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NEW YEAR'S BOOK

1994-1995

WITH LOVE

OUR SISTERS AND BROTHERS

INSIDE

"Those who fight injustice are people of true merit.
When the prison doors are opened, the Real Dragon will fly out!"



On January 1, 1994 the
Zapatista National Liberation

Army declared war against the

Mexican government and army, demanding land,
justice and democracy for the indigenous people
of Chiapas and for all the people of Mexico.
Rooted in both the Mayan community and in the
national history of Mexico, the EZLN stands
against the continuing exploitation and grinding
poverty forced on the poor by national and
international economic interests. In spite of the

government's efforts to discredit

them, the EZLN has won broad

support from both the Mexican

people and the

7 international

community, and
one year later,

their daring
occupations in

Chiapas are still

continuing.
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My sister nves across a line

I kncv; she's there

My heart lifts to hear her

in brief encounters through the wall

a whispering space

for stolen words.

She lives there through the glass

I glimpse her days

she glimpses mine

but we ca.ri not meet.

Marilyn Buck September 19



THE STATE OF A PRISONER'S SOUL

by To Hum 'These are thoughts..."

How heavy it is, the solitude of a prisoner!
Ear strained, heart boiling,
I listen passionately to the noises oflife
which is flowing outside with an immense happiness!

Here -• twilight, pallid gleams ofthe evening
slip furtively past the bars of the utile window,
here -- the coldness offour bare walls,
here •• an alignment ofplanks on the ironwood floor.

Twittering ofbirds in the tide ofa strong wind rising:
swift rustling of night bats, their wings beating,
tinkle ofbells as a horse paws the ground by a well ofcold water;
far below on the road the clatter ofpassing clogs.

Oh' today how the sap of life overflows in all these familiar noises.
1 hear the wind pouring through the boughs, through the tips of the leaves.
1 hear the healthy vigor of a hundred species.
Half dreaming 1 hear how all things outside
murmur together gently in the easiness of space
gorging themselves on the nectar of life drunk on flowers and fruits
and with the fragrance of liberty which perfume* each one ofa thousand day s

All these mirages of my innocent soul
suddenly for a briefminute make me forget how sad life is
there outside... how many imprisoned destinies
are crushing in depths of fathomless desf/air.
This evening in prison, bitterness in my heart,
I am only one among suffering humanity.
I am only a little bird, a young one,
thrown into a tiny cage in the midst of a great cage.

Far off in the wind comes the sound ofa horn.

Cell Xo. 1, Thua Thien Prison, 4 >19!39

•ToHuu was a poet, communist and prisoner in Vietnam during the years when it was si ill
occupied by the French. i
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Remembrance
and observation
are my teachers.

Not always
are they kind,
in the lessons they assign.

But I realize
that the silent studies
from the long recall of memory;
from the confines of a prison cell

are brail learning's
in the inhumanities!!

When I close mv eves to recall
I find,
Time

has assaulted,
recollection.

When I open them I perceive,
violence
that time will never erase.

TWO POEMS
Scott Seelye, 1994

Helmeted hatred
measures me.

with an oak-yard-stick.

Through mace
induced tears,
I witnessjustice, take another beating.

A blood-stained cell,
the concrete alter
upon which you, sacrifice humanity.

And I endure
this ancient ritual,
in the name of, RESISTANCE.

And ignorance
is free
to call me crazy.

But this lacerated smile
And spirit-lit eyes
state, that I will stand, AGAIN....





(In 'honor" oj the 25th anniversary of the first moon lauding, i

THE EARTH IS A SATELLITE OF THE MOON
by Leonei Rugama

Apollo 2 cost more than Apollo 1
Apollo 1 cost plenty.

Apollo 3 cost more than Apollo 2
Apollo 2 cost more than Apollo 1
Apollo 1 cost plenh.

Apollo 4 cost more than Apollo 3
Apollo 3 cost more than Apollo 2
Apollo 2 cost more than Apollo 1
Apollo cost pleni\.

