[ |
=T
[
[T
[ |
[
0.
[
=L
[
o=
LAt
=
=TI

PRISONERS WRITE ON

LIFE, LIBERATION, AND

REBELLION




Imprisoned Intellectuals

America’s Political Prisoners Write on
Life, Liberation, and Rebellion

Edited by Joy James

ROWMAN & LITTLEFIELD PUBLISHERS, INC.
Lanham « Boulder « New York « Oxford



ROWMAN & LITTLEFIELD PUBLISHERS, INC,

Published in the United Srates of America

by Rowman & Littlefield Publishers, Inc.

A Member of the Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group
4501 Forbes Boulevard, Suite 200, Lanham, Maryland 20706

www.rowmanlittlefield.com

P.O. Box 317, Oxford OX2 9RU, Unired Kingdom
Copyright © 2003 by Joy James
Rovyalties are reserved for educational initiatives on human rights and U.S. incarceration.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a recrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.

British Library Caraloguing in Publication Information Available

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Imprisoned inrellectuals : America's politieal prisoners write on life,
liberation, and rebellion / edited by Joy James,
p. em—(Transformative politics series)

Includes bibliographical references and index.

ISBN 0-7425-2026-9 {cloth : alk. paper}—ISBN 0-7425-2027-7 (pbk. :
all. paper)

1. Prisoners—United States—Biography. 2. Polirical
prisoners—United States—Biography. 3. Intellectuals—United
States—Biography. 4. Government, Resistance to—United States, 5.
Political crimes and offenses—United States. L. James, Joy, [dare] 1L
Series.

HV9468 .149 2003
313044092273 ~dc21 2002014813

Printed in the United States of America
TH . R N . . . . .
€9 ™ The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American

Nartional Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library

Materials, ANSI/NISO 739.48.1992.

This work is dedicated to those ancestors, elders, and
youths who seek, struggle, and suffer for freedom;
and to all who filter their desire to abolish
slavery and social death through compassion
for the fragility of life and love.



Chapter Nine

Safiya Bukhari-Alston

Safiya Bukhari-Alston (Bernice Jones) beca
Party (BPP) in 1969, when she began workin
gram in Harlem. From 1969 to 1971,
barty newspapers, organizing cell units, and c

In 1971, following the Eldridge Cleaver~Huey P. Newton split,! Bukhari-Alston
becarre the head of Informarion and Communication for the East Coast Black Pan-
ther Party, a position she would hold until she went underground in 19732

On the morning of December 27, 1973,

Michael Maurice Alston, Neil Q. Thompson, and Harold Simmons as they alleg-

edly atrempred to free six Black Liberation A
Manhattan House of Detention for Men. (A

Francisco and Gabriel Torres, Jali] Muntagim [Anthony Bottem], Herman Bell, and

Henry Brown.) The four were detained by p

blocks from the Detention Center, which the police alle
access 1o the prison. According to the New York Times, “all were charged with bur-
glary, possession of burglars’ toals (a screwdriver, the iron bar and the rope ladder)
and criminal tampering (lifting the manhole cover).” Bukhari-Alston recalls: “The _
only thing they could charge us with was third degree burgla
was laughed out of caurt.™ Although there was a paucity of

defendants, the media sensationalized the arre
Escape Fails at the Sewer,”s it emphasized the

BPP and to other alleged criminal charges. Nevertheless,
January 22, 1974, for lack of evidence, In spite of (or because of)

the police department issued g $10,000 reward for Bukhari-Alston, based on her
membership in the Black Liberation Army (BLA), and failure o ap

warranting that she be shot on sight. Bukhar

coordinator of the Amistad Collective of the BLA 6

Bukhari-Alston was captured on January 25

shooting that left her fellow BLA members Kombozi Amistad dead, and Masai
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me involved with the Black Panther
g at the Panthers' Free Breakfast Pro-

she served as a section coordinator, selling

onducting political education classes,

Bukhari-Alston was arrested with

rmy members from “the Tombs,” the
mong those held ar the Tombs were

olice next o an open manhole two
ged they were using to gain

ry on a sewer, which
evidence against the
sts; using phrases like “Great Tombs
connections of those arrested to the
charges were dismissed on
the acquitral,

