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15 Feb - 'Disturbing' texts between Oregon police and far-right group prompt 
investigation 
Texts between Joey Gibson, the leader of the far-right group Patriot Prayer, and Portland police Lt. Jeff 
Niiya have been criticized by officials in Oregon's largest city. 
 
MORE: 
by Erik Ortiz (NBC News) 
After public backlash, the mayor of Portland, Oregon, is no longer asking the city's police chief to lead an 
investigation into friendly text messages between a lieutenant and the leader of a far-right group that some 
officials say confirm "collusion" — a criticism later mocked by the group's leader. 
 
Officials and activists also voiced concern about the texts and demanded that Mayor Ted Wheeler order an 
independent investigation — and not one headed by Portland Police Chief Danielle Outlaw as he first 
suggested. The mayor relented late Friday and said he will be working on how the new inquiry will take 
shape. 
 
"I will order an independent investigation to review the existence of bias in the actions of the [Portland 
Police Bureau] leading up to and during demonstrations involving alt-right and anti-fascist protesters," he 
said in a statement, adding that he has "heard from the people of Portland" and will also work with Outlaw 
to implement training for police in identifying white supremacy. 
 
Wheeler's concern over the texts, which he called "disturbing," comes after a report Thursday in the 
Willamette Week that highlights the correspondence between Joey Gibson, the leader of Patriot Prayer, and 
Portland police Lt. Jeff Niiya, the commander of the department's rapid response team. 
 
The pair shared messages in 2017 and 2018 that were joking at times, but also raise concerns that police 
give Patriot Prayer and members preferential treatment, even though they have been involved in violent 
clashes with antifascist protesters. 
 
Wheeler said Thursday that he was concerned because it was exactly those demonstrations led by Gibson 
that "have caused significant disruption and increased fear in our community." 
 
The mayor also said the texts "appear to cross several boundaries" and "raise questions about whether 
warrants are being enforced consistently and what information is being shared with individuals who may be 
subject to arrest." 
 
The Portland Police Bureau said Friday that Niiya has been removed from the rapid response team during 
the investigation and that officials would hold a community listening event next week. 
 
"It is imperative that we come together to hear people's concerns and ideas," Outlaw said in a statement. 
 
The release of the texts come a week after the city introduced a resolution condemning white supremacy 
and alt-right hate groups. 
 
Gibson's Patriot Prayer, based in the Portland suburb of Vancouver, Washington, says it is not a white 
nationalist organization and believes in gun rights and defending the Second Amendment. Its rallies, 
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however, have drawn interest from white supremacists and white nationalists, and has led to police using 
pepper spray and flash-bang grenades to break up the brawls with counterprotesters. 
 
The Portland police has been criticized for its use of force against counterprotesters. 
 
Gregory McKelvey, an organizer with the activist group Portland's Resistance, was previously arrested by 
officers at a demonstration and said the department already gives the appearance of being against 
counterprotesters because they often face them when they line up, while putting their backs to the far-right 
groups. 
 
"I don't think it would be beyond anybody's imagination that police might want to have a friendly 
correspondence with right-wing organizations to collect information. However, it crosses a line when 
you're tipping off those organizers to when new leftist organizations are being formed, to where leftist 
protesters are or how its members can avoid arrest," McKelvey said. "I've attended these rallies and I've 
never been tipped off." 
 
In one text exchange from December 2017, Niiya asked Gibson about one of his members, Tusitala Toese, 
who had been involved in fights at rallies and had a warrant out for his arrest on a disorderly conduct 
charge. 
 
Niiya told Gibson that officers ignored the warrant at a previous demonstration, but to make sure that Toese 
didn't do anything at the next one "which may draw our attention," according to the Willamette Week. 
 
"If he still has the warrant in the system (I don't run you guys so I don't personally know) the officers could 
arrest him," Niiya wrote. "I don't see a need to arrest on the warrant unless there is a reason." 
 
Toese, however, was arrested during a protest in Portland's downtown that same month when he struck a 
counterprotester, reported The Oregonian. 
 
In response to Niiya's guidance, Portland police Lt. Tina Jones told the Willamette Week that it is "not 
uncommon for officers to provide guidance for someone to turn themselves in on a warrant if the subject is 
not present." 
 
In another message, when Gibson told Niiya last year that he was planning to run for Congress representing 
the state of Washington, Niiya responded, "Your [sic] running for office?!! Good for you. County level?" 
 
Gibson ran for Senate, but lost in the Republican primary. 
 
James Ofsink, another organizer with Portland's Resistance, said the texts between Niiya and Gibson, as 
well as the release of Niiya's work emails related to Gibson, are a "real smoking gun" that exhibit 
favoritism. 
 
Emails sent by Niiya to other officers suggest they knew about his conversations with Gibson. 
 
"I think in Portland we need real tangible steps in citizen oversight and real accountability for police," 
Ofsink said. 
 
Portland Commissioner Jo Ann Hardesty said in a statement Thursday that "there are members of the 
Portland police force who work in collusion with right-wing extremists." 
 
She, along with the Council on American-Islamic Relations' Oregon chapter, were among those calling for 
an independent investigation. 
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In a Facebook video late Thursday, Gibson denied his conversations with Niiya were a way for his group to 
get an upper hand during rallies and said officials in Portland were mischaracterizing the interaction. 
 
"When they see two people treating each other and talking like grown adults, like simple adults, they have a 
meltdown," Gibson said. "And the mayor has a meltdown. He thinks it's inappropriate for two men to talk 
to each other, to make sure to de-escalate, and to avoid conflict as much as possible." 
 
He added that Niiya alerted him to the counterprotesters' whereabouts in order to stay clear of clashes. 
 
Niiya, he added, was "trying to do everything he can because police are blamed whenever there's conflict." 
 
21 Feb - New York's State Prisons Are Brutal and Deadly. That's Something We Can 
Change 
It shouldn't take celebrity Instagram posts to kindle New Yorkers' outrage about an unexplained and 
possibly unnatural death in one of our state prisons. 
 
MORE: 
by Jean Casella and Katie Rose Quandt (Gothamist) 
Yet that is what happened in the case of Anthony Myrie, who died last week at the age of 24 after 
collapsing at Greene Correctional Facility in the northern Hudson Valley. More to the point, it's something 
that seldom happens at all, in a reputedly progressive state with a prison system where subhuman 
conditions, widespread abuse, medical neglect and even death regularly go unnoticed and unremarked. 
 
On February 11, just hours after speaking with her husband on the phone, Myrie's wife received a call from 
the prison with the devastating news that he had died. For days, his family tried to get more information 
about what had happened to Myrie, a Brooklyn native and father of three who was just a few months into 
his sentence for attempted sale of a controlled substance. In grief and anger, and suspecting a coverup by 
the prison, Myrie's brother finally took to Instagram—and caught the eye of rappers Meek Mill and Cardi 
B. 
 
"So no major news platforms gonna cover this?????," wrote Mill, who has 15.5 million Instagram 
followers. "His family can't find his body after they contacted his family and said he died in state custody!!! 
New York speak up!!!" Cardi B, with 40.8 million followers, wrote, "GREEN CORRECTIONAL 
FACILITY YOU NOT FUCKING GETTING AWAY WITH THIS ONE BITCH!!," adding that a friend 
of hers had been beaten by corrections officers at Greene. 
 
