimate penalty," USA Today. (1-28-99)
"Condemned killer loses bid for clemency," Associated Press.
Wickham, D. (2-10-98) "Avoid jailing juveniles with hardened adults," USA Today.
(9-97) "A Matter of Fact," Prison Legal News, p. 9.
Zuckerman, M. (4-1-98) "Scary kids around the corner," U.S. News & World Report.
(11-20-98) "Arresting of youths for crimes of violence fall, Reno says," Associated
Press.
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all violent crimes decreased by almost twenty percent. 14 The whole time
these crime rates were declining, teenage populations were steadily
increasing. IS Moreover, according to the Office of Juvenile Justice and
Delinquency Prevention, only one-half of one percent of youths between
ages ten to seventeen were arrested for violent crimes. 16 As William Schulz,
executive director of Amnesty International observes, "the image that we
now have of huge numbers of murderous juveniles who need to be taught a
harsh lesson by society is a myth."17
Attempting to explain the early decline injuvenile crime rates in November
1995, Dilulio called the dip "the lull before the crime storm." Two months
later, writing for the Council on Crime in America (an organization of
prosecutors and law enforcement experts), the Princeton professor warned
of the delinquent time bomb set to detonate in a few years. If this modified
forecast had been correct, comments Franklin Zimrig, a professor of law at
the University of California at Berkeley, "we should have our umbrellas open
right now" in 1999. 18 Instead we have been slathering on sunscreen, heading
to the beach under increasingly peaceful, clearing skies.
Yet the terrible costs to our children and eventually ourselves by the
needlessly harsh lessons we are handing down can never be fully tolled.
Nationally, two-thirds of juveniles waived to adult courts were non-violent
offenders. Juvenile drug offenders were waived to adult court at one-third
greater rates than were violent offenders, while the rate at which youth drug
offences were shifted to adult courts doubled between 1992 and 1998. 19
More specifically, by example, since Ohio permitted teens as young as
fourteen to be charged as adults in 1995, the number of juveniles so tried
has increased seventy percent in just two years. 20
And what result are we achieving by this excessive punitiveness? Youth
in adult facilities are five times as likely to be raped, twice as likely to be
beaten by staff, and horrifyingly eight times as likely to commit suicide as
adult prisoners in the same institutions. 21 The physical and psychological
14
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trauma incurred by youth in adult prisons is so endemic that the Children's
Defense Fund scornfully retitled Congress's proposed Juvenile Crime bill as
the "Child Rape Opportunity and Criminal Mentoring Act. "22 Not surprisingly,
in separate studies the National Institute ofJustice, and the National Council
on Criminal Delinquency, found that juveniles processed through the adult
system were thirty percent more likely to recidivate, committing more crimes
than like youthful offenders held in the juvenile system. 23
"Simply put," comments Vincent Schiraldi, the director of the Center on
Juvenile and Criminal Justice, "adult institutions are a nightmare."24

*****
Some may contend that it has been the very actions of the state's "cracking
down" on wayward youth that has nipped the perennial weed of crime in
the maleficent bud. Fox's colleague at Northeastern, Jack Levin, makes this
very argument claiming the doomsaying criminologists deserve credit for
raising the plague flag in containing the contamination. 25 There are a few
problems, however, with this assumption.
First,juvenile crime rates began declining before most of the legal changes
became effective. The rates dropped sooner and even faster than the most
optimistic draconian advocates could have divined. And as we have seen,
the harshness of the penalties indiscriminately sweep up tens of thousands,
contributing more to perpetuating the anti-social mindset than rehabilitating
the errant kids punished as adults.
Secondly, the waning of juvenile violence has more to do with changes
outside of the legal system than anything else. A study released by the Justice
Department concluded that the most significant reason for the decline in
homicide rates was the dissipation of the crack epidemic. Another study of
142 cities found that the "emergence and proliferation of crack cocaine is
responsible, at least in part, for the increase in violent crime," especially
robberies in the 1980s. 26
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Alfred Blumstein, a criminologist at Carnegie Mellon University, observed
the connection between the marketing of crack and juvenile violence was
especially strongY "You had a lot of kids recruited to sell it," he said, "they
armed themselves, and then their friends got guns, too, to protect
themselves," setting off a bloody arms race on the streets. Professor
Rosenfeld, of the University of Missouri, also adds that the pharmacological
effects of a short intense high crashing to paranoia created a volatile, urgent
demand. He comments that combined with legions of armed youthful sellers,
buyers and bystanders, "this generates lots of competition and greater levels
of violence. "28
Since peaking in 1988, overall crack cocaine use has declined by more
than seventy percent,29 while general drug abuse has increased slightly.
Complementing this change, concerted community efforts combining focused
social and employment services, church activism, and community policing
strategies have had a massive impact on preventing teen delinquency. For
example, Boston's model Ten-Point Coalition-which contributed to the
lowering of juvenile homicides in that city to a single one in the past three
years-has been highly successful in achieving across-the-board reductions
in offending. 30 All the while, Massachusetts maintains the second-lowest
juvenile incarceration rate in the country.JI
So much for the clarion call for secure cells in the quest for safe
communities.

*****
Two years ago, Marcus Funk warned us that "today's optimism about
declining crime rates may soon fade."32 Last month, James Wilson admitted

27

28

29
30
31

32

Stewart, R. (Summer, 1996) "Alfred Blumstein: Youth, Guns and the Drug Trade,"
The Drug Policy Letter.
Harden, B. (10-23-97) "Boston's Approach to Juvenile Crime Encircles Youths,
Reduces Siayings," Washington Post.
Ibid.
Fields, G. (10-25-96) "Boston hasn't had ajuvenile homicide in '96," USA Today.
Harden, B. (10-23-97) "Boston's Approach to Juvenile Crime Encircles Youths,
Reduces Siayings," Washington Post.
Funk, T. M. (6-10-97) "Forgive-and-ForgetApproach Won't Halt Juvenile Crime,"
St. Louis Post-Dispatch.

24

JournalojPrisonersonPrisons, Volume 11,2001

that "so far, it clearly hasn't happened. Self-deprecatingly, he continued,
''this is a good indication of what little all of us know about criminology."33
What we do know is that politically popular efforts calling for more prisons
and pushing more people into them for longer periods of time is an end
game that eventually punishes us all. As an adult, the loss of freedom is a
terrible thing. As a child, the loss of innocence is a tragedy. What we should
remember when reading the pronouncements of overly-assured soothsayers
such as Fox, Wilson, Dilulio, and Funk is that statistics are not destiny.
Jon Marc Taylor is a member ofthe editorial board of the JPP and a regular
contributor. He is currently incarcerated in Missouri, as prisoner #503273.
He can be contacted at 1115 East Pence Road, Cameron, Missouri 64429,
U.S.A.
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America the Beautiful?
H. D. Blake

W

en I was in grade school, we were appalled by the killing, unjust
jailing, and blatant violations of human rights of people in faraway countries with names that were difficult to pronounce and
policies even more difficult to understand.
"I am so glad I live in America," I would say with a sigh of relief for the
principles that made our country great. I could not imagine living in a country
that had no respect for human life or a sense of justice toward its citizens.
Here in the United States of America, things were different. We believed in
forgiveness and in tempering justice with mercy. We helped each other and
when one of us had a problem there was always someone there to offer a
hand. Yes, America was a truly great place to live-the Land of the Free; the
Home of the Brave; Truth, Justice, and the American Way.
It was not America, California, or Los Angeles, but my own distorted
sense of right and wrong that had me believe I could live on the edge of
social acceptance. I was not the best person in the world, but I was surely
not the worst. I never intentionally tried to do anyone great bodily injury. I
cried at certain movies, and waxed nostalgic when certain songs were played.
I love animals, and the ocean. I love to read good books. I love helping
people with their problems. I benefit whenever I repeat a message that I
need to keep in mind for myself. All in all, I am not that much different from
most other people in America. In some ways I might even be a lot easier to
get along with-I am not racist or quick to anger, I love God, and I respect
others' feelings.
In a moment of confusion I resolved a situation in a manner that would
have brought theater audiences to their feet had it been John Wayne, Charles
Bronson, or Clint Eastwood righting a wrong. But it was me, acting out of
a distorted sense of heroism. There was no investigation into my reasoning.
I was a criminal and that was that-no ifs, ands, or buts. What I did canceled
out everything else about me and left me in the vast and generalized category
of those who had committed crimes before and after me.
In spite of the fear, depression, hopelessness, and frustration I felt deep
inside, I was comforted by the fact that in America, the Bad Guy was
always treated fairly and eventually, through example, was reconditioned,
rehabilitated, and re-cycled back into society. After all, I was not in Russia
or Communist China where people were put into prison and forgotten about.
This is America where everyone gets a second chance to be all they can be.
25
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Even though I had made a major mistake, I knew the Good Guys would
allow me to redeem myself. That is what Good Guys do. Good Guys keep
their word, look out for the underdog, and right wrongs through benevolence
and understanding. All through childhood I was taught this in various ways
and now that I had fallen from grace and tarnished my image, I was relieved
that I could count on the Good Guys to be good guys.
The beginning of any long journey is difficult. It is even more difficult
when the end is not clearly specified. However, I embarked on my odyssey
determined to do whatever it took to demonstrate that my crime was not an
indication of the kind of person I am but an apparition, a behavioural anomaly
triggered by a set of circumstances that could never be recreated in a thousand
millennia. In the course of proving to them that I was a "Good Guy in
disguise," I discovered some phenomenal things about myself. The most
remarkable of these discoveries was and is: I am a Good Guy! In fact, in a
lot of ways, I am a better guy than some of the "guys" I thought personified
honour and dignity.
After nearly fifteen years of a fifteen-to-life sentence for second-degree
murder (murder without premeditation), I have come to terms with my
crime, my life, and my future. I have done things to correct those parts of
my thinking that made bad choices or no choices at all. I have done more
than what has been asked of me, only to find out that the good guys have
changed the rules. They no longer feel obligated to honor their agreements
because they make the rules and we have to follow them. The governor of
this great State has expressed his intention to keep anyone convicted of
taking another human life in prison without parole, regardless of the terms
of their sentencing or their positive adjustments.
It frightens me, but more than that I am afraid for the people that think
the way I used to think before I trusted in the Good Guys' goodness. It is
only through the belief in the principles of democracy that the guarantees
can be perpetuated. The promises of a democratic society are not for those
who can buy security, or ensure through force the welfare of their family.
Democracy is to protect those who cannot protect themselves from the
larger entities that seek to advance their own selfish agendas. When one set
of people begins to believe that certain conditions in life favor some and
deny others, they place themselves in the kind of blind naIvete that allows
democracy to slip away unnoticed.
I have been the grateful recipient of some very amazing, cathartic
revelations. The one that impacted me most is that people deal with other
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people on a sliding scale of integrity based on how much power one has
over the other. I, perhaps like most, believed that we as a people had evolved
to a point in intellect and spirituality that allowed us to see past the actions of
a person and/or group of people into the cause of those actions. One of the
most fundamental propositions is that there is a cause behind every effect.
People are not born killers, rapists, child molesters, robbers, thieves, and
batterers. Their actions are an expression of what they have been taught,
not a natural propensity. However, it has become a simpler task to identify
the disease and excise the infected member than to research and isolate its
etiology and produce a social vaccine. Perhaps the unconscious reasoning
for this course of action is that finding the cause might reveal some common
responsibility. We might determine that neither the criminal nor the judge
could be in the position they occupy unless social support was given or
withheld at crucial times in their development. Unfortunately, there are so
many elements of our new world order that depend on and serve to establish
a caste system that society has come to depend on the criminal element as
much as physicians depend upon the diseased.
I grew up believing in the perfection of the democratic process. I believed
people selected politicians because they had the people's interest at heart. I
thought policemen were the cream of the crop dedicated to protect and to
serve. I thought that with the exception of the most extreme cases, all
prisoners were reintegrated into society to live happy productive lives because
this was the blessing and advantage ofliving in a country founded on freedom
and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. Even the
Constitution of the United States of America guarantees one's inalienable
rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. In hindsight, I guess it
was necessary for me to believe this, otherwise I would have been unable to
tell the difference between the United States of America and those countries
that practiced blatant violations of human rights and the unjust jailing of its
citizens, that showed open disregard for human suffering and indifference
to ongoing social problems. Those far-away countries with names that were
difficult to pronounce and policies even more difficult to understand do not
seem so far away anymore. It is America, as I once believed it to be, which
is distant in my memory.

H. D. Blake (prisoner D-59655) is incarcerated in California. He can be
contacted at Folsom State Prison, P.O. Box 715071 5-AAI-02, Represa,
California 95671, U.S.A.

Life and Death in America:
The Killing of Amadou Diallo
Charles Huckelbury

Justice is the end of government.
(James Madison, The Federalist #51)
It is the madness of folly to expect mercy from those who have
refused to do justice.
(Thomas Paine, The American Crisis #1)