pear for trial,
i-Alston went underground as unir

+ 1973, in Norfolk, Virginia, after a
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Ehehost shot in the face. Charged with felony n.'lurcler, attempt_ed robbﬁlryilarlld ille-

al possession of a weapon, she was convicted in a one-day rrial at whic s&: he was
igt present, sentenced to forty years in prisorn, and sent to the '\/1rgm.lai or;lec-

ional Center for Women in Goochland. There, Bukhari-Alston spent her first
E:?enty-one days in maximum-security segregation. She was lonlg} releas&;d mri thf':
general prison community after she threatf‘:ned to filea lawsm‘t. pon re ease, (:;v
ever, her movement remained largely restricted given her designation as a “security

tole M7
HSlE{{'efused desperately needed medical attention and surgery by pri;on \)c([/octors,
Bukhari-Alston filed suit against the Virginia Correctional Center zr tl'lorr}‘;rL
Both the initial suit and the appeal were den:Lec‘I, hcmiever, on the g;c')ur; s that ?’r'
complaint amount[ed] to a difference of opinion with prison me 1cfa hpefr{sonr;ic
about treatment. Refused medical care, considering herself a c1t1‘zenlo g Z ?gud ;
of New Afrika (RNA) and therefore a prisoner of war, Bukhari-A }iton EClt e 3
escape on December 31, 1976. Recaptured on February 27, 1977,(;l e wasl TE :rrng
to the Virginia Correctional Center, and was sentenced to aan ithl’lla Yteseéuri
using lack of medical attention as a defense, hq\vever, she was able tﬁ at ezﬁ ecure
outside medical treatment, although by this point she was forced to dave a hyste <
tomy. Upon returning to prison, she served the.next three yearsh an sleven.m;nthe
in maximum-security segregation and, once again, only secured her rle c;ase in
general population through a lawsuit. In 1983,‘5he was-granted paro ;‘ v »

Currently a legal advocate, Bukhari-Alston is CDC:halI' of the ]eni’ o ;V{_LemN .

which does educational support worlk for political prisoners, and cochair of the New
York-based Free Mumia Abu-Jamal Coalirion.
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Greek mythology tells che story of Minos, ruler of the city of Knossus. 1\{?1105 has 3

labyrinth {maze} in which he keeps the Minetaur, a monster half man an
gre?{b L1, whose victims were boys and girls who would make it to the center of the
half bu ,l to be killed when they came face to face with the Minotayr. If an
e dmcll zic:{im chanced to survive the encounter with the Minotaur, they perished
e ¢ find their way out of the many intricate passages. Finally, Theseus of Ath-
try’mgii‘; the help of Ariadne, Minos's daughter, enters the labyrinth, slays the beast
223 :nds his way out by following the thread he had unwound as he entered.

The maturation process is full of obstacles and entanglemepts for E.mﬁme, l;tit fcc;r a
Black woman in America it has all the markings of the Mmotaurs aze. | ha {S{:
say that, even though nothing as spectacular takes place in the ;naturazon ;t)rocele
of the average Black woman—ic didn’t happen. w0 me»w—btlzt the 1z:,'«to— zyds. ft}ugfm
for survival and growth reaps the same reward in the end in ten t ou;an i derter‘
ways. The trick is to leamn from each defeat and become stronger an rt;lore e.hi—
mined . . . think and begin to develop the necessary strategies to insure the anni
latI!O;le;;ZEc?festn‘n‘ily of ten children. My parents were strict arfd reli%ious, but
proud and independent. One of the strongest influences of my childhood was my
mother constantly telling us to hold our heads up and be proud llzec?use Eetwere
just as good or better than anyone else, and ro stand up and fight for whar you
i ight. .
belli"el':r’:r&:owzz r:;1glkc1n: of competition in my family. Had to be with ten chbﬂdren %(1/11
two years apart) growing up, each trying to live up to the other or be etter. ei
were determined not to be caught up in the rut of the ghf:tt(').'We were go;ng tlo g
out. . . so each of us worked on our separate goals—ten individuals—one fam; y, in
ld. ,
Ou%(;:pégiievx) rdc}lat with the right education we could “mz}ke it"-—so that's the
route we took searching for the “American Dream." I'was going o be ah doctar. |
In my second year of college 1 pl?rdge? a sororiq;t—»lt c\{vilz l;le:':r til:lat the rose col-
cked and rays of reality were allowe . .
Dr?ls]hilisosfgr::;rﬁag?iecided to hilp “disadvantaged” children as one ;:f Dl-tll.' prD]ECE?
for the year and we were trying to decide what country to work wit \ﬁf eIrlldonev:r
the Sisters suggested that we work in the ghettos of Newv York. Persona yi m?a
even thought of people in the United States being disadvantaged, !?ut onfy to?lf 2y
to work and “make it.” I was in for one of the biggest rude. awakenings of my li e.l
A few of us were sent to Harlem to investigate the situation. We ralked ro people
on the street, in the welfare centess, from door to door, and watched them work
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126 Saftya Bulhari-Alston