Both posts went viral, drawing tens of thousands of enraged comments—and soon, dozens of stories in the 
local and national media. Only a few of them mentioned that while the treatment of Myrie's family was 
surely a travesty, and the circumstances of his death might turn out to be nefarious as well, neither one was 
a unique or even uncommon occurrence in the annals of the New York State prison system. 
 
Likewise, the horrific conditions recently endured by people held in the Metropolitan Detention Center, 
who were trapped in cells without heat or light on the coldest days of the winter, received widespread 
media coverage and visits from local and national elected officials. New Yorkers were shocked by the 
vision of desperate men and women pounding on barred windows above a Brooklyn street. But desperation 
of many kinds is felt behind the walls of prisons located in remote corners of upstate New York, and 
remains largely unnoticed except by those with incarcerated loved ones. 
 
Much of what happens in prison stays in prison, but some stories do make it beyond the walls via lawsuits, 
investigative journalism, and incarcerated people who are willing risk retaliation to expose the truth. These 
stories are enough to show a pattern of unrestrained—and often unpunished—brutality and neglect in the 
past five years alone, spanning many of the state's 54 prisons. 
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For example, the high-profile escape of two men from Clinton Correctional Facility, in the summer of 
2015, brought on a paroxysm of violence as officers tried to torture information out of men who knew the 
escapees, beating them while handcuffed and choking them with plastic bags. Their efforts were futile, 
since the only people who had aided in the escape were members of the prison staff. 
 
A single corrections officer, Troy Mitchell, has cost New York state almost $1 million in settlements of 
abuse and sexual harassment cases. Most recently, in a federal lawsuit filed last year, Matthew Raymond 
alleges that Mitchell waterboarded him and beat him so badly in Auburn prison in 2016 that he can no 
longer urinate without a catheter. He also says that he did not receive outside medical treatment for months 
after the attack. Mitchell was finally suspended without pay in August 2017 after reports of similar attacks 
on two other men. 
 
At times, the physical abuse is deadly. In 2015, a 30-year-old man named Samuel Harris, who had a history 
of bipolar disorder, was fatally beaten by up to 20 officers at Fishkill Correctional, including a group 
known as the Beat Up Squad. Incarcerated men who witnessed the attack said he was thrown or dragged 
down a staircase and jumped on "like he was a trampoline." An autopsy classified Harris' death a homicide, 
but the officers did not face criminal charges. Several incarcerated witnesses of the violence said they were 
put in solitary confinement and threatened physically after speaking about the attack. 
 
Sexual abuse is appallingly commonplace in New York's state prisons, as well. In 2012, at the now-closed 
Bayview Correctional, a 24-year-old woman was repeatedly raped by an officer named James Ford Jr, who 
had also assaulted other women over the previous four years. Some assaults took place in full view of the 
officer's station, and in one instance Ford smiled and tipped his hat at the security camera. According to the 
most recent available numbers, there were 258 reports of "sexual misconduct" by staff members in New 
York State prisons in 2015, and 242 in 2016—far outnumbering reports of such acts committed by 
incarcerated people. 
 
Individuals who report physical and sexual abuse are sometimes sent to solitary confinement on 
manufactured disciplinary charges. Despite incremental reductions in the use of solitary, New York still 
holds about 3,600 people, or 7.5 percent of its prison population, in 23-hour-a-day isolation—a rate far 
above the national average. While UN guidelines recommend limiting solitary to 15 days, there are men in 
New York who have been in solitary for more than 30 years. And solitary sentences are doled out to 
African Americans and Latinos at far higher rates than to whites—just one expression of the endemic 
racism in many upstate prisons. 
 
The use of solitary confinement is likely one of the factors contributing to a prison suicide rate in New 
York that was 56 percent higher than the national average; about 30 percent of those suicides happened in 
solitary. In 2014, 21-year-old Benjamin Van Zandt, who had a history of mental illness, hanged himself in 
his solitary confinement cell at Fishkill. His father, Douglas Van Zandt, like Anthony Myrie's family, 
recalls that "we were treated horribly by the prison the entire time. I was frantic after we learned our son 
was dead and tried to get information, but nobody would take my call." 
 
Some incarcerated lives are lost not to brutality or torture, but to simple neglect. An unpublished November 
2018 report by a medical review board found that over the previous five years, around 50 deaths in New 
York prisons could have been prevented by commonplace medical or mental health care. 
 
It's no secret that the public tends to pay less attention to suffering and death when they take place behind 
bars, and to place less value on the lives of people who have been branded as criminals. But none of the 
abuse that happens in New York's correctional facilities is supposed to be part of any prison sentence. And 
in fact, we are all more responsible for these violations of human rights and human decency when they take 
place in public institutions that are purportedly maintained on our behalf. 
 
State oversight bodies have proved themselves unable to significantly affect conditions in New York's 
prisons, especially in the face of resistance from NYSCOBPA, the powerful correction officers union. But 
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New Yorkers now have a direct opportunity to bring about real change in our prisons and jails. With the 
new legislature in place in Albany, bills have been introduced or are expected soon on bail reform, speedy 
trials, parole reform, and early release for some aging people in prison. 
 
The Humane Alternatives to Long-Term (HALT) Solitary Confinement Act, in particular, would seriously 
challenge the brutal punishment paradigm in our prisons and increase transparency and oversight. At 
present, it is close to passing in both houses, but has not yet received the support of Governor Andrew 
Cuomo. (The governor's office did not immediately return a request for comment.) 
 
The governor has introduced his own set of less sweeping criminal justice reforms. But New Yorkers 
should push for real changes that have the rule of law behind them. Only then will our prisons cease to be a 
shame to our state, and only then will families like those of Anthony Myrie, Samuel Harris, and Benjamin 
Van Zandt be spared unbearable and unconscionable losses. 
 
1 Mar - Eric King placed at USP McCreary 
On the morning of March 1st, Eric King showed up in the Bureau of Prisons (BOP) inmate locator as being 
placed at USP McCleary. This following a transfer through Oklahoma City last week.  
 
MORE: 
Though he is at a point level for a lesser security prison, the BOP decided that (because he had been 
assaulted by staff) he is too dangerous for a prison of that security level. As a result, they gave him a 
“management variable” so they could place him at USP McCreary. USP Florence was able to choose Eric’s 
destination—the BOP has no problems with the prison who tortured a prisoner to further implement their 
will and accept their recommendations. 
 
We don’t know if Eric will go into general population at McCreary or if this is a temporary placement 
while the BOP tries to place him at a CMU or SMU. He was moved the day after he started his hunger 
strike so the placement was seemingly “on the fly.” We will continue to keep folks updated as we receive 
more info. 
 
Eric needs letters and books! This is a scary overwhelming time and mail/support is a lifeline. Please read 
regulations below as far as sending mail into facility. It is also imperative that USP McCreary see that we 
are here for Eric and watching. 
 
Stay tuned for support shirts and other items that will be available to fundraise for travel to get his family to 
him, which is what Eric needs the most. Donations can be made at supportericking.org/donate-2 as well. 
 