A little after midnight on February 4, 1999, Amadou Diallo was standing
l""\...in the entry to his apartment in New York City. Mr. Diallo had committed
neither felony nor misdemeanor; he was a West African immigrant and
street vendor without criminal history who had come to the United States
believing the promise of Emma Lazarus's poem engraved on the Statue of
Liberty. He was not wearing a mask, and he was not displaying a weapon.
In short, he was not doing anything remarkable to distinguish him from any
other citizen. He had not, however, considered two liabilities that put his
liberty in danger and ultimately cost him his life: he was black and living in
the wrong part of the city.
As Mr. Diallo stood in his vestibule looking out on the street in front of
his apartment, he was approached by four white policemen-all were
members of the Street Crimes Unit, a special tactical squad emphasizing the
identification and arrest of neighbourhood thugs. None ofthe police officers
were in uniform, and all were large, intimidating, muscular men with the
requisite attitude for doing their job-which is to say, they looked for trouble,
expected to find it, and did not mind so much when they did.
As testimony subsequently revealed, the police officers were looking for
a black rapist, and Diallo had the misfortune to be black and living in the
same area where the suspect committed his crime. Moreover, one ofDiallo's
neighbours had called police and reported that he (Diallo) was acting
"suspiciously." Thus, when the four officers approached Mr. Diallo, they
were primed.
When all four were within approximately ten feet from Diallo, they
reportedly identified themselves as police officers and ordered him not to
move. Unaccustomed to being accosted by the police, Mr. Diallo responded
reasonably to the officers' presence and verbal order by attempting to
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withdraw his wallet from his hip pocket, presumably to offer identification.
As soon as the wallet was out of his pocket, one of the police officers yelled
"Gun," and all four men drew their weapons and opened fire on the
unsuspecting immigrant. Forensic evidence revealed that the officers fired
forty-one times, with nineteen rounds striking Diallo, at least two of which
entered the bottom of his feet as he lay on the floor of the vestibule. He was
dead in seconds.
In and of itself, the killing of Amadou Diallo would have been tragic
enough. Four police officers gunning down an unarmed and totally innocent
man, while not unheard of in this country, certainly should have provoked
enough outrage and re-examination of police policy to ensure that such a
profound blunder would not happen again, or at the very least, that the
chances for such a catastrophe would be greatly diminished. The tragedy
was compounded, however, by the subsequent testimony at trial of the four
officers indicted for Diallo's murder. Not only was Amadou Diallo sent to a
premature grave by representatives of the government, he was made complicit
in his own death, and the men who killed him walked out of the courtroom
and returned to their families and jobs.
Revisiting the accounts ofDiallo's behaviour that night, it is noteworthy
that during the initial investigation, he was not accused of doing anything
that might have provoked such a vicious fusillade. He was not a wanted
criminal, and he had no prior record. He eamed a living as a street vendor,
and he was doing nothing more threatening than standing in his own vestibule
looking at the activity in the street. A rational person would think that anyone
standing on his or her own property, observing the street, would not present
a threat requiring forty-one rounds of ammunition. Diallo was simply a
reportedly "suspicious" person.
The vestibule where Diallo stood was well lighted, and he attempted to
do what any right-thinking citizen would do when confronted with four
aggressive police officers; he unhesitatingly tried to present identification, a
standard but offensive requirement when demanded in this day of no-nonsense
law enforcement and unrestricted police license. That is, by any objective
standard, Amadou Diallo did absolutely nothing to precipitate his death.
Indeed, so innocent was Mr. Diallo that one of the police officers at the
scene cradled his head after the shooting and begged him not to die, a rather
disingenuous request, considering that same police officer had just done
everything in his power to kill him. And then came the trial testimony.
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The police officers all took the stand in their defense and described a
series of events that night that shifted the blame for the tragedy directly onto
Diallo's cold, dead shoulders. It was the felonious equivalent of finding him
guilty of the tort offense of contributory negligence in his own death. By the
time they got to trial nearly a year later, the police officers told a cohesive
version of what had happened that night. Now the vestibule became "dimly
lighted." Diano was acting like a suspect, here defined as being black and
looking first in one direction, then the other. When the four officers
approached him, at least one held out a badge for identification and "asked"
to talk to Diano. (Only in Colorado after JonBenet Ramsey's murder have
the police ever requested an interview.) According to the officers' trial
testimony, Diano responded by moving back into the recesses of his
apartment's vestibule and reaching for his hip pocket. Ignoring shouted
commands to show his hands, Diallo adopted a "combat stance" and pulled
his wallet.
As soon as the wallet was visible, one of the officers mistakenly identified
a firearm and screamed a warning to his companions. At this point, one of
the other police officers apparently tripped and fell to the ground, thereby,
according to testimony, leading the other officers to believe that he had been
shot by Mr. Diallo. It was never sufficiently explained how the police officer
who tripped could have been shot when there was neither sound of a gunshot
nor sign of a muzzle flash from a weapon. Nevertheless, all four officers
began firing wildly at Diallo. Only after he was dead and a search begun for
the weapon did the police discover the magnitude of their mistake. Thus
began the futile attempts to stanch the flow of blood from the nineteen holes
in Amadou Diallo's rapidly cooling body.
The officers also tried to explain away the number of shots fired by
testifying that the sparks from the many ricochets from their own gunfire
made them believe that Diallo was returning fire, thus provoking an even
more intense response from the police officers. For those who have watched
action movies starring Mel Gibson or Sylvester Stallone, ricochets perhaps
do spark off everything from car fenders to modeling clay, but that is
Hollywood's version (like the laser duels in Star Wars) and bears no
resemblance to reality. Amadou Diallo's building was brick and wood. Lead
striking wood is absorbed; lead striking brick is indeed deflected but without
producing a spark that would indicate the bullet's striking another metal. In
other words, there could not have been any sparks that night because wood
and brick do not generate them when struck by expended pistol rounds.
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Did the police lie or were they simply mistaken in their abject terror in the
presence of what they thought was an armed adversary? Twelve men and
women heard the testimony, twelve men and women who had never been
close to a shoot-out and would not know gunfire from a backfire, and they
held that the killing of Amadou Diallo was justified.
It is not the purpose of this essay to determine whether the police officers
embellished their story or if they truly believed a lone unarmed man was
attempting to kill them by firing even more rapidly than four of them in
concert were capable of. What I would like to explore here is another, more
pernicious explanation that runs parallel to the truth about the shooting and
involves the attitude instilled and nurtured in police departments in general
and in tactical units specifically that promotes tragedies like the killing of
Amadou Diallo. It is the intense militarization of the police over the past two
decades that has culminated in the belief by the men and women who work
the streets that they are indeed soldiers operating with the same rules of
engagement that govern armed forces overseas. And it is this precise attitude
that causes police officers to view citizens of this country, citizens who
have done nothing illegal, as threats in the domestic equivalent of a free-fire
zone.
Like any competent combat unit, police tactical squads develop an esprit
de corps that promotes overreaction when confronted with a hostile or
dangerous situation. The tactical advantages of massive firepower are
currently taught in police academies, and the officers in the Diallo killing
testified that they had been instructed to empty their weapons in a gunfight.
Tactical officers also expect trouble, similar to soldiers on a combat patrol.
And, if the truth is not too harsh, these men and the occasional woman not
only anticipate confrontation-they look forward to it. After all, it is why
they train, and like any good combat unit, the training is only preparation for
the real thing, in this case, armed confrontations on the street. Compounding
the situation is the racial distribution of these tactical squads; most are
predominately or exclusively white, while their anticipated adversariesand this is fundamental to the results-are predominately or exclusively
people of color. Add to that the adrenaline surging during such an encounter,
and you have a recipe for disaster.
Tragedies like Amadou Diallo's killing, therefore, are virtually guaranteed,
given the number and nature of these tactical units deployed in police
departments around the country. But the John Wayne attitude is not limited
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to members of SWAT teams. In Louisville, Kentucky, for example, two
white police officers shot and killed Desmond Randolph, a black teenager,
for revving the engine of the stolen car he was driving. 1 In California, police
officers surrounded the car of a sleeping teenager, also black. After first
trying and failing to wake her, the police then attempted to break the driver's
window. The teenager instinctively reached for the pistol lying in the seat
beside her, which provoked the police into shooting her more than a dozen
times in the head and upper torso.2
The officers who work the tactical units are volunteers, all of whom
undergo both physical and psychological training in preparation for their
mission, and notwithstanding the professed remorse of the defense witnesses
in the Diallo case, these officers see that mission in the same terms that
infantry units in the armed forces approach theirs: maximum firepower in
the face of armed resistance, or in Amadou Diallo's case, suspected armed
resistance.
This is not to say that police officers should be naIve enough to trust
exclusively in the good faith ofthe men and women they are hired to protect
and serve, if I may be permitted such an anachronism. Indeed, "bad guys"
still roam the streets in certain areas, and all law enforcement personnel
should be alert to the potential for danger. The stark facts, however,
demonstrate that the risks are exaggerated and criminal defendants usually
surrender rather than engage in shoot-outs with police. In fact, in any given
year, police work is consistently absent among the top ten jobs in terms of
mortality and injury rates. Cab drivers, lumberjacks, firefighters, and
commercial fishermen all have higher rates of on-the-job deaths than police
officers. Indeed, in 1999, the latest year for which statistics are available,
cabbies suffered on-the-job deaths at a rate of 30 per 100,000.3 Police
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The officers fired twenty-two times at Randolph, killing him instantly. The chief of
police praised the two officers during an awards ceremony (Exceptional Valor Award)
for their prompt reaction. The Chief was subsequently fired by the mayor for his
"insensitivity" ("Fatal shooting, delayed fallout roil Louisville," USA Today, March
29,2000, v. 18 n. 139, p. 8A).
The officers were subsequently cleared ofthe shooting. They all claimed they were in
fear for their lives, although they did admit they could have found a less alarming way
to examine the young woman, Tyisha Miller ("Fatal Judgement," People, October 11,
1999, v. 52 n. 14, p. 143-9).
"Cabbies face fears with every fare," USA Today, May 2, 2000, p. 3A.
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officers, by comparison, died at a far lesser rate of 6.8 per 100,000, slightly
less than retail-sales clerks at 6.9 per 100,000.
Moreover, the percentage of police officers actually killed by armed
assailants generally comprises about half of all deaths, the others coming as
a result of heart attacks, traffic accidents, suicides or other causes. So a
simple statistical analysis demonstrates that the dangers purportedly inherent
in police work are overrated, even in the face of counter-claims by police
organizations and television shows like COPS and America s Most Wanted.
So why have police departments militarized their tactical units, and even
their traditional patrol units, to such an extent? What is the justification for
going among innocent citizens with a gunfighter's mentality, not only
expecting to engage an armed adversary but welcoming the showdown?
The answer lies partially with the self-interested promotion of politicians
and certain law enforcement executives, but the other half of the equation is
a confluence of public and law enforcement opinion that marginalizes
individuals like Amadou Diallo and sets them up for victim status. And,
sadly, American society as a whole has participated in an invidious
particularism that contributes to the mutual animosity between the police
and certain ethnic groups.
The particularist school of political theory allows each group (like the
police) within society the right to promote its own self-interest without
regard for the interests of other groups, no matter how large or small. The
emphasis is therefore on group survival, rather than a stronger, healthier
gestalt. Pluralism, in contrast, recognizes each group's development within
a larger framework of common society. As Diane Ravitch explains it, "Instead
of promoting reconciliation and a sense of shared community, particularism
rekindles ancient hatreds in the present; its precepts set group against group.
[Adherents] learn that it is appropriate to think of others primarily in terms
of their group identity."4 That is, individual merit and identification are
subsumed within the group to which that individual belongs, relieving the
"foreign" observer and group member of the responsibility for objective
assessment of any other group's members.
To demonstrate, hyphenated Americans have now become the rule rather
than the exception, and although ethnicity can and should be a source of
4

Quoted in David Shipier, A Country ojStrangers, Black and White in America. (New
York: Knopf, 1997) p. 225.
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pride, it can often function as a line of demarcation, separating citizens of
heterogeneous backgrounds who would normally form a cohesive unit. Black
Americans and immigrants of African descent, like Amadou Diallo, tend to
close ranks in what they see as a self-preservation effort to stave off
assimilation by a biased (and often oppressive) Eurocentric culture. That is,
as society has become more ethnically self-aware, de facto segregation has
become resurgent as racial and cultural enclaves seek to distinguish themselves
and their values from mainstream lifestyles, situations in which they feel at
once alienated and mistrustful. It is this fragmentation of contemporary
American society that permits an unexamined subculture to avoid
accountability and encourages the police, acting within their own group, to
engage in the same kind of particularist philosophy as the people they observe
on the street. Given their training and indoctrination in terms of this particular
zeitgeist, police officers could hardly be expected to react to hostile situations,
either perceived or actual, with other than immediate and deadly force against
a particularized enemy, notably people of color.
Contrary to the almost apathetic attitude of white respondents, black
Americans consistently identify racism as a primary concern and expect it
in their daily encounters with white society. The deplorable condition of
many predominantly black schools versus upscale white facilities; the lack
of health care for the working poor and those on welfare; and the
disproportionate number of black and Hispanic citizens in prison all contribute
to an us-versus-them mentality, displayed in anti-establishment music, dress,
and behaviours, whether in the street or on the athletic field. Conservatism,
whether compassionate or the other, more common variety, encourages
this separation with its retrenchment or elimination of affirmative action, for
example, and its perceived favouritism of the more affluent (read ''white'')
members of society.
Law enforcement therefore becomes, in the eyes of the multicultural
segments of society, a tool of the affluent, of the same constellation of
predominately white males who make the laws that minorities see, rightly or
wrongly, as depriving them of both their rights and their identities. Minority
populations react by withholding the traditional respect extended to the police
that white society (and the police themselves) expects and often demands.
The police concomitantly view these autonomous displays as a rejection of
the mores (and often the laws) that define the majority, which in turn produces
the suspicion and anticipation that makes firearms the first response in the
field. The corollary, of course, is that the police begin to reflect the majority's
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response to the minorities' demands: they see themselves as under-appreciated
and misunderstood. They become resentful, aware of the latent hostility
they face each day and paranoid in the face of any encounter, especially
with people of color. They close ranks within their group and identify, as
Ravitch described, other group members on the basis of external factors
relating to that group's membership. A recent study of the Miami-Dade
(Florida) police department confirms this analysis.
Geoffrey Alpert and Roger Dunham examined use-of-force reports for
the years 1996-1998 and classified the incidents according to the race of
the officers and civilians involved. The statistics demonstrate that when
both police officer and arrestee were white, force was used in twenty-six
percent of the reported cases. When the officer was black and the arrestee
was white, force was required in sixteen percent of the cases. The study
further disclosed that white police officers used force against black arrestees
in forty percent of incidents, compared to sixty-seven percent when both
officer and arrestee were black. 5 Chuck Wexler, the executive director of
the Police Executive Research Forum, hailed the results following the Diallo
trial as proof that use of force occurred more in intraracial arrests than
during interracial confrontations, thus putting the lie to accusations that the
police were inherently racist. 6 After all, if police officers were more prone
to use force on members of their own race, then Amadou Diallo's killing
could not be characterized as a racist response by white police officers.
Wexler, however, misses the point. Although intraracial force was more
common than interracial force, the ineluctable conclusion of the study, a
study accepted by Wexler and his organization, is that black arrestees were
subjected to the use of force far more than their white counterparts in
similar situations. The racist or particularist response to this study would be
that blacks are more violent and tend to resist arrest in more statistically
significant numbers than whites. The more obvious conclusion is that black
suspects are more likely to evoke a forceful response from the police, and
that distinction is crucial.
The intuitive leap is therefore to assume that the police expect violent
confrontations with black defendants and in general diminish the importance

5

"Measuring and Assessing Police Use of Force and Suspect Resistance." 1998. United
States Department of Justice.
USA Today, March 13, 2000, p. 4A.
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of black lives, thus leading to unnecessary fatalities like the killing of Amadou
Diallo. But what if the police are victims of a psychological campaign to
isolate them from society in general and minority society particularly?
Consider: In 1999, forty-two police officers were feloniously killed in the
line of duty, fewer than in any other year since the FBI began keeping
statistics in 1963. But instead of welcoming the good news that America's
streets are steadily becoming less violent, James Pasco, the executive director
of the Fraternal Order of Police, the nation's largest police union, responded
by asserting, "It's not getting safer for law enforcement. Absolutely not
There is a far greater disposition to attack law enforcement officers than
there ever has been,"? this at a time when overall crime has decreased for
eight consecutive years. In other words, the police officers in the street are
not being told the truth, not even by their own; they are being manipulated
for personal benefit, a pernicious and vicious abuse of power that advocates
an apocalyptic view and places those officers at higher risk for escalating
confrontations in which they could be injured or killed.
Thus, statistical analyses such as those by Alpert and Dunham prove
what the prisons confirm: that society and its judicial enforcement arm have
also been the victims of a massive disinformation campaign. Americans,
after all, love illusions, whether in their movies, televisions, or print media,
and vested interests, including law enforcement, respond by identifying,
CUltivating, and maintaining an audience in order to provide what that particular
group desires. This is the result of the current fragmentation of American
society, a Diaspora of sorts that banishes people of color to the fringes and
keeps them there, not necessarily economically or even socially constrained,
but in a perceptual sense that they are somehow not one of us.
To eliminate this mutual, reactive misunderstanding, it will become
necessary to drop the shields each side instinctively carries and to move
toward a more pluralistic social environment, that is, one in which police
and civilians look beyond group identities to establish common ground. The
current emphasis on community policing is a correct step in promoting
empathy, a quality sadly lacking in police academies and minority
neighborhoods. But simply putting police in certain geographical areas will
not eliminate the problem; the four police officers who killed Amadou Diallo
were on the street in a very real sense but unconcerned with establishing
7
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community relations, and the anonymous caller who described Diallo's
behavior as suspicious clearly was hostage to a stereotypical bias.
As the start of a remedy, there needs to be a dialogue between the majority
and the minorities with the police as an active participant. Without some sort
of regularly held symposia, in which all sides voice their concerns in an
atmosphere of candor and trust, and in which accurate information is available
to all, the fragmentation I have described will continue apace, all sides
refusing to accept responsibility and declining to treat each other as worthy
but fallible human beings. We are not combatants staring at each other's
battle lines across some DMZ; it is time everyone stopped playing these
dangerous roles.
The militaristic, confrontational attitude of today's urban police
departments is anachronistic and does more harm than good. Although it
focuses on quickly overcoming armed opposition and preserving the line
officers' lives, it has resulted and will continue to result in needless civilian
casualties in a specious war whose justification has expanded incrementally
over three decades. The tragic paradox is that as America's streets have
become progressively safer for everyone, contacts between civilians and
police have become increasingly deadlier, due largely to subjective evaluations
encouraged by disinformation campaigns like that of James Pasco.
America is not and never has been the "melting pot" of its reputation, but
surely it must remain a republic in which, as James Madison observed,
justice is the end, and in which citizens of any color or creed can safely
walk the streets without fear of urban predators on either side of the law. If
American society is a weave of ethnic and religious patterns, then we are all
part of the same tapestry, deserving of the same respect and recognition.
Just as it is certainly wrong for citizens to fire on the police, it is not
unreasonable for all law-abiding citizens, no matter what their color, to
demand the same consideration in return.
Charles Huckelbury is a regular contributor to the JPP, and has recently
been appointed to the editorial board. He can be contacted at New Hampshire
State Penitentiary, P.O. Box 14, Concord, New Hampshire 03301, U.S.A.