and play, loiter on the corners and in the bars. What we
of humiliation, degradation, deprivation and waste that started in infancy ang
lasted until death . . . in oo many cases, at an early age.
Even at this poinr, I didn’e see this as affecting me personally,
project . . . sort of a tourist who takes pity on the less fortunate.
The sorority decided to do what we could 1o help the children. The Black Pap,.

ther Party had a Free Breakfasc Program to feed the children going on. | had 5
daughter of my own at this point and decided ¢

hat | would put my energies ing
this. :

[ couldn't ger into the politics of the Black Panther Party, bur | could voluntee!

good start and you haye:
f reading and arithmer 5

to feed some bungry children; you see, children deserve a
to feed them for them to live to learn. It's hard to think o
when your stomach’s growling,

I'm not trying to explain the logic of the Free Breakfast Program for children, by
to show how I had to be slowly awakened to the reality of |
connection of things.

Every morning, at 5:00 my daughter and I wo
where [ wag working on the Breakfast Program—caok and serve breakfast,
times talk to the children about problems they we
help them with their homewark. Everything was
number of children coming began to fall off. Fina]
dren and found out that the police had been telli
hood not to send cheir children to the Program
poisoned food.”

It's one thing to hear abour
it then—bur ir's totally differe

some
I¢ encountering and sometimes
going along smoothly unti| the
ly, I began to questian the chil-
ng the parents in the neighbor-
because we were “feeding them

FIRST ENCOUNTER WITH THE POLICE

It wasn't long after that when [ was forced to make g decision about what direction
I was going in politically. 1 was on 42nd Street with a friend when we noticed a
crowd gathered on the corner, In the cent ,
newspapers under his arm. Twa police officers were also there. I listened to see what :
was going on. The police was telling the Panther he couldn’t sell newspapers on the

came away with was story

ife and shown the inter-

uld get ready and go to the Center -

Coming of Age: A Black Revolutionary 127

I had never been arrested before and I was naive enoughl to believe that all you
had to do was be honest and everything would work out.ail right. I was wrong again.
As soon as the police got us into the back seat of their car and puiiecll away from
the crowd the bestiality began to show. My friend w§nt to say sc'Jmethmg anfjl ine
of the police officers threatened to ram his nighustick up her if s.he opdened er
mouth again, and ran on in a monologue abour Black people. I listened and got
anir:.tﬁ.e.l‘}th Precinct they separated us to search us. They made us strip. After
the policewoman had searched me, [ remember o,ne of the malc? officers telling her
to make sure she washed her hand so she wouldn’t cacch anything. i

That night, I went to see my mother, explained to he.r about the bust an 1 about
a decision I'd made. Momma and Daddy were in the kitchen v‘vhen I got t1erel~]—
Daddy sicting at the table and Momma cooking. I remember telling th‘em abccinut t :1
bust and them saying nothing. Then I told them about how tl,1e ?olu.:e had aiclte
and them still saying nothing. Then [ told them that I cogldnt sit still an ba low
the police to get away with that. I had to stand u-p’fo? my rights as a I:uiman Emgk.
I remember my mother saying, . . . g} ymlg think it’s right, then do it.” [ went bac

d joined the Black Panther Party. ‘
N Ii;ii?diz njeoxt year working with welfare mothers, Libera{:ion Schools, Ialk}ng
to students, learning the reality of life in the ghettos of America and re-evlz uatm%
a lot of the things I had been taught about the “land of the free and the home o
th?tb':v?;e.about this time that I quit school and went to look for a fslll-rtime job. 1
had education and skills but there was always something wrong. 1t‘d1d.n t davir(n 03
me what it was until [ went to ITT and applied for a jobasa refceptllomst-cier' a;l}
they told me I was over qualified. I ended up woi(irllig i;c)::r gy friend’s mother in her

nd spent all of my spare time with the Party.