Eric’s book list can be found at a.co/bfAO2yq and he can only receive books from the publisher. 
 
Mail at USP McCreary has very strict standards. He can only receive mail written in blue or black ink 
(including printed mail). No colored ink or pencil and he can only receive mail written/printed on white 
paper with standard thickness. He cannot receive greeting cards or postcards. 
 
Envelops must be addressed by printing or writing address on the envelope (no labels). Only white 
envelopes. 
 
1 Mar - Mumia Abu-Jamal speaks to Yale Rebel Lawyers 
On February 1st, students at Yale Law School courageously rescinded their invitation to Philadelphia 
District Attorney Larry Krasner to be a keynote speaker at their Rebel Lawyers (Reb/Law) Conference of 
February 15-16. 
 
MORE: 
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This decision came after Krasner chose to appeal a court ruling that would have given political prisoner 
Mumia Abu-Jamal access to new Post Conviction Act Relief hearings. In Krasner's place, the students 
invited Abu-Jamal to address their conference. The following is a transcript of his recorded speech. 
 
Dear Friends at Yale Law School, Dear Rebel Lawyers — On a Move! 
 
When I think of the term "Rebel Lawyers," the first things that come to mind are jailhouse lawyers. They 
are, by definition, rebels who oppose the prison-industrial complex, especially the courts. Jailhouse lawyers 
fight for freedom, for themselves and others, and sometimes they prevail. 
 
Some jailhouse lawyers, like John and Mo Africa of the MOVE Organization, defended themselves at trial 
and won acquittals. Because such men and women aren't trained in the law, and do their work using logic 
and sheer will, they fall under the description of Rebel Lawyers. But I've got a feeling that this isn't what 
students at Yale Law think of when they use the term. If you're really interested in that subject, I urge you 
to see my book, "Jailhouse Lawyers." 
 
Let us return to Rebel Lawyers, but with a peculiar twist. 
 
Two revolutionary leaders — Fidel Castro and Nelson Mandela — went to law school, but found that law, 
and the systems they lived under, were so corrupt, so biased, so dominated by unjust political elites that 
they learned that their very society had to be radically transformed before the law could be functional. The 
two men are rarely thought of as lawyers, even though both studied law, and one even briefly practiced it. 
 
Castro went to law school under the Cuban dictatorship of Fulgencio Batista — a tool of U.S. imperialism 
and a supporter of the American Mafia. 
 
Mandela earned his law degree under the racist National Party, which ruled South Africa with brutality and 
what they called "apartheid" — Afrikaans [word] for "separateness," a system of domestic colonialism that 
deprived all Africans of their most fundamental human rights. 
 
Both Castro and Mandela rebelled against such unjust systems and joined revolutionary movements to try 
and reform those societies. They are the very epitome of Rebel Lawyers. 
 
Unless I'm dead wrong, I don't think there is a Fidel or a Nelson in this audience. But I'll be glad to be 
wrong. 
 
The next rebel lawyer is a little closer to the mark. He is Clarence Darrow, who lived during the late 19th 
and early 20th century. He was a brilliant lawyer, a socialist back when millions of Americans voted for 
socialists, and an atheist. 
 
In 1902, Darrow went to the Cook County Jail in Chicago and spoke to the prisoners there about law. 
Here's a little something of what he said: "See what the law is. When these men — the rich — get control 
of things, they make the laws. They do not make the laws to protect anybody. Courts are not instruments of 
justice. When your case gets into court, it will make little difference whether you are guilty or innocent, but 
it's better if you have a smart lawyer. And you cannot have a smart lawyer unless you have money. 
 
"First and last, it's a question of money. Those people who own the Earth make the laws to protect what 
they have. They fix up a sort of fence, or pen, around what they have, and they fix the law so that the fellow 
on the outside cannot get in. The laws are really organized for the protection of the men who rule the world. 
They were never organized or enforced for justice. We have no system for doing justice. Not the slightest 
in the world." 
 
Those are the words of Clarence Darrow, one of the original Rebel Lawyers. 
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In September 1925, Dr. Ossian Sweet of Detroit, was charged — and convicted — of murder, after 
shooting at a mob of whites assembled to attack his home for being a Black man who dared to move into a 
white area. When he was granted a retrial, Clarence Darrow took the defense case and won an acquittal. 
 
You law students should read the closing arguments, for you will read some of the finest arguments ever 
made in an American courtroom. I leave that to you, if you're interested. 
 
Now I use Darrow as a model for rebel lawyers for a reason. You, as law students, have a wealth of doors 
open before you. Indeed, some of you will go into prosecutors' offices and work to help build and 
strengthen the bulwark of mass incarceration. Why? Because the lure of power is powerful! 
 
How do you think mass incarceration came to be? Was it a mistake? No. Back during the early 1980s, 
neoliberals took power in major American cities and waged war on Black communities, led, more often 
than not, by Democrats like Philadelphia's first Black mayor, Wilson Goode, who brought the infamous 
MOVE bombing into being. Shortly before him, District Attorney Edward Rendell would join with former 
Mayor Frank Rizzo to give his blessing to the Aug. 8, 1978, attack on MOVE. Several years later, Rendell 
would announce an end to the prevailing prison system by saying that prisons would no longer do 
rehabilitation. Their job, he said, was incapacitation. 
 
Thus we saw the so-called drug war achieve hyper status, with neoliberals joining conservatives to enact 
mass incarceration on a scale the nation and the world had never seen before. 
 
It should not therefore surprise us that Pennsylvania has the highest number of juvenile lifers on earth. 
Bipartisanship between neoliberals and conservatives built the monster we now call "mass incarceration." 
No so-called "progressive prosecutor" can or will un-build it. That's because it took the entire system — 
DAs, judges, cops, defense lawyers and prison administrators, not to mention the media — to collaborate 
on a monstrous project like mass incarceration. 
 
Only mass resistance can abolish mass incarceration. In other words: only a mass movement. Movements 
like Black Lives Matter or, for that matter, Reb/Law — movements of law students who stay engaged after 
they become "lawyers" and say "no" to monsters like mass incarceration and its architects. 
 
That's why it's important to make note of Darrow's early days. He began his career as a corporate lawyer 
and made a pretty penny representing the people he would later call "the men who rule the world." But his 
1894 meeting with socialist activist and leader Eugene Victor Debs was transformative. Darrow resigned 
from his corporate clients and,  at serious financial sacrifice, began representing those who opposed the 
economic elites. 
 
He represented Debs at a federal espionage trial four years later and lost. But Darrow — socialist, anti-
racist atheist — had begun his long walk as a rebel lawyer. He opposed the death penalty and represented 
100 clients facing death — and never had a single one go to death row. 
 
And speaking of the death penalty, I want you to know that this isn't my first trip to Yale. For in 1991, the 
Yale Law Journal published my essay, called "Teetering on the Brink between Life and Death." It's in 
Volume 100. One of my lawyers was exulted, saying, "I made law review!" I calmly replied, "Hmm, you're 
right! And I didn't take a class." 
 
I thank you for inviting me back and welcome the work to come to abolish mass incarceration. 
 
From Imprisoned Nation, this is Mumia Abu-Jamal. 
 