Apollo 8 cost a fortune, but no one minded
because the astronauts were Protestant

they read the Bible from the moon
astounding and delighting even- Christian
and on their return Pope Paul the VI gave them his blessing.

Apollo 9 cost more than all these put together
including Apollo ] which cost plenty.

The great-grandparents of the people of Acahaulinca were less
hungry then the grandparents.

The great-grandparents died of hunger.
1 he grandparents of the people of Acahaulinca were less

hungry than the parents.
The grandparents died of hunger.
The parents of the people of Acahaulinca were less

hungry than the children of the people there.
The parents died of hunger.

The people of Acahaulinca are less hungr) than the children
of the people there.

The children of the people of Acahaulinca, because of hunger
are not born

they hunger to be born, only to die of hunger.
Blessed are the poor for they shall inherit the moon.

(Leonei Rugama was a revolutionary and poet who was killed in his early 20'$ in the early
years of the Sicaraguan Revolution.)

LPS H^.^, fWvKc* H«ro«
DO ^ITMIi t3*T rTIOr^n

Si no

V ~ * I ' ^KI < T

Nicaraguan women and a poem by Rugama.
photograph Margaret Randall



QUOTES OF MOVE'S REVERED FOUNDER, JOHN AFRICA!

"Revolution is nota word but an application, it is notwarbut peace, it does not
weaken it strengthens. Revolution does notcause separation it generates
togetherness."

"Solidarity ain't a word, sohdarity is a principle that exists despite words and will exist
when words have ceased."

"When oppression oppresses people to revolt, the way of true revolution is topress on
with examples of revolution so thatwhen a people rebel they will not be discouraged
by seein no way out except to go back to the very adversary they're rebelling
against."

"Ifwe expect to accomplish the defeat ofoppression, we are going to have to
understand the power of assertion."

"A strategic revolutionary is the pivotal point in a restrained society that pivots the
restrained in the way ofrevolution by informing the restrainedofthe power of
Freedom through examples offreedom againstexamples ofslavery."

v. .•••-»». '--,-Yr

tru***<A£ a^t fa AsCd&CtZ ty<*C^
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SAVE THE BLACK PANTHER

My heart flashes its fangs
at the beasts
who want to kill
our best.

My heart aches with hate
contemplating
their false conciousness.

To kill Mumia
would be genocide,
because his words
SAVE our lives.

To forsake him

is psychotic.
To support him

post-mortem
would be stupid.

Our informed public people
who ignore him
are cowards.

Disgrace them.
The rule of

the international

imperial
pig/demon/dog
dooms all,
destroys,
disintegrates,
deteriorates,
is anti-everything
beautiful, valuable and righteous,
like the brother.

Death to the order.
Save the Black Panther.

Abdul Haqq, 1994.



A CIFT AMD A CLASS IN POLITICS.

A piece of the moon...

But in fact it's not one

but two pieces:

The piece of the dark side of the moon
and the piece of the brilliant side of the moon.

And here, what you have to understand
is that the piece of the moon that shines

shines because there is the dark side

It is the dark side of the moon

that makes possible the shining side
of the moon. So with us,

if we're chosen to be the dark side of the moon

we're not less for it

but it's because we're ready

to be the dark side

so that all might see the moon

(and, in the end

the dark side is worth more

because it shines for other skies

and because, to be able to see it

you have to learn to fly very high).

And so it is

few are ready

to suffer so others might not suffer

and to die

so that others might live

and that's how it is

given that boots and moon and etcetera
and period.

Okay, eternal moles, we'll see you again under the earth.

Signature of Subcomandante Marcos



IN THE DISTANCE

In the distance on the cloud

Pi lone warrior rides, searching
For those who are lost.

In the minds of our children, the
Echos of our traditional songs
Sing silently as the drum beat of
Our Nation's beat strong within our hearts.

For many moons this lone warrior's

Spirit touches and nourishes

The young in their dreams of what

Has been lost, guiding them back to

The way of 1ife.