be%‘;tiili’:f :z:niner EF 19701 waz a full time Party memFm?r and my ldaugl:;ter was
staying with my mother. | was teaching some of the Poi.mcal Educ.atlonfc ;sses at
the Party office and had established a Liberation School in my Section o It e com-
munity. | had listened to the elderly while they told me how they couldn't sur;;wye
off their miserly social security checks—not pay rent and eat, too—so they pay t et;
rent and eat from the dog food section of the supermarket or the garbage cans.
had listened to the middle-aged mother as she told of being evicted from he1" ho;lne
and sleeping on a subway with her children because the welfare refusedl to g;rve dEl_.’
help unless she signed over all the property she had, and out fj{ desperatl;or;, au ut
lently received welfare. I had watched while a mother prostituted her bo ydto p}l:
food in the mouth of her child and another mother, mentally broker_a under ¢ E:F
pressure, prostituted her eight-year-old child. I had seen enough of the ralvciages lc;
dope, alcohol and despair to kno'.iv that a change had to be made so the world cou
be a better place for my child to live in.

;hl') mothlz-r had succzssﬁ.li[y kept me ignorant of the reality of the plight of Black
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people in America—now I had learned it for myself—but I was still to learn 5 -
harsher lesson: The Plight of the Slave Who Dares to Rebel.

TURBULENT TIMES

The year 1971 saw many turbulent times in the Black Panther Party and changes
in my life, I met and worked with many people who were to teach me and guide
me: Michael (Cetewayo) Tabor of the Panther 21; Albert (Nuh} Washingron, and
“Lost One” who was responsible for my initial polirical education, Robert Webh,
Cer taught me to deal principledly; Nuh taught me compassion, and Robert raughe
me to be firm in my convictions.

When the split went down in the Black Panther Party I was left in a pasition of
Communications and Informarion Officer of the East Coast Black Panther Party. [¢
wasn't until much later that I was to find out how vulnerahle thar position was.

Many of the members of the Party went underground to work with the Black
Liberation Artmy (BLA). I was among those elected to remain aboveground and -
supply necessary support, The murders of youths such as Clifford Glover, Tyrone
Guyton, etc., by police, and retaliation by the BLA with the assassinations of police
officers Piagentini and Jones and Rocco and Laurie, made the powers that be fran-
tic.! They pulled out the stops in their campaign to rid the streets of rebellious
slaves.

By the spring of 1973, Comrades Assata Shakur and Sundiata Acolj were cap-
tured, along with Nuh and Jalil (Anchony Botrtom) and ‘Twyman Meyers? was on the
FBI's Most Wanced List, and I was still traveling back and forth across the country -
trying to build necessary support mechanisms. _

In 1972 [ recognized the need for something other than myself to depend on. You
see, in less than two years I'd aged to the point where [ realized that nothing is
permanent or secure in a world where ir's wha you know and what you have thar
counts. I'd seen friends and loved ones either killed or thrown in prison and associ-
ates that I'd once thought would never go back, turn states or go back into the
woodwork. Nuh turned me on to Islam, which gave me a new security, sense of
purpose and dignity,

By 1973 I'd begun to receive a lot of flak from the police because of what they
“suspected” I might he doing. Actually it was because | didn't have a record, they
couldn’t catch me doing anything and I continued to actively and vocally suppart
the BLA members . . . also my homewark had been done so well in the community
that the communiry's support was there also.

CAPTURE

On January 25, 1975 myself and some other members of the Amistad Collective of
the BLA went into the country in Virginia to practice night firing. We were to leave
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Virginia that night on our way to Jackson, Mississippi because | wanted to be there
on Sunday to see someone. We decided to stop by a store before we went back to
the crib we were staying ar so we could pick up some cold cuts to make sandwiches
with so we wouldn’t have to stop at any roadside restaurants on the way down. We
drove around looking for an open store. When we came to one [ told the Brothers
to wait in the car and I'd go in che store and be right hack.