1 Mar - Abusive Conditions at MDC Brooklyn Are Nothing New 
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The following is a statement from an Incarcerated Workers Organizing Committee (IWOC) organizer and 
former resident of the Metropolitan Detention Center (MDC). 
 
MORE: 
Earlier this month, the city of New York and the world watched detainees at MDC Brooklyn freeze in their 
cells during the most recent polar vortex. People were in awe that this high-tec, modern-day dungeon - with 
both the Statue of Liberty and Wall Street in view as testaments to hypocri$y - would be so crass, so brutal, 
so inhumane.  
 
No heat, no food or water as detainees were locked in their cells as a result of a power outage stemming 
from a fire. Crowds of people gathered outside witnessing people - not inmates, people - bang on windows, 
shouting and crying in horror, fearing for their lives, locked away and forgotten in the 9-story Sunset Park 
detention facility. There were reports from the inside of pigs shaking down (i.e., ransacking) cells, looking 
for contraband cell-phones - the only means of communications by which prisoners, locked in their cells, 
could communicate their predicament to outside friends, family, and supporters.  
 
Shouting and banging on cell doors was met with fire hoses. Terrified family members of those inside with 
no recourse but to rush the building and plead with the officers were pepper-sprayed.  
 
As someone who did almost 4 years there, who left behind many loved ones over there, it made my blood 
boil, and yet I was not surprised at all. Warden Quay, who didn't even have the minimal amount of human 
compassion to provide extra blankets is the same Warden Quay who shut down the mental health unit in 
February 2016 - transferring vulnerable people (I say again, PEOPLE - not inmates) afflicted with 
Schizophrenia, Autism, PTSD, and cerebral palsey to the overcrowded general population.  
 
Yes, I remember in the winter time they wouldn't turn the heat on even when the electricity was working. I 
remember how we'd complain and they'd send a cop in to wave some fake thermometer around that always 
stayed at 60-70 degrees. Yup, vermin and scabie-infested MDC. I remember you. I remember the beat-up 
squad. I remember the retaliation against anyone  who raised their voice in dissent, including myself who, 
upon sending out an email about "gang-members" on the Bronx 120 indictment being arbitrarily rounded 
up and sent to the SHU, had my cell ransacked by the facility's red squad. 
 
Better not get sick at MDC, cause medical might kill you. Everyone knows that... Yup, MDC Brooklyn 
Goddamn. 
 
And this was happening well before De Blasio and other politicians expressed their faux outrage. Well 
before our oppression was trending on social media. (Disclaimer: by saying that, I do not intend to belittle 
the support of ordinary people who, from no fault of their own, had just found out about MDC through 
recent events) 
 
But if you ask the average incarcerated person, they'll say "Yeah, you know....jail is jail." And that's what it 
is. This is happening all over the system in places that you've never heard of before nor dreamed of going 
to. MDC Brooklyn is just in your face about it - smack dab in the middle of the liberal metropolis of 
downtown Brooklyn - just a few blocks away from the Barclay center (I was able to see it from my cell). 
 
The support is appreciated and much needed but make sure you ask yourself the question, and this is most 
sincerely directed towards specifically the white liberals who were in awe of what they saw in their 
progressive city: Does it bother you because we're "innocent until proven guilty, or does it bother you 
simply because we're human?  
 
One things for sure, two things for certain: You don't reform oppression, you abolish it.  
 
So, Which Side Are You On? 
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2 Mar - What Really Happened At FCI Milan 
This new piece of writing from Jeremy Hammond further details the horror of the of the situation that he 
endured at FCI Milan involving his alleged assault of a guard. Through it, we have learned that Jeremy 
had a cellmate at least part of the time, but that the situation was, sadly, even more convoluted than any of 
us on the outside ever could have imagined. 
 
MORE: 
One minute, I’m putting the finishing touches on some college homework, contemplating the irony of an 
anarchist hacker paying extortion prices using the BOP email computers to type a paper on Bartleby and 
Marx. Ten minutes later, I’m in orange rags, escorted to a cell in the segregated housing unit (SHU). There 
is a strong smell of pepper spray. My new celly tells me, “Yeah the last people were fighting and they 
sprayed them down. You’re lucky. I cleaned most of it up this morning.” 
 
The first night in the hole is always the worst. Why am I here?! Pacing the cell in small circles like a 
character out of Sean Swain’s “Last Act of the Circus Animals”, I play the events back in my mind: 
 
I was waiting for them to call recall, which is when students who have evening classes can go to the chow 
hall to eat early. When they call the move, I push the door to the housing unit open from the inside. 
Because there are no windows on the door, I had no idea that immediately behind it was the most notorious 
asshole cop on the compound, the one who literally embodies the stereotypical pig with a shiteating grin, 
just waiting to write somebody up. The door apparently bumped him softly, and he immediately gets 
aggressive, pushes me with his shoulder, and says, “You wanna go?” It’s some macho display of power and 
pride, trying to bait me in. Not going for it. I look at him tell him, “No, I don’t want any smoke.” We stare 
each other down for a few seconds and he says, “Let’s go,” and begins walking me up the compound. 
 
“You been anywhere?” 
 
“A few places, Manchester, Greenville.” All mediums, this is my first low. 
 
“Is that where you learned to assault officers?” 
 
“No, I didn’t mean to bump you back there.” 
 
He calls the compound on the radio and we meet with another officer. They talk out of earshot for a minute, 
and I am passed off to the other corrections officer (CO) and walked to the lieutenant’s office. He also has a 
reputation for being a hard-ass, but I’ve never had any negative interactions with him. So I tell him, “Look, 
this is a misunderstanding. I never intended to bump him with the door.” 
 
He shakes his head and sighs. “Yeah, I know, believe me, if I thought it was an actual assault, we’d be on 
the ground going at it.” This is his way of agreeing with me. “But he is pushing the issue, and now you’re 
going to have to go through the process.” After taking pictures and my blood pressure, I’m brought to the 
SHU. 
 
A few hours later, I’m given the shot: a 224 Assault (Minor). The written narrative is even worse than the 
junk fiction on the SHU book cart. He wrote that after I “struck” him in the “back and foot”, I proceeded to 
“stand my ground while pressing my shoulder into his.” Reading the shot out loud, the sheer absurdity of it 
all gives me confidence that the Disciplinary Hearing Officer (DHO) will throw it out. Nevertheless, I 
know I’ll be waiting back here at least a few weeks. I’ve been in the hole on a dozen occasions, so I know 
how to do time, but it is always harder to digest when you don’t know why you’re locked up and worse 
when you are accused of something you didn’t do.  
 
I am most preoccupied with the college classes I am missing. I am on track to get my associate’s degree 
after next semester, and finals are just a few weeks away. And if the worst case scenario happens and I am 
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convicted, my security points will shoot back up. Since I have no history of violence, I will certainly be 
transferred back to a medium, and I won’t be able to finish my degree. It is infuriating to think that a single 
cop can put a bogus case on someone and mess up their entire future. 
 