Time: A Convict's Perspective
Gregory J. McMaster

T

his story was written with the hope that it will enlighten the public
about the realities of Time spent behind prison bars.
Crime and punishment. Lock 'em up and throwaway the key. Longer
sentences and stiffer penalties. "Prison time and lots of it" is the cry heard
across the land in response to society's never-ending stream of criminal
perpetrators. Citizens are demanding more time while convicts are
proclaiming they cannot do what they have already been given. With twenty
consecutive years of a life sentence under my belt I understand prison time
better than most and I have decided to add my voice to the fray.
Free world time and prison time run on two distinctly different clocks.
Prisoners serve twenty-four hours a day, every day-no holidays, no sick
leave, no vacations. On average, citizens do eight hour shifts five days per
week. You have a home life while we are doing life. Tick tock, tick tock,
around goes the clock. We see it, we hear it and with each movement of the
little hand we understand that another hour of our lives has just been wasted.
You mark your days and weeks by time; we mark our existence with it.
When I first entered prison I was in awe of the men who had served ten,
fifteen, and twenty years. Looking around at the cold steel cages I found it
incomprehensible that anyone could survive in that environment for such
periods of time. Then I saw the cold steel in their eyes and understoodeither you bend the steel with your mind or the steel bends you. Twenty
years later the youngsters now ask me "How'd you do it man? How come
you didn't go crazy?" Then they see the look in my eyes and a shiver runs
down their spine. Something just walked over their grave; that part of my
soul that did battle with the steel. Then I crack a cagey smile and tell them
that I went crazy several times but somehow I managed to recover. Were
you to walk me down any city street I could easily pick out the men that
have done hard time just by looking in their eyes.
Prison time drags on forever. From wake up call in the morning to lights
out at night you'd swear a week went by. Every week passes as slowly as
a month and each month seems as if it were a year. Spiritually we age as if
we were dogs with each year counting as seven. In dog time I have served
140 years. Many families are on their second and third pet since I became a
caged entity.
Cliches come to mind. "Time flies when you're having fun." No one
here is having fun and the time sure isn't flying. "Time is money." How true
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in this instance; we're not making any and it's costing you plenty. "Time is
on our side." It's the exact opposite, time is our immortal enemy. "If! could
put time in a bottle." Just like time in a cage it would rot your soul. "Time is
the snitch of the universe. It tells on everyone and everything." My original
quotation from watching old-time cons roll over and snitch on their
associates. "Don't do the crime if you can't do the time." Catchy phrase but
no one, career criminals or average citizens who temporarily lose control,
stops to consider the consequences of getting caught.
"Time stands still." Through massive sensory deprivation and almost a
total lack of external stimuli time takes on a realm of nothingness. Everything
is excruciatingly repetitive; always has been, always will be. Yesterday was
the same as today and we have already done tomorrow. Xeroxed days and
carbon-copy nights; seasons flicker by the window.
"There but for the Grace of God go I." Who hasn't committed a crime?
Driven too fast or under the influence, experimented with marijuana, physically
abused or assaulted someone, cheated on tax returns, hunted out of season,
purchased bootlegged CDs or untaxed cigarettes or other merchandise from
questionable sources, stolen from work, et cetera.
"Longer sentences and stiffer penalties." This sounds just dandy for
law-abiding citizens until they or someone close to them gets nabbed for
one of these innocent little capers. Suddenly their tune changes as they find
themselves victimized by the very system they so stoutly supported. "But
what about my family, my career, my life?" What about them? They mean
nothing to "the system." If you're fortunate enough to a have dedicated
family, they start serving their own kind of time; the closer the bond, the
harder their time. Family members of the offender become victims on an
equal and oftentimes worse scale than the family the crime was perpetrated
against. I wish it wasn't so, but my observations conclude that the average
family can only sustain two-to-three years of imprisonment before permanent
damage is done. Bridges are burned and dramatic changes take place in the
psyche, personality, and moral fiber of the incarcerated individual.
Unquestionably prison causes damage, and the longer the sentence the greater
the harm.
When discussing our now-disintegrated family, my sister flatly states
that I only remember the bad times. She is correct in this assessment. The
sterile environment of prison offers no sights, sounds, or smells that would
remind me of the good times. No home movies, souvenirs, holiday get-
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togethers, or unmonitored communication. There is literally nothing that
would encourage favorable recollections. All around me is pain and suffering
which triggers my memories of pain and suffering. Concrete, steel, and
constant oppression aren't exactly positive memory catalysts.
My incarceration has spanned four decades; the late '70s, all of the '80s
and '90s, and now I've entered the new millennium. At times it feels like I
was sentenced to death and the Government conveniently forgot to execute
me. Years go by without once tasting whole milk or real butter. The weekly
food menu is fixed and never varies. The processed pap is tasteless and
sparse. Mystery meat becomes a test of bravery while nourishing meals are
restricted to television commercials and fantasies. If you can get past the
smell you swallow it because it's the only restaurant in town.
Exactly what is twenty years? Proponents of longer sentences would
have us believe that twenty years is an insignificant amount of time, a mere
drop in the proverbial bucket. I beg to differ. Twenty autumns without a
walk in the woods; twenty Mother's Days without a hug from her son;
twenty Christmases without sharing the joy and excitement of children;
twenty Thanksgivings without a family reunion. My family has spent the
same twenty years attempting to cope with the fact that there is an empty
spot at the table, that someone's missing. The guilt hammers home on each
occasion as I recognize that my actions of twenty years ago are still causing
tremendous pain and suffering. Twenty years of gut-wrenching guilt ain't
no drop in the bucket. Within a year I will have literally spent half of my life
in a cage. A milestone that I'm not looking forward to.
All time is relevant, whether it be one, thirteen or twenty years. A person's
entire life can be destroyed from just one week of district jail time. He or she
could lose their job, home, family, possessions, reputation, and future
potential. Anyone of these losses on their own constitutes untold cases of
severe depression, nervous breakdowns, suicides, and murder. Long-term
prisoners get the full package, all of the losses all of the time. Sam's wife
stopped taking his calls; Bob's children don't understand; Keith's sister died
and he's denied a special escort to the funeral; Mat's ex-fiancee just sold
everything he owned. Time. We have time to get over it. Time to get ready
for the next guaranteed bout of turmoil that's coming our way.
I notice time while dating letters. Another month come and gone, another
page turned on the calendar, another year stockpiled. Convicts don't mark
Xs on their calendars to count down how much time they have left. We
mark calendars so we don't get lost-lost in our minds, lost in time. We are
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the original time travelers. Without our little Xs on the calendar, Tuesday
becomes Thursday and early June is actually late July.
When we show up disheveled for what we thought was a surprise visit,
our visitor inquires why we aren't showered and shaved. "I told you I
would be here Wednesday at two o'clock." Appointments for set days and
specific times have no significance in our timeless timelines. Tick-tock,
tick-tock, around goes the clock. We see it and we hear it but we rarely
comprehend it.
Prison life offers many situations in which there are no calendars, clocks,
or natural sunlight. Prisoners confined to the Segregation Punishment Unit
learn to tell time by the Industry work whistle, meals, count, and lights out.
Men in the hole are constantly asking each other "What day is it today?"
Once given an answer a second question is routinely asked: "Are you sure?"
We identify the different seasons through the sports we play and the
change in air temperature. There are no budding green springs or blazing fall
colors. Correctional budgets don't include scenery. If there's snow on the
ground and our ears are cold it's winter and if there's sun on our faces and
we're sweating it's summer.
As a Boy Scout I used to be able to tell time by the sun, the moon and the
stars. Now I only catch periodic glimpses of the sun, a rare look at the
moon, and I can't remember the last time I saw the twinkling of a star.
Starlight isn't capable of penetrating the megawatt halogen dayglow of prison
perimeter lighting. How wondrous it would be to lay in a field and gaze into
the star-filled sky. I would be eight years old again, lost in the mystery and
beauty of our universe.
The passage of Time. I entered prison at the age of twenty-one, a violent,
volatile youth who believed himselfto be indestructible and eternal. Such is
the folly of young men, particularly those of the criminal mindset. Having
grown, matured, and survived the insanity of prison I now find myself
middle-aged. After two knee surgeries, a reconstructed shoulder, chronic
lower back problems, and arthritic joints I am all too aware of my mortality.
Each day fresh faces enter the prison system, young men full of energy,
hate, and confusion, just as I once was. Somewhere along the way I crossed
over from being a player to becoming an observer; a wise old hound dog
with energetic and unstable puppies snipping at my heels. On occasion I
wonder if I was like that at their age? The other old-timers assure me that I
was.
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This observation brings us to the most important aspect of time: change.
Since the age of thirty I have openly credited prison with having kept me
alive long enough so that I could evolve into a sane and rational human
being-quite a contrast from the twenty-one-year-old runaway train that
desperately needed incarceration for the safety of society and protection
from himself. The journey from chaos to reality was long, arduous, and
constantly interrupted by the realities of prison. Personally, I believe I was
ready to re-enter society ten years ago. Let's face it, if a man hasn't changed
his way of thinking after ten straight years of incarceration he may never
understand the self-evaluation process and work that needs to be done.
The other side of the coin is obvious; what happens to a man when he is
kept past his optimum (caged) rehabilitative state of mind? Prison only offers
so much and a person can only climb so high out of the sewer. When
countless prisoners are kept past their optimum release date-the reality on
a national scale-society runs the risk oflosing these masses to the subculture
of institutionalized criminality. Instead of releasing these men to halfway
houses and treatment centers for further rehabilitation they are sent back
into the depths of depravity and despair. Picture a drowning man breaking
the water's surface and yelling for help while the rescuers on shore sip their
beer, look at their watches and decide he's good for another eight hours.
The analogy is the same except those hours extend into years.
When a prisoner clearly rises to the surface three basic criteria should be
considered for further incarceration:
1) Public safety. Is the individual likely to re-offend?
2) Has the subject received the maximum benefit from programming?
3) Are there safe alternatives within the community that would further
enhance rehabilitation efforts?
Instead of any of the above criteria, what we have is a Time-based system.
In all too many cases prisoners are kept years and possibly the remainder of
their lives past their optimum release dates. All too often, the reason is
because a judge or legislated guideline threw a number into the mix. Although
ajudge's numerical sentence becomes the controlling factor in the length of
time a prisoner ultimately serves, in most cases the judge wouldn't remember
the offender, circumstances of the crime, or number of years meted out.
When it's time to go it should be time to go. The individual should be out the
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door, not held back because a number in a duty file dictates that eight more
years need to be logged in.
There truly are prisoners who have changed, the ones whom time has
had the desired effect upon. Ironically the biggest obstacle on the road to
rehabilitation is the average citizen's concept of time. Although twenty years
have passed in my own case, everyone insists on treating me as if it were
still 1978 and I twenty-one years old. They are stuck in a time warp.
Rehabilitation and developing a social conscience are never easy. The task
becomes increasingly difficult when society as a whole seems to demand
that an individual not change. It is quite clear that many of you need many of
us to remain your demons and arch villains. I'm proud to say that quite a
few of us can no longer fulfill those roles for you. Although you need us to
remain the same we absolutely refuse. Time moves on and with time comes
change. Many of us are no longer drug addicts, drunks, uneducated, selfdestructive, thieves, users, and abusers. We were given time and we used
that time to cleanse ourselves of the personal demons that led us astray.
Many of the issues raised in this story, such as ruined Thanksgiving
holidays and tormented families are likewise suffered by the families of
crime victims, particularly when the crime resulted in the loss of life. As I
was writing I could hear the victims' families screaming out to me "What
about us?" Having witnessed the torment of my own family and observed
that of hundreds of others I am all too cognizant of their pain and anguish.
Victims' stories have been covered in the media thousands of times;
unfortunately, due to the state of our decaying society, they are a daily
occurrence. Many of these stories tug at my heart and bring tears to my
eyes, just as they do the average reader. This story is different. Its sole
purpose is to educate you, the general public, about the meaning of
incarcerated Time. It is one story contrasting the thousands. I'm not
suggesting there should be a balance; just that we have a voice and it ought
to be heard.
Gregory J. McMaster is a regular contributor to the Journal of Prisoners
on Prisons. He is serving a life sentence in Collins Bay Institution, Canada.
McMaster can be contacted by writing Gregory J. McMaster, Collins Bay
Institution, P.O. Box 6700, Kingston, Ontario, K7L 2P8 CANADA, or by
writing to him care of Heidi H. Crissey, Attorney at Law, P.O. Box 602,
Stillwater Minnesota, 55082 U.S.A.

On Heroes and She-roes:
Self-Esteem and Breaking the
Cycle of Prison Recidivism
Ed Poindexter