I entered the store, went past the registers, down an aisle to the meat counter and
started checking them for all-beef products. [ heard the door opening and looked up
to see two of the brothers coming in—didn't give it a thought—wenr back to whar
I was doing when out of the comer of my left eye I saw a rifle pointed toward che
door, in the manager’s hand. | quickly gor into an aisle just as the firing started. Up
to this point | had heard no words spoken. With the first lull in shooting, Kombozi
[Amistad] (one of my badyguards and also a member of the Amistad Collective)
came down the aisle towards me. He was wearing a full-length army coat. It was
completely buttoned. As he came toward me he rold me he was shot. [ didn't
believe him, at first, because [ saw no bload and his weapon wasn't drawn. Then,
he insisted again so I told him to lie down on the floor and I'd take care of ir.

Masai [Ehehosi] (my co-defendant) had apparently made it back out the door
when the firing started because just then he came back to the door and tried to
draw the fire so we could get out. [ saw him get shot in the face and stumble back-
wards out the door. 1 looked around for a way out and realized there was none. ]
elected to play it low-key in order to try and get help for Kombozi as soon as possi-
ble. I was to learn that the effort was wasted. The manager of the store and his son,
Paul Green, Sr. and Jr. stomped Kombozi to death in front of my eyes. Later, when
I atrempted to press counter-charges of murder against them, the Commonwealch
attorney called it *Justifiable” homicide.

Five minutes after the shoot-out went down the FBI was on the scene. The next
morning they held a press conference saying | was notorious, dangerous, etc., and
known to law enforcement agencies nationwide—and my bail was set at one mil-
lion dollars on each count. I had five couns.

TRIAL AND IMPRISONMENT

On April 16, 1975, after a trial that lasted ane day, we were sentenced to forty years,
and that night I arrived here at the Virginia Correctional Center for Women in
Goochland.

Directly following my arrival 1 was placed in the Maximum Security building and
there [ stayed until, after being threatened with court action, they released me to
general population, The day after my release to general population I was told that
the first iota of trouble that I caused [ would be placed back in the Maximum Secu-
rity building and there I would stay.

At that point, and for the next two years, my emphasis was on getting some medi-
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cal care for myself and the other women here and educational programs and activi
ties, the priority being on medical care for myself. Inside the prison I was denied it
(the general feeling was they couldn’t chance hospitalization for fear I'd escape sg
rather than chancing my escape they preferred to take a chance on my life). In th
courts they said they saw no evidence of inadequate medical care, but rather,
difference of opinion on treatment between me and the prison doctor.

The “medical treatment” for women prisoners here in Virginia has got to be ap
all-time low, when you got to puc your life in the hands of a “doctor” who examines
a woman who has her right ovary removed and tells her there's tenderness in her
right ovary; or when this same “doctor” examines a woman wha has been in prisan
for six months and rtells her she’s six weeks pregnant and there's nothing wrong
with her and she later finds her baby has died and mortified inside of her; or when
he tells you you're not pregnant and three months later you give birth to a seven
pound baby boy; not to mention prescribing Maalox for a sore throat and diagtios-
ing a sore throar that turns our to be cancer.

In December of 1976 | started hemorrhaging and went to the clinjc for help. No
help of any consequence was given, so 1 escaped. Two months later [ was recaptured,
While on escape a doctor told me that I could either endure the situation, rake
painkillers, or have surgery. [ decided to use the lack of medical care as my defense
for the escape and by doing so do two things: (1) expose the level of medical care
at the prison, and (2) pur pressure on them to give me the care [ needed,

I finally got to the hospital in June of 1978. By that time it was too late, [ was 50
messed up inside thac everything but one ovary had to go. Because of the negligence
of the "doctor” and the lack of feeling of the prison officials, they didn’t give a.-
damn, I was forced to have a hysterectomy.

When they brought me back to this prison in March of 1977, because of the E
escape, they placed me in Cell 5 on the segregation end of the Maximum Security
building—the same room they placed me in on April 16, 1975. To date, I'm still in
that cell, allegedly because of my escape, but in actuality because of my politics.