Once awoken, the young ones seek out
The old ones, asking endless questions

For everyt h ing they know.

In the distance you can see this lone warrior

Sitting upon his majestic war horse, smiling with
His long braided hair and eagle feather- in the wind

Listening to the young, singing loud with pride of
The traditional songs with the spirit of CRfiZY HORSE

fiHO! MITftKUYE-OYftSIN,
George Still Day 1934



REMEMBERING A 15 YEAR OLD PALESTINIAN WOMAN IN PRISON,

CHAINED TO THE BED SPRINGS.

SHE HAD REFUSED TO STOP SINGING

Singing songs

chained

for singing

clear melodic minor notes

welling from sweet young throats

and mouths which have tasted the tightness of screaming silences

And still songs soar

Songs sung sweetly

soaring skyward

Reeling remembering revealing

souls and spirits

Women singing songs

lullabys iovesongs

and blues songs

chanting cantillating songs

of living life

and dying death

Searching out sounds not yet noted
on bars

not yet ordered on scales

Exploring the breadth of hell

Seeking the expanses of the universe

and freedom

Marilyn Buck Summer 198 8
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I Must Become a Menace
to My Enemies
Dedicated to the Poet Agoslinho Neto,
President of The People's Republic of Angola: 1976

I

I will no longer lightly walk behind
a one of you who fear me:

Be afraid.

I plan to give you reasons for your jumpy fits
and facial tics

I will not walk politely on the pavements
anymore

and this is dedicated in particular
to those who hear my footsteps
or the insubstantial rattling of my grocery
cart

then turn around

see me

and hurry on
away from this impressive terror I must be:
I plan to blossom bloody on an afternoon
surrounded by my comrades singing
terrible revenge in merciless
accelerating

rhythms
But

I have watched a blind man studying his face.

I haye set the table in the evening and sat down
to eat the news

Regularly
I have gone to sleep.
There is no one to forgive me.
The dead do not give a damn.
I live like a lover

who drops her dime into the phone
just as the subway shakes into the station
wasting her message
cancelling the question of her call:

fulminating or forgetful but late
and always after the fact that could save or
condemn me

I must become the action of my fate.

n

How many of my brothers and my sisters
will they kill
before I teach myself
retaliation?

Shall we pick a number?
South Africa for instance:

do we agree that more than ten thousand
in less than a year but that less than
five thousand slaughtered in more than six
months will

WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH ME?



I must become a menace to my enemies.

m

.And if I

if I ever let you slide
who should be extirpated from my universe
who should be cauterized from earth

completely
(lawandorder jerkoffs of the first the
terrorist degree)
then let my body fail my soul
in its bedevilled lecheries

And if I

if I ever let love go
because the hatred and the whisperings
become a phantom dictate I o-
bey in lieu of impulse and realities
(the blossoming flamingos of my
wild mimosa trees)
then let love freeze me

out.

I must become

I must become a menace to my enemies.

£/*/£ oa e>4 a/-

•*fc -^
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RUN

5KWALK
5&10K
RUN & ROLL

Saturday, June II, 1994

8:30am -Lake Meruit, Oakland
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a year in
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Florence Federal AD-Max and Colorado
State Prison are Control Unit Prisons

CONTROLUNIT:"Nosingle aspect identifies acontrol unit; rather, it is a
f^mSinarinn ntphynieel conditions, thepolicies which determine whoi»tent
there, bowlongtheystaythere tod theoverall purpose of theunitthat
constitutea definitioD." • from Committee to End the MarionLockdown

Control unit is the termused in reference to prisons whicharein permanent
mtmimgraiive lockdown. Theyaredesigned specifically formistypeof
incarceration. Colorado wiUsoonbe thehomeof two of these facilities
joining 35other states. The Colorado State Prison nearCsnooGty has just
been completed and theFlorence Control Unit is scheduled toopen inthe
Spring of1994. Soon 550 men inFlorence and 504 inCanon City win* bein
permanent isolation. These prisons are modeled after Marion Federal Prison
inH, theonly USprison tobecondemned byHuman RightsWatch and
Amnesty International for violating nearly every rule in theUnited Nations
Standard MinimumRules fortheTreatment of Prisoners. Currently thereis a
rapid proliferation ofcontrol units, both state and federal inthis country.