I

enjoy looking up words in the dictionary to learn their root meaning. In
the old days people knew exactly what they were doing when they assigned
names and labels to things, places, events, and states of mind. "Esteem,"
for example, stems from the Latin word aestimare, and means to appraise,
estimate, or give an opinion of. Therefore, self-esteem is the appraisal,
estimation, or opinion we have of ourselves. It is a common belief that
people with high self-esteem produce good results, and that those with low
self-esteem produce poor results.
The term is sometimes used interchangeably with self-image, which is
the mental picture we have of ourselves. Our thoughts and behaviors are
reflections of our self-image. Self-confidence is assurance we have in our
abilities. Often confused with conceit, self-love is a prerequisite to truly
loving others. Conceit is actually a mask or facade worn to hide such
insecurities as an inferiority complex. To fall in love with someone with little
or no self-love is asking for trouble.
Technically, self-esteem is our opinion of our self-love, self-image and
self-confidence. They are so closely related that if one is low the others will
sag. Also used interchangeably with self-esteem, self-concept is the sum
total of all the above.
I have become so preoccupied with these terms over the past ten years
that I am convinced people with high self-esteem either do not come to
prison, or do but learn from their mistakes, leave, and never return. Those
with high self-esteem do not lead perfect lives, but they do tend to adapt
well to their environments, find meaning in their lives, are resilient, and are
equipped with coping and other skills that enable them to wade through
life's problems, challenges and stumbling blocks, while maintaining their
sanity and peace of mind.
I did not always believe this. And it was not until ten years ago that I had
even heard of the terms. I more or less evolved into this belief. To explain
the hows and whys of my evolution I must begin with the selection of my
life's heroes and she-roes, for they have represented the various stages of
my intellectual, emotional, and spiritual growth.
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My early childhood heroes and role models were my three uncles: Bob,
Bill, and Irvin. Their influence in my life became stronger following the
accidental drowning of my father when I was eight years old. As a pre-teen
my heroes were George Washington Carver; superstar athletes Harrison
Dillard and Jesse Owens, Ollie Matson, and later Jim Brown; and superstar
entertainers Chuck Berry, Fats Domino, Little Richard, Big Mama Thornton,
Muddy Waters, and Howlin' Wolf. I was especially drawn to the blues
because it was a musical balm for nearly all my ailments. But like many
balms, it did not always heal and something stronger was required.
After a few years of military service I began to idolize writers James
Baldwin, Langston Hughes and Claude McKay; musicians Charlie Parker,
Wes Montgomery, Miles Davis, John Coltrane, and Cannonball Adderly;
and singers Billy Holiday, Nancy Wilson, Nina Simone, and Odetta. I was
especially fond of how writers manipulated and shaped words to tug at the
reader's heart and conscience. By writing about things I had knowledge of
and/or personal experience with, these writers spoke for me until I learned
to transfer my own thoughts, feelings, and experiences to paper.
Toward the middle of my six and a half years of military service my
heroes began to reflect my rebellious nature asserting itself. That indescribable
angst inside me yearned for expression, to be heard, to be addressed, and
healed. This was when Malcolm X, Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., Muhammad
Ali, and Mahatma Gandhi spoke for me.
By the time I returned to civilian life in the fall of 1968, America's cultural
revolution, spearheaded by the black consciousness movement, was in full
swing. No longer did I idolize athletes, but instead great thinkers who reflected
that era: Amilcar Cabral, Ho Chi Minh, Mao Tse Tung, Huey P. Newton,
Eldridge Cleaver, Che Guevera, Fidel Castro, Regis Dubray, Jomo Kenyatta,
Patrice Lumumba, and Julius Nyrere. My selection of these heroes culminated
in my enlistment into the Black Panther Party where, for one of the few
times in my life, I felt genuinely useful and connected to something meaningful
and greater than myself.
On August 29, 1970, my mother was the only hero (in this case, she-ro)
qualified to hold that coveted title when she cradled my year-old niece Ericka
and stood calmly but defiantly inside the doorway of our home and told a
battalion of arresting officers, "If you have to arrest him, do so. But if you
shoot him, you're going to have to shoot through me and this baby first!"
That is the kind of stuff my mother is made of.
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By time I was sent to prison in the spring of the following year (by way
of railroad express), heroes Frantz Fanon, Dick Gregory, George Jackson,
and she-ro Angela Davis cloaked around my wounded but still intact social
and political conscience. During this era I was referred to as a "political
prisoner of conscience," a "black revolutionary Marxist"-labels I now reject.
Just plain Ed Poindexter will suffice.
It was a time of segregated rat- and roach-infested cell halls, and breakfast
cereal laced with ants and maggots. Where mush, a boiled potato, a spoonful
of green beans, a cup of lukewarm water, and a stale slice of white bread
were the daily menu in solitary confinement. On more than one occasion I
was beset by the misfortune of dining on said dubious delicacies.
My fall partner (then known as David L. Rice, now known as Mondo we
Langa) and I were not allowed to participate in the education program
because the school's principal was resentful of our political views. Her
narrow mind even prohibited black oriented publications as innocuous as
Ebony and Jet from entering the prison. I do not believe she was a racist,
just dumb as hell. How an alleged survivor of a Nazi concentration camp
could be so cruel and heartless, I will never understand.
When the donated magazines arrived she threw them into the trash, but
they were retrieved by prisoner janitors and circulated around the prison. I
remember silently complaining that by time Jet got around to me, the
centerfolds had been extracted. But I did not dare let that out, because such
a black revolutionary Marxist political prisoner of conscience as myself was
not supposed to find such exploitative objectification of women appealing.
Truth is, I did then, and still do. But that is another story.
And that was how we got to read Ebony and Jet magazines from 1971
through 1974. (Yes, I have been in prison for nearly thirty straight calendar
years.) The principal was eventually expelled from her corrections perch
when results of an investigative report revealed she was maintaining a harem
of prisoner clerk sex slaves, and had fraudulently filed her employment
application of more than twenty years earlier. (I have not yet decided which
was worse.) She claimed to have been awarded several advanced academic
letters, an M.A. and a Ph.D. As it turned out, she was a mere high school
graduate. To my distorted way of thinking, that the system could have hired
such a character as the woman principal was proof positive that all appointed
and elected officials and functionaries were equally as corrupt and hypocritical
as she was. Therefore, we were all classified as "political prisoners," mere
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victims caught in the system's sticky web of economic, sexual, and political
oppression, and should not be held accountable for our crimes. Flip Wilson
once said, while donning his Geraldine facade, "The devil made me do it."
In this case, the "system" made us do it, so we should have been either
exempt from punishment altogether or received a reduction of sentence for
those carrying the Punishment Discount Card.
Like most other left-wing radicals and black revolutionaries of the time,
I made political excuses for every type of criminal imaginable, which was
made easy when considering the escapades of such people as the principal.
For example, bank robbery was justified and explained away by the "fact"
that banks are instruments of the corrupt establishment that help keep the
poor and oppressed masses shackled in economic bondage. Ripping them
off was an act of "revolutionary love," especially if the spoils were distributed
among the "poor and oppressed masses." Outlaws among the oppressed
masses were the real Robin Hoods.
If a man served time for domestic assault, his actions could not possibly
have been any worse than the assaults the masses were daily subjected to at
the hands of the "racist, fascist pigs" of the power structure, or when some
desperately poor Third World country was besieged by the "barbaric,
imperialist U.S. military machine." Assaults of all types were mere
manifestations of stress resulting from the intense psychological tyranny
visited upon the oppressed and downtrodden masses by said government
establishment.
Of course, burglars stole from the "haves," but hocked the booty for
food with which to feed their starving children. Alcohol and drug addiction
were more signs that the tyranny of racism, political and economic oppression
were literally driving the hapless masses mad. No matter what the problem
or crime was, the "system" was always at fault, and only the system could
fix it. Of course the system either could not or would not fix it, therefore the
oppressed masses needed to wage "revolutionary armed struggle" against
the U.S. government.
In 1974 my partner and I were finally allowed to participate in the prison's
educational programs, and enrolled in most of the college courses offered. I
was engaged in a desperate, insatiable thirst for learning and welcomed any
challenge that would foster my emotional, intellectual, and spiritual growth.
I was eventually hired as one of the new principal's clerks (don't even go
there), and enjoyed working around people who acted like they had some
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sense. The education environment proved good for me, and within a few
years I had accrued over a hundred college credits from three different
schools, and even worked on a six-by-twenty-foot mural containing a
bicentennial theme. I collaborated with a school instructor on a selfenrichment class that applied self-hypnosis techniques to relaxation and stress
management, then later with a community volunteer on applying hatha and
raja yoga (the physical exercises and mental exercises) to the same ends.
The school became my haven, a refuge from the relentless madness that
saturated the rest of the prison population and held it in a death grip of
perpetual turmoil. But it eventually ended when I realized I had gone as far
as the college program would take me, and applied for a transfer to the
Minnesota Correctional Facility at Stillwater (MCF-STW). My transfer
request was granted and I arrived at Stillwater in chains and shackles on
July 17, 1979. It was rumoured that some Nebraska prison staff had placed
bets on how soon I would be shipped back for misbehavior. One particular
gentleman is purported to have lost a $10 wager that I would not last a
month. It is twenty years and six months later, and I am still in Minnesotaa considerably "mixed blessing."
On October 2, 1979, I was admitted into a prisoner-designed and run
college program called INSIGHT, and spent the next twelve years finishing
my Associate of Arts degree, and completed a B.A. in Human Services from
Metro State University. In 1986 I requested and was granted another transfer
to the correctional facility at Lino Lakes (MCF-LL). By then I was one
course away from completing work on a masters degree from Goddard
College.
My world view was gradually changing, and by 1983 it had made a 180degree shift. My only explanations for the shift in my personal philosophy
are: 1) my educational pursuits had provided me with alternative views of
the world and people, especially regarding human behavior and politics, and
2) I was finally growing up, and beginning to think for myself, as all my
heroes and she-roes had done. It took me more than a while to catch on to
that one.
Then one of the most dramatic, positive events that shaped my life
occurred during the fall of 1989 while taking a break from reading Dr.
Maxwell Maltz's Psycho Cybernetics. I turned on the television to a local
program where a panel comprised of people from corrections, law
enforcement, and the State Legislature were discussing possible ways to
address the rapidly increasing juvenile crime rate in the state. Mrs. Lurline
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Baker-Kent was the panel member who said, "We can allocate all the money
we want to build new prisons, and enact all the anti-crime legislation we
want, but it's going to be a waste of time if we don't do something to help
these kids feel good about themselves." Of course, the subject was quickly
changed to something nonsensical. This is what happens when one hits
upon a profundity; some politician will invariably change the subject to
something irrelevant or just plain stupid. Anything to change the subject and
make the issue more complicated than it is. Mrs. Baker-Kent's words
resonated in my mind as I reeled from another blow of reality to my distorted
thinking. Her statement shattered my social/political paradigm to make room
for something more substantive and realistic. She and Dr. Maltz spoke of
two terms I had heard mentioned before, but had not paid any particular
attention to: self-esteem and self-image.
The next important event that revolutionized my thinking came several
years later when my new supervisor, Francina Carter, mentioned how
important it was to take personal responsibility, and how we need to stop
blaming everyone and every circumstance for our problems, because no
one forces us to act out but ourselves. In the final analysis, the decisions we
make are a matter of personal choice. I gradually ceased making excuses
for our savage antisocial and self-destructive behaviors and began placing
the onus for pulling ourselves up from the gutter squarely on our own
shoulders where it belongs.
Criminologist and best-selling author Stanton Samenow (Inside The
Criminal Mind) holds that we embrace anti-social, self-destructive, and
criminal behaviors out of a conscious choice, and that such behaviors can
be unlearned with patience and hard work. I concur. However, considering
my interests in the deeper meaning of motives behind human behaviors,
Samenow's explanation did little to satisfy my question of why we make
such choices.
The answer is that our attitudes and subsequent behaviors are expressions
of how we feel about ourselves, in terms of our self-image, self-confidence,
self-love and self-worth. And these "selves" are largely influenced by such
factors as family upbringing, peer pressure, psychosis and social pathology,
clinical and non-clinical depression, a need to fill a spiritual void, problemsolving abilities, anger, stress and crisis management skills, availability of
role models, and meaningful connections, to name a few.
Up to this point I was confusing excuses for reasons for our problems.
When making excuses, we are less likely to enter a problem-solving mode.
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And the reverse is true for reasons. Understanding this last point has made
a radical (pardon the term) difference in my thinking, and in my life. This
understanding has given me unlimited room to expand my consciousness,
make a logical shift in my social and political paradigms, and see the world
in a clearer light. The days of blaming my problems on everyone, everything
and every circumstance began to evaporate. The more I learned how pervasive
the issue of taking personal responsibility was in our lives, the more I have
been inclined to seek logical solutions to problems, and the better I have felt
about myself.
As I changed, so did peoples' attitudes toward me. Opportunities and
doors opened as never before. I received a prison job that other prisoners
would have killed for. I met people from the community in positions to help
me. My supervisor also invited me to participate in a new institutional prerelease program, Stop the Revolving Door (SRD), which continues to operate
at the Minnesota Correctional Facility at Lino Lakes. I have been facilitating
self-esteem classes since the program's inception.
My interests in self-esteem gelled into the writing of two well-received
booklets that addressed the needs of juvenile delinquents and at risk youth
entitled The Youth Survival Guides, Parts I & II. I did not earn much money,
but circulation of the booklets gave me needed exposure as a prisoner who
was involved in positive endeavors.
My most enriching and challenging educational experience to date came
when I offered to hold my self-esteem classes in a treatment program called
TRIAD. With several years of experience I felt the time was right for
branching out to further test program content, and my abilities as a facilitator.
(They do not like prisoners to refer to themselves as instructors or teachers.
I am fulfilling a life-long dream, and cannot even utter the words. But I am
not mad at them.) My classes begin with an hour-long talk covering my life
story, including the savage beatings I endured at the heavy hands of my
alcoholic father, and covers up to how I arrived at this point. One of the
handout materials students receive is an eighty-seven-page workbook I wrote
for the class that started seven years ago as two pages of handwritten
notes. An extended two-hundred-page version will soon be published by the
Graduate Group (in North Hartford, CT).
My class participants are taught that our self-confidence, self-image,
and self-love shapes our thoughts and behaviors, determines in large part
our worldview, and can be affected by most everything we do or that happens
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to us, because what we do is a reflection of what is going on inside us. And
the three "selves" in turn determine the opinion that amounts to self-esteem.
I also draw from the experiences of celebrities and public figures to show
that we are all more alike than different. In the wake of the tragic shootings
at Columbine High School in Littleton, Colorado, actor and martial-arts expert
Chuck Norris commented, "I guarantee you those two shooters had a rock
bottom self-image. If we can change the self-image, we can change the
world." Following the shooting at the Jewish Community Center in Los
Angeles, singer Naomi Judd said, "Do you know what the most important
factor is that determines how successful we are in life? Our self-worth,
because we attract that which we feel we are worthy of."
I was invited to attend a motivational program at TRIAD during the
summer of 1999, and among the speakers was local Congressman Jim
Ramstad, who spoke eloquently and candidly about his personal struggles
with alcoholism. During conversations with fellow prisoners after the
program, some were surprised to learn a man of the congressman's stature
was a recovering alcoholic. I explained that we all struggle with self-esteem
issues. The major difference between us and the congressman is attitude.
Unfortunately, many of us still believe people are very different from one
another, and that some people just woke up one day and discovered a basket
full of success and prosperity on their doorstep. I believe that successful
people in whatever field struggle very hard for what they have earned, and
overcame tremendous roadblocks and obstacles along the way.
I also find a different application of Mrs. Baker-Kent's words: of the
many needs prisoners have, among the most important is finding something
in our lives that give them meaning and purpose. And if we leave prison with
increased confidence in our abilities to lead productive lives; positive, successoriented self-images; a strong sense of self-love; a viable plan with a backup
plan; and meaningful connections to people, places and things that support
what we are doing positive for ourselves, the chances of returning to prison
will be nil. The same recipe was Mrs. Baker-Kent's suggestion for keeping
people out of prison in the first place.
In case you are wondering what my current list of heroes and she-roes
includes, I am proud to announce that Malcolm X, Martin, and Gandhi are
still on my list. But I also include such motivational speakers and authors as
Iyanla Van Zant, Anthony Robbins, Earl Ofari Hutchinson, Dr. Jeffrey Lant,
Dr. Phil MaGraw, Dr. Alvin Poussaint, Mahmoud EI-Kati, Dennis Kimbro,
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Robert Anthony, Dottie Walters, Toby Malachi, Michael Pritchard, Joe Girard,
Barbara J. Winter, Jack Canfield, Melvin Powers, Les Brown, and Harvey
McKay.
And yes, even my father now.
Ed Poindexter is a prisoner peer tutor and is currently incarcerated in the

Minnesota Correctional Facility at Lino Lakes. His prisoner number is 110403,
and he can be contacted at 7525 4th Avenue, Lino Lakes, Minnesota 55014,
U.S.A.

PRISONERS' STRUGGLES
In Self-Defense:
Constitutional Rights for Pro Se
Criminal Defendants in North Carolina
Eddie Hatcher

s

[Editor Introduction:
As an aboriginal activist, Eddie Hatcher has long struggled for political
accountability and an end to corruption in Robeson County, North Carolina,
where the drug trade has flourished and violence has become commonplace.
His pursuits have brought him to the attention of authorities, not as an ally
but as an enemy. In 1988 Hatcher and Timothy Jacobs staged a takeover of
a local newspaper to draw attention to local corruption. He was sentenced
to jive years for kidnapping in that case. He is currently charged with murder;
the trial date is setfor April 9, 2001. For more information on Eddie Hatcher,
his struggle and supporters, visit http://www.eddiehatcher.org. For anyone
considering defending themselves in court, this article raises important issues
and precedents.]

*****

O

n June 1, 1999, I was charged by the State of North Carolina with one
count each of first-degree murder, assault with a deadly weapon
inflicting serious injury, and shooting into an occupied dwelling. It was
alleged that I, and I alone, had committed a drive-by shooting at a rural
home deep in the swampy countryside of Robeson County, North Carolina.
Until recently, drive-by shootings were largely urban phenomena,
especially in those cities where rival gangs favored this method for retaliation
and fear-mongering; to protect turf and settle scores. But somewhere, in
the scheme of all drug-infested areas, drive-by shootings eventually found
their way into the quiet, secluded Indian community of Robeson County.
Drugs have long been in the Indian community of Robeson County,
despite (or because of) widespread poverty. Drugs arrived here long before
their popularity in many metropolitan areas. In the mid-1980s, the assistant
U.S. Attorney for the Eastern District of North Carolina, Bill Webb, described
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Robeson County as being "awash in cocaine" with cocaine being ''ninetyfive percent pure and cheaper than in Miami, Florida."
Wrapped in burlap and marked "Republica de Columbia," cocaine arrived
in Robeson County by the truckload. By 1988, cocaine was just an everyday
part of Robeson County. Elementary school children could present "showand-tell" on how to cut up kilos of the white powder, and weigh and bag it
into $20 bags, eightballs, half-ouncers, and ounces. A local grandmother
became alarmed when her fifth-grade granddaughter came home from school
one day to ask, "Grandma, what's that white stuff them young'uns be
sucking up their nose?"
Cocaine was so prevalent in the area that drug dealers set up drivethrough establishments resembling Burger King restaurants. Some became
so brazen and well protected by local and state law enforcement that you
could find pre-bagged and pre-priced powder on store counters next to the
cigarette lighters. With the influx of cocaine came a fast-moving cloud of
unsolved murders, nearly all execution style and, ten to fifteen years later,
still unsolved. 1 At the same time came the luxury cars-BMW's and
Jaguars-and the quarter-million-dollar homes of government officials on
annual salaries of $22,000.
Such luxuries may go unnoticed in metropolitan areas like Charlotte or
what the "drug cartel" called the Ivory Palace, Atlanta; however, these
expensive lifestyles in Robeson County, North Carolina stood out like grits
at a Beverly Hills luncheon. The extravagance further contrasted with one
of the highest unemployment rates in the state and a fifty percent illiteracy
rate. Traditionally, Robeson County's economy has been based on tobacco
farming.
Given this backdrop, perhaps drive-by shootings were inevitable. And
with the drive-bys I became a target and now a defendant in the most
publicized drive-by shooting to strike Robeson County. However, I was not
involved in the drug trade, I did not associate with the big wheels, and Brian
McMillan-who was killed in this drive-by shooting-was no enemy of
July 1981, Jerry Eugene Rozier is found in his bed with one shot to the head - the
case goes unsolved; February 1984, in three separate incidents, three men are killed
execution style; January 1985, Kenneth Shod Bullard is found floating in the Lumber
river with a shot through the head; October 1985, Joyce Sinclair is found dead where
the Ku Klux Klan had held a rally-she had been sexually assaulted and stabbed four
times. (From the website www.eddiehatcher.org)
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mine. The day after my arrest, the first statement made to the press by law
enforcement and the prosecutor was, "Well, we don't have a motive." And
they have no motive still. But in corrupt, good-ole-boy southern politics,
that is no big deal. Who needs a motive in Robeson County?
Within hours of my arrest I was transported to the death row unit at
North Carolina's Central Prison. This is where the State holds its most
infamous and outspoken pre-trial detainees; a place to silence activists and
hold them incommunicado. The purpose of housing me on the death row
unit was to keep me quiet, to shut down all means of questioning the acts of
the state, and to get a jump-start on their campaign to break me down and
eventually convict me. Throughout my first week on the death row unit I
was denied writing paper and pen to write my family or anyone else. Telephone
calls are prohibited on the row, except for the few hours prior to execution.
Nine days after my arrest I was taken abruptly to Robeson County District
Court, supposedly to be heard on bond motion. As I sat there with two
lawyers appointed by the court on the day of my arrest, Prosecutor Johnson
Britt announced he would seek the death penalty. I listened to the judge
order a $100,000 secure bond for the three lesser charges and then deny
bond altogether on the capital murder charge, stating "we don't give bonds
on capital murder." The state-sponsored defense attorneys attempted to be
heard on my imprisonment on death row. Before they could begin, however,
the prosecutor politely informed the court that he had just been made aware
of an ex-parte order signed earlier in the day by Superior Court Judge Dexter
Brooks, denying me all bond and ordering me transferred back to the death
row unit. It did not matter that the District Court Hearing had been held and
therefore the Superior Court had no jurisdiction to issue such an order. As
the District Judge laid his head in his hand and asked, "Well, why are we
even having the hearing?" I politely informed him they should take me out
back of the courthouse, give me a Lucky Strike, and judiciously blow my
brains out. I was immediately taken back to the death row unit.
Death row is not a bad place if you do not mind the aura of gloom and
despair that hangs overhead like a permanent light fixture. It is not bad if
you do not mind watching the guards lead the next victim down to the death
house to await his impending execution.
It was after that June 9th, 1999, hearing that I lay on my steel bunk one
night and realized I had to represent myself. I had to fight for myself; no one
else could speak for me. No one else felt what I was feeling and no one else
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would take my place for that final walk to the death chamber, to be murdered
by the government. I had to fight harder than I had fought in the 1988
hostage-taking case where I was the first person ever charged under Ronald
Reagan's 1984 Anti-Terrorist Act. 2 I represented myself in that case, after
the Judge had removed my attorney William Kunstler, and the jury found me
not guilty on all counts. But this was different, they were-and are- trying
to kill me this time. I had to develop my own strategies and speak for
myself. I, and I alone, had the passion that stems from the threat of death;
no state-sponsored attorney had that passion.
As soon as I had decided to act pro se (to represent myself in court), I
was hit hard in the face with the fact that the prosecution was going to
come fast and hard at convicting me. On June 10, 1999, a local newspaper
ran a lengthy editorial calling me a terrorist and a murderer, among other
things. The Senior Resident Superior Court Judge for Robeson County,
Dexter Brooks, who had just days before signed the ex parte order denying
me bail and sending me back to the death row unit, began a campaign to
taint the minds of potential jurors. Judge Brooks made numerous copies of
this derogatory editorial and proceeded to mail copies to individuals and
organizations. The purpose was to discredit me and turn as many of my
supporters away from my camp as he could. It was when I learned of the
judge's activities that I filed a motion to act pro se and a motion to recuse
(remove) Judge Brooks from the case.
For reasons unknown, Prosecutor Johnson Britt wasted no time
scheduling a hearing on the pro se motion. The date was set for July 8,
1999. Two days before the hearing I received an order from Judge Brooks,
announcing that he had excused himself from all matters relating to State vs.
Eddie Hatcher. I knew what action I would take with regard to Judge Brooks'
actions, but that would come at a later date.
On July 8, 1999, I appeared before Judge Frank Floyd on my motion to
act pro se. For at least one hour, the judge questioned me regarding my
desire to represent myself. At one point it seemed as though he was willing
to do anything if I would just let the attorneys represent me. I informed the
judge that I was being held on North Carolina's death row where I was
allowed no contact with court-appointed attorneys. I was allowed no
telephone access with my attorneys and I felt I could best represent myself.
2

For more on this and other events, see http://www.eddiehatcher.org.
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At one point, Judge Floyd even asked, "Is there any private attorney you
want to represent you?" I was adamant, stating that I could and would
represent myself. At the public show urging of Prosecutor Johnson Britt,
Judge Floyd appointed stand-by counsel. I advised the court to inform
everyone of the exact meaning of stand-by counsel. At that point I moved
the court to order that the state allow an examination for discovery, yet this
was denied.
Over the next few weeks I analyzed the situation. I asked my mother to
order several law books for me that I needed to help prepare motions. Even
though I felt I could perform better litigation in this case than most of the
local attorneys, I knew that stand-by counsel were limited as to what they
could do. Since one of the assault with deadly weapons charges was actually
a separate set of circumstances from the charges stemming from the driveby shooting, I made long-range plans and moved to sever the two cases. On
August 9,1999, I appeared before Judge William Gore for a Rule 24 hearing,
which allows the prosecutor to formally advise the court that the state will
seek the death penalty. Prosecutor Johnson Britt informed the court that
pursuantto the statute (lSA-2000), aggravating factors did exist, and therefore
the death penalty did apply. Those aggravating factors were the previous
charges against me for second degree kidnapping resulting from the takeover
of the Robeson Newspaper in 1988.3 The state had re-indicted me after my
federal acquittal for the same actions; on my motion to sever the charges,
the state had no objections and the motion was granted.
Had the prosecutor known my eventual intentions, I am sure he would
have objected. At this hearing I also motioned the court to have me
transported to the alleged crime scene to view the house and area. This
motion was granted and the judge ordered the sheriff to transport me to the
scene and there be uncuffed so I could take notes. The sheriff never obeyed
this order. The judge also gave the prosecutor sixty days to turn over all
discovert as well as Brady material, as I had motioned under Brady.s The
judge also ordered that I would be allowed to have private, contact visits
with my private investigator at Central Prison.