How do I know? Because since my being returned to this institution on March
24, 1977 other women have escaped and been brought back and have been released
to general population—and yesterday (after twenty-two months) my co-defendant
on the escape charge was okayed for release to general population. I was denied.

Despite all of the emotional and physical setbacks I've experienced, I've learned
a lot. I've watched the oppressor play that same old game on Black peaple they've
been playing for centuries—divide and conquer. Black women break under pressure
and sell their men down the river and then the oppressor separates the women from
their children. In two strokes the state does more damage than 30 years in prison
could have done if the wormen had supported the men.

And now, more than ever before, Black women—New Afrikan women—have
developed a mercenary outlook on life. They are not abour family, community and
us as a people anymore. They're about looking good, having fun and “making it.""
Women’s liberation is what they're talking about, failing to grasp the realization
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that true women’s liberation for Black women will only come abaur with the libera.
tion of Black people as a whale, so thar for the first time since our forefathers were
snatched from the Afrikan continent and brought to America as slave labor, we can
be a family, and from that family build a community and a Nation.

The powers that be were totally disconcerted when Black mothers, wives, daugh-
ters and Black women in general stood by and, in a lot of cases, fought beside their
men when they were captured, shot or victimized by the police and other agents of
the government. They were frightened of the potential to wreak havoe thar Black
women represented when Black women began to enter into the prisons and jails in
effores to liberate their men. They were spurred into action when they were con-
fronted with the fact that Black women were educating their children from the
cradle up about who the real enermies of Black people are and what must be done
to eliminate this ever present threat to the lives of Black people.

During the last four years of my incarcerarion I've warched and didn’t speak
because | didn't want to chance alienating the “left" as Black men and Black
women have fooled rhemselves into believing that we were “making progress”’
because (1) Patricia Harris, a Black woman, is part of the U.S. president’s cabiner,
and (2) Andrew Young is the Ambassador to the U.N.—failing ro realize that it's
all politics—American style. And, twenty women of all races are working together
for Women’s Liberation. There is no real progress being made. As a matter of fact,
one of [former president Jimmy] Carter’s best friends, Vernon Jordan, head of the
Urban League, had to concede in his annual economic review The State of Black
America, 1979, that the “income gap berween Blacks and whires is actually wid-
ening.’™

The sacrifices Black women have made in search of Black womanhoaod, like the
sacrifices made by the people of Knossus in its efforts to slay the Minotaur, have
been many, harsh and cruel—but We too can slay the beast (in our case American
racism, capitalism and sexism) and out of the ashes build a free and independent
Black Nation in which We can take our rightful place as Women, Wives and Moth-
ers, knowing our children will live to be men and women, our men will be allowed
to recognize their manhood—support and defend their families wich dignity.

TOGETHER BUILDING A FUTURE EOR CURSELVES!
Build to Win!

COMING OF AGE: AN UPDATE [JANUARY 18, 1980]

It's two years since [ wrote the original article . . . lots of things have happened . . .
Assata Shakur was liberated; Imari Obadele’ was released . . . the Klu Klux Klan
regrouped and revamped;® sixteen Black children are missing and presumed to he
dead in Atlanta;® eight Black men murdered in Buffalo;” pregnant Black women
shot in Chattanooga;® Ronald Reagan will take office in two days.?
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It’s two months since I was released from the Maximum Security Building (af;:
spending a rotal of three years and seven months) . . . had to £0 to caurt to dg.

What can I say? It seems that the political scene in America has come full cirg]
and Black people are once again the scapeg
white America. They no longer feel the ne
and token jobs.

Sitting in a Maximum Security cell for three years and seven months afforde

fe an apportunity to reflect upon my life and the lessons [ was foreed ro learn .

but now the leamnin TOCEsS 15 over . . . it is time ro put what I've learned inti
EP P 0

practice . . . freedom will only he won by the sweat of our brows.

AFTERWORD 12 YEARS LATER

Yesterday, October 21, 1994, we buried a close comrade, friend and brother— Bree
Barrow. Less than two weeks ago, we buried another close comrade, friend, ment
and father figure-—Nathanie! Shanks. Both of these brothers were strong Panthe
and had been on the streets holding the line, maintaining the stand while we hg
been locked down in the dungeons of this country.