Control Unit Conditions Indode:
— 22.5hoursadayormorelockedin singlecell

Nocongregate dining, exercise orreligious services.
— No work oppc>ramm«.

Veryhostedphone calls andvisitation. No physical contact upon
visitation.

— Limitededucation allowed onlythrough correspondence courses, closed
circuit t,v. and instructive tapes.

— Norules govern admuristrative transfer, thusthere isnowritten
procedure fortransfer toorfrom control units. Nodueprocess.

Among the demonstrations this
past spring were two to protest
the opening of Soledad II and the
Florence control unit At left is a

leaftet from the Coalition Against
Control Unit Torture in Colorado.

For further mfonnstkm or to get Involved m th*
controlunit prisons, contactAbolishControlU:
the Rocky Mountain Peace Center303-444-698
PO Box 1156 Boulder, CO 8*306.
feWrflw. ««> iBHirr THKM TMMVN. the hfaaon

resistance to control unit prisons. Send your na
Shnt Than Down at the above address. Checks
Rocky Mountain PeaceCenter.

Support Women Prisoners at
Chowchilla

Stop the Medical Neglect and Abuse
of Prisoners with HIV/AIDS!

Mote: Many other
events happened this
past year and there
just wasn't space to
mention all of them.

There were actions

around women in

prison, control units,
medical neglect,
shootings, the death
penalty and a range
of other issues.

Saturday, Jan. 29,1:30 p.m.
Chowchilla Women's Prison

JOIN THE FIGHT INSIDE AND OUTSIDE TO DEMAND:

Quality health care for all women prisoners
Hire an HIV/AIDS specialist
High nutritional diets and vitamins for HIV+ prisoners
Support peer education efforts
Compassionate release for all terminally ill prisoners -

Free Betty Ross

CARPOOLS TO CHOWCHILLA (near Fresno):
SF: Leave Safeway Parking Lot (Church and Market) at 8:00 a.m
East Bay: Leave MtcArthur BART station at 8:30 a.m.

For rides and more Information, call (S10) 530-6214 or (415) 861-4058.

Sponsored by tb* Coalition to Support Wo i Priaoncn at Chowchilla



FREEDOM BOUND
(The Boat People)

Freedom here I come
Raise your lamp beside the golden door
Welcome my hopes and my dreams ashore
It's for you that I forsake my home
Freedom O Freedom
Since I have never seen you before
1don't really know what to look for
But ready or not here I come

I set my sail across the dawn
To take me away from my fears
I turn my face towards the morning sun
So the sunshinecan dry up tears
There'll be nothing to hold me down
In my traveling freedom bound
1*11 cross the borders of many nations
And burn holes in the four horizons

Freedom O Freedom
We're so thirsty for you where I'm from
That someday I'll take you by the hands
And invite you to dwell in my land

But everybody agrees, it seems
To keep me away from their doors
And when I manage to make it ashore
I have no time to unpack my dreams

I worked the cane fields and I swear
I have found no sugar there
AlthoughI came begging for liberty
I am jailed in the Land of the Free

Freedom O Freedom
Now I know I can't call you my own
Till the day I build you with many hands
With the color and shape of my land

Jean-Claude Manineau

Since Jean-Bertrand Aristide's return this fall, the popular movement in Haiti has called for the total disarmament of
FRAPH (the paramilitary instrument of Haiti's ruling elite) and for establishmentof a Truth Commission to investigate
the legacy of terror committed by the Haitian military.



What would it mean to live

in a city whose people were
each other's despair into hope?
You yourself must change it.
What would it feel like to know

your country was changing?
You yourself must change it.
Though your life felt arduous
new and unmapped and strange
what would it mean to stand

on the first page
of the end of despair?

— Adrienne Rich
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