3
4

S

For more on this and other events, see http://www.eddiehatcher.org.
Discovery is the process whereby the state discloses evidence to be used against the
accused so they may prepare an adequate and relevant defense.
From precedent first established in Brady vs. Maryland (1963), regarding the disclosure
of evidence in possession of the state, especia\1y evidence that may be exculpatory.
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As before, I was immediately returned to the death row unit at Central
Prison. I began to face the fact that I was at a severe handicap in attempting
to represent myself from the lockdown control unit known as death row.
But I also knew the appellate courts and the North Carolina Supreme Court
would not overturn the Superior Court order that had sent me to Central
Prison. The high courts do not like to interfere in judgments of inferior
courts, especially in pretrial matters. So, for me to have the materials and
access I needed to prepare a proper defense, I knew I would have to be
housed at the Robeson County Detention Center and not at Central Prison.
I began to study the Georgetown Law Journal and other case law I had
collected. Also, prisoners on death row began to smuggle case law to me,
all knowing what I was up against and struggling to help me any way they
could. But the detennination to seek a higher court review did not take hold
until about three weeks after Judge Gore had issued the order for private
interviews with my private investigators. The PI came to Central Prison to
interview me but Warden R. C. Lee, a hard-nosed conservative, refused to
honor the order and denied the court-ordered visit. I then felt I had to come
up with a theory the appeals courts would at least listen to. In early September
1999, I drafted and filed a petition for writ of habeas corpus before the
North Carolina Court of Appeals asking the court to detennine four basic
Issues.
I asked the court, under Faretta vs. California, 422 US 804 to detennine
if I did in fact have a constitutional right to act pro se even in a capital case
and if! did, whether I also had the right to have: (1) access to a law library;
(2) private telephone access with expert and defense witnesses; (3) private
contact visits with expert and defense witnesses; and (4) uncensored mail
from expert and defense witnesses. I argued that a petition for writ of
habeas corpus was not only a mechanism to call for the release of someone
physically detained illegally, but also a viable remedy to challenge the legality
of any restraint of one's liberty. Herein, I contended that my being denied
these basic constitutionally guaranteed liberties was indeed a restraint on my
liberty and thus the petition for writ of habeas corpus was the appropriate
method to correct such restraint.
Only three days after filing the petition before the Court of Appeals, my
petition was denied on its face. Already knowing this would more than likely
happen, I had already prepared another similar petition to be filed with the
Supreme Court of North Carolina. I immediately filed my revised petition
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for writ of habeas corpus with the North Carolina Supreme Court and waited.
However, in the meantime I searched for additional case law supporting my
contentions that a pro se defendant was in fact entitled to the same necessary
amenities as any defense attorney would be afforded. However, there was
no North Carolina case law on pro se defenses. After almost three weeks I
received a notice stating that the North Carolina Supreme Court had in fact
met in conference and my petition had been denied.
The fact that the highest court in the state was allowing me to be housed
on North Carolina's death row with no means whatsoever to prepare my
defense in a capital murder case was extremely frustrating and depressing.
For days I analyzed the situation and tried to figure out how the court could
completely and without comment, allow this travesty: After more than a
week of feeling totally helpless and abandoned by the law and the courts, I
began to debate whether I should bother to take my claim to Federal Court.
Knowing that all of the Federal District Court Judges in the Eastern District
of North Carolina are white and very Republican, I surmised my chances of
any legal relief were further than remote. Moreover, with the Fourth Circuit
Court ofAppeals in Richmond, VIrginia, being likewise white and Republican,
I quickly decided I would be wasting time, effort, and paper approaching
the federal courts with constitutional issues.
Eventually I decided to go back to the State appeals courts but to use a
different approach. First, I redrafted my pleas into a petition for writ of
mandamus, asking the North Carolina Court of Appeals to mandate that I
did have a constitutional right to those four basic privileges. However, at the
same time I drafted a petition for writ of certiorari, citing not only Faretta,
but also a North Carolina Supreme Court case, State vs. McDowell, 301
ATC279, wherein the court held, "It is the manifest responsibility that the
state provide an indigent defendant with the effective assistance of counsel
and the other necessary resources which are incident to presenting a defense."
I then filed the petition for writ of mandamus with the North Carolina Court
of Appeals and simultaneously filed the petition for writ of certiorari with
the North Carolina Supreme Court, citing that there were questions of
constitutional significance therein. I further asked the court to review
whatever decision the North Carolina Court of Appeals reached with respect
to the writ of mandamus.
In November 1999, I realized I had finally taken the correct approach as
the North Carolina Supreme Court notified me they had granted CERT on
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my petition for writ of mandamus, which the North Carolina Court of Appeals
had just denied. On December 2, 1999, the Supreme Court of North Carolina
held that it was remanding the issue to the Superior Court of Robeson County
to determine if I did in fact have a constitutional right to access a law
library; have private telephone access with expert and defense witnesses;
have private contact visits with expert and defense witnesses; and access to
uncensored mail from expert and defense witnesses. Moreover, on the high
court's own motion, the court held ex mero motu that the Superior Court
should re-determine if it would not be more appropriate to house me at the
Robeson County Jail where I would be better able to prepare a proper defense.
When word spread through the legal community of Robeson County
that I had won a pretrial order from the North Carolina Supreme Court,
lawyers and judges questioned how this could have happened. It took one
month to finally schedule a hearing in the Superior Court, and on January 3,
2000, I appeared before Judge Frank Floyd. The state produced two
witnesses-the jail administrator and the jail doctor-in an attempt to show
that the jail was not equipped to house me, presumably because of my HIV
status. However, after a four-hour hearing the judge ruled there was no
reason that I should not be housed at the Robeson County Jail, and ordered
that I be detained there instead of the Death Row Unit. The judge also
ordered that my incoming mail would not be subject to censorship.
On February 16,2000, I appeared before Judge Greg Weeks on the issue
of private contact visits with expert and defense witnesses. He held that I
did in fact have a constitutional right to interview my witnesses in a private
contact setting. While issuing this order, he paused and ordered the bailiff to
summon the sheriff of Robeson County to the courtroom so there would be
no misunderstanding. With the sheriff seated in the courtroom, Judge Weeks
ordered that I did in fact have a constitutional right as a pro se defendant to
interview my witnesses in private. He also ordered that any interference by
jail staff would be dealt with swiftly.
It was soon after the February 16,2000, hearing that I felt the time was
right to move on the strategy I had began with the motion to sever the
assault with a deadly weapon charges. On April 3, 2000, I informed Judge
Weeks that I was overwhelmed because of the amount of work the capital
murder case entailed. I asked for the appointment of counsel in the assault
with a deadly weapon charges. Judge Weeks then appointed Ms. Sue Berry,
my stand-by counsel in the capital case, to represent me in the assault case.
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With the jail already having a small law library, the only remand not yet
addressed was the telephone access issue. On April 10, 2000, Judge Greg
Weeks stated, "Let me take. the bull by the horns," and proceeded to order
and direct the sheriff of Robeson County to install, completely separate .
from the jail telephone system, a private telephone line in one of the private
attorneys' rooms for my use only. He further ordered the telephone to be
installed in my name with the bill to be delivered to the law office of my
stand-by counsel. Moreover, he ordered that I would be allowed to use this
phone every day, seven days a week and I presently use it approximately
one hour during the day and two hours after 7:00 P.M.
In drafting and litigating these issues before the North Carolina Court of
Appeals and the North Carolina Supreme Court, I was unable to raise any
precedent law on the subject ofpro se defendants because to my knowledge
there was none. I do not know how much case law exists in other states
regarding the constitutional rights of pro se defendants in criminal cases,
especially pertaining to the four basic issues covered in this article. However,
I think the law is now well enough established in North Carolina vs. Hatcher,
99 CRS 11219-11221 that it can be used by future pro se defendants in
North Carolina, where these four basic necessities are held to be constitutional
rights.
Eddie Hatcher is currently defending himself from jail in Robeson County,
North Carolina. His case is covered in more detail on www.eddiehatcher.org
and he can be reached at 122 Legend Rd., Lumberton, North Carolina 28358,
U.S.A. The Eddie Hatcher Defense Committee can be contacted at P.O. Box
2702, Pembroke, North Carolina 28372, U.S.A., telephone (910) 582-2764.

Dispatches from Death Row, Texas
James V. AI/ridge 11/

DISPATCH

I:

THE BIG MOVE

For those unaware, the escape of six prisoners in November, 1998, caused
an investigation by the Texas Rangers and Governor George W. Bush's
office. It resulted in the death row Work Capable Program at the Ellis Unit to
be discontinued and a great debate began as to whether the older Ellis building
was secure enough to house death row prisoners.
A proportion of the prisoners were moved in June and another group in
November, 1999. These were supposed to be the "high risk" prisoners.
After months of speculation over when or even if the remaining prisoners
would be moved from the Ellis Unit to the Terrell Unit, we were all. moved
on March 2 and 3.
The evening prior to the move began with the officer coming by with
sacks, giving each of us two and telling us we had two hours in which to
pack what we could of our property. Unable to fit thirteen years of
possessions into two sacks, many things such as books, catalogues, and
less sentimental items had to be left behind.
The following morning, we were handcuffed and escorted from our
cells. We were taken to the back lot where three buses awaited us, but not
before we went through an assembly line of officers who stripped us naked
for a search. We were then fitted with sleeveless jumpsuits (no boxers) and
cloth slippers. I missed my pair of slippers so I had to walk barefoot.
I was led to another group of officers that first placed front handcuffs
on me. I was then seated on the ground and shackled. A chain was looped
through the handcuffs and the shackles, giving me only enough slack so
that I had to walk stooped over. After being helped up by the officers, that
is exactly what I had to do. I had to waddle to the bus, only being able to see
what was a few feet in front of me because I could not stand erect.
As I came to the steps of the bus, I realized that I had to hop to make the
first step of the stair, the officer only aiding those who were very old and
not as dexterous as the rest of us. I made my way to the rear of the bus
where others before me sat waiting with mixed emotions of fear, anger,
anxiety, nearly hysterical ranting, and nervous laughter. Some just sat with
quiet resolve to endure what they could do nothing to prevent. I was one of
those.
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After all three buses were filled, we were on our way, escorted by the
Department of Public Safety, Texas Rangers, various TDeJ officials, and,
of course, the press. We had a helicopter escort as well. As we began our
trek from Huntsville, roads were closed in our wake. The trip took about
forty minutes. Most everything was a blur because I was hunched over,
laden with chains. The most notable thing I do remember was the size of
Lake Livingston and silently praying the driver would not go kamikaze into
the water.
As we arrived at the new unit---our new home-I heard shouts, "Man,
it's big!" or "It looks like one of those new schools," or "Whatda?"
Personally, I saw no signs oflife. No prisoners wiping their brows in the hot
sun as they tended the landscape, like at Ellis. No sweaty prisoners stopping
basketball mid-game to curiously watch the new arrivals. The motorcade of
buses maneuvered through the compound, and we soon saw where everyone
was-guards, anyway.
A check-in station had been erected for us under a tin canopy. As we
disembarked from the buses, our chains were removed so we could finally
stand. Handcuffs in place, we were taken through another procession, again
stripped of our jumpsuits (apparently these belonged to Ellis Unit and had to
be returned), given ill-fitting boxers and socks. When our names were verified
on a roster, we were quickly escorted to our new cells. As the door slammed
behind me, it only took me a couple of seconds to take in the six and a half
by ten-foot cell. It contained a bunk with shelf space underneath, a desk
with one other shelf above it, and a combination sink and toilet. A small slit
of a window (three by thirty-six inches) gave me the only ray of sunshine I
would see for some time.
I was jarred from my stupor as the officer told me to turn around, squat
and thrust my handcuffed hands through the beanslot (a slot in the door
used to slide our trays through, which in the old days usually contained
beans and bread; hence, "beanslot") so he could uncuff me. I stood there in
my baggy boxers and socks, waiting for someone to give me a set of clothes
or a jumpsuit, but no one came. I watched as others were brought in to their
respective cells, trying to see where they were putting my friends. It was
quiet. I suppose everyone was coming to terms with the new situation.
Not much has changed since that day. We are confined to our cells
twenty-three hours a day. We have the opportunity to come out for recreation
for one hour, but most do not even bother because you can only go to the
dayroom or what they call "outside rec" by yourself. There is no physical
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contact with another prisoner. "Outside rec" is basically a dayroom with the
roof off. You can only look up and see the sky.
The plexiglass covering the front of the cells (to prevent urine and feces
from being thrown on officers) prevents any meaningful conversations. I
am on a less restrictive pod where the doors are not so covered so I can
carry on conversations to a certain degree. But that is as little as the restrictions
get. I am still confined twenty-three hours a day. There is no television. No
group recreation. No work program. The arts and crafts program is still
suspended, and to top it off, my word processor was damaged during the
move (which they refuse to take responsibility for) so writing for publication
is out for now.
Most of you who know me pretty well know that I am not a complainer.
I have tried to answer most of your questions because this is all new to me
and to you, and many of you wanted to know how I was coping and what
it is like here. I do stick to my original statement that humans were not
meant to live like this.
Sadly, there have been two attempted suicides. Men are becoming recluses
and introverts. Some sleep the majority of the time, being listless and cranky.
Not everyone has the ability or means to find things in their cell or occupy
their time as I do. And I do thank those who have sent books, got me the
book club membership and sent puzzles. And I am really grateful to the two
who sent money to the Trust Fund because the food here sucks!
But, you know me, I deal with what I got and make the best of it. I am
still the eternal optimist and an optimist is one who makes the best of it
when he gets the worst of it. I have the unique opportunity to get more done
now than I had before because of all the distraction. Without television I
read more; I have probably read more books in these three months than I
have in three years. Others are taking advantage of this time as well. I have
had the privilege to help some of the younger guys (and they are youngsome are only nineteen or twenty) promote their art, writings, and set up
defense funds.
Of course, the main thing is I have been able to spend more time with
those of you to whom I write on a regular basis. You probably get tired of
my long, handwritten letters, but your friendship and love is invaluable. You
are my therapists (please don't bill me!) and I am grateful to you all. Thanks.
Also, some of your letters may have been returned and not forwarded
from Ellis, and some I have not written since the move. For clarification,
please write to:
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James V. Allridge III #870
Charles T. Terrell Unit
12002 F.M. 350 South
Livingston, Texas 77351
I hope to have an e-mail accountavailablesoon.soin cases where those
of you overseas need to contact me quickly, you will be able to. I also hope
to have a website set up as well. Anyone want to be my Web Master?