Reverberating through my mind for years has been the incantation of Che Gu
vara, “Wherever dearh may surprise us, it will be welcorme as long as this our battl

today, this minute, this hour {as Malcolm would say} I've come to realize that pick
ing up the gun wasfis the easy part. The hard part is the day to day Otganizing
educating and showing the peaple by example whar needs to he done to create
new society, The hard painstaking work of changing ourselves into new beings, o
loving ourselves and our people and working with them daily to create a new reality
... this is the firse revolution, that inrernal revolution,

I'm coming to understand whar they meant when they sang the words, “The race
is nat given to the swift, nor is it given to the strong, but to him that endures tg
the end,” and what was meant by the fable of the “hare and the tortoise.” Some
people declare themselves to he revolutionaries, members of one organization ot
another i.e., I was one of the first Panthers, or | used to be a Panther . . . and only
come out when there's some major celebration where Panthers are on display . . .
and live off of their former glory, nor understanding that it's not aboyt what you
used to be, but what are you doing now. They ran a quick race, utilizing all for the
moment and grew tired and gave up. It may take a lirtle longer to do it the hard:
way, slow and methodical, building a movement step-by-step and block-by-black,

Coming of Age: A Black Revolutionary 133

it doing it this way is designed to build a strong foundation that will withstand
: bﬁ: test of time and the attack of the enemy.
t

“If we truly are to create a new society, we must build a strong foundation. If we
ily are to have a new society, we must develop a mechanism to struggle from one
uly

=98

eneration to the next. If we truly are to maintain our new society after we E}ave

'_-genﬂl’T battle and claimed the victory, we must instill into the hearts and minds
ol t“L‘lclnan our people, ourselves this ability to struggle on all fronts, internally
:‘-.)fgu:;erlnally,, laying a foundation built upon a love for ourselves and a knowledge
zrfl thee sacrifices that went before and all we have endured.

' r
There is much to be done to achieve this. There is a long road ahead of us. Let's

- do it

NOTES

.:b[’iginﬂlly published in Notes from a New Afrikan P.O.W. Journal, Book 7. Spear & Shield

- -Publications.

1. Editor's note: On April 28, 1973, police officer Thomas Shea, searching for “two black

-k i 's," i -year- ifford Glover inn a South Jamaica,
g in their early 20's," shot and killed ren-year-old Cli

; ';]létleslclxrtla&er pursuing Glover and his fifty-year-old stepfather, Add Armstead. Shea was later

: ac. ;itted. Murray Schumach, “Police-Call Tape Played at Trial,” New York Tfmes, 24 May

19':‘114 37; Laurie Johnston, “Jury Clears Shea in Killing of Boy,” New York Times, 13 June

1974, 1.

Fourteen-year-old T}rrone Guyton was killed on November 1, 1973, by police from the

| i if., Police Department in what many black activists and communicty members
fer;g:cli];’ r(:i:t!sl: murder. Inimtest against his murder and the murder of several Oilh% blz.icll:
: youths by police, including Clifford Glover, Claude Reese, Alberto "‘['ermr%es, an eSmc
~‘Browne, the Jonathan Jackson/Sam Melville Unit of the New Worlc! Liberation Froz}|ts( ylx:-
“bionese Liberation Army) bombed the Emeryville Police Station on November 13. ',;!rn 1}
"onese Liberation Army Communiqué #1,” Claycheck ww.w.claykeck.com/patry/ ocs,
- comm].hrm; “Communiqué Issued by the Symbionese Liberation Ar'my (ur‘lder thel name
. 'New World Liberation Front') following the bombing of the Emeryville Police Station on
August 13, 1975” Claycheck, www.claykeck.com/patty/docs/comm813.hem.