Knowing it’s going to be several weeks before I can plead my case to the DHO, I examine my 
surroundings. All SHUs are bad, but slight variations define the degree of dehumanization. Built in the 
1930’s, FCI Milan’s SHU is old and decrepit. Layers of paint and pain are peeling off the walls. It’s a small 
6’x 8’ cell with nothing but a bunk bed and the steel sink/toilet combo. There’s not even the standard issue 
table and swivel stool found in most cells in the system. The fluorescent light immediately above the top 
bunk is as orange as our clothes and encrusted with toothpaste. A former prisoner had affixed paper to 
block, or at least dim, the light. The water is messed up in almost every cell and blankets are on the floor to 
absorb the leaks. Water only dribbles out of the faucet, so plastic spoons are used to give it some pressure. 
In another cell, the water shoots like a geyser all the way to the door. One cell only has hot water and one 
day when the hot water was down, the occupants had nothing to drink. The faulty fire alarms go off 
randomly, often blasting loudly for hours in the middle of the night. The power flickers and goes off a few 
times. The upper range is so hot, people are sweating in their boxers, while the lower range is so cold 
people stay in bed under the covers all day. There is a constant argument with the CO’s to turn the fans and 
heaters either on or off, but no combination can please everybody. The only real solution is to bulldoze this 
old joint to the ground. The only indication of any modern renovations are the “green” toilets which lock 
for an hour after three flushes, which most prisoners despise. Ordinarily I support this for water 
conservation purposes, as prisoners are huge consumers of water, but in the SHU, this system prevents any 
possibility of flooding the range in protest. 
 
Despite these small variations, FCI Milan’s SHU is run like every other in accordance with national policy. 
The same Bob Barker orange SHU clothes made in a sweatshop in El Salvador, the same blue inflammable 
1½” thick mattress made in a UNICOR sweatshop at USP Atlanta. Life revolves around meals 3 times a 
day, and showers 3 times a week. The food is standardized across the system: burger Wednesdays, chicken 
Thursdays, and fish Fridays. The BOP must have some big contracts with certain vendors to supply food 
that otherwise can’t be sold to the general public, and I’m starting to recognize the brands. Everywhere I’ve 
been, we get the same cartons of Borden’s skim milk, just a few days before the expiration date, the same 
bags of Snyder’s potato chips, already expired. In all my years of dumpster diving, I never even heard of 
expired potato chips, yet I’ve seen these in three prisons so far. The same nasty packets of Nutro Juice 
sugar-free Kool-Aid. The same brown packets of Deep Rich coffee, on weekends only, but in SHU it’s the 
orange Deep Rich 97% decaf packets instead. Monday through Friday they allow us an hour of recreation 
in the “dog run” cages. The SHU rec area at FCI Milan is where they once famously hung a bank robber 
and there are rumors that he haunts the building because there are strange, loud sounds of metal clanking 
and scraping at all hours of the night. 
 
In other ways, the SHU at Milan has its advantages over others in the system. Most notably, we are not 
closed in by a steel door with the “choke hole”, but with the old-school open bars that allow us to talk 
easily and even pass items from cell to cell. One prisoner designated as an orderly comes by to help people 
trade food, stamps, or books. Although the book cart is mostly composed of the usual selection of pro-cop 
junk fiction like Patricia Cornwell and Vince Flynn, it is freely passed around without limitations. We can’t 
receive magazines, newspapers, or hardcover books. We can receive paperbacks. And, I must admit that for 
the most part, the CO’s here are not the typical assholes working the SHU that treat us like animals. Some 
attempt to accommodate us to the extent that they can within the responsibilities of the job. The problem is 
that their very job supports the system that confines us to these harsh conditions on frivolous charges. They 
walk the SHU wearing shirts and hoodies with a black and white U.S. flag divided by a blue line, a 
statement about the need for police to maintain order against the chaos, or something. The end result is us 
ending up in a jail within a jail in the minimum conditions allowed by low. And for what? None of the 
people I talk to back here need to be in SHU. To the left of me was an old cellmate. They gave him a 113 
drug charge because he had his celly’s Naproxen (Aleve) medication in his locker by mistake. This is 
medicine that can be purchased over the counter at commissary. The guy to my right had a battery, razor, 
and coffee pack foil which is used to start a fire. He too had a 113 drug charge. They even locked his celly 
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up, standard protocol when contraband is found in the cell. Some people are back here for more serious 
charges like marijuana or a cellphone. To put things in perspective, marijuana is now legal in Michigan, 
and there are more cellphones than people in the U.S. 
 
Others have been in here for months doing dead time with no charge, pending “investigation” or transfer. 
My first celly got into it with his celly on the unit and gave him a black eye. For days, the guy stayed in the 
room, not even going to chow, to avoid a CO seeing the injury and locking him up, but he eventually turned 
himself in. When the cops came around to ask questions they said, “We already know what happened, so 
you may as well confess.” Thinking he would get leniency, he admitted everything. But as it turns out, his 
celly never told, and his confession was the only evidence used to lock him up and convict him. 
 
One day, a CO tells me to pack it up, I’m being moved to another cell. I’m like, WTF why? He tells me, 
“You’re really doing us a favor. Just ride with it and we’ll remember this.” I’m thinking okay, I’ll play ball, 
never know if it will come in handy down the line. I’m escorted to the other side of the SHU and I 
recognize my new celly from RDAP. “Thank God! I was praying for a celly.” He’s a big Jesus freak, a 
“true believer” in the drug program, and not handling the SHU very well. Under “SIS investigation,” he 
says he has no idea why he is back here. He is stressing hard, red in the face, and pacing the cell panicked. 
So I spend time talking to him, calming him down, encouraging him to get into a book or work out. Though 
I tell him I’m not religious, he keeps quoting the Bible to me, and I entertain him just to keep him in a good 
mood. 
 
The SHU can be hard, especially if you don’t know why you are back there or what is going to happen. He 
said he told the psychologist he wanted to hurt himself. One guy from the FDC tried to hang himself. 
Another has covered himself with his own shit on at least three occasions while I was here. The head 
psychologist walks around, more often when there is a crisis. She hands out Sudoku puzzles and pamphlets 
on stress management and coping with time. Some of it is good, such as developing patience and endurance 
to overcome difficult situations like this. But, overall it tells you to simply accept your charges and 
conditions as outside of your control. In the section entitled “Resentment”, they say most of us “have met 
people like this, they seem angry at life,” that they are mad at “an entire system – such as the courts, the 
justice system, or prison staff,” and that it “doesn’t matter if the wrong is real or imagined.” This is the 
same psychologist that told me that, in regards to RDAP, if you go to SHU for whatever reason – even if 
you have charges dropped, even if your celly had something in the room and both of you go to SHU but 
you are released because he took the rap – you will still be “clinically teamed” and “set back” an RDAP 
phase, because you likely did something wrong anyway. She was also the one who locked up my old celly 
with the medication, knowing full well that if the shot sticks, it would cause him to lose the year off he 
earned having completed RDAP. Even if BOP psychologists are genuinely concerned about the welfare of 
those in SHU, there is only so much they can do, because they work for the system that is inflicting the 
damage, and have no power to stop the bleeding. 
 