*****
DISPATCH

II:

THE KILLING MACHINE

When my brother, Ronald Keith ABridge, was executed on June 8, 1995, it
triggered a medley of emotions within me. Some I never even fully
understood, or took the time to come to terms with.
Ronnie was special to me for many reasons, but he was special to many
here within the Death Row community because he was the first person
most of us knew who refused to come out of the death watch cell willingly.
He said that he was not going to walk to his death. And he did not. He
wanted the authorities to know that the taking of someone's life against their
will is murder, no matter how you try to justify it. But not many noticed
Ronnie's act of defiance.
Five years and two weeks to the day (June 22, 2000), a similar scene
took place. But this time, the world was watching. This time it was Gary
("G.G.") Graham, who came to be known as Shaka Sankofa.
I have listened to accounts on the radio and I have read accounts in the
newspaper and, of course, I have lived in this environment with him. He
fought when they came to take him from his regular cell and place him in a
Death Watch Cell. They tricked him coming out of the Visiting Room, but
he fought when they came to take him to the Walls Unit to await execution.
He fought when they came to strap him to the gurney.
I listened to his Spiritual Advisor, Minister Robert Muhammad, on the
radio the Sunday following G.G.'s execution. Minister Muhammad said that
0.0. was not just strapped but handcuffed to the gurney. They had his head
restrained with black Velcro because, apparently, even after they had subdued
his with handcuffs he still attempted to bite them. It was said that a sheet
covered his body and the paper gown that they had him clothed in was
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visibly tom and raggedy-apparently also from the struggle. I can imagine
that he fought as they physically pinned him down in further humiliation to
strip him of his prison attire, donning him with a diaper so that as his body
died and his bowels and kidneys released themselves they would not have
the mess to clean up, which would distort the image of their clean, sanitary
and humane killing machine.
Shaka was a man who fought. He fought until he could not fight anymore.
He fought. He fought, not so much that his life be spared but he fought for
justice to be done in his instance. I can honestly say that I remember G.G.
lastly as being a fighter. But I had never had the pleasure of meeting Shaka
Sankofa, that man that G.G. had become. It had been over twelve years
since we had been around one another, but I admired him from afar. I
admired all the things that he did, not just for himself but for everyone on
Death Row. I admired him for the leadership role that he took upon himself
when few others would. Not to be a star, but to bring attention and focus to
this increasingly dire situation with the death penalty in Texas.
As he lay there dying, he once again professed his innocence and then
quickly turned his attention to us, those remaining. He urged that we continue
to fight to see a moratorium put in place.
I have to tell you, I am so tired of sitting here watching people that I have
come to know and love steadily being killed off, one by one. Some deaths
just affect you more. My brother's death, as I said, touched me in ways that
I yet have to deal with. The execution of one of my best friends, Glen
McGinnis, had a profound effect on me. Now G.G.1t has to stop. Plain and
simple.
My fight has mostly been about saving my life. That is because I believe
you have to first help yourself before you can help someone else. And I will
continue to do my individual projects even though it gets daunting at times.
I think about G.G.'s case. This is a man who had strong claims of innocence.
He had numerous political, abolitionist, social, religious, legal, and media ties
but was still executed by this merciless system. If that amount of backing
and support could not save his life, then what possible chance do the rest of
us have under the current system? The system has to change.
A moratorium will affect all of Death Row, so I am asking for your help.
At this point, I do not really know what I want to do, but I know I am going
to do something. I want your help, your ideas and your support. Get with
me. We have to do something, and now. More will probably have been
executed by the time you read this. This is, indeed, a "State of Emergency."

James V. Allridge III
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James Allridge III is on death row in Texas, and is a former contributor to
the JPP. His pencil drawing "The Piano Wave" was the cover art for Volume
6, No.1 (1995) and "Wolf Woman" was the cover art for Volume 8, Nos. 1
and 2. James' prisoner number is 870 and he can be contacted at the Charles
T. Terrell Unit, 12002 P.M. 350 South, Livingston, Texas 77351, U.S.A.

One Prison, One Death, One Mass-Coverup
Dawnya Ferdinandsen

Inmate kills herself at ORW
A twenty-year-old inmate died Friday after she hung herself at the
Ohio Reformatory for Women.
Carol Bell, 20, from Greene County, was found hanging from a
bed sheet in the cell at 9 P.M. by a corrections officer doing a routine
count of prisoners. Bell was alone in the cell at the time.
Bell was serving a 15-50 year sentence on a conviction for
aggravated robbery, attempted murder, and kidnapping stemming
from an incident in the Dayton area in 1996. She and two accomplices
allegedly stabbed a cab driver and took his money.
Bell was 16 at the time.
In March of 1999 she had an additional four years added onto
her sentence for attempted escape from the ORW.
She would not have been eligible for parole until 2010.
Attempts to revive Bell were unsuccessful. She was pronounced
dead at the scene.
The Ohio State Highway Patrol, which handles incidents on state
grounds, was called to the scene to investigate. 1

*****

C

arol Ann Bell was sixteen when she arrived at the Ohio Reformatory
for Women. She came in very young and afraid, and knew no one in a
population of over 1,800 women. At her age and faced with a sentence of
sixteen to fifty years, she felt like she was surely going to die here and
inevitably she did just that.
Carol Ann had suicidal problems when she arrived here in 1996. In March
of 1997, she attempted to hang herself while in lock-up and was placed on
watch for a mere day or so before being told she would be all right. In
August, 1998, Carol Ann attempted to escape, managing to get over the first
perimeter fence before being caught by prison officers. Upon seeing her
attempt to escape, a captain took a 357 magnum from a perimeter officer
and threatened to shoot her. Carol Ann informed the captain repeatedly that
Source of article unkown; submitted by author.
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she did not care and that she had nothing to live for. She was then placed
immediately in a lock-up area (ARN-4) on suicide watch for over two weeks
with no psychiatric evaluations, rushed through institutional hearings and
returned to lock-up for another sixty days. She then told officers that she
heard voices telling her to kill herself, and was placed back in the Residential
Treatment Unit (RTU) from October to December. During this time she
was heavily medicated, raced through Union County and given an additional
four years for an attempted escape.
The day before she was placed back in the lockup area she slit her wrist;
this was brushed off and she was placed back in lock-up with a slit wrist. A
captain continuously informed Carol Ann, at eighteen years of age, that he
would personally see to it that she did three to five years in her cell for her
escape attempt. This taunting caused her to go back on suicide watch,
where several male officers allegedly asked her to expose herself to them or
they would ensure that she did years in the hole.
Carol Ann was then released into general population in September, 1999,
and sent directly to a maximum security cottage, housing the most notorious
women in the state of Ohio. She was nineteen years old when sent there,
after thirteen months of solitary confinement and no adjustment program
back into population. Carol Ann was scared of these women, since prior to
her escape attempt she was housed with only young offenders in a segregated
housing unit. While in the maximum housing unit, some women stole things
from her, threatened and bullied her, and used her for her $10 a month state
pay.
Her unit continually informed her that she would be getting her blue shirt
(close status) to no avail. This was just one more act of cruelty, since while
her institutional record scored to decrease her security the institution would
not. Two weeks before her death she was informed by a prison official that
she would have to wait for another nine months. If I could only explain
what state of mind that put her in, her whole outlook on her time here, then
you could begin to understand why she should have been placed in a better
housing unit, one with less violent offenders, along with better programming
opportunities. This is all Carol Ann wanted and the institution knew it. The
fact remains that she earned it, her points called for a decrease. She was
trying to get through cosmetology school and had completed numerous
groups as a way to better herself.
Needless to say, Carol Ann snapped. She said repeatedly that she could
not do another year with the maximum security women. Two weeks later,
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she hanged herself in her single-woman cell. During those last two weeks
ofher life she had repeatedly tried to find help through our residential treatment
unit program and through the outpatient psychiatrist. Carol Ann burned her
left forearm several times with a lit cigarette from her wrist to her elbow.
The burns were as deep as the tip of your finger. When she went for help
she was informed by our psychiatric staff that that was "normal" behaviour
for her and that she should return to her cottage. Carol Ann had never burnt
herself before.
At 3:30 P.M. on the day of her death, Carol Ann informed an officer that
she needed a psychiatrist because she could not handle her feelings. The
officer told her, "You'll be okay. Go to your room and sleep it off." After the
4:00 P.M. count, Carol Ann was asked if she wanted to go to dinner. She
said, "no." She was never checked again by staff until her lifeless body was
found at 8:55 P.M. by another officer. Many prisoners had told the officers
that Carol Ann was very upset and that they should check on her. One
prisoner informed them that Carol Ann was banging on her locked door for
help, but they brushed her off for the last time. Carol Ann covered the
window of her door at 6:30 P.M.; the officers never checked on her from
5:30 P.M. on. Carol Ann died around 7:40 P.M. and was not found until 8:55
P.M., and only then because it was an institutional count time.
This means that she slit her wrists, tore a bedsheet up, strung it up to her
window latch, climbed up to the window sill while her wrists bled, made a
noose and tightened it around her neck, and leaped to end her tragically
young life. Had continuous rounds been made like the maximum security
post orders state for officers to do, her window being covered would have
been discovered and she would never had the time to slit her wrists and
hang herself.
Now the institution wants to point the blame at her relationship, saying
that she hanged herself because she and her girlfriend broke up earlier that
day. Staff has held meetings with other prisoners Guveniles, mentally ill, and
maximum prisoners) telling them that the suicide is a result of Carol Ann's
relationship. The bottom line to them is that suicide is no one's fault. However,
institutional negligence in meeting responsibilities is in question here. The
meetings have consisted of slanderous remarks, along with ludicrous
comments by staff about her family, friends and her intimate partner,
suggesting that had we known her better we would have seen this coming,
and pointing the fmger at her only means of support. They are trying to take
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the focus off themselves, the only ones who had the keys and degrees to
save her.
Carol Ann was a child pushed through the cracks and forgotten. Please
do not let her be forgotten now. I know that people in society will say that
she was just a convict, but she too is one of God's children and only God
has the right to judge her. The system that vowed to rehabilitate her is the
very system that in the end destroyed her life. The true story of Carol Ann
Bell needs to be told to ensure that a tragedy like this never happens again. If
you need any further information and feel compelled to be Carol Ann's
voice, please contact her mother, Jane Ann Zertuche at 308 Trunk Drive,
Dayton, Ohio 45431, or call (937) 254-6891.
POSTSCRIPT:

Since the death of Carol Ann Bell, her other friends and I have been harassed;
our mail stopped, opened and read; and outgoing mail has never left the
institution. The contents of these envelopes were Carol Ann's story, and the
institution does not want to release it to the public. The amount of cover-up
here makes it evident that this was not an unforeseen suicide. The entire
case needs to be investigated thoroughly.
Dawnya Ferdinandsen is currently incarcerated in the Ohio Reformatory
for Women. Her prisoner number is 27006 and she can be reached at the
ORW, 1479 Collins Avenue, Marysville, Ohio 43040, U.S.A.

RESPONSE
An Interview with Nils Christie
Luc Robert

INTRODUCTION

Nils Christie is a professor of Criminology at the Faculty of Law at the
University of Oslo in Norway and is the author of a number of books,
notably Crime Control as Industry.' He was recently a member ofthe U.S.
National Criminal Justice Commission, created to conduct a comprehensive
assessment of crime policy in America. 2 The NCJC addressed such critical
issues as the political currency of fear of crime, the rise of the new prisonindustrial complex, and the war on drugs-issues that reflect Christie's
concern with the growing development of a crime control industry.
In late October, 2000, Nils Christie was in Vancouver, British Columbia
to speak at a conference sponsored by the Centre for Restorative Justice at
the School of Criminology, Simon Fraser University. He was interviewed on
October 28 by Luc Robert. The transcript of this one-hour discussion has
been edited.

*****
Robert: In these days, with ever-increasing attention on victims of crime,
with the co-optation of restorative justice by the retributive system, 3 with
victim advocates who demand harsher punishments and with the wars against
drugs and crime, the prison system seems to be the only serious reaction to
crime. Judges, public prosecutors, politicians and the media hardly ever talk
about prison as "the last resort;" for most of them it is the only answer to
crime.
First published in 1993 (New York: Routledge). In this book, Christie argues that
crime control, rather than crime, is the real danger for the future.
From the Report of the National Criminal Justice Commission, The Real War on
Crime. Edited by Steven R. Donziger (New York: Harper Perennial, 1996).
Restorative justice is often treated as a "program" within the existing justice system,
rather than a guiding philosophy by which to transform current practices.
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Christie: Yes, prison seems to be used as the first resort to crime. There
are several things going on at the same time. First of all is that the penal law
system in a way is a self-initiating system. It grows because of its own size
and it grows because of forces inside the system-people who want a job,
people, as for example, the Californian prison organization that gives money
to both political parties. This is the whole crime industry concept. As you
know, in that book I take a parallel in some way to Zygmunt Bauman's book
on the Holocaust. There are no "bad" people, but the system together creates
this situation. But in addition comes, of course, as a new element, that
politicians these days show a much greater interest in penal matters. And I
think it is related to the phenomenon that politicians do not have so many
areas where they can expose their values, so the penal arena is a suitable one
in which to wave the flag, to show who they are and what they want to do.
Robert: This is what Thomas Mathiesen calls the politicization of penal
policy.
Christie: Yes, and it is in a way a very dangerous phenomenon. I recently
met the new chairman of the Committee for Legal Matters in Norway. She
had earlier been on another committee and she said that to go from that old
committee to this new one where penal matters were central, that was to
come out of the valley of shadows into the clear sunshine. Never were there
any questions for her in her former capacity, but now, in this new committee,
every day was filled with questions from the media on her opinions on these
matters. So, it is a sort of glorious place for a politician to profile herself in
this arena. This is a very strong tendency, and I think you can also see it in
some of the phenomena exposed in the U.S., such as the chain gangs and
also these attempts to make the prisons look ugly-"there should be suffering
there, no coffee in my prison." For a sort of modern bureaucratic process,
it has some element of emotional outbursts.
This is very interesting and I think I have not covered that sufficiently in
my latest book. But I have just read a manuscript this morning by John Pratt
from New Zealand that underlines this phenomenon, that on the one hand
you have the prison system, administered by the prison staff, going its usual
way, but filling up more and more. And then you have the politicians. Then
you have the popular attitudes of anger and concern, particularly directed
these days towards the paedophiles. But then, on the other hand, you have
restorative justice. Emotions can be bad, in the way of "kill them!" but
emotions might also be very good-"let us meet them," "let us restore the
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conditions"-so the picture is not so completely clear. It will be interesting
to see if the restorative justice response will be dominant or if the sort of
"kill them, castrate them" response will be dominant. In a way, Pratt's
manuscript opened my eyes to this interesting two-track development.

Robert: And in light of all this, how do you see the future of prison and
imprisonment?
Christie: It is so difficult to predict the future. I want to mention one very
encouraging tendency from Russia. It seems as if they, in a way, keep
control of the system now, interestingly enough. They might be able to do it
because it is a centralized system, so when they really see the light-that
this is a very expensive system, with lots of negative elements-then they
might be able to control that development. But in systems that are not so
strictly centralized, it is very difficult to control the figures when they go up
and to force them to go down. So very much will depend in the U.S. on the
economy, of course, and very much on when imprisonment will be perceived
as too expensive. But it is not necessarily so bad for a state such as the U.S.
to have a large prison population, from an economic point of view. It is a
sort ofbuff'er. Their state work, or the public sector, is the prison sector for
them, which is seen as some sort of necessity. But it is a good thing for
those working there; it is a good thing if you want to control the underclass
with punitive means.
And then we come to the question: when will it be too expensive and
when will it be so enormous that they will also take some of the middle class
or some of the politically more influential people into the prison, or their
kids, or their relatives? They will have to find a balance. There are some
small indicators now that the growth of the prisons in the U.S. is slowing
down, but not very much. And still, the growth is extraordinary. Europe has
also had growth. The most interesting case here is the Netherlands, which
was the prime example of liberalism and suddenly found its way to the
"normal" European figures. It has, of course, nothing to do with crime; it
has to do with crime control.
Robert: As one of the advocates of restorative justice, I would like to ask
you the following question: do you think restorative justice can work in
prison (in a post-sentencing phase)? What would be the best approach there?
Christie: First of all, the most important approach is to try to prevent
imprisonment. So what happens before prison is the most important thing.
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But what happens when inside the prison? It depends a lot on the sophistication
in the thinking around it. If this is seen as a sort of new way of classifYing
prisoners, those who are willing to regret what they did and those who are
not willing to regret it, then we might put more power in the hands of the
authorities. That sounds like a dangerous road to go down. It is a dangerous
way because it might lead to so much hypocrisy and very unpleasant
situations. So, one could hope that prisoners would have nothing to gain in
time spent in prison, but they might gain something in a real meeting between
humans. It should be a real meeting where the victim gets some keys and
answers to his or her questions and the offender gets a chance to tell how
sorry he is and try to convince the other person that he is not a monster. It
might be a very important part of the process, but as I said, that he should
be released earlier because of that is a situation that we at least have to think
through.
Of course, in the other restorative justice processes, it is somewhat the
same problem: the accused will know that ifhe is unhappy, very sorry about
what he did and asks for forgiveness, maybe he escapes prison. So the
sincerity of the process may be doubted in that case. I have no clear view of
this problem. What is your view on this problem?
Robert: I think, likewise, as soon as a prisoner believes that he can get a
reduction of his sentence (an early release) when going into a restorative
process, it is not good. It opens the door to hypocrisy. The prisoners have
to do it for themselves and for the victims.
Christie: Yes, that is my idea too.
Robert: If offenders participate in a restorative justice process in the postsentencing phase, they should not get any advantage from it in terms of a
reduction of their sentence. Another question then: what about those who
volunteer to participate in a restorative justice process, but who get a negative
response from the victim, as well as the other way around (the victim
volunteers, but the accused doesn't)?
Christie: There can't be anything done. I understand both the victim and
the offender. If! were to do something terrible to you, I don't think I would
have the courage to meet you, but I hope I would have. And we can try, by
being ordinary decent human beings, to tell the victim that it would be good
for him or her to meet the offender. But you can, of course, never force
anyone to participate in a restorative process.
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Robert: Yesterday you talked about the minimalist approach to punishment
and the abolitionist approach.4 Is it really an achievable goal, to go to a
minimal approach to justice?
Christie: It depends. First of all, I split the approaches into three positions:
the abolitionist, the minimalist, and the maximalist. To me, it is the maximalist
approach to punishment that rules the field today. I think we should use all
our efforts to stop that wild move towards the maximalist position. It is
very much to try to rescue civil society, to convert as much as possible into
civil conflicts. I think that is essential. But then, when it comes down to the
question of the minimalist or the abolitionist position, I think that it is not
necessary for them to have any fights. Both of them are minority positions,
so it is much better to focus on stopping this terrible growth. [The Dutch
academic] Louk Hulsman is an abolitionist and a good friend of mine, and
we have no opposition. I doubt, if he was pressed, that he would choose to
drop the whole penal law procedure. And you would see that there are
certain values, exactly for cases where the victim does not want to meet the
offender or the offender does not want to meet the victim. It is sort of a
relief to me to look at that minimal position, that minimum of penal law as a
sort of safety valve in the system.
Robert: Won't you face the vested interests of the professionals in the field
of corrections?
Christie: I am not so sure. First of all, you should be aware of a great
change that has taken place within many systems of corrections, at least in
our small countries. When I compare the correctional officers today with
those I met fifty years ago it can hardly be compared, I think partly due to
the many women who are now moving into the service. I think more than
half of the people at our prison schools are women today. It has changed the
atmosphere. Many are able to cope with this double purpose: see to it that
prisoners do not escape, but also to be decent human beings vis-a-vis the
prisoners. I think a lot of these officers would easily move away from their
prison existence to some sort activity outside of the prison, into probation
or something. I think they will not be personally be threatened by any
reduction. Those who might be threatened would be higher staff, those

4

At his lecture on the day previous to the interview, Christie identified his stance on the
use of prison as that of a minimalist.
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who make more money by being leaders of huge prisons or leaders of huge
prison districts.
My experience nowadays is that the prison staff and their leaders very
often define their roles as a protective one, vis-a-vis the prisoners. They are
coming out and saying: "They are not bad people, but prisons are bad for
them. Let us see to it that not too many people are being hurt by this system."
So they warn against many of the moral panics in society.
Robert: I recently visited some prisons in Washington State. We were not
even allowed to talk with the prisoners. The prison officials who were our
guides told us that they protect the community; they did not seem to care
about the prisoners.