New York Police Officers Joseph A. Piagentini and Waverly M. Jones were mL,:rdered in
Harlem on May 21, 1971. While the legitimacy of the evidence in the prosecution’s case was

. Questionable, Black Liberation Army members Jalil Abdul Muntagim (Anthony Bottom),

“Nuh” i i f the murders. Muntaqim was
Herman Bell, and Albert “Nuh® Washington were convicred a he mu \ \
denied parole in 2002, and Bell is up for parole in 2004; AIE.JE['E Nuh" Washington died okf
liver cancer in April of 2000 white still incarcerated in Néw York, “New York State Tas
Force on Political Prisoners: Clemency Petition.”
New York Police officers Rocco Laurie and Gregory Foster were murdered on January 27,

© 1972. While no witness could confidently identify the killer(s}, members of the Black Libera-

: H der Site Testify ac
tion Army were accused of the murders. See: Gerald C. Fraser, “4 at Mur'
Trial,” NeZu York Times, 30 January 1974, 21; Associated Press, "Murder Witness Recants on
Identity,” New York Times, 31 January 1974, 37.
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2, Editor's note: Twyman Ford Meyers, twenty-three-year-old Black Liberation Army
member, was killed in a shootout with the FBI and New York Police Department officers o
November 14, 1973. See: John T. McQuiston, “Fugitive Black Militant [s Killed in Brony
Shootout with Police,” New York Times, 15 November 1973, 93,

3. Editor's note: Vernon Jordan, The Staze of Black America (New York: Mational Urban
League, 1979).

4. Editor’s note; Imari Obadele, former president of the Republic of New Afrika, wag -
accused of “encouraging” the August 18, 1971, murder of a Mississippi police officer at the
organization's headquarters and charged with the murder, despie the release, on grounds of -
self-defense, of others accused. See Associated Press, “Black Convicted in Police Slaying,”
New York Times, 7 May 1972; Associared Press, “4 Black Separatists Freed, Leader [ Held -
for Inquiry,” New York Times, 12 Qctober 1971, 18.

5. Editor's note: In the lare 19705 and early 1980s, the Ku Klux Klan wicnessed 2 resur.
gence in visibility and membership in the Unired States and Canada. The Andi-Defamariop
League of Braj Brith estimated thar in 1980, the Klan beasted 10,000 members and 100,000
“sympathizers” in EWeNLy-two states, representing the largest increase in membership in tep
vears. A Justice Deparrment study during the same year warned that the “Invisiple Empire, -
Knights of the Ku Klux Klan,” a faction headed by Bill Wilkinson, posed a serious thregy
because of its use of vialence, See “1JS Study Urges Agencies ro Cooperate against Klan,”
New York Times, 24 Novemnber 1980, A19; “Ku Klux Klan Is Seeking New Members in
Toronto,” New Yorl: Times, 30 June 1980, A8.

6. Editor's note: Berween August 1979 and January 1981, sixreeq black children, two girls
and fourteen boys, disappeared from their homes in and araund Atlanta; several of the bodies
were found suffocated, bludgeoned, shot, or strangled. Police reported char they were “baffled
by the absence of an pparent motive for the slayings.” See “Hundreds Search in Atlana
after the Discavery of Skeletons,” New York Times, 11 January 1981, 20.

7. Editor's note: On September 22-24, 1980, four Aftican American men were shot in the
head in Buffala, On October 8 and 9 of the same vear, two black Buffalo taxi drivers were
murdered and found with their hearts cur out. Op December 29 and 30, twe more black
men were fatally stabbed in Buffalo and Rochester respectively. In addition, three African
Americans and one Lating were stabbed to death in New York City, an incident police sus-
pected to be linked to ar |east some of the Buffalo-area murders. Although Joseph Christo-
pher, a white private in the 1.8, Army, was convicted of three of the Buffalg shootings, _
the decision was overturned by the New York Stare Court of Appeals in 1985, See “Murder
Convicrions Against '22-Caliber Killer' Overturned,” Log Angeles Times, 6 July 1985, 11;

Brown, a pregnant black woman, by a white police officer in Jackson, Mississippi, on August
29, 1980. Police contend that, upon receiving a call from neighbors claiming that Brown was
drunk and threatening them with g gun, Officer Gary King arrived on the scene and, when
himself threacened with Brown's weapon, shot her four rimes, Witnesses, however, claim thar -

of police brutality against African Americans, See “Blacks in Jacksan, Miss, Protest Killing
of Woman," New Yark Times, 7 September 1980, 730,

9. Editor's note: Ronald Reagan was inaugurated as the fortieth president of the United
States on January 20, 1981,