A week passes. Though I am on the docket to see the DHO, there are no hearings this week because of 
“Thanksgiving” so we all are just sitting for now. I get into a nice routine: eating, reading, sleeping, and 
working out. Whether I am in general population or the SHU, I don’t skip a day; one day I do upper body 
pushups and dips off the toilet, the next I do a lower body cardio routine of squats, sit-ups, jumping jacks, 
planks, and a variety of stretches. I make a few origami models and write letters. I find a few gems in the 
book cart. I read Shantaram by Gregory David Roberts, Hocus Pocus by Kurt Vonnegut, and Just Mercy by 
Bryan Stevensen. I receive the monthly Friends of AK Press books: Zooicide and Feminism in Motion. 
When I’m tired of reading and laying in bed all day, I pace in small circles, lost in thoughts and memories. 
 
One day, a CO comes to bring me to the property room. All of my stuff is emptied on a table. My inventory 
receipt says “Property Found Unsecured” and so much is missing. My MP3 player, my chess set, clothes, 
and dozens of various borderline contraband objects that took forever to collect. Any food item that was 
opened was thrown away. I’m given a confiscation form. By policy we’re only allowed five books, so they 
confiscated the rest. I went HAM last time they tried to do me like this, but I shelve this issue for now, 
believing that I am likely to beat the shot and be released and where I can track down my missing stuff. 
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In SHU we are only allowed soap, toothpaste, shower shoes, and a radio/earbuds. I had some earbuds in my 
“locker buddy” but it appears the CO who packed my property didn’t bother to go through it. When the CO 
isn’t looking, I stuffed a bag of yellow Keefe coffee in my pants, but when I am patted down on the way 
back to the cell, it is discovered. “Hey, can’t blame me for trying.” He laughs and puts it back on the shelf. 
 
With a radio and no earbuds, I wait until commissary comes around, which sells cheap earbuds. But they 
are out, along with multivitamins and AAA batteries. A friend passes down a set, along with the homemade 
antennae made from headphone wire wrapped around a long stick made of paper with the end attached to 
the headphone jack. Someone passes some other headphones for me to fix; there is a short at the jack. Soon 
I am fixing up headphones and battery packs to allow AAA radios to use AA, using nothing but rubber 
bands and staples. Michigan has the best radio stations. I can listen to shows like the Progressive 
Underground and get NPR news. George H.W. Bush holiday? Teargassing the Caravan? Terrible. 
 
My celly did not get his property yet, so I let him listen to his Christian shows and AM talk radio which he 
enjoys. It seems to calm him down. The next day he’s like, “Alex Jones says there are 50,000 illegals in 
Tijuana throwing rocks and George Soros is behind it all.” I get up, “WTF? The cops killed someone with 
rubber bullets, they’re gassing women and children, you support that shit? You some kind of Trump 
supporter?” “Um no man I guess I don’t know what’s going on down there…” I hand him a Crimethinc 
article a friend sent me called “Turning the Army Against the People”. He reads it for a while, gives it 
back, and gets back to the Bible. 
 
Later that night, the CO’s bring someone in. Everyone is like “On the new!” They’re eager to see who got 
locked up, why, and to hear the latest gossip from the compound. It’s my old celly. He’s going to the 
outside hospital to get his teeth pulled. It is standard protocol to lock someone up the night before for 
“security reasons”. 
 
“Hey! You need something to read? To snack on?” 
 
“No, I’m good. Hey is so-and-so back here?” 
 
“Yeah, that’s my celly back here. He right here.” 
 
“Yo! He’s a rat! He got up there in RDAP and told on a bunch of people, then they punched him up!” 
 
Everybody’s ears perk up. “Woooh!” “Oh hell no!” “Yo Big Germ, you need to investigate that one!” I 
look at my celly, who heard it all. “No! I didn’t tell on anyone! No one punched me up!” “Well, you gotta 
get up on the gate and defend yourself.” But he wouldn’t do it. I’m thinking now. It’s awkward as hell. It’s 
not a good look to be in the cell with a snitch. A convict is supposed to buck, to refuse, to kick him out. 
 
I flash back to five years earlier when I was at MCC NYC in the SHU for a tattoo shot. I was walked down 
the range, saying what’s up to all the people who were still back there from the last time I was in the SHU. 
“Yo! Germ! What’s up!” The CO stops at a cell and cuffs the guy inside. “Yo! You don’t want to go in that 
cell! He’s a rat! He told on so-and-so!” Inside the cell, I’m looking at the guy. He’s young, thin, and so 
scared he won’t make eye contact, won’t leave the corner of the cell. “Hey man,” I tell him, “they say 
you’re a rat!” 
 
“Um…No. I don’t know, I’m not an anything, I just want to read my Bible.” 
 
“Yo! Germ! Beat his ass!” they’re shouting in the hall. The CO is just standing there, so I tell him, “Hey, 
you gotta switch us up. I can’t be in here with him.” 
 
“Can’t do it.” 
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“Look! I’m gonna make him stand in the corner all night! Get him out of here! Why would you set me up 
like this?” 
 
The CO walks off. Sighing. I get on the bunk and chill out for a minute. Suddenly, I hear frantic scribbling 
sounds. He gets up, slides an envelope through the side of the door, and says, “CO! CO!” The others on the 
range begin mocking his high pitched voice. 
 
“Hey man…Mail doesn’t go out until Sunday, so what are you doing?” 
 
“CO!” The CO comes by, picks up the envelope, reads the letter, and walks away. 
 
“Yo, Germ! He just did it again! He just told!” 
 
“Hey, man, what was that letter all about?” 
 
No reply, no eye contact. 
 
A minute later two CO’s come by “Hammond, cuff up.” They take him and put him in the next cell over. 
Hours later, a lieutenant comes by and gives me a new shot: “threatening”. The guy said he felt his life was 
in danger. The shot quoted me saying I would make him stand in the corner all night. 
 
“Hey man! Why’d you lie and say I threatened you?” I tell him through the paper-thin walls. 
 
No reply. 
 
A week later I see the DHO, but he’s cool, and drops the tattoo shot because it was written up incorrectly. I 
get hit for the threatening but it is reduced to a 399 Most Like Refusing a Program Assignment. I’m out of 
the hole, but lose commissary and phone privileges. 
 
I think about this and consider my options. I don’t have solid proof about this guy, but a close comrade put 
him out there on the range and he wouldn’t defend himself. But if he told, and was punched up, wouldn’t 
the guy who punched him also be in SHU? One way or another, I’m either going to be released, or get 
moved to the disciplinary segregation (DS) range. 
 
Back at Milan, when the day finally arrives, we are cuffed and escorted into the property room adjacent to 
the lieutenant’s office where the hearing takes place. I spot the bag of coffee I tried to snag last week, but it 
was not an opportune moment. They call my name and I’m brought into the room. The SHU lieutenant and 
another CO are sitting around a speakerphone. The first time I saw the DHO years ago, he showed up in 
person. Later on, it was video chat. What’s next, a computer algorithm? He reads me my rights: “Your 
silence may be used to draw an adverse inference against you”, “the right to be present throughout the 
discipline hearing except during a period of deliberation or when institutional safety would be jeopardized”, 
“the right to have a full-time member of the staff who is reasonably available to represent you”, etc. We do 
not, however, have the right to a lawyer. 
 