Christie: It is very shocking to hear that. This confirms my anxiety vis-avis the U.S. That system is completely out of control. There are features in
the U.S. society that create anxiety, seen in the perspective of ordinary
democratic ideas or humanistic ideas as to how we want our societies to
develop.
Robert: The prison-industrial complex seems to be the strongest in the U.S.

Christie: Yes, the U.S. is my prime example.

Robert: So there you do have the interests of professionals
Christie: Of the prison staff? Yes, and apart from that, the U.S. system has
such weakly-developed social services. There are no counter-professionals,
as there are in many other systems. So for the U.S., I can only say that you
do have vested interests.

Robert: When looking at self-reports and victim surveys, we can conclude
that the people who end up in the retributive criminal justice system only
constitute a very small percentage of all the crimes. This leads us to the
following conclusion: a lot of people who are victimized are left in the cold.
How can restorative justice overcome this problem?
Christie: I look at many of the processes of restorative justice as theatre.
There might be, for example, eighty persons involved. That would be a very
good performance. And it will spread to other people, that it is possible to
think in these ways. John Braithwaite has often underlined this. He now
runs his large experiment (the Re-itegrative Shaming Experiment, in Australia).
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Nearly a whole city has been involved in some sort of restorative justice. It
is a very common topic socially-restorative justice-when they meet, during
their dinners, et cetera, and this is interesting. It is as if the theatre came to
town and everybody went to it. And maybe that theatre, that play, that
joined interest can invoke some interests in social life. And maybe victimseven when it has not been made known to the authorities that they have
been victimized-will draw their own conclusions while listening to this.
They might think, "Oh, was that the case?" Restorative justice has the
possibilities to develop as a sort of culture of restoration, that also spreads
to others.
Robert: When talking about restorative justice as the first response to crime,
how do you think it can prevent crime?
Christie: I think most of us would be scared to death by the idea that we
should be the central person in a restorative justice process. If I had really
hurt you and I should meet you, your relatives, your friends, and my friends
and relatives would join me in that meeting, where I felt deep in my soul that
I had done something terrible, at least to me that deterrent effect is
considerably bigger than meeting before a judge, in an audience where I
would have very few people who would know me. I don't think we can
overestimate the unintended suffering and the courage it takes to meet under
such circumstances. Maybe I exaggerate. I am a bit shy about exposing my
bad side and I think this sort of exposure would be much harder than in a
formalized court. So I think it would have no negative effect; it would have
a very positive effect on general prevention. And we would also have a
deeper insight: "Why did I do those terrible things?" This can be achieved
better in these processes than in a court, where I should just try to defend
myself. In the restorative process, it is just the opposite. I should open
myself, to tell why I did it, and the more that is told the greater the chance
that I will be forgiven. In the penal system, it is the opposite; the less I say,
the better, because than they can take me for less.
Robert: Nowadays we hear a lot about victim empowerment. Do we have
to draw a line in giving power to the victim and if so, where would we have
to place the limits for victims?
Christie: Oh, yes. To me, the penal process is essential here. If the victim
was unjust, if the process became too heavy, or if the offender felt it was
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too unjust, maybe his own friends turned against him, everybody just blamed
him and blamed him and demanded and came with demands, perhaps the
blame was greater than he accepted and then the demands were unrealisticif he wasn't able to convince that this was the case, he couldn't say, "I
retreat from the process." We could also imagine-I mean, in the Canadian
system, as far as 1 understand-a judge will have a very close connection to
the process, and he might grow into the role of protecting the offender
against the angry victim or against the whole surroundings.
In our system in Norway, where we have this system of conflict boards,
the leader of the board will have to sign an agreement that the two parties
also have to sign. And if the leader found that a young man who is seventeen
has agreed to pay back, for example, one million dollars-which is completely
unrealistic-he will not sign the contract, and the case would go back to an
ordinary penal process. So it is so important to build in safety valves. 1 do
not know all the literature on this, but 1 haven't seen much discussion on it
among those who favour restorative justice. 1 have not seen many analyses
of when it cannot be used. And 1 have not seen an analysis of how useful it
may be for the restorative process to have the penal process. It is so important
that we are aware of the fact that there are limits. And it is so important that
we talk about these limits, and that it is not the crown and the prosecutors
who are the only people taking up these matters. Because we have a use for
their system, but we have to limit it.
And then there is another important thing: it is not clear who owns the
conflict. That is an old theme for me; it goes back to myoId article. 5 But at
that time, 1 hadn't thought of what is today obvious to me: that it is not clear
that the prosecution owns the conflict. It is not clear that the crime is not
necessarily a crime, and to allow the parties and the restoration process a
place in the penal process on much more equal terms. Not only on equal
terms, but to give a priority to the restoration process and that we give the
prosecution what is "left over." That is a radical position. 1think it is important
not to let restorative justice be an alternative to punishment, but to let
punishment be an alternative to restoration.
Robert: But that is one of the problems now. When restorative justice comes
into the penal system, the penal system tends to use restorative justice
processes as a way of diversion.
5

Dr. Christie refers here to his article "Conflicts as Property," published in The British
Journal ojCriminology, Vol. 17, No.1, January, 1977.
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Christie: Yes, and I am very afraid of that. This has been the development
in Norway. We have had our alternative mechanisms now already for ten
years. I gave a speech last week for the people working in those mechanisms.
I said there that I think the whole thing has stagnated. There are too few
cases and there are too small cases and there is too little public discussion
around these themes. And I have the feeling that here in Canada also, this
whole idea of circle sentencing and restorative justice in all its forms was a
good idea, but that it has not continued to grow. Some of the reasons are a
lack of money for that part of the system. That is rather gruesome when
you think of the costs of the prison system.

Robert: The penal system co-opted restorative justice. Give restorative justice
the cases that are not important, so that the system does not have to spend
too much money on it.
Christie: Or the penal system can send cases to restorative justice processes
that wouldn't be handled in the penal system itself, a form of net-widening.
Even though, when I read many of the restorative justice cases here, there
are, of course, also some rather serious cases. That is a very encouraging
thing.

Luc Robert studies criminological sciences at the Catholic University of
Leuven in Belgium and is currently located at Simon Fraser University (British
Columbia, Canada) on an exchange program. He can be contacted at the
School of Criminology, Simon Fraser University, Burnaby, British Columbia
V5A IS6, Canada, or bye-mail atRobert_Luc99@hotmail.com.

BOOK REVIEWS
A Few Small Candles:
War Resisters of World War II Tell Their Stories.
Edited by Larry Gara and Lena Mae Gara.
Kent, Ohio and London:
Kent State University Press (1999), 201 pp.
Reviewed by Peter Brock

I

n the United States during World War II, after the introduction of
conscription, around 60,000 men were jailed as conscientious objectors
to military service (COs) with sentences-sometimes repeated-stretching
from a few months to five years. In contrast, the authorities assigned nearly
12,000 COs to Civilian Public Service projects of various kinds (IV-E) and
well over 25,000 to noncombatant service in the armed forces (I-A-O).
Actually, seventy-five percent of the COs who were sent to prison
belonged to the Jehovah's Witnesses; they claimed exemption from the draft,
not as pacifists, but as ministers of religion. Such claims, however, were
usually rejected. The remaining twenty-five percent, belonging to a variety
of churches or none, found themselves in jail for a variety of reasons. Some
had had their applications for CO status dismissed by their local draft boards
and had failed on appeal; others, given I-A-O status, had been unwilling to
become noncombatant soldiers. There were those, too, who had walked
out of Civilian Public Service camps after becoming convinced they
represented a sell-out to the military. Finally, there were the radicals who
had refused from the outset to register for the draft.
Most of the contributors, including Larry Gara himself, fall into this
category. And they all share a strong concern for social justice as well as a
pacifist activism that was by no means a characteristic of the more
otherworldly sections of the CO community. Larry, for instance, after serving
two wartime prison sentences and a further eighteen months in 1949 for
allegedly "counseling and aiding evasion of the draft," has combined his
professional career as an academic historian with work for the War Resisters
League (backed in his activism by his co-editor, and wife, Lena Mae). George
Houser, one of the Union Eight (Le., the eight Union Theological Seminary
students who refused to register for the draft in October 1940) went on to
become a pioneer of the civil rights movement, while his fellow nonregistrant,
81
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David Dellinger, later figured as a defendant in the Chicago Eight trial during
the Vietnam War.
"Was our protest and our witness of any benefit to society?" asks William
P. Roberts. "We flapped our butterfly wings in prison. Who can know their
effect in our interconnected world?" (pp. 172-173). The writers of these
ten prison memoirs were already in their late seventies or early eighties
when they finally prepared them for print. (Some of them, of course,
possessed letters or earlier notes on which they could base their accounts.)
The vividness with which they present their recollections and the sharp
contours of the best of the narratives testify to the deep impression made on
them by the years spent injail as young men over half a century ago. As one
of them put it: "Prison opened up a world to me that I would never have
known without becoming a part of it" (George Houser, p. 150).
To quote Bill Roberts again: "Larry and I," he writes, "had remarkably
similar prison experiences and much the same circuit of prisons: Mill Point
in West VIrginia to Marlinton County Jail to Ashland, Kentucky, and eventually
to the Federal Penitentiary in Lewisburg, Pennsylvania" (p. 152). Yet there
are significant differences between the prison experiences recorded here.
Roberts, for example, shifts his emphasis to "the internal aspects of the
experience" in contrast to Gara's more factual account, and produces one
of the most fascinating-and finely nuanced-essays in the volume.
Nevertheless, instead of discussing each essay separately I will confine
myself merely to highlighting several shared experiences that may help to
illuminate North American prison life.
We should perhaps note that the authors are in no way typical either of
the World War II American CO community-inside prison or out-or the
convict population of which they became temporarily a part. Three of the
ten became college professors after the war, three became nonviolent activists,
one became-for a time--a Trappist monk, and one became the executive
secretary of the American Quakers' service organization, while one was a
Japanese American who had been faced during the war with the threat of
internment because of his ethnic origin. But, surely, this cannot detract
from the value of their observations?
From the beginning, our authors had had to grapple with the question:
should they be "good boys" and obey the rules, or become non-cooperators
with the penal system? "There was no party line for COs, no set clear
principles." Arthur Dole, for instance, decided-"otherthings being equal"-
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"to follow reasonable orders, keep my cell clean, and accept my work
assignments" (p. 64). He would be polite to the prison staff and helpful to
his fellow prisoners. After all, as a pacifist he believed in the essential goodness
of human beings. But of course "other things" might not always remain
"equal." Both John Griffith and Lawrence Templin, who had initially shared
Dole's viewpoint, soon discovered this: they each ended by doing a
considerable portion of their time in the hole, a similar fate to that of the
twenty-one-year-old unconditional non-cooperator, Ralph Pulliam, at
Ashland. "When a prison official [had] shouted, 'Pulliam, why don't you
clean up your cell?' he quietly replied, 'This is your prison, not mine. You
clean up your prison'" (p. 199).
The hole figures prominently in several of the memoirs. "There was
much of interest in this experience," writes Templin (p. 191 )-a masterly
understatement indeed! At Lewisburg Federal Penitentiary, Dellinger and
four other COs went on hunger strike in an effort to abolish the hole. But,
Dellinger tells us, "feeling that the issue of the Hole had reached a fairly wide
audience on the outside through prison visitors and progressive publicity,
we stopped the strike on the sixty-fifth day (after a month offorced feeding)"
(p. 35). Griffith's humiliating experience in the federal prison at Petersburg,
Virginia led him to re-evaluate his original decision to be a model prisoner
(he knew this was what Mahatma Gandhi had wished his nonviolent followers
to be). Confinement in the hole-"the ultimate form of prison punishment,"
described here by Griffith in detail-followed his now uncooperative stance.
Many prisoners, thus punished, suffered nervous breakdowns. Of himself,
Griffith writes: "I was blessed by a temperament that handled the solitary
confinement experience with a minimum of mental anxiety. The physical
aspect was a bit more stressful" (p. 116).
In federal prisons where COs were located in comparatively large numbers
and "a sense of solidarity" existed, social radicals among them succeeded
more than once in organizing protests against the racial segregation then
practiced in all American jails. The most memorable of these protests took
place at the Federal Correctional Institutions at Danbury Connecticut-"a
magnificent location on a hilltop ... a clean prison, utterly soulless" (p.
185)-and at Ashland, Kentucky.
The volume also throws light on the deplorable conditions existing in
most county jails where federal convicts were usually confined for a few
weeks before being transferred to federal prisons. Several of the contributors
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comment on the monotony, lack of privacy, and almost incessant noise, and
the burdensome restrictiveness of prison life in general-the same then as
now. "Living only with persons of the same gender makes thinking and
talking about sex a major preoccupation," comments Gara (p. 86). Whether
it was a question of frustrated sex or boredom or harsh discipline or arbitrary
officialdom, the carceral fact experienced by the prisoner of conscience did
not differ from the one experienced by his fellow prisoners. But what makes
these memoirs a significant contribution to prison literature is the angle
from which the authors view their experience and the sensitive articulation
of what they perceived during their time in jail.
A vision of the kind reflected in the book emerges from the poem "Prison
Dawn" by Malcolm (Max) Parker, 2501-SS Sandstone Prison, Minnesota,
an ex-CO who died before the Garas prepared their collection of essays.
Max wrote:
The gently colored streamers of the skies
Eagerly rush forth
To tell the world of the new-discovered day
Their ever changing shapes and hues
Sharply emphasize
The harsh immutability
Of walls concrete-cold and grey,
And yet ...
Memory's obscuring mist
Reshapes their drab disparity
Into rugged mountain height
Colored by another dawn
Of long agoAnd for an instant I am free.
Peter Brock is a Professor Emeritus of History at the University of Toronto.
He served a six-month sentence in Wandsworth and Wormwood Scrubs
Prisons as a conscientious objector (CO) during World War II in Britain in
1941-42. He can be contacted at the Department of History, University of
Toronto, 100 St. George Street, Toronto, Ontario M5S 3G3, Canada.

The Funhouse Mirror:
Reflections on Prison
By Robert Ellis Gordon and Inmates of the
Washington Corrections System.
Washington: Washington State
University Press (2000), 110 pp.