I give my well-rehearsed presentation: “I did not intend to bump him with the door. It has no windows so I 
could not have known he was on the other side. I never pressed my shoulder into his.” The whole situation 
was blown out of proportion. The CO didn’t even “hit the deuces” and call for all available officers which 
is protocol for handling assaults. I wasn’t even cuffed until I entered the SHU! 
 
The DHO stops me and asks me to leave for a minute. Back in the property room, I’m talking with other 
prisoners about their cases as a few more are called into their hearing. The DHO appears to be in a good 
mood. A few have their shots dropped or reduced to less severe charges. I’m still eyeing the coffee, but a 
safe opening still has not presented itself yet. I’m called back into the room. 
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In a cheerful tone, the DHO tells me, “Ok, I understand the door pushing part was unavoidable. I’m not 
concerned with that. I’m worried about what happened afterwards. The officer wrote that you pressed your 
shoulder into his, and I have no reason to believe he is lying.” I think to myself, this is one of the 
disadvantages of having a DHO come from a different prison. Everybody at Milan knows about the CO 
who wrote me up. While the DHO looks at all your previous shots, he probably isn’t looking at all the 
grievances filed against the officer. I tell him that I never pushed him, that as it is written, it is not even 
possible to “stand my ground” while simultaneously “pressing my shoulder into his”. But don’t take my 
word for it, check the cameras. Even if the tape didn’t capture the alleged pushing because it occurred in 
the sheltered door enclave, the camera would certainly prove that the officer did not “attempt to create a 
distance” as he wrote in the shot. He peacefully walked me across the compound. If he lied in one aspect of 
the shot, it is grounds to expunge the entire case. 
 
Sounding as if he is interested, the DHO kicks me out of the room to review the footage. Back in the 
property room, I’m talking to other prisoners who had their cases heard. Convicted, but no Disciplinary 
Segregation time. They’re going back to general population. The bag of coffee is still sitting on the shelf 
within reach, but a CO is nearby and in a talkative mood. “Kicked you out the room again? Might be a 
good sign!” 
 
I’m brought back in again and the DHO begins. “The video evidence is inconclusive, and we can’t get into 
specifics.” Not able to see the tape for myself, I am supposed to accept the only objective evidence that 
might clear me is “inconclusive”. We’re back to a “his-word-against mine” situation, and in prison, the 
cop’s word always wins. 
 
Appealing to his sympathies, I explain “Look, I understand the severity of an assault on staff charge. I 
know I caught a number of shots in my first few years, but I calmed down, made it to the low, and began 
programming. I’ve been shot free for two years and I’m on track to getting my associate’s degree in the 
college program here. If this shot sticks, I will certainly be shipped back to the mediums. I have every 
reason to be following the rules, not getting into conflicts with staff. I don’t know why the officer freaked 
out over what was obviously an innocent misunderstanding. I know that in prison, if I had a negative 
interaction with him in the past, he wouldn’t cut me slack if a situation like this happened. But that’s not 
the case here, I never even talked to him before. Maybe it was pride, that he felt disrespected that I pushed 
him with the door, and he felt like he had to get in my face all aggressive. But I did everything I was 
supposed to do. There was nothing I could have done to prevent this from happening.” 
 
The DHO interrupts, “Are you alleging staff misconduct?” 
 
“Umm…Well, he wrote that I pushed him with my shoulder, when in fact the opposite occurred, he pushed 
me, and said, ‘You wanna go?’” 
 
“So you’re alleging staff misconduct.” 
 
And as soon as I said yes, the DHO’s entire tone and demeanor changed, and I knew the decision had been 
made. 
 
“Ok, well I will be forwarding your complaint of staff misconduct.” 
 
“Well, I was hoping that this could be resolved without having to come to that…” 
 
“No, it’s too late now, I’ll be forwarding your complaint.” 
 
By telling the truth about what happened, that the officer had actually assaulted me, the DHO felt like he 
was boxed into a conviction. A cop must always side with another cop, especially when physical force is 
used. It is crucial that they protect themselves by securing a conviction. They just rubber stamp the lie all 
the way up and down the bureaucracy. 
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“I’m finding you guilty, that you did commit the prohibited act of 224 Assault (minor).” As he’s reading 
me my sanctions and telling me my right to appeal through the Administrative Grievance Process, I’m 
shaking my head and looking at the SHU lieutenant, who, in his eyes seems to be communicating that he 
also recognizes the injustice and absurdity of it all. I lose 60 days phone and commissary, which I could 
care less about. But I also lose 27 “good time” days. That’s a whole extra month in prison. Though we were 
supposed to be receiving 54 days off a year, in practice the BOP only gives us 47. The watered-down First 
Step Act does expand it to the full 54 days, but whatever benefit I would have received is now gone. 
 
Back in the property room waiting for a CO to escort me back to my cell, I decide it’s now or never. Even 
though I am cuffed behind my back I manage to grab the coffee off the shelf and stuff it in my boxers. Back 
in my cell, I sip on a cold cup of Keefe. At least there are small victories. 
 
Everyone who had their shot expunged or didn’t receive any DS time is being released back to the 
compound. My celly, who never got a shot, was also released. I didn’t receive any DS time as part of my 
sanctions, but I wasn’t kicked out with everybody else. The next morning I am told I am being held 
“pending transfer” and that it will be a few weeks. But I know that if they do decide to transfer me, it will 
be months. 
 
The Clown Parade comes through for their weekly dog and pony show, and I am prepared. I give a nice 
presentation to the Warden, asking him to consider putting a “Management Variable” on me to keep me at 
Milan so that I can finish my degree. The Prison Education Initiative college program is only at six federal 
prisons. It expires soon and is being considered for renewal. It is the best thing FCI Milan has going for it, 
and they want to see some graduates. Programs like this are the very purpose of Management Variables. 
They can keep me here if they want. 
 
One day, when they are bringing around everybody’s mail, the CO comes to me and says, “Hey you 
received a bunch of books in the mail but we had to put them in your property shelf.” WTF?! They had 
previously told me that I could receive books, so I told people to send me something to read, but apparently 
now they are implementing a new policy where SHU prisoners can’t get books in the mail. When the 
bigwigs come around again for their weekly Clown Parade, I ask the Warden about this. “What’s the 
institutional-security, orderly-operation whatever justification for this one?” His new captain, some military 
beefhead who in his first month at Milan had already began implementing other negative changes around 
the compound, interrupted all aggressively, “It’s none of your business. No books in the SHU except the 
book cart, period.” I would have snapped back at him if the Warden wasn’t right there, but thinking that 
because they were still deciding what to do with me, I chose to let it ride. 
 
More than a week goes by, and I’m still sitting on some dead time, singing the same old song, washing 
socks in the sink. The fire alarm keeps blasting. That guy keeps covering himself in shit. Next week is 
finals in college. If I’m not out there, the whole semester will have been wasted. What is the point of my 
continued incarceration? Or any of us back here in the SHU sitting on dead time? 
 
Sadly, there is nothing unusual about this incident. It wasn’t in retaliation for the nature of my case, or the 
tweets I put out, or the FOIA requests I filed, or my involvement in the recent lawsuit to stop the new BOP 
prison in Letcher County, Kentucky. A single power-tripping pig wrote a bogus shot and the system backed 
the lie. This happens every day in hundreds of prisons across the US. They hope that each incident is not 
brought to the public’s attention, that we just accept it as inevitable. I am strengthened and inspired by 
people who wrote me, and are advocating for me, pressuring FCI Milan to do the right thing. Reading an 
ABC Zine someone sent me, I come across a poem written by Eric King, also in solitary at another fed joint 
across the country. “Can I let loose my spirit/Let it flourish, watch it destroy/Can I refuse to be 
submissive/To any state or movement…Can I live one time?” I think about how I have gone out of my way 
to behave myself over the past few years. I kissed so much ass in RDAP to get the year off and they still 
expelled me. Even then, I layed low, so I can try to get this college degree, and now they are trying to 
transfer me. It’s just another reminder how their system of carrots and sticks of punishment in the name of 
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rehabilitation is all messed up. It’s one of the first rules I learned going to jail: it doesn’t matter if you are 
guilty or innocent, when they can slam you all the same, so you may as well go all the way with it. I make 
up my mind: if they are shipping me back to the medium, if they take my degree, if they take a month of 
good time for a lie, I will make them regret it; I’m going HAM. It’s going down like Bartleby. I would 
prefer not to cuff up, not to stand up count. Send the goons if you gotta. I refuse to accept that which they 
say cannot be changed. 
 
POSTSCRIPT: Thanks everybody for advocating on my behalf to pressure the BOP to keep me at FCI 
Milan. Many of the CO’s walking by told me they were well aware that there was a campaign underway. 
Unfortunately, the BOP did decide to boost my points and transfer me to a medium security prison. They 
got me out of there quick. While many others had been languishing in the SHU for months awaiting 
transfer, I was on the first flight out of there. When I got to the transfer center in Oklahoma City, they put 
me in the SHU for the holidays, which is apparently standard protocol for people who had a staff assault 
charge, foreshadowing the type of negative stigma that can come with a shot of that nature in your jacket. 
I’ve arrived here at my final destination at FCI Memphis. Having spent years at FCI Manchester in 
southeastern Kentucky, I was not excited to be returning to the south eastern confederate Trump region. 
Either way, my journey in the BOP is in the home stretch, and wherever they put me, I will continue to stay 
strong in high spirits. – Jeremy Hammond 
 
9 Mar - Stand Against US Intervention in Venezuela! 
WHAT: Demonstration 
WHEN: 4:00-6:00pm, Saturday, March 9th 
WHERE: 253 Livingston Street, Brooklyn 11201 
COST: FREE 
 
MORE: 
The US imperialist assault against Venezuela has been a slow, painful process. Ever since the rise of the 
Bolivarian revolutionary movement the US has been thoroughly committed to subverting the project. With 
the rise of far right governments throughout the hemisphere, the US, in tandem with European nation-states 
have prepared a multi-pronged assault on the country. In solidarity with the communal process, the 
revolutionary organizations like the former Manifiesto de La Federaction Anarquista Revolucionaria de 
Venezuela (FARV), and with the anti-capitalist struggle in South America we are taking action to 
unequivocally denounce US imperialism. Despite whatever contradictions may exist, we know that 
imperialism must be halted at every advance and that the interests of the United States are always directly 
opposed to the interests of those who live in oppressed nations. We are demonstrating to demand that this 
racist settler colonial empire must fall! 
 
15 Mar - Metropolitan Anarchist Coordinating Committee General Assembly 
WHAT: General Assembly 
WHEN: 6:30pm, Friday, March 15th 
WHERE: Verso Books–20 Jay Street, Brooklyn 
COST: FREE 
 
MORE: 
The assembly will begin at 7:00 PM, orientation for newcomers begins 6:30 PM. 
 
MACC assemblies are open to all anarchists, antifascists, anti-authoritarians and those interested in 
anarchist ideas and organizing so please invite your friends and share widely! 
 
If you haven't attended before, these assemblies are an opportunity to get plugged in with MACC, its 
various committees and working groups, and other NYC based anarchist projects. 
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There is an orientation before the assembly starting at 6:30 PM for those interested in familiarizing 
themselves with MACC, the history, process and politics that underskirt general assemblies/anarchist ideas. 
 
As with all assemblies, we encourage everyone to come with ideas about what they would like to see for 
future campaigns or actions and what direction they'd like MACC to take in terms of building a more 
powerful, militant anarchist movement. 
 
For more information contact us at info@macc.nyc. 
 
15 Mar - We Need To Take Guns – Rojava Benefit Screening 
WHAT: Film Screening 
WHEN: 7:00-10:00pm, Friday, March 15th 
WHERE: The Base – 1302 Myrtle Avenue Brooklyn, New York 11221 
NOTE: The Base is on the ground floor, is wheelchair accessible, and has a gender neutral toilet. 
COST: Free, but this is a fund raiser, so please bring money to put in the hat 
 
MORE: 
Join us as we raise funds for international revolutionaries as they support the Rojava Revolution at this vital 
time. The struggle against Daesh is reaching a new phase and the nature of the conflict is growing 
increasingly complex. RAM, in an effort to draw greater attention to revolutionary currents in the struggle, 
is proud to screen this film about the International Freedom Battalion. 
 
“We Need to Take Guns” is the first documentary film about the revolutionary communist and anarchist 
organizations who comprise the International Freedom Battalion in Rojava. The formation of the 
International Freedom Battalion was announced on June 10, 2015 in Serê Kaniyê and was inspired by the 
International Brigades of the Spanish Civil War. The Battalion has taken part in the major offensives in 
defense of the Rojava Revolution as a mobile Tabur (battalion) under the YPG/YPJ. This documentary was 
filmed in the summer of 2017 during the Raqqa campaign. There are discussions about motivations, 
revolutionary internationalism, strategy and tactics, and some of the little known history, in the West, of the 
revolutionary organizations in Turkey and Syria. 
 
Presenting various testimonies of combatants, this documentary is a political and military document which 
clearly expresses its solidarity with the battalion and the causes that they defend. The film screening will be 
followed by a discussion. 
 
Recommended Readings: 

o “Militant Anarchist Collective Announced in Rojava: Tekoşîna Anarşîst.” 
amwenglish.com/articles/militant-anarchist-collective-announced-in-rojava-tekosina-anarsist 

o “International Freedom Battalion Statement: Our Duty Today; To Defend The Peoples of Rojava 
Against The Fascist Attacks.” amwenglish.com/articles/international-freedom-battalion-statement 

o “IRPGF: Anarchists Fighting ISIS in Rojava Announce New Formation.” 
itsgoingdown.org/anarchists-fighting-isis-rojava-announce-irpgf 

o “The Struggle Is not for Martyrdom but for Life.” crimethinc.com/2017/04/18/the-struggle-is-not-
for-martyrdom-but-for-life 

o “The Threat to Rojava: An Anarchist in Syria Speaks on the Real Meaning of Trump’s 
Withdrawal.” amwenglish.com/articles/the-threat-to-rojava 

o “Interview With Guerrilla Heval Amara by International Anarchists in Rojava.” 
amwenglish.com/articles/interview-with-guerrilla-heval-amara-by-international-anarchists-in-
rojava 

 
We’ll pass a hat around the room for funds, and people should donate however much the feel comfortable. 
We’ll also have zines, shirts, and posters for sale! 
 