Reviewed by Jay Jones

rrne Funhouse Mirror is a collection of stories and interludes written by
prisoners and their fonner writing teacher, Robert Ellis Gordon. As a
teacher in Washington prisons from 1989 to 1997, Gordon worked with
prisoners in minimum, medium, and maximum security prisons across the
State. The Funhouse Mirror is as much about Gordon's own educational
journey through teaching prisoners to write, as it is about the literary
expression of prisoners. The works are, sadly in some cases, non-fiction.
They run the gamut from brutally candid and matter-of-fact accounts of the
violence and inhumanity of prison life to reflections on the little things that
make living worthwhile despite the harsh environment. It is often the case,
and this collection of stories is no exception, that through the experiences of
those who struggle at the edge, we get a glimpse of that timeless problematic,
the human condition. The Funhouse Mirror promises to affinn the hardships
of convicts and others that find themselves on society's underside, and
poke a sharp stick of reality in the proverbial eye of those who find themselves
a world away from such daily struggles and pain.
In "The Steel Hotel: Survival Tips for Beginners," ex-prisoner T.J.
Granack offers fifteen guidelines for making one's stay in prison "less hellish"
(p. 6). A careful read of these tips reveals that prison resembles a concentrated
microcosm ofthe "outside," where social nonns are distorted and amplified
to dangerous proportions. They illustrate a harsh economy and rigid
hierarchy, both of which are enforced by threat and violence-not unlike
the "outside" sans sugar coating. Rules like "never loan anyone anything,"
"learn to masturbate quickly," and "never look into another man's cell,"
bespeak the importance of property and debt, and the forced intimacy of
prison life.
Michael Collins tells us of the many occasions on which he was compelled
to preserve his "virginity" in the face of potential sexual partners and wouldbe rapists, and his hatred for and assaults against sex offenders. His ultimate
revelation comes by way of a comparison between the anned robbery he
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committed and the crime of rape. "[A]s is the case with a rape victim,"
admits Collins, "the victim of any violent crime can never again feel that he
or she inhabits a safe and secure world" (p. 19).
Duane Eaglestaff provides a view of prison from a "rapo" perspective; a
sex offender's account of prison survival. Information is power, and the
truth can get you killed, notes Eaglestaff, whose athletic abilities became a
bargaining chip in the ongoing power plays of prison life. Winning is power
too, and but for his ability to help the team win, Duane's stay in prison
would have been considerably different and likely more damaging than it
was. Gordon's interlude reveals the contradictions of hatred and forgiveness,
of separating act from actor and treatment from punishment. His own nearvictim experience in childhood provides a vehicle by which to unearth
uncomfortable and insightful emotions toward those who victimize others.
Keith Lansdowne describes the victimizing procedures of the prison itself;
of the anal assault perpetrated by guards conducting cavity searches; of the
beatings he received for verbally and physically assaulting staff. "[R]age
was the only emotion I knew," recounts Lansdowne. "I taunted, abused and
vilified knowing full well it would result in beatings and further sanctions"
(p. 42). After spending many months of his twenty-year sentence in solitary
confinement, and in the wake of yet another beating by several guards,
Lansdowne tells us of an epiphany that posed a fork in the road of life: "I
could choose to continue my descent into insanity or climb back up to the
realm of reality" (p. 42). Despite isolation and fear, he embarked upon that
continuing journey out of the "abyss."
In "The Shoe Box," Michael Collins demonstrates his ability to write
what one hopes, in the back of one's mind, is fiction, yet knows is a composite
of truths from millions of childhoods around the world, or perhaps just one.
It is a gripping metaphor oflearning to kill and to die, one puppy at a time; of
growing up too quickly in any-town, anywhere.
Gordon's interlude paints a metaphor of mental maps drawn from prison
stories, and our collective desire to erase prisons and prison life from our
cultural repertoires as we do from those nifty tourist maps cluttered with
comic images and symbols oflife in America. Despite the accelerating growth
of the prison industry, there is a telling "desire to make prisons (and, by
extension, prisoners, violence, poverty, homelessness, the whole prison
gestalt) disappear-an acute case of denial that permeates the national psyche"
(p. 53).

Jay Jones

87

In "Going Native," Gordon provides a fictionalized account of the dangers
of "drifting" emotionally and psychologically toward prisoners; of overidentifying with them when you are one of us. Gordon's writing throughout
The Funhouse Mirror reflect his own drift, one that reveals how similar we
all are, despite the acts we mayor may not have committed. "Going Native"
highlights the potential dangers of prisoner-staff drift when the elements of
emotional and sexual desire are added to the mix.
In the final chapter, Gordon offers a potpourri of anecdotes and musings
on his career as a prison educator. Some of the pieces are humorous, others
morose; all are poignant, personal, and perusable. Robert Ellis Gordon, like
the students whose work he compiled for The Funhouse Mirror, is a talented
writer. The raw material he fashions into prose retains its rawness and is
conveyed to the reader in relatively undiluted form.
In his "Postlude," Gordon explores the role oflove in the prison classroom,
and how human interaction and caring on a small scale can have considerable
effects on those involved. What Gordon has hoped to do more than anything
through his teaching is provide the medium and the fuel for choice and for
change, so that after their release, prisoners may make ''the decision to turn
away from violence, to not hurt another human being" (p. 108). He also
hopes The Funhouse Mirror will reveal that for the most part, prisoners are
a lot like the rest of us. They fear, hope, dream, and suffer-perhaps more
than most in society. In short, they are humans seeking to live in human
ways in an often-inhumane institution. Gordon puts the prison in everyone's
back yard.

Jay Jones is a Ph.D. student with the School of Criminology at Simon
Fraser University and a Sessional Instructor at the University College of the
Fraser Valley in Abbotsford, B.C. His interests include prison education,
cultural criminology, and the sociology of law.

Women on the Row:
Revelations from Both Sides of the Bars
By Kathleen O'Shea.
Ithaca: Firebrand (2000), 156 pp.

Reviewed by Karlene Faith

K

athleen O'Shea has written a remarkable book based on interviews and
correspondence with ten women on death rows in various U.S. prisons.
They have been convicted of killing police officers, husbands, their own
children, and random victims. However, these stories dispel media-driven
stereotypes of "dangerous killers," and give a human face to women
sentenced to die in the only Western nation whose judiciary still permits the
death penalty (thirty-eight states exercise this prerogative). Reading about
these women's lives in their own words, and learning the contexts in which
their crimes occurred, one can recognize their reasons for snapping and
succumbing to rage, acting under coercion, or even intentionally calculating
another's demise.
In a vivid illustration of empathy, O'Shea focuses on very personal
elements of her own biography. Her themes echo those of the women she
interviews, and she alternates her voice with theirs. For example, O'Shea
begins a chapter with "I don't ever remember loving Mother and I'm not
sure she ever loved me" (p. 45). She then relates the story of Kelley who, at
age five, witnessed the death of her mother in a house fire. Kelley herself
was severely burned; as a child she suffered over seventy-five skin grafts
and constant humiliation over her appearance. O'Shea quotes women's
expressions of devotion to their children: "The loves of my life are my
children. They are the only true loves I'll ever have" (p. 46). This is juxtaposed
against her own story of being adopted from infancy by a relative, but
secretly knowing that her older cousin was her mother. These are stories of
loss and lament, and they are told with lyrical grace.
A former Catholic nun who worked for almost a decade in South America,
O'Shea's own story is as compelling as those of the women she interviewed.
Ana, a woman from Cuba, tells O'Shea, "When I was twelve I wanted to be
a nun, but mother reminded me that I was impure because I had been raped,
and to be a nun you had to be pure" (p. 61). O'Shea follows with her own
story of entering a convent as a teenager: "I had the exhilarating feeling of
belonging to something truly amazing. It may have had a lot to do with the
uniform, or because we were fifty-four strong, healthy high school girls
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who had left our homes to give our lives to God" (pp. 61-62). When she
describes the convent she is also describing the prison: the imposed silence,
rules, discipline, rigid routine, isolation, deprivation, and punishment for
such offences as touching one another or forming "particular friendships."
The irony is clear: to devote one's self to God or to commit murder results
in the same scenario, starting with separation from other human beings.
O'Shea doesn't hold herself apart from the women she interviewed. She
opens up her own vulnerabilities and the worst of her own life experience as
a tool for making sense rather than evoking pity. She doesn't evangelize but
she implicitly believes in redemption. Women who were not formerly religious
often acquire faith while awaiting death. We hear the familiar grief of victims
of sexual abuse, and the unfamiliar suffering of being on death row when
one's mother or grandmother is dying, when one's children are in crisis, or
when a friend from the cell block is executed; and we learn what it is to live
with unrelenting guilt and no hope of restitution. A woman named Christina,
who killed her two children while severely depressed, says "A lot of regret,
that's what goes through my mind, day in, day out-God's punishing me ....
I am very ashamed" (p. 100).
One of the issues discussed by the women includes their treatment by
the press. As Ana says, "The press doesn't care about feelings. They are
only interested in the sensational.. .. They don't care if a person is
suffering.... They play with your pain and desperation. We are a story to
them.... I don't want anyone playing with my pain" (p. 102). Another woman
describes how her son learned that she had been sentenced to death when
he read it in a newspaper at school. He was eight years old.
Women who will never be returning to their children, and women
convicted of killing their children, speak with the same grief. Debra, in
Arizona, states: "I was still in total denial as to what happened to my son....
I was suffering from severe depression, shock, and hour-long crying
spells .... It was the loss of my son ... that just overwhelmed me" (p. 103).
Christina says: "Sometimes I can't think about them. It's like they're being
ripped away from me all over again. Every day 1 wonder why this tragedy
has happened.... 1 cannot figure out what I am supposed to learn. What can
be so valuable for me to learn that it had to cost the lives of two children?"
And Robin says: "I sometimes speak about my children in the present tense.
Although they've been gone for over five years, it's still difficult to talk
about. Sometimes it feels like it just happened yesterday. The pain is so
great" (p. 148).
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Indeterminate imprisonment can be as cruel as capital punishment, and
in some prisons women held on death row for years, due to delays and
appeals, suffer unrelenting degradations inflicted by staff. Kelley describes
the "verbal abuse by staff ... who call us 'death row bitches.' 'Are you
scared to die?' they say. Or, when I once asked an officer for a light, he
said, 'They'll give you one last one before they fry you'" (p. 131). Another
woman, Robin in Idaho, tells of how the guard will tauntingly hold onto her
mail for hours before finally giving it to her, "even when he isn't busy. IfI
have a telephone call scheduled at seven, he won't let me make it until eight
or nine. Not that the phone is busy-I'm the only one here. He will withhold
my supplies and search my room more than once in a shift" (p. 146).
For most of this book, the women's voices are rich with the fact of still
being alive. Despite their grief, anger, guilt, and fear, they speak of their
loved ones as if they had a future with them. Thus it is startling, as the book
draws to a closing, to read their raw acknowledgements of their impending
deaths. Kelley asks O'Shea in a letter, "Please tell everyone that the one
thing I'd like is to have 'Forever Young' played at my execution. I don't
know if you know this song. It's by Rod Stewart." Andrea, a black woman
in Florida, speaks of how she "began to hallucinate ... a noose hanging in
front of me," after being taken to the site of her execution in a motorcade,
only to receive a temporary reprieve and returned to her cell. As Ana reminds
the reader, women on death row have to face premature death at the hands
of the state, and they also have to struggle with the ordinary fears of mortality:
"My sorrow and loneliness are huge. To be forgotten is the worst" (p. 133137).
Donetta, a black woman in Pennsylvania, describes her dilemma with a
question: "Do I want to live another year in hell, or do I want to die to
escape this living hell?" (p. 148). Debra describes having to undergo a mock
execution, a rehearsal for her own death. "I had to sign papers about my last
meal, witnesses I wanted present, how my remains would be disposed of.
My veins were examined by a doctor, the chaplain stopped by for a visit, my
room was searched every day, psychiatrists came around, and I was moved
into an isolation cell where I could be watched continuously by a video
camera" (p. 85). Most poignantly, Andrea describes losing her friend: "[E]ven
though Judy said she was not afraid to die, I knew when they took her away
that she was. I could see the fear in her eyes. They had so many chains and
shackles on that poor woman-and she was frail and thin-that she couldn't
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walk and they had to wheelchair her out. ... But I must say this, Judy died
bravely and with dignity" (p. 152).
This book invokes profound spiritual and philosophical questions, and
brings compassion to the frailty of the human condition. With an implicit
gender analysis, this book will appeal to a general audience, people who are
themselves imprisoned, and students of criminology, sociology, and women's
studies. It speaks to the ways that all human life is connected, for better and
for worse. In a touching epilogue, having shared with readers the twists and
turns of her own degradations, Kathleen O'Shea quotes Sister Helen Prejean,
the anti-death penalty activist: "I am better than my worst mistake." And
O'Shea then says, "I realized in my first interview with a woman awaiting
execution that our similarities were quite substantial, our differences
somewhat circumstantiaL... I can say without qualification that I know
women on death row today who are much better human beings than I am"
(pp. 154-156).
Karlene Faith is a professor in the School of Criminology at Simon Fraser
University. She is a long-time prison activist whose experiences include
work with prisoners, especially women, in California and Canada.

The Journal of Prisoners on Prisons
A Call for Submissions
Special Issue on Education in Prisons

P

risoners have expressed in their writing and by their participation
considerable enthusiasm for prison education. Professional "correctional
educators" promote schooling as a way to reduce recidivism and teach
entry-level job skills. Some prisoners have rejected this correctional ethos
and offer alternative reasons to support educational programs.
Prisoners/former prisoners have written brilliant critiques on the role
prison education plays in parole hearings and as a substitute for prison work
to maintain institutional order. The state has been taken to task for nearly
obliterating higher education by Pell Grant" disqualification and budget cuts.
In addition to these critiques, prisoners/former prisoners have written
accounts of prisoner-organized educational activities. This special issue on
Education in Prison will provide a forum for prisoners/former prisoners to
extend these and other investigations on educational programs.
We encourage contributions that discuss the value, politics, and
contradictions of "correctional education" from your perspectives. We also
encourage contributions on prisoners' own educational activities. Indeed,
we see this special issue of JPP making a considerable contribution to our
knowledge about the breadth and diversity of formal and informal educational
activities organized and taught by prisoners for prisoners. Historical accounts,
discussions on current activities, and analyses of how and why these activities
emerge will make a valuable contribution to the literature on education and
incarcerated adults.
The issue will be co-edited by Howard S. Davidson and Jon Marc Taylor,
members of JPP's editorial collective and authors of books and articles on
prison education.
Are you interested in contributing an article? This is a call for your
contribution. JPP publishes articles in English, French, and Spanish. Your
article should be no longer than twenty typed pages, double spaced or legibly
handwritten. You may write anonymously or under a pseudonym. The editors
will review all submissions. Papers not selected for publication will be returned
to writers with comments and may be revised and resubmitted for future
publications .
... A U.s. higher education grant; see 1.M. Taylor, "Pell Grants for Prisoners Part Deux: It's
Deja Vu All Over Again," in Journal of Prisoners on Prisons, Vol. 8 (1&2), pp. 47--66.
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The deadline for submitting your article is August 15,2001. Send your
manuscript to: Liz Elliott, Journal of Prisoners on Prisons, School of
Criminology, Simon Fraser University, 8888 University Drive, Burnaby, British
Columbia V5A 1S6 (Canada). E-mail hdavid@ms.umanitoba.ca. If you plan
to send an article, write to this address to let us know. This will help us in
planning the issue.
UNITED NATIONS CONFERENCE, NEW YORK CITY
OCT.

6-11, 2001

INTERNATIONAL CONTACTS NEEDED Now!

CURE (Citizens United for the Rehabilitation of Errants ) recently signed the
contract to have its international conference within the year. At this gathering
we will apply prison reforms to the UN's human rights documents.
The Conference will begin with registration on late Saturday afternoon,
October 6th, 2001, and end early Thursday morning, October 10th. Monday,
October 8th is Columbus Day in the United States and Thanksgiving Day in
Canada. Both are national holidays.
Self-introductions will be on Saturday evening. On Sunday, four panels
will provide an overview of human rights documents. On Monday, sixteen
panels will connect specific articles in these documents to prison reforms.
Also, participants will compile a "report card" on how their country is
implementing or violating prison policies based on these documents.
On Tuesday, an individual or a delegation (ifmore than one person) will
visit the Ambassador's office that represents their country at the UN and
leave this ''report card."
Also, they will ask their country to co-sponsor a resolution that CURE
hopefully will have introduced in the UN's General Assembly. This Resolution
will declare that "universal suffrage" mandated in the Universal Declaration
on Human Rights and in its Covenant on Civil and Political Rights includes
prisoners. This Resolution then will encourage countries to facilitate voting
by all prisoners.
CURE has asked the U.S. Department of Justice to facilitate voting in
November for eligible prisoners in jails and prisons. Please send a stamped
envelope for information on this crucial issue.
At the beginning of the next year, we will have the details on how to
register for the Conference, travel, housing, et cetera. For now, mark your

calendar and please send any names and addresses of those outside
the U.S.A. who might be interested.
P.O. Box 2310
Washington, DC 20013-2310
(202) 789-2126
www.curenational org
Email: cure@curenational.org
To prepare for Monday's panels, please apply the six major human rights
documents to prison reform. In the last two CURE newsletters, the Covenant
on Civil and Political Rights and the Covenant on Economic, Social and
Cultural Rights were covered. This newsletter, covering the document entitled
The Convention Against Torture and Other Cruel, Inhuman or Degrading
Treatment or Punishment, can be obtained by sending a self-addressed
stamped envelope to the above address.

About the Cover

B

ryan Seymour was born in York, Ontario in 1956. He became interested
in art when he was about six years old, drawing cover art for
assignments. While in prison in Ontario on and offbetween 1974 and 1984,
he learned how to silkscreen and to paint with acrylics. Working with acrylics
appealed to him because of the quicker drying time, less toxic smell and
versatility. The content of Bryan's work varies with the medium he works
with. Also a carver, he finds inspiration in the lighter aspects of life; his
paintings are inspired by the more somber aspects of his persona.
Searching

There are many facets to who we are. We can pick up different
pieces of who we are and find things about ourselves that we don't
like. But if we throw them away, it affects who we are. In this
painting I was searching for the different aspects of myself, the
many facets of my personality. I was holding these up to the light,
examining and reorganizing them. This is a reflection of my
soul-searching phase.
Bryan's artwork has been displayed at different art shows in the lower
mainland of British Columbia, and won an honourable mention at the Fort
Langley show.
Searching
22" x 34"
Acrylic on artboard
1998
If you are interested in discussing or acquiring Bryan's work, he may be
contacted at:
7578 Stave Lake Street,
Mission, British Columbia
Canada V2V 403
(604) 826-1607
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The Prison-Industrial Complex

O

ver two million people are now incarcerated in the U.S.-a four-fold
increase since 1980. Why, with violent crime on the decrease, are
prison rates rising so rapidly? The prison industry is now the second-largest
employer in the U.S. after General Motors. In this issue of the Journal of
Prisoners on Prisons, U.S. and Canadian authors speak from jail to the
effects of the prison-industrial complex, and to the distorted social values
that it both feeds and feeds upon.
This issue includes essays by:
JamesBlau
Stephen Reid
John MacKenzie
Jon Marc Taylor
H.D.Blake
Charles Hucklebury

Gregory McMaster
Ed Poindexter
Eddie Hatcher
James V. Aldridge III
Dawnya F erdinandsen
and an interview with criminologist
Nils Christie by Luc Robert
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